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An American Epic Poem
Nicholas Syrianus Katsafanas

Cloud was sitting at Seventh Heaven
drinking a Fernet on the rocks

engaging in light conversation

with a cocksucker he’d never even met
about a Queen’s Blood play-in game

that he’d—this particular cocksucker—
requested to be put on the TV at the bar.
Well, actually Cloud corrected,

for the record,

that he’d actually been reading

a few pages of Timaeus

prior to all this,

making a few disparate notes,

finding himself puzzled at

the sensory information

that continued to be relayed into his brain.
Cloud basically alleged he was flummoxed
about the sensory information that became,
in some way, relayed

to what he guessed was his brain?—
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Part I: The Madness of a Cloud



Canto I
“The Nice Man with his Wife’s Last Name’s
Form of Annihilation”

1859:2546 .730

Cloud was sitting at Seventh Heaven
drinking a Fernet on the rocks

engaging in light conversation

with a cocksucker he’d never even met
about a Queen’s Blood play-in game

that he’d—this particular cocksucker—
requested to be put on the TV at the bar.
Well, actually Cloud corrected,

for the record,

that he’d actually been reading

a few pages of Timaeus

prior to all this,

making a few disparate notes,

finding himself puzzled at

the sensory information

that continued to be relayed into his brain.
Cloud basically alleged he was flummoxed
about the sensory information that became,
in some way, relayed

to what he guessed was his brain?—

how any of that was corroborated,

but more so Cloud contemplated

the static nature of said images—

that’s what he was specifically contemplating
when a guy with a round-ass face

leaned onto the bar,



seeking to close his tab,

obviously excited to tell the bartender
that he may need to show her his ID,

just because he took his wife’s last name
and hadn’t had a chance to change

his license yet?

The patron with the round-ass face

noted how nice the bartender was (Tifa!),
but what was her name again?

He could definitely display his ID

if she really needed,

just because, again,

his last name was different now—

taking his wife’s name and all!

Of course, Cloud noted,

that it was clear that no one gave a fuck
about the printed name on a credit card in that bar,
and Tifa, for her part,

didn’t exactly seem like she was ramping up
to suck this dude off

just because he was a radical feminist.
For Cloud’s part he was still, you know,
attempting to get behind the blunt sensations
being smuggled relentlessly

into his so-called conscious existence.
Everything was an image to some extent,
right Aerith?

Touch itself was a fucking sensory image.
It was a quaint Spring evening

where Cloud felt more or less

destined to philosophize,



having started drinking wine

in preparation for a Friday night dinner,
only to have Tifa bail last minute,
because she needed to pick up a bar shift—
leaving him completely free

to continue this wine drinking

in a ritualistic way

that would be conducive

to philosophical ideas.

Yes, Cloud continued to Aerith,

it was basically only via drinking alone,
but in a ritualistic fashion,

that he’d achieved any sort

of philosophical inquiry.

You couldn’t just sit at a desk

and "become philosophical”,

at least not for Cloud!

Maybe some people could!

But, no, not Cloud.

He’d imagine that there were probably
a litany of possible ways

of becoming philosophical—

like, for instance,

for the round-faced albino chap,
perhaps telling Tifa

that he’d taken his wife’s last name,
maybe that could be seen

as possibly ritualistic in a way,

a gateway to some sort of

becoming philosophical.

This was "actually science”,



Cloud told her he thought at the bar,
successfully avoiding making any eye contact
with the round-faced man.

Was it necessarily strange at all

that once the Greeks went extinct
philosophy went more or less

completely and utterly downbhill

and never looked back in the least,

that the last group to really reach

much of any philosophical success

made a sincere effort to conjoin

getting fucked up with

contemplating intelligible phenomena?—
that these Greeks attempted

to marry inebriation and rigorous dialectic?
That all thought since—

to paraphrase North Whitehead—

had been a minor footnote to Plato or whatever?
The thing was, according to Cloud,

you just couldn’t willy nilly

"delve into metaphysics"

completely sober!

But that wasn’t to say a person

should necessarily become some
degenerate alcoholic either,

because a degenerate drunk

would in no way make a great meta-physicist either—
that was basically impossible, because,

like Cloud said,

the solo mode of inebriation

should be done ritualistically,



in spurts, at certain times.

You couldn’t just be like

hitting the bottle

as soon as you woke from a slumber!—
after said inebriation sessions

you'd require sobriety

to parse through whatever it was

that came to you

via said contemplation, no?

In fact, the actual science

was nothing beyond this parsing through
of inebriation sessions

of rigorous contemplation!

That was it—

what laid behind logic and metaphysics,
in Cloud’s mind at least!

But inebriation could be anything really—
Cloud could enter a state of inebriation
in a car alone on a Tuesday AM,

without consuming a damn thing.

Aerith more or less agreed,

adding that on the one hand

a philosophical mind

should be able to analyze,

interpret, extrapolate,

all of that scientific stuff—but,

on the other,

if you fail to place yourself

in a position to receive anything to analyze,
interpret, or extrapolate

then you were basically screwed!
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Cloud more or less agreed

but added that—sans this type of
“inspiration,” so to speak—

they’d be stuck sitting

at a table just noodling

around nonsensically,

vacillating back and forth

between two types of nothingness,
and then just probably knocking off
someone else’s work by accident.

But none of this was new!

It wasn’t like Cloud was breaking news
in any way.

At this point Aerith asked—you know,
was this albino douche bag,

he was an element of this analysis?
No, not really—according to Cloud—
maybe the guy was trying a tad too hard?—
to present himself

as a specific archetype

to the general public,

as a guy who decided

to spit in the face

of his own chromosome count,

which was something Cloud
"personally endorsed!"

Granted Cloud probably

wouldn’t do it by taking his wife’s last name,
because Cloud personally

was obviously more prone

to a type of isolated
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and overly dramatic
self-annihilation

than a subservient

and disingenuously muted
feminist annihilation,

but he wasn’t ipso facto

opposed to either!

Aerith agreed

one hundred percent!

But Cloud still would go

a little further,

noting that in the intelligible sphere,
as someone like,

say, Proclus would note,

that so-called forms

were somehow able

to participate in one another
without mixing,

whereas within the sensible realm
they participated in things

and subsequently got dirty.

But Cloud thought that it was worth
going one step further—

since they were discussing
annihilation and stuff anyway,
that the perceived mixing
between forms that took place

in the sensible arena

was itself just a projection

of mixture but not actual mixture.

The intelligible sphere,
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being purely emanated,
participated within itself

without mixing itself,

while in the sensible sphere

it didn’t seem like that was possible,
that by participating

within sensible things

they became essentially mixed
with them,

assuming they were categorically sensible.
Essentially nature was tainted,
which of course

Cloud and Aerith knew all too well!
Way too well!

Hence their shared acquiescence
toward occasional annihilation!
But even this sensible filth,

so to speak,

Cloud thought,

this perceived mixing up

in the participation of sensible things,
wasn’t it also a projection?—

an emanation,

just as the participation

of the intelligible sphere

was also an emanation

of the primary unity of all things?
Which, yeah, brought Cloud back
to that albino round-faced fuck

at the bar,

taking his wife’s last name—
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because ultimately

the albino’s vantage point

wasn’t remarkably divergent
from Cloud’s or Aerith’s,

Cloud thought.

This albino was promoting

a certain type of annihilation

of their cultural-sensible realm,
thinking that the patriarchal lineage
of their society was basically
something objectionable,
something essentially tainted,
that should be annihilated

in the service of something more pure.
Okay, well, Cloud thought

that made a modicum of sense!
Maybe taking his wife’s last name
was in a sense a greater form

of purity than locking a woman
in a kitchen and expecting

a blowjob every other evening,
Cloud thought.

Just as Proclus and Socrates
sensed that the intelligible sphere
participated with itself

yet not in a way

where it mixed with itself,

that this was distinct

from our further descended,
sensible sphere

where things participated with
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one another but got mixed up

in the process—well,

maybe this albino man

was noting that the patriarchy
was a participatory mixing

that left unseemly cum stains—
"for lack of a better phrase!"—

on human experience.

Patriarchy, in the albino man’s mind,
should be annihilated

because of this sensible mixing up,
this putrid tainting

of what would be better off pure.
And taking your nice wife’s name
was a proper mode

of annihilation in response.

Aerith remarked that she knew
Cloud would inevitably bring

the discourse back to this poor chap
closing his tab,

but, just to be clear,

what Cloud was saying was that
this mixing that occurred

in the sensible realm was itself
just a separate projection—

just a lesser mode of projecting!
So while the material world

may have disgusted them,

perhaps moving the two toward
some sort of all-encompassing

conceptual annihilation,
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and as much as the patriarchy

might have seemed putrid

to the albino husband at the bar

who looked to annihilate himself

by taking his nice wife’s last name,

it could be wise to consider

that these disgusting aggregates

were themselves simply derivative projections,
that they weren’t actual mixtures,

that they were just derivative emanations
as opposed to tattoos

of what they thought they despised.
Aerith was aware—

she wasn’t distressed about it,

but she knew this poor albino guy

would in time

take the brunt of it from Cloud.

Cloud questioned whether he didn’t deserve it?
Plus like they’d already implied—

they must to proceed

from the immanent

to the transcendent, no?
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Canto 11
“Tifa’s Dream”

n/ 2174:3037
7716

Cloud found it a tad befuddling,

just because

Tifa said she’d had an odd dream
about him the previous night,

and he’d replied bluntly

that he "didn’t usually have dreams
about people he knew",

somehow completely purging the fact
from his mind that,

just that night,

he’d had a vivid dream

involving one of his first girlfriends
and her current

(to the best of Cloud’s knowledge) spouse.
How could that have possibly

slipped his memory,

given the vivacity of the dream itself?
Barrett didn’t have a clue either, really.
His ex and her husband

were living with Cloud

and his fictional wife

in a modest condo

they’d been leasing

in Upper Midgar,

yet he told Tifa he "never dreamt"
about people he knew,
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yet perhaps the most befuddling aspect
of it was that when he’d said that

to her he actually believed it!

Cloud’s ex-girlfriend

and his fictional wife

had become somewhat friendly

in the dream, in the condo,

and the whole ordeal—in Cloud’s dream—
struck him as totally fine initially.

His fictional wife was obscured,

a pure mirage,

while his ex was an image

of how he’d known her in the past,
not how she was now

(not that he knew how she was now!),
but eventually Cloud began to come
to the realization that this was his
ex-romantic interest

, and that his current wife

and ex-girlfriend becoming friends
was an absolutely

"cataclysmic development"

for him socially,

that it was probably

the worst thing that could possibly
happen to his marriage.

He wondered what the husband

of his ex was thinking—

Cloud was wondering

how it was exactly

that he got roped into this whole thing
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as he was exiting

this apartment into

an Upper Midgar that, of course,
wasn’t exactly Upper Midgar at all!—
yet only hours later when

Tifa told Cloud she’d had a dream
with him in it that night

he claimed to never dream

about people he knew.

Odd! Barrett noted that he just did, though,
right? That his statement to Tifa
was false, no?

Um, yeah, that’s exactly

what Cloud just said!

Cloud reiterated that it was
"literally that night"

that he’d had the dream,

further emphasizing the absurdity
of his statement to Tifa.

Maybe, Cloud thought,

it was closer to a coincidence

than an acute misremembering

or forgetting? Was that possible?
Memory was elliptical sometimes.
But in any case,

he told Barrett he’d had another
dream recently—if Barrett was

by any chance interested

in listening to more

"bullshit about his dream states?"—

where Cloud had discovered a glowing,
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fluorescent insect

in one of the drawers

on a screened-in patio

that didn’t exist in so-called "real life",
and Cloud tossed the fucking thing
outside onto the grass,

kind of disgusted by it to be honest,
only to discover

that same insect

just a few moments later—

but now appearing in a humanoid form,
standing outside the screened-in patio,
hoping to be let in.

Now, in the dream

there was a little get-together

on this patio,

so Cloud was a little wary

of letting this being—

who was female, to be clear—

into the party, but curiously

everyone else at the pow-wow
seemed totally incapable

of perceiving her, even after

Cloud allowed her in?

Yes, Cloud allowed her in

and the form of communication
between himself and the entity

was simply a series of

"vague feelings",

perhaps, he thought,

this was some kind of reminder
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that you couldn’t just, you know,
create things—

that refreshing syntheses

are the best we could do?

With that said,

they started copulating on the patio.
Barrett wanted to clarify

that it was the butterfly woman
that Cloud was fucking?

Or whatever she was?

Well, Cloud noted, only

when she became a human being,
of some sort,

that that was when

the copulation occurred, obviously!
But, with that said,

it was actually (kind of?)
intriguing to Barrett, to be honest?
But, more importantly,

Cloud really wanted to know

how Seventh Heaven

was last night,

because Barrett stopped by there, didn’t he?
How was it? Well. Let’s see.
Barrett definitely

felt the purity of the booze expand
within his chest upon his first sip,
and while the bartender

(obviously not Tifa,

but he didn’t catch her name)

was slightly more affable
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than when he went there with Cloud,
but she didn’t actually ask

what fruit he wanted in the drink.
Sitting alone at Seventh Heaven
Barrett took note of himself

tossing the single orange slice

onto his thin, now immediately moist
napkin and manually extracting

the single seed

that had been expelled

from the orange into the liquor
from the glass,

and in doing so,

he noted

that all that he’d accounted for at the bar—
the affability, the fruit, the seed—
that extracting those ideas

out of the air was basically the same
as the "coordinate-tracking”"
reported by remote viewers.

He glanced back at the bar

and took brief note of the bartender
chugging a shot of booze

with a customer

and was violently

smacked in the face

with an acute memory

of ripping similar shots

with a specific bartender

from his past,

which was basically

22



just another set of coordinates,

but these particular coordinates
returned to him,

he didn’t pluck them

out of the air.

He didn’t pluck these ripping shots
with a bartender coordinates

from a rapid rush of information—
no, said coordinates returned to him
as he sat in solitude

at the bar totally involuntarily,
violently smacking Barret

in the fucking face

and somewhat rudely

collapsing time itself in the process,
right as Barrett sat at that tiny table
alone, innocently sipping his drink
in Seventh Heaven.

Barrett then went on to tell Cloud how,
before the bar,

he’d seen a bunch of people

with Mako poisoning

that he hadn’t seen in months,

and Cloud noted

that’s how they knew Spring

was approaching, right?!

Yet, on that note,

it was kind of funny because Cloud
was actually thinking to himself
the other day—

what was the
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"exact definition of sobriety"
anyway—like how could they actually
"distinguish sobriety from intoxication?"
Barrett perked up a bit.

Cloud made it clear that, no,

he wasn’t necessarily

like talking about smoking crack,
or exposing yourself

to high intensity mako shards

for decades on end,

but maybe just drinking white wine
or something?

Because Cloud was crossing

the Washington Street bridge
contemplating a particular vision
of indivisible Oneness

the other night,

as Barrett knew too well

that Cloud was apt to do

from time to time,

and believe it or not

he was actually discovering

a decent amount of enjoyment

in the material world at the time!—
drinking a mini water bottle

filled with Mezcal,

but also attempting to gauge
whether he’d have the time to grab
just one more beer before

Tifa was supposed to be at his apartment.
Cloud was contemplating
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the nature of an indivisible Oneness,

but he was also comforted

by the material realm

while coldly calculating

his odds of being able

to chug another beer

while still making it back

to his apartment before

Tifa was supposed to arrive.

And as Cloud was contemplating

this nature of an indivisible Oneness,
crossing a Washington Street bridge,
drinking Mezcal from a mini water bottle
Cloud remarked to Barrett

how he’d started to question

this very definition of sobriety.

But it was here Barrett began to question—
well—what did Cloud actually mean by that?
Well, what Cloud was trying to get at,
Barrett, was that sobriety itself

was supposed to be a baseline of sorts, no?
Of course it was!

Yet how could

they measure this baseline

exactly?—was there a

measurement at all?—

was sobriety to be defined

by alack of passion,

or a vague sense of the “even-keeled”?
But the problem was,

in Cloud’s mind at least,
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that there was no universal
emotional baseline

with which to define sobriety.
Some people—he meant,

even Cloud himself

could be totally unhinged
emotionally on occasion

while quote-unquote
“completely sober”!
Furthermore, even if they—
Barrett and Cloud—could define
some baseline emotional status
as axiomatic,

then they would still have to combat
philosophically with external substances
that weren’t considered
intoxicants

that would obviously shift

this emotional baseline.

What did Cloud mean?

Well, like, a lack of food

could alter mood.

The same could be said

of caffeine!

Consuming dirt

would probably shift someone’s
emotional state.

Historically, according to Cloud,
people ate fucking plants

with small doses of

psychedelics embedded within them
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and probably thought

very little about

"intoxication" proper!"

People used to fucking sanitize water
with alcohol!

Smoking tobacco altered mood.
Basically, Barrett,

"anything we ingest

alters our latent state

of existence and therefore
changes us in some form

or another, which in most all cases
probably filters into our mood."
Cloud noted,

for him personally,

a shift in his diet could do wonders
for his intellectual disposition—

so then what was sobriety?

It seemed impossible to even think
about sobriety as a thing at all!
Well, Barrett hadn’t exactly
considered it like that

and wasn’t sure if he would.

But Cloud thought that maybe
they’d taken a false baseline

of sobriety conceptually, no?
After all, what technically

was an external substance?

Could they dig even further

and consider the definition

of an external substance?
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A conversation could certainly
alter a person’s temperament
exponentially as well!—

but did that technically

count as an exogenous substance?
Did words not carry weight?

A vociferous thought

or even a fleeting memory—
especially in Cloud’s case!—

could often toss a person completely
off-kilter, yet they still

for some incomprehensible reason
clung to an idea

of an objective sobriety,

and then they subsequently
targeted select substances

as intoxicating,

while deeming so-called

"other" substances—

which also altered temperaments—
as totally fine! Well,

this was what Cloud was thinking at least,
as he walked over the Washington Street
bridge—that if people didn’t

view consuming fresh vegetables
as something fundamentally

mind altering,

then it was possible,

in Cloud’s mind,

that they just experienced

the world in vastly different ways,

28



and Barrett for his part

found this to be

intriguing yet unconvincing,
but Cloud insisted

that there simply

was no true and extended stability
of our mental states—

even if they were hypothetically
deprived of external tinkering,
because even thought itself

was fundamentally external

to some extent, was it not?

And people on average

were constantly accosted

by specific thoughts,

were they not?

Thought almost never ceased
accosting these people,

which were all people?

And even if they confined themselves
to commonly agreed upon
material substances,

then there was still no consistent way
to calculate the degree

of alteration to a mental state
across people of different walks
of life, period.

Barrett might not experience
the same mental shift

after the consumption

of a fresh stick of celery
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that Cloud would,

even if the celery itself

remained entirely static.

Walking across the

Washington Street bridge,

Cloud drank from a tiny water bottle
filled with Mezcal

and didn’t feel intoxicated

in any way, shape, or form—

any more than had he been
drinking a cup of coffee,

or eating a delicious snack,

or receiving a specific thought.

In his mind at the time

there was no true division
between intoxication and sobriety,
and this was Cloud’s final conclusion—
regardless of whether or not
Barrett agreed—as he

somewhat anxiously sent

Tifa a text message

letting her know he was

"taking a walk", just in case

she arrived at his apartment
before he finished

slugging down one last beer

at the bar that he was walking to.
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Canto III
“Dinner & Drinks”

1403:1994 .704

"Well, no," were the two words
Cloud began with as he explained
that his point was that

there was a significant distinction
between the two,

meaning dinner and drinks!—

that if you make it out like

it’s "just drinks"

and then last minute

it becomes dinner?—

then yeah Cloud’s gonna be

a little fucking pissed off'!
Especially if he didn’t know

the fucking people, you know Aerith?
How did that make

any sense?

He found it a bit absurd,

frankly. Sure,

he’d go tie one or two on

with a total stranger, that was fine,
but to sit down and actually
engage in a dinner?—

that was an entirely distinct level
of socializing,

and it was one that, frankly,

Cloud didn’t particularly care for.
And he wasn’t ashamed to admit it!—
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that, frankly, he felt this Philistine notion
of just "going out to dinner"

with any and every acquaintance,
that if you didn’t acquiesce to that
standard then you would be deemed, what?—
anti-social?

Well color Cloud anti-social then!
But Aerith noted that while, sure,

to be fair, it was a different level

of socialization,

if he truly didn’t know the people,
but, you know,

if it was her personally?

Supposing it was Aerith,

then she’d hope that it wouldn’t be
that big of a deal to Cloud?

To just go out to dinner?

Was she kidding him?!

Oh, of course not, Aerith! With her?
You fucking kidding?

Cloud was always down

to grab a nosh with someone like her,
no, it was just that the

hypothetical notion

of eating supper

with a complete stranger

(“a more or less complete stranger”)—
what were they discussing?

Cloud and the hypothetical stranger?
Did he have to come prepared

with a portfolio of talking points?—

32



Cloud couldn’t imagine that
they’d be super intrigued

with anything he had to say,

or that they’d end up

on the precipice of any revelation
that he’d conclude to be
particularly enlightening either.
Cloud was simply

going by empirical evidence really.
That was all. He wasn’t, like,
trying to be a dick or anything!
Just that, empirically speaking,

it seemed unlikely

they’d have a lot to converse about,
Cloud and this hypothetical stranger.
But Aerith added that,

to be fair, wasn’t Cloud

the one who was always railing
against so-called sensory data?
Yet, in this case,

he was all bent out of shape
about this impromptu dinner
because, in his own words,
because of empirical data?

Of past experience,

which was sensory data?
Memories, right?

Which, wouldn’t Cloud agree,
was some of the most

unreliable data available no?

Of course he did! Aerith,
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even fucking quantum physics

was still fundamentally
sense-forward, in the sense

that they were beginning with
sense perception—

this was what contemporary
so-called science

had achieved of course!

Placing sense perception

as an apex predator

until finally, with the discovery

of quantum physics,

it’d reduced the observable world
to a degree that even linear
sense-perception no longer

made any fucking sense

in the upper worlds!

That was what they’d done,

and quite smugly at times too!—
but wasn’t that what Cloud was doing
with this impending dinner?
Aerith queried him on this point.
Well, Cloud supposed that,
thinking about it again, yeah,

he was kind of acting like a
quantum physicist a bit, wasn’t he?
Well, Aerith was just saying—

to the extent that his argument was
fundamentally empirical,

but it was kind of intuitive

in a sense too, his argument,
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in Cloud’s opinion.

He agreed with Aerith

to the extent that, yes,

he was basing his disgust
partially on empirical evidence,
but he’d also allege

that he felt an intuitive disgust
with these types of social gatherings
as well, and then he,

to her point, to be blunt,

did tend to dip into the world
of empiricism to validate

said intuitive disgust.
Although, technically,

they should probably be

a little cautious to even employ
the word empiricism here,
because he didn’t think empiricism
necessarily needed to be
restricted to sense-perception
necessarily, you know?

Aerith supposed there, yes,

was probably an empiricism

of the intelligible realm as well?
Honestly, to Cloud—

it was certainly possible

that he maybe wasn’t even

in the best mind state to even
assess it one way or another.
Aerith took advantage of this

capitulation to say
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she’d recently had a dream
about Cloud—

would he mind hearing her out?—
where he was emailing her a
question about

whether a specific action

was defined as

‘insider trading’, while she was
processing some non-descript
‘orders’ for something

in a bath tub,

which consisted of,

for some reason,

washing large chocolate cookies
down the drain,

watching them

as they slowly disintegrated
under the hot water, then,
after that, realizing that

the cookies related to

Cloud’s question

about insider trading,

she contemplated

if she should have flushed them
all down the drain

before answering the question?
Did she do wrong by Cloud

by washing these cookies
preemptively down the drain?
If Cloud truly wanted

the "order processed", so to speak.
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In a sense Aerith

felt an affinity for the cookies,
didn’t she, Cloud inferred.

Cloud postulated that she felt like
they were actual beings

as she crumbled them

down the unforgiving drain

with the scorching hot water?

In retrospect, Aerith admitted
that that may have been the case.
Cloud noted that there

was a certain "level of gnosis"
achieved through

contemplating your dreams—

yet was there any to be gleaned
from participating

in double date dinners?

Aerith admitted she’d been clinging
onto the fact of the cookies

being washed down the drain,
and she knew Cloud

had a particular talent

when it came to interpreting dreams.
Well then let’s see here,

Cloud contemplated,

the dissolution of a sweet food

in an apparatus usually used

to clean yourself?

But with a transactional,
abutting capitalist

undertone. And Aerith was doing it,
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perhaps unintentionally,

for someone else (Cloud),
without their knowledge,

and not only

without their knowledge

but while ignoring their inquiry—
actually, Cloud guessed

it was his inquiry technically,
about whether it was legal,

as apparently

this was somehow potentially
‘insider trading’®

So she was repurposing

an apparatus

for cleansing the body

to destroy large, life-like
pieces of unhealthy food

for Cloud, without his consent,
Cloud meanwhile wondering
if destroying this junk food
in a bath tub

was actually illegal?

Of course in any dream

they also should consider
whether what was represented
was a representation

of another representation,
meaning maybe not

an analogy at all?

But if they proceeded

as if what was represented
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in Aerith’s dream appeared

as it was intended to appear,
then that would be a decent start.
So, in a sense,

Aerith thought,

that she was cleaning

particular attributes of Cloud
without his permission,

while Cloud was thinking—
perhaps suspecting—

that cleansing himself

in this way may have actually
been a type of insider trading,

it could have been

a very serious crime.

Cloud noted that—Aerith,
cleaning yourself was

"basically a crime

against the state these days".

No surprise there!

Although Cloud liked

a nice cookie every now and then,
he didn’t necessarily

find anything

that bad about

eating a few cookies on occasion,
but Cloud also found it
intriguing that Aerith personally
identified with the cookies

as they broke apart

and tumbled down the drain,
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that she saw a certain goodness,
a specific being within them,
and subsequently felt

a sadness at the fact

they had to be washed

down the drain of this bath tub.
Even what’s fundamentally
bad for you

isn’t necessarily bad,

Aerith noted.

But yes, it was sad to see

them fall apart

in a bath tub faucet, huh?
"Even the running shoes

you need to toss into the trash

are eternal," Cloud said.
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Canto IV
“Institutional Norms’

&

1332:1960 .680

Cloud was for sure fine

with whatever Tifa wanted
to say to him

("I always want you to speak
your mind!"), but he just wasn’t
going to back off

his well-developed

(in his mind) idea

that the institution itself

(as a concept)

was basically restrictive,
that they shouldn’t
necessarily care

what’s there in the container
("Category theory!"),

but also that

"eros was a gateway".

Tifa just wasn’t certain

that engaging in that

in the bar, after hours—

she didn’t know, was that
actually appropriate, Cloud?
Even if she wanted to do it!
In the bar?! Of course,
Cloud totally understood,
but, again—just to reiterate—
"eros was a gateway".
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It didn’t have to be about,

you know, purely that.

What?—was Tifa now gonna allow
herself to be tyrannically restrained
by the institutional norms of Shinra, et al?
Was that now how

she was gonna live her life?—

by the contemptuous rules of Shinra?
She could "pop that pussy wide open"
whenever she wanted to!—

if she really wanted to,

even if it was just super quickly!
(What exactly was

the temperature in the room?)

There wasn’t anything inherently
out of bounds about

any of that, assuming

the correct context, because—

well, no, Cloud wasn’t saying

he was in support of

indiscriminate promiscuity—

no, not at all! It needed to be
rigorous—perhaps "even ritualistic”,
and he wasn’t even suggesting

Tifa should ipso facto

just quote-unquote

pop that pussy open

to spite the moral norms of Shinra—
it was actually the opposite!

No, Cloud was simply asserting

she "shouldn’t not make" beautiful love
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in Seventh Heaven simply because
of some societal Shinra code—

she shouldn’t allow herself, Tifa,
to be regulated by

an institutional entity

whose primary purpose

was the employment

of the universal restriction.

To Cloud it wasn’t in any way, shape,
or form Shinra’s place

to enforce

any universal restrictions
whatsoever. Fuck Shinra specifically
and fuck the institution

in a more generic sense.

Ugh, shut up Cloud!

He was kidding, wasn’t he?

Oh yeah!—Cloud admitted it

was certainly possible

he was exaggerating certain elements
of his argument intentionally,

in terms of the whole—

well, "you know"—no,

he wasn’t suggesting

Tifa should "pop that pussy"

in the bar!

No, that was absurd!

Unless she wanted to!

Because if she wanted to Tifa
should know that Cloud took no
offense, like, at all!
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They both laughed at themselves,
but didn’t he, Cloud,

in the abstract

kind of have a point?

No, just listen for a second,
Cloud said, please Tifa—

he knew she felt an anxiety,

from time to time,

and according to Cloud

it was actually entirely possible
that it was the anxiety

of the younger Socrates.

Namely, it was this anxiety

that Tifa, she felt like

she might have fallen

into a pit of "bottomless nonsense"—
this idea that there could be

an "actual conceptual idea"
behind all phenomena

that had ever occurred,

that every action she took

had some "capital-I" Idea

behind or above it,

that every single sensory perception,
every single moment

of their lives emerged

from some conceptual Idea
behind it, that ideas themselves
became sub-atomic particles
which become multiplied

into an infinite (“seeming!”) nonsense.
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It was an extreme Vertigo

to experience that

without a doubt!—

and Cloud was all too familiar

with that type of madness himself!

In fact, his entire experience in the ether,
so to speak,

was fundamentally in agreement

with this anxiety of young Socrates.
But what Cloud would say in response,
to Tifa, to himself, to Socrates—

what Cloud would say in reply

is exactly what Parmenides said

to this young Socrates himself,

that this anxiety was an anxiety

of youth ("Cloud,

we’re basically the exact same age . .."),
one that would be extinguished

when she’d

"learned not to despise

any of these things".

In short, Tifa shouldn’t allow

Shinra mores—or, frankly,

institutional mores from anywhere else
for that matter!—

to interfere with her own processes,
that was all Cloud

was saying really.

If Tifa wanted to do that at

Seventh Heaven, then, sure,

that was fine!
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Well, Tifa appreciated the kind words,
even if it was

an awkward subject for Cloud

of all people to be broaching,
given the fact that

it was kind of blatantly obvious
that it was Cloud

that Tifa would probably do that
with in the bar.

Why would they

kid one another about that!

But for Cloud’s part—no,

he didn’t care one way or the other—
he just thought that

when someone spent

a decent chunk of time in the ether
that it changed their perspective
on that kind of shit—

what conclusion, after all,

should they draw

from the "contemplation

of sensible objects"?

If she wanted to bend over

in her own bar,

it wasn’t philosophically

out of bounds to him

in the least. Like he said,

to some extent

"eros was a gateway"—

they shouldn’t view it simply

organically or purely sensibly
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even if it was to some extent
existent inextricably

within those realms,

at least from their perspectives

in their bodies or whatever.

A gateway to what though,

Tifa wondered.

To a different type of knowledge
Cloud confirmed.

Wasn’t he against sensual empiricism,
Tifa queried—but Cloud quickly
countered that it was

by amplifying

the sensory experience,

by speeding it up

that the sensory experience itself
was transcended—

that was the whole gateway part.
Again, Cloud wasn’t

arguing for any of this indiscriminately!—
he was instead making the case
that these amplifications

couldn’t be completely cut off!—
that if "other bitter and bilious humors
wander about in the body

and find no exit or escape,

but are pent up within and mingle
their own vapors with the motions
of the soul,

and are blended with them,

they produce
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all sorts of diseases".

That just like particles of matter
could be sped up to create
anti-gravitational waves,

the sensory organs could be
similarly sped up in order

to transcend themselves,
basically. Cloud made

a decent point,

but had he heard back

from Biggs and Wedge—

were they going to make it

to the little thing Tifa

was hosting that Sunday?

She just needed to, you know,
get a definite head count

so she could know

how much food she’d need.
Cloud hadn’t heard back,

and frankly he was finding it

a little ridiculous at that point—
because at the very least,

to Cloud,

they could at least RSVP

one way or the other.

Sure, of course,

eros was a gateway—

there couldn’t be

a totally universal restriction
oppressing every single member

of a society,
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but at the same time

if a person couldn’t RSVP

to an event

they basically should start

eating mud out of troughs with pigs,
in Cloud’s view at least!

People who refused to RSVP

to events in a timely manner

really had no place in polite society!—
or, for that matter,

in any society!

That was Cloud’s perspective

at least! And Tifa agreed!

Frankly, she was getting a little frustrated
with the whole process.

She was, in her mind,

doing a nice thing—

throwing an Avalanche quote-unquote
Sunday Funday, but she just needed to know
a head count ASAP.

It was already Wednesday night!
Cloud noted that they’d

sent out the invitations,

like, two weeks back,

and they hadn’t even heard back
from half of the potential attendees,
which actually moved Cloud

to think that maybe Tifa

should just cancel

the whole damn thing!

But, no, Tifa was right—
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it was too late to cancel,

because then "she’d look like the asshole".
Cloud thought that

maybe that was preferable!

Maybe that’s what needed to happen!
There needed to be

some rules to this shit, right?
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Canto V
“The Memory of Capitalism”

1768:2478 .714

Cloud asked Barrett point blank
right in Seventh Heaven:

What "was capitalism” really?—
because that’s what he was

actually philosophically opposed

to vis-a-vis Shinra, no?

The mass production of mako
energy—was that not fundamentally
just free market capitalism at its finest?—
and therefore wasn’t capitalism

just fundamentally

a singularity of sorts,

just a complete evisceration

of memory,

to the extent that

memory is the context

in which we construct ourselves,
our societies?

Cloud asserted that capitalism
didn’t give a fuck about that at alll—
simply because

capitalism couldn’t,

because if capitalism didn’t
ruthlessly pursue maximum profits,
then someone else would.

Cloud eventually asked Barrett

if capitalism actually
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consisted of memory at all?

But Barrett didn’t fucking know.

The fuck did he even care—

he was attempting to make

an active difference in things.

No, it didn’t at all, did it?

Capitalism was the singular focus sans
memory par excellence—

it sought an increase

at whatever the cost,

regardless of the context—

driven by the hypothetical other,

the hypothetical other

moving capitalism to completely ignore
memory holistically,

the only context in which capitalism
would even remotely consider memory
was in its future forecasts,

but even those types of reports

were fundamentally myopic in character,
weren’t they?

Plus "past performance

isn’t indicative of future results!"—

and even a five year forecast

would basically just cover

the attention span of a beta fish

in the grand scheme of things.

No, Cloud said,

capitalism clearly operated

sans memory, as a singularity—

and therefore was fundamentally
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an agent of destabilization

from a political standpoint—

he was agreeing with Barrett!

Barrett wasn’t seeking agreement

when Cloud then asked

if there wasn’t also something abutting
divine to that type of singularity—

to Cloud it was almost like

the radiation poisoning of pure mako
itself and shit, no?

Capitalism as a singularity contained

a divine element,

in its radical rejection of memory
capitalism was certainly divine-adjacent.
It was like capitalism as an unfettered
seeking of increase

of expansion

was in itself something

worthy of praise in the abstract,

but for an actual sensible society

the "employment of unrepentant capitalism"
was the most "destabilizing and self-destructive"
political philosophy

you could ever subscribe to!

Capitalism was magnificent in the abstract,
but if you actually subscribed

to the theory in practice

then you would almost definitely,

in due time,

totally destroy yourself

and everything around you!
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Ultimately, Barrett reiterated that he didn’t really
have a ton of time to discuss

these types of details—

philosophical discussions wouldn’t,
after all, fundamentally alter

the rapid environmental destruction
that was ongoing at the hands of Shinra!
Cloud didn’t disagree,

yet, at the same time,

weren’t the two of them

at Seventh Heaven drinking fucking beers?
How many draft beers

had they drank at that point?

They weren’t gonna slow down Shinra’s
degradation of the planet

via consuming draft beers either!

Shit, bro. It was like—

Cloud actually woke up that morning
thinking about memory—

not capitalism,

but memory at least—

about how he could be himself

across multiple platforms and shit,

but how, with that in mind,

memory perhaps

wasn’t "attached

to Being itself either".

Cloud was always concurrently
multiple iterations of himself,

and he to some extent

partook in Being
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across those iterations,

but at the same time—

the thought occurred to Cloud

that memory wasn’t necessarily
attached to Being

at all times either?

Being and memory—

what was their exact relationship?
That the soul could fundamentally
be eternal,

but if its being

was disassociated from memory

as we understood it

then obviously

it would kind of be difficult to verify!—
as we tend to confirm experiences
via memory and shit.

Barrett gulped down his eighth pint of Midgar Light,
but that didn’t deter Cloud

from prodding further at the point—
namely, that fundamentally
capitalism contained no memory,
and Being itself

perhaps only partially partook

in memory?

Was capitalism a form of being? No,
it couldn’t be!—not unless

they took a static vantage point

on an infinite urge

to increase and expand,

which, to some extent,
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wasn’t that the drive of the infinite,
which was fundamentally

the transcendent,

which was—no Being couldn’t be
transcendent, not totally, right?
Cloud didn’t think so.

Barrett had had enough

of this fucking shit!—

and he slammed his mug of Midgar Light
on the counter and moseyed

out the bar

(he’d heard about

"some new Queen’s Blood thing"

that was being introduced

to Sector Seven

that he wanted to try anyway).

Tifa took the opportunity

to ask Cloud if he’d had

any encounters with—you know?—
those ruthless apparitions

that seemed to be haunting him
intermittently since returning to Midgar?
Well, Cloud was after all

a "remade man"—

in more ways than one, but no? Why?
Who else around the slums

had seen them recently?

It was weird to Cloud,

a little curious,

he noted to Tifa,

mostly because it seemed like
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sometimes (a) he’d see them,

yet sometimes (b) no,

he wouldn’t necessarily see them

but intuit them, but then other times—
like the other day—(c) the apparitions
would be everywhere for everyone to see,
and he’d whip out

his fucking Buster Sword

with Tifa by his side.

Tifa asked him to extrapolate

on the triad of a-b-c, if he could.

She clearly wanted to assist Cloud

in reaching the bottom of all of this,

so to speak.

Well, to Cloud, it was almost like

the Eleatics were correct all along—

that this type of phenomena—

where sometimes (a) he’d see them

and she wouldn’t,

sometimes (b) he wouldn’t even see them
but he’d feel them,

and then other times (c) they’d appear

to the public at large,

well, phenomena like that

basically undermined the entire idea

of empiricism via sense perception, no?
If sense perception

was something that they could reliably employ
as a first principle to gather data

and then arrive at conclusions

regarding the nature
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of the corporeal world—

then shit like

what Cloud just described

couldn’t be possible, right?

Cloud asked how could it possibly?!
There had to be a separate first principle
they’d need to reference.

Also, he’d "switch to Fernet"

if that was okay with Tifa?

But the problem with this notion—
both he and Tifa agreed

(Tifa reluctantly agreed)—

was that (a) there was no evidence
that he saw them when others didn’t,
and (b) there was no evidence

even to himself that he felt them
when he didn’t see them.

Cloud could see them

and he’d be sure

that he saw them

even if Tifa didn’t—

he’d have an empirical data point
that he just couldn’t prove!—

but when Cloud simply felt himself
to be in communion with something formless
and incorporeal,

then even he couldn’t be sure,

from an empirical standpoint,

what it was he experienced,

because his experience lacked a form entirely—
he didn’t have a sense-based
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empirical data point

to even prove to himself

that he experienced anything!
Tifa poured the Fernet

and said something about
wanting to believe Cloud.

At that point Cloud said,
hearkening back to the point
that previously caused Barret

to stomp out of the bar,

what was memory anyway?—

if not this type of communion
with a formless and incorporeal
experience like these ruthless
apparitions?

After all, he remembered

a boatload of shit that didn’t
necessarily have images attached!
A lot of his memories

were in fact formless feelings,
but then—like some of Cloud’s other
encounters—did indeed

contain images,

but they featured images

that only appeared to Cloud,

just like Tifa’s image-memories
only appeared to her!

So Cloud was of the "acute opinion"
that memories themselves

were to some extent

like these ruthless apparitions
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he’d been experiencing?—

yet Tifa quickly corrected him,

aptly pointing out

that Cloud’s memories,

to the best of her knowledge,

had never swarmed around Seventh Heaven
and attacked innocent civilians?

He had to grant that as true!—

"but you know what I mean, Tifa".
She did. Cloud’s memories were
similar to those ruthless apparitions
in terms of (a) and (b),

but not in terms of (c).

Cloud continued on to say,

sipping a fresh Fernet,

that the point more or less
remained, that while sure

memories were distinct,

these apparitions—

these unidentified flying apparitions,
they fundamentally undermined

the utility of our sense-perception,
which was something,

to Cloud’s original point,

that the Eleatics really emphasized.
Tifa acknowledged

Cloud’s point about memory—

she didn’t necessarily disagree with it
just because memories,

to the best of their knowledge,

never physically manifested themselves
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in corporeal forms,

that it struck Tifa as basically true
that memory was a similar type

of experience,

something that they interacted with
sometimes via an image

that wasn’t sensible to anyone else,
and sometimes via a vague feeling
that they couldn’t even corroborate
themselves!—

even memory to some extent
completely undermined the idea
that our sensory faculties

were reliable instruments to use

to come to accurate conclusions
about what we perceive to be

the corporeal world.
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Canto VI
“Yellow Flower Gossip”

1247:1707 .731

Cloud knew that of course

Aerith was suffering from this gnawing inkling
that, you know,

Cloud may have gone and given away the flower,
or perhaps that was a tad too strong a phrase—
maybe "passed along was a better way

to put it", that’s what Cloud postulated

at least, but in any case

he knew that Aerith knew

that he forwarded the flower, right?

But how did she come

to possess that knowledge exactly?—

could it have possibly been

via the under city whisper network?

Or did Aerith come to realize

Cloud gave the shit away

via some sort of divine intuition?

Basically, Cloud was attempting to ascertain
the source origin of Aerith’s knowledge—

was it opinion or intuition—

whereas Aerith was chiefly concerned

with the "implications of the knowledge itself".
She actually made it quite clear

that she wasn’t sure if Cloud’s prevarications
were really the point she was attempting to make
when she brought the whole flower

re-gifting up to Cloud—
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that the issue at hand wasn’t,

perhaps, "how she obtained this particular knowledge",
but instead "whether or not

Cloud gave the flower away",

which to be fair she wasn’t,

like, offended by—

Aerith was just a little curious?

Who’d Cloud "forward it to" anyway?
Tifa, right? Of course it was Tifa,

which was totally fine!

They were actually friends!

But Cloud, if possible,

wanted to stay on this prior point—

this epistemological point—because

he thought there was a pretty important distinction
to be found there,

between knowing something via opinion—
because, for instance,

some Sector Six dipshit

was yapping his fucking gums in the slums—
or, by contrast,

becoming familiar

in a more pure fashion.

There was pure knowledge of things,

and then there was bullshit

you heard third hand from douchebags

in the Sector Six Slums.

Cloud felt like Aerith

probably knew via the former method—
could she confirm though?

Instead Aerith chose to posit
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the radical notion that maybe

it could have been both?

Sure, Cloud thought that was possible
(he guessed . . .),

but he didn’t think so—

it was possible yet not probable—

in fact, Cloud felt like he knew that Aerith knew,
no, not via some whisper network,
no, not by opinion at all,

but instead by direct intuition,

and it just so happened that it was

by his own intuitive capabilities

that Cloud knew that Aerith knew
that he gave that very fucking flower away
via her own intuition,

not by any lurid rumor monger
frolicking shamelessly in the slums.
Were there any rumor mongers
frolicking shamelessly in the slums
though? Spreading disinformation
about Cloud giving away flowers

to a plethora of women in Midgar!
No, that wasn’t the way

Aerith had accessed her knowledge—
not at all. Anyway,

Aerith thought maybe

Cloud should consider thinking twice
before giving away flowers again.
That was all. Not that she

was particularly perturbed.

Not in the least actually!
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But maybe Cloud could just,
hypothetically,

if a girl like her were

to "give him a beautiful yellow flower"
in the middle of Midgar,

maybe he should hold onto the thing!
Or at the very least

don’t go and give it

to some other fucking chick!

Was it really that difficult

to just continually keep a single flower
on your person?

Not that it was Aerith’s business anyway,
because clearly if Cloud wanted to gift the flower to
Tifa—

sure that was fine,

it was totally his option

if that’s how he wanted

to go about it, but didn’t Cloud think
it was just a little rude?

No, instead he thought

that there was a notable distinction
between the two types of knowledge,
but if Aerith did so happen to hear

it in the street,

then would she be willing to tell Cloud
who was flapping their lips?

Was anyone out in the slums
specifically looking to rat his spiky ass out?
In any case, regardless of all that,
Cloud totally understood

65



where Aerith was coming from,

and he guessed he just wasn’t

really thinking at the time,

when he re-gifted the flower—

Tifa took note of the flower,

and he didn’t want to go into

"the whole flower girl anecdote”,

so he figured it might be kind of nice to,
you know, pass along the love?

Aerith repeated the phrase

"pass along the love" in a way

that, quite amazingly,

wasn’t completely filled to the brim

with consternation and contempt.

To Cloud there was something ineffably true
about contemplating the female form,

in its blunt physical iteration—

there was no lurid opinion

present within it,

although Cloud didn’t

explicitly express this idea

to Aerith at the time,

given her reticence

to engage in the opinion

versus intuition

dichotomy he started the conversation with,
yet he was still obviously contemplating
her form as this back and forth

occurred. Her typical philosophical disposition
when it came to love triangles

was waning just slightly—
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this little flower incident

seemed to "almost rile her up" emotionally,
although it was clear to Cloud

when she repeated the phrase

"pass along the love"

that she wasn’t entirely riled up.

Not yet at least.

Aerith finally confirmed for Cloud that, yes,
it was via pure intuition

she’d surmised her flower

no longer resided

on his person, and, sure,

she agreed that there was a certain
distinction between the two types of knowledge.
Cloud then asked Aerith

what she thought was the cause

of each type—well,

obviously opinion consisted of

literal whisper networks,

she said, from what people saw

and heard and all that.

This allowed Cloud

to note that wasn’t everything

Shinra was working on—

especially Hojo—

was that not basically another whisper network,
that Hojo,

despite being a so-called scientist,

was simply working off of what he

and his associates heard and saw?

Aerith was tempted to say
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Hojo’s operation

was a more systematic version

of that, yes, but instead abruptly cut
herself off, because

when she considered it further

she concluded the under city whisper networks
were actually quite complex themselves!
So instead she accused Cloud

of changing the subject,

then she noted that, actually,

she wanted to shift topics,

but not to the so-called whisper networks
of Hojo versus the well-known

whisper networks

of the Sector Six Slums, no! No,

Cloud understood.

Even he didn’t even really want to

talk about Hojo!

Maybe he was obfuscating.

Cloud apologized,

but Aerith said it wasn’t necessary,
there was no sorry needed really—

they probably shouldn’t beat a dead horse,
so to speak. But, ugh,

what a horrendous turn of phrase.

No, Cloud agreed—

it was a terrible saying,

a scumbag saying, really—

Hojo probably would do it though,

beat a dead horse?—

and then fucking, like,
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inject it with mako or some shit,

make it a mutant steed! Gross! Fucking loser!
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Canto VII
“New Co-Op Cashier
False Doppelganger Arguments”

1227:1739 .706

Cloud just at that moment

had begun to recapitulate,

this time to the two of them—

Aerith and Tifa—

how it wasn’t actually the case

that he’d seen the being,

no, there wasn’t in fact

an actual physical being

in that sense of the phrase—

it wasn’t like the men in the black
cloaks they’d be following in Rebirth
(were either of them

familiar with that plotline yet?).

He’d just began to explain this

to the both of them,

and Cloud didn’t feel any different
about it necessarily—

the fact that he was telling

the both of them—Tifa was behind the bar
and Aerith just happened to be there.
It was fine. Were they familiar

with Rebirth yet? Probably not, right?
But no, in this case Cloud had been
fucking, you know, just sitting

on this carpet in Wutai at the time—

he sat on the carpet cross-legged,
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and then he suddenly intuited

a "purely divine being" emanating

in the triangle head encapsulated

in the perfectly square design

that repeated endlessly

throughout the entire carpet.

This triangle head was what

Cloud could only describe

as a "laughing Allah",

that’s how it struck him—

there wasn’t really a question about it

in Cloud’s mind, and it was actually beautiful.
Yes, a "laughing Allah"

was the only way he could describe the divine being,
which certainly "communicated with him"
as he sat cross-legged in Wutai

in a somewhat mystical manner,

albeit not quite verbally,

but the being certainly

communicated in a way

that caused Cloud to smile.
Cloud—smile?! The two women

found that totally hilarious!

Tifa nearly fucked up

the beer she was pouring

she was so surprised to hear

Cloud of all people

talking about himself "smiling”,

but neither Tifa nor Aerith

found this anecdote of Cloud’s

to be disingenuous in any way—

71



in fact they both fully supported
Cloud’s confessions and more often
than not even found them
legitimately intriguing

(but there were, of course,

some exceptions!),

albeit they generally

found the anecdotes intriguing

in a one-on-one setting,

as opposed to this FFM arrangement.
But that was clearly fine!

It just so happened Aerith

was around and she popped in the bar.
No big deal at all!

Yet, while contemplating whether or not
another Moscow Mule

was advisable or not,

Cloud expressed quite vigorously
that he wanted to relay

a subsequent anecdote

that he viewed apropos

of the carpet encounter,

if that was okay? Of course!

Well, specifically

it was that when

he popped into his local co-op
grocery store that morning,

for just a few minor items,

a couple hand fruits really,

and the new cashier asked him—
right as he shifted his headphones
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up off of his ears

to start the formalized sales transaction—
if his "brother or something"

went there sometimes?—

to the grocery store?

Did Cloud "have a brother" by any chance?
Because she, the new cashier,

felt like she’d seen him before?

Well,

Cloud said to the cashier,

thinking about it for a second,

he found it quite possible

that this alleged

doppelganger was actually

fucking just him!—Cloud himself!—
that the cashier was

in that particular instance

confusing Cloud "for his actual self”,
that this cashier

"only believed she’d seen”

someone who looked "just like Cloud" before
because she’d, in fact,

seen Cloud before.

He walked away just momentarily,
he told Tifa and Aerith,

just to toss his basket back

into the stack of baskets

behind the automatic

doors. Yeah, he’d take one more
Mule, please Tifa?

The new cashier was chuckling
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when Cloud arrived back

at the checkout counter

ready to pay for his shit—

she was in the process of entering

the item number for his red quinoa,
chuckling alone—

"it could’ve been you" she repeated,
chuckling, but then,

Cloud relayed

to Tifa and Aerith,

she actually came around to Cloud’s particular
hypothesis.

The new cashier,

after thinking about it,

came to agree with Cloud,

that she actually probably had seen him
in the grocery store before,

and that she’d just now erroneously
figured he had a brother,

when in fact this hypothetical brother
was "actually just Cloud himself".
Tifa considered,

after she’d ingested the full anecdote
and served Cloud

his refreshed Moscow Mule,

that it was somewhat likely

that the cashier wanted to
quote-unquote suck his cock,

and Cloud didn’t necessarily

disagree with the notion!—

he certainly considered it
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possible, that this cashier

may have been amenable

to something like that,

but that wasn’t quite the point!
There was a type of wisdom
latent in the exchange,

wasn’t there?—

regardless of whether or not
the cashier wanted to
"perform fellatio" on Cloud?
Aerith, by contrast,

took a more philosophical angle
to her analysis

of the encounter,

because she agreed with Cloud
that the cashier exhibited

a certain spiritual insight,

even if it was inadvertent.
Aerith, for her part,

didn’t put much of any stock
into the cashier’s intentions,
whether or not they were sordid,
benign, or simply indifferent.
Upon acknowledging this

Tifa noted that she recognized
Aerith’s point of view as valid,
that it was probably

the "right way to take it in",
even if she, Tifa,

wasn’t personally at the point
of participating in quite that level
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of objectivity

(if they could, in fact, call it that).
Cloud noted that,

at the end of the day,

he couldn’t help it if

a "certain person felt an urge"

to suck his cock—that whether or not
someone wanted to suck anyone’s cock
is something ultimately unknowable,
that he couldn’t simply

toss potential spiritual encounters

to the wayside purely because

of a purported sordid subtext

or intention. Both women

agreed with this,

yet perhaps Aerith

just a tad more than Tifa?—

not to say Tifa was somehow

beside herself with jealousy

in any material way—no,

this distinction between Tifa and Aerith
was probably rooted more so

in Aerith’s basically absurd ability

to remain philosophically
undeterred about other women
while steeped in an obvious love triangle.
Did she even like Cloud, really?
Because it was really quite evident
that Cloud, Tifa, and Aerith

were "collectively entwined

in a sort of love triangle",
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but Aerith, for her part,

maintained quite the unique ability

to remain essentially

philosophical about it all—

she didn’t seem to allow feelings of jealousy
to overcome her in the least

when Cloud relayed anecdotes

about cashiers that,

if the three were being honest,

clearly wanted to whip

the guy’s cock out and suck on it

for an extended interval of time.

Did she even really like Cloud?

His individual feelings on the situation
were a little ambiguous,

even when he was all alone—

Cloud was of course incapable

of assessing his own feelings

for somewhat obvious reasons.
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Part II: Koreatown Bok Choy
(Subtitled: “Chapter 6: What is the point of numbers?”)
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(1) Abstract

(unmetered)

In 387 BC, around the age of 40, the renowned Hellenist
philosopher Plato (428-348 BC) founded his Academy in
the then flourishing city of Athens, only a dozen or so
years following the execution of his mentor Socrates,
whose purported last words were, “Crito, please
remember we owe a cock to Asclepius.” By contrast,
around ggo AD, on nearly equal opposite sides of the
so-called Christ event, the Neoplatonic philosopher
Plutarch of Athens (350-430 AD) would re-establish the
Platonic Academy in Athens, at age 40, where the last of
the great Late Antique philosophers—Syrianus and
Proclus and Damascius—would work in the shadow of
Constantinople. The last of the Academies were shut
down by the Imperial decree of Justinian in 529 AD. Yet
the birth of Parmenides, one of the great mentors of
Socrates (and, via osmosis, of Plato), is believed to have
taken place somewhere between 540 and 520 BC, on the
equal opposite side of the so-called Christ event as

Justinian’s decree.
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Canto 1.1
(.769)

Aragqi told Jo Yu-ri,

as they sat in the small hallway wide
Udon Lab on West Thirty Second,

right next to the Martinique,

how he had no recollection

of re-reading Rings of Saturn whatsoever—
in fact the only reason

Aragqi even realized

he’d started re-reading Rings of Saturn
at all was a sole blue pen underline strike
under the word Rumelia,

right on top of page ninety nine

that, now re-reading it yet again,

Araqi knew all too well

he would have never made

when he initially read Rings of Saturn,
because at that time

Araqji barely knew what Rumelia referenced,
but upon a second reading,

assuming said second reading

took place when Araqi believed it did,

he was totally balls deep in Rumelia lore.
For all of these reasons

Aragqi believed

he’d only began his

second reading of Rings of Saturn

when he picked up the book again

just the other afternoon,
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but in actuality,

according to this particular blue underline
on the ninety-ninth page of the novel,

it seemed like he’d actually,

in fact,

recently started a third reading, not a second,
but wasn’t it a bit befuddling,

a tad disconcerting perhaps that a person
could have absolutely no recollection of reading
a whole fucking hundred pages

of a novel less than five years prior,

Araqi thought, a sentiment he expressed to Jo Yu-ri,
and she agreed that it did seem egregious,
but also perplexing and maybe even,

not to be hyperbolic, but a bit ominous?

But all this,

the entirety of the pair’s specific stream of dialogue
was abruptly interrupted

when Jo Yu-ri noted Araqi’s

visibly concatenating frustration

as they were suddenly, violently

upstreamed at the bar

by some greasy fuck in a cobalt blue

soccer jersey—

the fact of the matter was

the two friends only popped in the spot

to begin with to take a quick listen

to a particular "xylophone jazz trio"

Araqi and Jo Yu-Ri heard playing

from the foyer as they walked past

on West Thirty Second,
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Araqi being intrigued by a trio

led by xylophone,

but once in line at the bar

they both slowly realized

how loquacious

this bartender was with each customer,
Aragqi’s frustration concatenating

with each second he continued to wait for a beer,
and now, this customer in a cobalt blue soccer jersey,
popped up out of seemingly thin air

to upstream them, this customer,

who, for his part,

had apparently been repeatedly

scorned in his quest to get a second

beer himself,

by none other than this loquacious bartender,
who kept continuing on about

checking the pipes in the basement,

and now this customer

in the cobalt blue soccer shirt

audaciously cut them both in line

to ruthlessly expedite his

subsequent beverage.

Araqi was abutting an audible complaint

but remained unwilling to abandon

his just-discovered excitement

for this "xylophone jazz"

as Jo Yu-ri noted that there was a
Vietnamese food truck outside,

right on the corner of Sixth and Thirty Second,
that she could go get a few egg rolls
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if they wanted?

Araqi wasn’t really in the mood,

but this didn’t deter Jo Yu-Ri

from ambling outside to see

“what was up with their dumplings”,
right as the bartender finally attended to
Aragqi’s pending request

for an overpriced quote-unquote

Italian style beer,

which didn’t taste like Peroni at all,

and by the time the two got to a seat

the jazz trio finished its first set

and began its break,

lighting cigarettes and walking back to the bar
for their respective,

Araqji assumed,

free refills.
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Canto 1.12

(.775)

Of course it was the case

that Araqi, despite his agitation

at the fact he and Jo Yu-Ri

entered this establishment

with the explicit intent of listening

to this "xylophone jazz trio",

only to get stiffed

by a prevaricating bartender,

by a mysterious shit stain

wearing a cobalt blue soccer shirt,

to the extent that by the time

they were seated with an overpriced beer
and a handful of subpar Vietnamese egg rolls,
the fucking trio itself

stopped pounding xylophones

and ceased playing jazz.

But Araqi had other more pressing
and dire topics of discussion,

despite the sudden silence

in the corridor wide restaurant,
specifically about Jo Yu-Ri’s

new so-called employee,

[piamog,

because the fucking guy

had been talking his ear off about Soju
for like the whole last week.

Jo Yu-Ri

nodded at the comment
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without even an inkling of a hint

of shock in her gaze.

She wasn’t caught off guard at all,

as Araqi continued to recapitulate

the guy’s monologues,

about how this country,

if this nation had any chance at all
whatsoever, then it needed to immediately
adopt Soju as its national drink,

that there was no other option

but to adopt all iterations of Soju,

of Korean Rice Wine

as the proper Bud Light replacement,

to co-opt this Korean wine

and rebrand it as essentially fucking American,
Araqji said.

That the Joe Rogans of the internet sphere
had prescribed the Donald Trumps

of the physical world

as the panacea this country needed,

via reactionary channels

posted on a platform

that ironically enough

started as a CIA front,

yet the reality was the true corrective
could never be found in a Donald Trump.
No, only in Korean rice wine,

according to Ilpiamog,

people needed to start drinking it in bars
and restaurants in place of carbonated light beers!
Aragqi and Jo Yu-Ri both noted
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that they respected the passion of ITpiamnog,
and that he was essentially correct

in his assessment

that nothing was more American
than stealing the domestic culture of others
and rebranding it as our own,

and Soju was in fact, after all,

an optimal bar drink,

as it was specifically designed

to provide more of a buzz than beer,
but not quite the ill-advised lift

of the average eighty proof

grain alcohol.

Yet, according to Araqi,

IIpianog was dubious that the country
could actually adopt Soju,

primarily because of people,

he said, like the median second cousin,
people who would be reticent to drink
something quote-unquote Korean

on the regular,

people who clung to beliefs

that people like Ted Cruz

actually had decent ideas

about the world,

that any person who found Ted Cruz
to be philosophically intriguing
would obviously be a little reticent
about imbibing Soju,

when it was obviously the case that,
in fact,
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Ted Cruz was probably one of the top ten
most despicable people on the planet?
ITpianog noted Cruz’s prevarications

when asked questions

like ‘Does AICAP ever interact with Israel,’
saying how it once again demonstrated

the innately despicable baseline

of his personality.

But people like the median second cousins
of America would actually prefer to discuss
Ted Cruz with a modicum of nicety

than just imbibe Korean rice wine

as their default drink of choice,

which was clearly why this country

was on the precipice of an

irreversible decline,

if not in the midst of it already!

This country was clearly fucking finished,
[piamog said,

and it was solely because of this intersection
of Ted Cruz, Soju,

and the conceptual second cousin of course,
Aragqi repeated,

slowly almost believing

what Ilpiarog had repeated

into his poor eardrums

day after day that week.

It was clear to Ilpiomog at least

that the second cousin was a topic

they must actually legislate against.

No, not just pontificate about,
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because these second cousins—

they wouldn’t just rescind of their own accord,
second cousins were instead indicative

of a structural rot. ITpiomog thought

that he Jo Yu-Ri and Aragqi

should all move to communicate

with their New York state

representatives to see

if they could begin drafting a bill
opposing the concept of the second cousin
in this country.

Was that doable, did they think?

Aragqi took a bite of an egg roll

that was somehow still scorching hot

five minutes after Jo Yu-Ri

put the plastic plate

down on the table.

The fact it felt a hundred fucking degrees
out in Midtown

probably didn’t help.
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Canto 1.13

(.753)

Jo Yu-Ri, wiping her petite fingers

on a thrice folded napkin,

smearing select remnants

of truck cooked egg roll grease

onto the pure white paper,

shook her head side to side

and showed Araqi

the page of the book she’d just opened up,
Ashbery’s

Self-Portrait in a Convex Mirror,

and muttered look at all this scribbling!—
in reference to the inane notes

the previous owner

of the paperback had strewn

all over the first page in pencil.

Araqji asked her what condition

she’d bought the book in exactly?

Was she aware of that level

of scribbling prior to buying it?

No, she replied,

but to be fair nearly every other page of the book
was entirely clean,

until of course this final poem,

the self-titled entry of the collection.
Obviously some nitwit

who probably had to write, like,

a term paper about it,

Aragqi suggested,
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some kind of dissertation,

and Jo Yu-Ri agreed,

head bowed in defeat.

Araqi alleged it remained readable even if,
sure, the incessant pencil scribblings
were a little distracting,

certainly off-putting,

he could totally relate to that!

The fact of the matter

was it was increasingly difficult

to pay discounted prices

for used books these days,

without some incessant and/or inane
scribbling dominating the margins

of select pages,

without delays

in shipping or unexpectedly bent covers
or subpar paperback bindings,

although Jo Yu-Ri did note

of all the fine poems the collection consisted of
she found the title poem to be the least essential—
so if one particular poem had to be ruined
by said scribbling she was at least

glad it was that one.

Books, Araqi asserted,

were actually becoming slowly

impossible to acquire,

as production volumes dropped due to
the increasing illiteracy all around them.
It was basically a case of when

before a functional embargo
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would take hold

in terms of acquiring decent books

at affordable prices.

They were rapidly reverting back

to the Middle Ages or something,
with rare libraries gated away

from aficionados jizzing themselves
over simple access to printed paper.

Jo Yu-Ri thought the emergence

of the PDF black market

ran counter to Araqi’s hyperbolic claims
but of course she preferred to peruse
physical copies as well

so she felt

the overall pull of his lament,

but Jo Yu-Ri then abruptly continued on to note
in a more vigorous fashion

her agreement with Araqji

regarding Ilpiomog—

did he know that just the other day,
while watering her bok choy plants
with his massive phallus,

he told a story about

rendezvousing with an exotic dancer?
ITpianog said he’d met the stripper

just a couple weeks previous

and that she’d asked to meet with him,
which he said to Jo Yu-Ri

he assumed meant she intended to bilk him
out of some cash at her club

in Astoria, but apparently—
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to her surprise—

Ipiamog wasn’t above that,

so he actually showed up to the club,
Jo Yu-Ri told Araqi,

but then, the dancer,

half in the bag according to ITpiomog,
told him she actually meant to meet
outside the club, so as her shift ended
he took the dancer down the street

to some hookah spot,

smoked shisha then,

according to Ilpiomog, quote-unquote
"railed her in her SUV on a side street
after she moved her kid’s carseat

to the side". Jo Yu-Ri

was a slightly flabbergasted

at the anecdote,

which Ipiaroc continued,

noting how the chick had some issues
with "suicidal ideation",

but to Jo Yu-Ri,

she relayed to Araqi,

it was a little concerning, no?

Just because she’d hired the guy
because his phallus was supposed to be
beneficial for plant growth,

and while clearly that was ideal

for bok choy cultivation

in Midtown Manhattan,

she wasn’t so certain

she’d get the maximum value
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of his phallus

if he was—plowing sluts in SUVs
on side streets

next to shisha

establishments,
Aragqi finished?
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Canto 1.14
(-744)

No, Araqi noted,

it was certainly uncouth

that ITpiomog was, you know,
potentially having sex with strippers
outside shisha spots

in Queens, but still,

with that said,

he had come to question Jo Yu-Ri’s
arithmetic just slightly,

mostly because

while he understood

the phallus of Ipiomog

was being employed for bok choy
cultivation and engaging

in illicit activities,

and that that particular addition
seemed to portend poor outcomes.
But three plus four,

Aragqji said, didn’t equal seven—

not exactly.

Because truly it equaled

seven plus the Form seven,
because sans the Form seven

it would be basically impossible

for them to even conceive of seven,
but, Araqi noted,

Form seven by its very nature

didn’t engage in the same
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unitary mixing

that the mathematical seven did.
What Araqi was saying,

he reiterated to Jo Yu-Ri,

was that it was possible IIpiamog,
being a divine being (of sorts!),
was probably not tethered

to the same rubrics of arithmetic
as others?—

that ITpiomog was very possibly
closer to the Form seven

than the mathematical seven,

in which case, while sure,

his sojourns

with certain Astoria strippers
was in poor taste,

it might not actually have

a palpable effect

on Jo Yu-Ri’s

bok choy?
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Canto 1.15
(-794)

Jo Yu-Ri flashed back

briefly to a bulbous penis

that was sprayed in graffiti

onto the foundation of a home
on Bridgham

that she passed

while walking to a Family Dollar
the other day.

It was like ever since

she employed this

[piamog she’d been surrounded
on all sides by unrepentant penis,
which probably,

she reflected,

served her right for going into business
with a Hellenic entity

(especially a so-called deity).

At the same time

growing fresh bok choy in Midtown
gave her a competitive advantage
no one else had in Koreatown,

so was it all possibly worth it?

As Aragqi received the tab

(after drinking his second shitty
pseudo Italian pilsner),

at four twenty pm

(as opposed to Jo Yu-Ri’s receipt
being received
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at three twelve pm)

he wrote out the tip and,

when laying the paper

down on the table

next to Jo Yu-Ri’s

the two realized both tabs

came to exactly

twenty-nine eighty-four a piece,

with each tab exactly consisting

of a twenty three buck subtotal

with a dollar eighty four tax assessment
and five even tip,

which was a bit of a coincidence,
almost like a chance event

that had some sort of cosmic significance?
The two stared at the two tabs

in silence as a chubby white guy
hammering away

on his xylophone slowly faded

to black.
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3112 pm
subtotal: $23.00
sales tax; $1.84

tip: $5.00
total: $29.84

(2+3-0)
(1+8-4)
(B+0-0)

o
oo

(2+3-0)
(1+8-4)
(5+0-0)

oo
oo
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(2) Abstract (unmetered)

According to the online archive of The New York Times,
on February 9 1984, a series of Reagan-era American
warships spent nine hours bombarding Syrian and
Druze gun batteries in Lebanon. The Druze population
of Lebanon and Syria is of course the ancient peoples
who arose in the aftermath of the disappearance of the
infamous Fatimid Caliph al-Hakim bi-Amr Allah
(985-1021). The Druze, for their part, place a great
significance on the number five, believing that prophets
of each era come in groups of five, which they date back
to the days of Antiquity, proclaiming the five great
prophets of that era to be: Pythagoras, Plato, Aristotle,
Parmenides, and Empedocles. Pythagoras, the eldest of
the five, was a strict vegetarian born on an island called
Samos in West Asia around 570 BC. He’s since been
renowned for, among other accomplishments, his
musical tunings, the theory of the transmigration of
souls, and a unique perspective on numbers, as well as
the fact that there’s not a single detail of his life that
remains uncontradicted. Allegedly Pythagoras left
Samos at the age of 40. Perhaps the greatest distillation
of what we believe to be Pythagorean teaching can be
found in the dialogue Timaeus by Plato, who founded
his Academy in Athens at the age of 40 himself, around
the year 387 BC, nearly two centuries after the birth of
Pythagoras. Parmenides, the second eldest of the five,
was born about 50 years after Pythagoras in Elea, in
Southern Italy, where Pythagoras, by some accounts,

committed suicide in Calabria—when Parmenides would
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have still been an adolescent. Only fragments remain of
Parmenides’ primary poem on the indivisible Oneness of
Being, where a great focus is placed on the concept One,
but his ideas are present in more extended form in the
dialogue Parmenides by Plato, as well as an extended,
partially extant commentary on Parmenides by Proclus.
Empedocles, another vegetarian (and the younger
contemporary of Parmenides), was born in Sicily not
long after the purported suicide of Pythagoras in
Calabria. The last Greek philosopher to record his ideas
in verse, he would be succeeded, informally, by Plato and
Aristotle. Yet the former, the only native born Athenian
of the five, wasn't born until a half decade after
Empedocles’ death, in the late 420s BC. While Aristotle
wouldn’t be born until Plato was in his mid-forties. Yet
he’d remain at Plato’s Academy until he was 37. Yet even
Aristotle, the youngest of the five by far, remains an
interpersonal mystery to us today. Nothing is known
about his life for certain except for the fact he was born
in modern day Thessaloniki and that he had a passing

interest in botany.

100



Canto 2.1

(.761)

Hakim Allah actually desperately
needed a waifu in Cairo,

like "so bad",

but he also felt a certain longing

for summer,

for the sun

and the heat and the accompanying irresistible urge
to indulge in a nice cold wine,

being born after all

in the peak summer month of August
in Nine Eighty Five and all.

Some would suggest

there was possibly even

a mystical element to it,

the thirteenth day

of the eighth month,

perhaps an arithmetic calculation

or something of the sort,

the violent vacillations

he experienced philosophically?
Weren’t those in themselves a residue
of an indivisible Oneness,

violently vacillating between

strict philosophical schools

that vehemently disagreed

with one another?

Wasn’t vacillating between
philosophical poles,
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violently,

in a sense, a real dissembling

of the pernicious dualities

and multiplicities

we encounter every damn day?

A middle-aged man was adorned in dapper cloth
sitting on the patio

smoking a thin cigarette

and Hakim, who didn’t smoke regularly,
suddenly felt an intense urge

to indulge in just one cigarette,

reflecting back to past moments,

on equivalent patios

where he’d maybe puffed a cigarette or two,
where events were inevitably felt,

felt in the way that feelings

must inevitably extend,

muddied and disgusting

to recollection and thoroughly incomprehensible
in material ways.

Ultimately, it was only when you were
smoking cigarettes that you actually felt things,
and feeling things was usually

a kind of composite phenomena.

Hakim pulled out a single dinar

and asked the guy for the great privilege

of bumming a single cigarette,

smoking it next to the man

who was obviously a high ranking court officer
of the most respectable order,

to which the man bluntly replied
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sorry last one,

but there’s a "camel shop across the street that sells
them".

In no way, shape, or form

was this man smoking the last remaining

unit from his pack of cigarettes—

it would have been fairly clear

to any person with even

half of a functioning brain

that this man had many more cigarettes remaining
in his pack, that while the precise amount

of cigarettes the man had

remaining was uncertain

it was also abundantly clear

that that amount certainly equaled

more than one.

It was utterly absurd to assume

this man was smoking his last cigarette

on the patio.

With this in mind, purely out of spite,

Hakim, after waiting a few moments

in deep contemplation,

crossed the street and stood in place

at the camel station,

where three people were already

impatiently waiting

in front of a hand-written

sign that read Bathroom Break Be Back in Ten Minutes.
There was no option but for Hakim to buy

an entire pack of cigarettes purely out of spite,
a spiteful lust to just smoke one cigarette.
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A heavy set pasty middle aged lady

wearing a black napsack

with thinning light hair on the top of her head
was first in line,

and would remain longer

than the roly poly fair-skinned man

with the macho accent,

or the run of the mill day laborer—

yet, fueled by this mixture of nonsensical lust
and irrationally insatiable spite,

Hakim would wait

nearly an entire half hour

for the attendant to return to purchase

this pack of overpriced cigarettes

to smoke a small percentage of

on the patio.

He outlasted not only the heavy set pasty female
and her initial companions

but even subsequent others

who approached the window then quickly left
exasperated at the ridiculous wait,

at the absurd claim

on this cardboard sign.

Yet once this escapade

was completed Hakim returned to the patio to,
to his surprise,

find the same man still smoking a cigarette,
which Hakim quickly calculated,

must have been a subsequent cigarette

or, even worse, a subsequent

to a subsequent cigarette,
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and the same heavy set woman

with the black napsack and thin light hair—
now also smoking a cigarette,

despite the fact she left the camel station
before being able to buy a pack,

which Hakim quickly calculated,

must have also been supplied by

the man in the high class cloth.

The man just moments ago

was allegedly smoking his quote-unquote
last cigarette on the patio.

The man in the high class cloth

must have gifted the heavy set

pasty female her cigarette,

because Hakim was just with her,

at the camel station,

and she had no cigarettes,

the only reason she was even

at the station was to obtain

additional cigarettes.

So it was basically corroborated

that the man adorned in the royal attire,
at the very least, at the bare minimum,
had two additional cigarettes,

if not three additional cigarettes,

in his pack when he ruthlessly told Hakim
he was smoking his quote-unquote

last one, which of course was unsurprising,
yet, like all implied lies,

it stung Hakim more vociferously

when it was finally confirmed
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beyond a reasonable doubt.

All obvious lies are more benign

when still existing in an unproven state,
despite being obvious,

because a blatant lie, once proven,
despite the fact its essence

was already assumed fictitious,

despite already having attained

a certain reality as a lie,

stings with a certain vigor

when finally confirmed

as a blatant distortion of the truth.

All truth is ultimately distorted to some degree,
and we know this implicitly,

yet without fail we’re monumentally
dejected upon confirming

certain distortions of the truth.

We believe the obvious lie to be fictitious,
having been obvious,

that it will mean nothing once
confirmed as a falsity,

as nothing has essentially been altered,
what we already treated

as a probable lie

simply becomes an actual lie,

yet when the obvious lie shifts

from assumed to proven,

it irrationally concatenates

and becomes an even more egregious lie.
Hakim had been shamelessly betrayed
by a man who owed him less than nothing
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in the world, yet wasn’t it perhaps the case
that by the sole act of smoking cigarettes,
to some extent,

the man entered into a social contract

of benevolently acquiescing a request

for a single cigarette

at shitty dive bars.

To smoke a cigarette at a dive bar

is to voluntarily enter into a commune

of like-minded citizens bumming cigarettes
off each other on occasion,

and, with that in mind,

wasn'’t falsely claiming tobacco poverty

in such a setting

a "faux pas of the highest order"?

Hakim came around to the idea it was

as he smoked two brand new cigarettes

on the patio from his brand new overpriced pack,
after somewhat sarcastically offering the man
in the royal attire an additional cigarette
after his so-called

last one was done,

as he drank from the white wine

the bartender was nice enough

to keep on ice for him

while he waited at the camel station

for upwards of a half an hour,

purely out of spite.
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Canto 2.12
(.813)

At the age of thirty five,

which is, we know,

only truly divisible by

the numbers seven and five,

it’s almost inevitable to arrive

at the realization that the sky

itself is little more than a tin roof;
Hakim considered as he sat on the patio
eyeing the douche bag

in the royal attire walk away,

that beyond the sky

our senses relay to us

only mirages and lurid

falsifications,

purely out of habit,

with no ill intent whatsoever.

It’s never been with ill intent

that our senses have utterly let us down
in nearly every regard,

it’s simply the intrinsic nature of things
that cause our senses

to relay lurid falsities.

Sans memory

there can’t be time.

At the tender age of thirty five

all of this without fail

becomes clear to you,

that everything is aesthetics
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in a certain sense,

that the sky itself

is just a tin roof,

and Hakim went back into the bar
to ask the aged bartender,

who it turned out was only

a couple years older than him,

for just one more wine,

where a younger man and his wife
complained about being banned
from some local establishment.

The young man calculated

how much money he spent

at this establishment,

how much money they were forsaking
by so unfairly banning him,

never taking

a second to analyze

whether the amount of money

he was spending at one bar

was even advisable to disclose in public,
with complete strangers.

There was a criminal element

to this banishment

in the eyes of this young man,

as this was a situation

where he was completely sans fault,
where this establishment had acted
erroneously, to the extent the error
was actually criminal.

He’d never be able to go back to that bar again.
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But would they survive economically
sans his patronage?

When Hakim went down the road,
leaving the riveting conversation

of the young man behind him,

to his dismay

he didn’t find a single waifu
marauding around the city,

the city was completely

void of any and all waifus.

No, just some middle-aged dudes
discussing the current state

of the Fatimid military.

How to transcend the tin roof

was always a matter of great dispute,
and a recurring voice would whisper
to Hakim in his sleep

that very night that there was nothing
beautiful in the streets

that afternoon

for a specific reason,

because the digestion of beauty

at certain times

can make a person exceptionally dyspeptic,
this was protection.

Hakim agreed,

still tasting the six falafels he scarfed down
on his way home even after brushing
his teeth multiple times,

violently vacillating in his own way

even as he re-entered into a calm,
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deep sleep where he’d

have a recurrent dream

of killing himself to cleanse himself.
Hakim would kill himself

in his dream,

yet afterward he’d subsist in a superior form,
post successfully killing himself,

void of the memories that haunted him,
depriving him of a peaceful slumber.
He questioned these voices

he frequently heard in his head,

their origin,

the ones constantly calling him until,
finally able to assert control

of his environment, he screamed

Allah is One repeatedly,

until the containment of his dream

was cleansed by his yelling.

With Hakim in a state of great

distress and only half-awake,

The Prophet Muhammed appeared briefly,
as a mirror image of himself,

and uttered nothing he could recollect.
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(3) Abstract

(unmetered)

In American folklore it’s often posited that “second
place” is actually “the first loser.” While scholars of
various stripes have conflicting opinions on the accuracy
of such claims, the reality is, at least according to the
general populace of the world’s greatest country, the
saying is functionally viewed as true. The second cousin,
strictly defined, is the child of the first cousin in relation
to the child of another first cousin, first cousins of course
being the respective children of siblings. The number 2
is, in theory, the beginning of all multiplicity, the primal
source of a multitude. Without the number 2 there
would be no linear single-digit path to g3 and 4 or even 5.
In fact all evenness itself is defined, in theory, by an
ability to be divided by this number 2. Even binary code,
while only consisting of os and 1s is still comprised of 2
numbers (o and 1). And all duality is derivative of the
number 2. The number is at times associated with Ceres
or Demeter, a goddess of agriculture and fertility, an
alleged sister of Zeus. In certain forms of
Neo-Pythagoreanism and/or Neo-Platonism, a certain
indefinite dyad is an originator of the entire universe,
emanating from an ineffable One, whereas certain
cosmologies, such as Gnosticism and Manichaeism, are
notable for their dualist structures, placing a duality as a
first principle, which are in sharp contrast to the more
monist constructions found in Akbarism and other
orders.
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Canto 3.1
(.747)

Enzo told Daria

how he was considering

that it was perhaps

with a tyrannical exactness

that he proceeded about his life,

right up

through his weekly high fades,

that he considered a latent geometrical tyranny
to be possibly ruthlessly

guiding his life

as he took quick note

of a quite sizeable posterior

in light blue jeans

that was walking right past him

as he approached the large brick building
that contained

the Department for Economic Development
on a sunny Iriday afternoon

at four pm on the dot.

Daria knew Enzo walked there

to try and slip the clerk

a quick so-called "business registration form",
but before she could confirm

what she already knew for a fact

Enzo went on to note

that it turned out the city clerks’ offices closed
half an hour early for their

so-called summer hours,
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which as it so happened

was right at four pm.

Enzo muttered what the fuck

before continuing on to note

that he was wearing his new tan
Walmart mesh basketball shorts
with his white vans

as the voluptuous woman walked past
him—by contrast—

wearing wire rimmed glasses

on the tip of her thin nose,
surrounded on three sides

by curly black locks.

According to Enzo,

sometimes it was just preferable

to sit on a roof

with your shirt off

and think about fucking nothing for a little bit—
even if it was five fifteen

on a Friday afternoon?

There was, after all,

repetition and number,

he said to Daria,

but did all numbers "actually repeat"?
Daria noted she’d been noticing an insane amount
of five fifty fives

and two twenty twos,

plus eleven elevens,

and even one elevens of late

but to date

she’d refrained
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from any attempt to google an explanation.
But wasn’t it the case,

Enzo interjected,

since they’d gotten onto the topic
of sequences of integers anyway,
wasn’t it the case

that the "second cousin as a conceptual artifice
was collectively accelerating

the downfall of their country”,

I mean,

Enzo said,

second cousins

are in aggregate all basically cunts,
right? In Enzo’s mind

it was the clearly the case

that the second cousin

was basically objectionable,

a pitiful

clinging to a so-called bloodline
that was, even when more potent,
still somewhat ambiguous

if not nonsensical.

What was blood anyway?

Daria, for her part,

didn’t have a particularly strong
opinion on the concept

of the second cousin

one way or the other,

but she admitted that she didn’t
have as big of a family as Enzo,
which perhaps played a part
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in her quizzical nonchalance?

No, Enzo

went on,

the second cousin was something indicative
of a structural rot,

in fact it was something

that probably needed actual legislation

to be properly combatted,

because these second cousins—

they wouldn’t just rescind of their own accord.
No, Enzo and Daria both,

they needed to start

"petitioning local representatives"

to pass legislation

to abolish this concept of the second cousin.
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Canto 3.12
(-731)

It was abundantly clear to Enzo

that there was a recurring

splitting into two

that was perhaps the most nefarious act

of all,

that the first of this or that

inevitably would become extended

to the so-called second

of the same substrate—but why?

It was this counting—

this lurid linear extension

that perhaps offended

Enzo the most,

to which Daria, thinking about her bok choy
with an unerring sense of dread,

was only partially paying attention to.
They’d fundamentally forgotten

something about number,

Enzo said,

they’d become addicted to dividing and adding,
extending and subtracting,

instead of focusing on concepts

more steeped in purity.

Enzo felt as though

they were meant to recall something essential
about number, but now,

somehow,

that was impossible for them,
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that they’d forgotten for good

an essential aspect of number,

which made every situation

they encountered immeasurably more bleak.
The second cousin itself

was nothing beyond a symptom

of a much greater sickness,

the common cold of counting numbers,
of becoming unitary

until they reached infinity.

Nothing was more infinite

than the unitary,

yet the unitary becoming infinite

was utterly absurd!

Everything was split into two,

or split into three,

all around them were doppelgangers
and trinities of what was what.
Multiplicity couldn’t exist this way!
Enzo continued as Daria simultaneously
considered bringing up a few concerns she had
with an employee she’d contracted
specifically in a botanical manner,

but who, given his unorthodox methods,
had started to concern her

given some of his more licentious habits.
Of course botany and personal matters
were probably, in most cases,

considered completely separate issues,
but due to the specific nature

of this particular job
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it had begun to bother Daria

just slightly. Enzo, for his part,

had an entire pack of cigarettes in his drawer—
he said to Daria—

because he’d bought a whole pack the other day,
"just purely out of spite".

Did she want to go out onto the deck

and whack a puff or two from one?

Was she drunk enough

yet? To smoke a quick cig?

Because she clearly wasn’t listening

to any of the fucking shit

he was saying about integers or second cousins—
about the nonsensical division

of everything all around them!

No Daria was, she was listening

(kind of ...),

it was just that she was just a tad

preoccupied, even before coming by

she’d been walking through a small

courtyard in the city,

taking note of the big trees

growing next to the large brick condo buildings,
contemplating connecting with nature,

but also with inanimate objects as well?

It was one thing to connect with nature

and trees and plants,

that was almost cliche,

but what about connecting with inanimate objects
"made of plastic

by wage slaves in East Asia"?
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She’d recently attended divine liturgy

for the first time in ages,

she told Enzo,

and while occasionally

staring up at the series of icons

people would have indiscriminately killed
people for worshipping

just a few short centuries ago,

she could have sworn a set of voices

were speaking to her,

solely in her mind,

comforting her but also informing her
that there would be an upcoming time
that they’d snap their fingers,

and she’d finally return to them,

as if that was where she actually

belonged, in this plane she could hardly comprehend,
yet communicated to her with no problem.
She exited her body just momentarily,
filled with pure relief,

then the beings

reiterated a time would arrive

when they would snap their fingers and she’d return,
finally,

to them.

Perhaps she’d have discounted

the encounter

if she hadn’t, on a whim,

she told Enzo,

decided to go up to take communion with her dad—
and as her turn finally arrived to imbibe

120



the blood of Christ Himself,

she noticed sitting calmly to the left

of the priest was a Wind Tunnel brand

floor fan.

The exact same floor fan she’d,

after taking entirely too many mushrooms
one particular evening eons ago,

engaged in an extended conversation with
regarding the true nature of things,

during which a certain clarity descended upon her,
finally understanding, with the utmost purity,
her true origin and, in turn,

the primal source of all things.
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(4) Abstract

(unmetered)

“In another dream of wider significance I saw Jonas Lie,
with a gilt bronze clock curiously ornamented. Some
days later, when I went to walk on the Boulevard St.
Michel, a watch-maker’s shop window attracted my
attention. ‘Jonas Lie’s clock!” I exclaimed aloud. It was
indeed the same. It was crowned by a celestial globe on
which two female figures leaned; the works were
supported by four pillars, and on the globe a
date-indicator pointed to the 13th of August. In a future
chapter I will explain what the fateful 13th of August
brought with it. This and other occurrences took place
during my stay in Hotel Orfila between 6th February and
19th July, 1896. Concurrently with them a larger
adventure pursued its often interrupted course till, with
my exit from the hotel, a new section of my life began ...
August 13th.—The day announced on the Boulevard St.
Michel has arrived. I wait for something to happen, but
in vain; none the less. I am certain that somewhere
something is happening, the result of which I shall hear
in a short time. August 14th.—On the street I pick up a
leaf out of an old office calendar; in large type there is
printed on it ‘August 13th’ (the same date which was on
the clock). Underneath it in smaller type is a sentence,
‘Do nothing secretly which thou canst not do also

299

openly.

- August Strindberg, The Inferno
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Canto 4.1
(.782)

Ultimately, whether the cults of Aphrodite
engaged in sacred prostitution or not

is something scholars of history

are still bitterly torn about,

but there exist perhaps

legitimate reasons to agree with either camp.
On the one hand,

if the Greeks engaged in,

what certain participants of the Symposium
at least believed to be,

an abutting sacred form of pederasty,

then is it really that farfetched

to suggest

dudes in Corinth were banging whores

in an Aphrodite temple,

but just in an intensely ritualistic way?

Isn’t it possible Aphrodite was,

in some sense, a pre-waifu?

The true

origin of the waifu as we know it?

Later that night, at Itaewon Pochu in Koreatown,
Araqi was surreptitiously saving

hentai jpegs onto his camera roll

as he sat at the small window table
overlooking West Thirty Second,

splitting an eel appetizer with Jo Yu-Ri,
who after a couple shots of Soju,

was suddenly more forthcoming
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than she’d been previously.
Unaware of

yet also unconcerned with Araqi
saving hentai jpegs

into his phone’s camera roll,

Jo Yu-Ri found herself

more comfortable with, you know,
sharing her feelings after about
half a dozen shots of Soju.

Was she herself possibly engaged in an ...
"iteration of sacred prostitution"?
No!—employing some Greek demigod
to rub his cock on your bok

choy plants wasn’t —well,

she didn’t know what it was exactly,
she muttered to Araqi.

Maybe avant-garde botany?

But in any case

definitely not prostitution!

Araqi noted that: wasn’t it possible
that some thing or some one

had some sort of, you know, "hold"
on Ilpiamog?

That maybe the dude just needed help,
some assistance, that all this shit

she was so concerned about,

vis-a-vis his recent whore mongering
was the result of certain something
having a vice grip hold on him?

Well, clearly he was a little off-kilter!
she said, that much they could both
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agree on!

But the essence of that condition,

the condition of being hypnotized

in an abutting mystical manner—

was she the most appropriate one to say,
or was it possible she didn’t actually care,
that this was an exclusively

capitalist endeavor,

that her role in the whole

matter was solely

rationalist, that as long as

her bok choy imparted a competitive leg up
in the heat of Koreatown

she didn’t care one way or the other?
And, by the way,

the "bok choy at Itaewon was atrocious",
she noted,

so at least that was good!

The fact of the matter was

Jo Yu-Ri could definitely

question how she quote-unquote

arrived here, so to speak,

a budding, barely semi-successful,
restauranteur in Midtown,

a Johnson and Whales dropout

and Food Network junkie,

helplessly

perusing Craig’s List ads,

desperate for a leg up

in the most viciously competitive restaurant metropolis
perhaps on the planet,

125



when she stumbled upon Ipiomog’s plight,
deciding to take it on

as a botanical advantage.

People would always note in awe

how her blue eyes displayed

a certain reddish gold tint

about them, possibly

some faint Spanish blood

on her Filipino mother’s side?

It seemed her Korean-American identity
was always slightly undermined

by this Catholicism of her adolescence—
Catholicism has a tendency

of making everyone

a fourth generation Italian-American,

and Jo Yu-Ri felt this tugging at times as well,
but then again,

it wasn’t quite like the guy

necessarily owed her anything,

because there was nothing

in their contract (which was non-existent)
that stipulated how he should spend his free time.
Yet, Araqi interjected,

is there not an implicit agreement

in any business relationship to, you know,
like, he said, when George Costanza
became a hand model in Seinfeld—

he wasn’t traveling around

laying bricks and dipping his toes

into amateur boxing in his free time!

Yes, the Costanza analogy
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was an apt one here,

yet again there was the question

of the essence

of Ipiamog himself,

how he interacted, or was interacted with,
in the corporeal sphere,

which became an increasingly latent issue
as the two requested a second bottle of Soju.
It was possible, Jo Yu-Ri considered,

that "his cock wasn’t existent"

in the way she may have initially thought.
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Canto 5.1
(.760)

Of course Hakim entered the establishment
looking solely for Amina,

as at the time he was

completely captivated by her beauty,
unwilling to part with this particular image
of her form that relentlessly ricocheted
within the confines of his mind,

captivated, not like he’d been once before,
by the "comparative witchcraft

of clever conversation".

No, instead Hakim found himself
hypnotized by the blunt pure form

of her beauty, with no edification

or extrapolation, with no capitulation

to reason—or even to feeling

for that matter!

It was simply the case

that there was no interlocutor,

not even any remote contemplation

of this very form that so clearly

had wafted Hakim through the double doors
that evening,

trying to find what could perhaps be deemed
a waifu.

Now of course there’s a complex hierarchy
of refraction to matters like these,

of which Hakim, having a decent

amount of philosophical education,
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wasn’t unaware of per se,

however, whether or not it was

at the top of his mind at the time

is a separate matter entirely

(it wasn’t!).

There are long range correlations—
did a female look like someone familiar,
from years ago,

like perhaps exactly the same?

In fact,

it was possible Hakim actually
mistook this particular waifu

for another person entirely at first,
back from his secondary school days.
He wasn’t even certain

it was her

when he first

stumbled upon her form.

He encountered her form but recalled
a co-ed he was acquainted with

from some years ago,

assuming incorrectly Amina was in fact
an old friend.

She informed Hakim softly

her name was Amina,

as if people were possibly listening in
to each syllable uttered from her exquisitely
proportioned lips, as if specific

court jesters were waiting in the wing
to transcribe their conversation

to latent
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gossip columnists.

Scholars,

for their part, would ultimately retroactively
conflate two possible Aminas as well,
mimicking unintentionally

their own source of study.

The fact that Amina was, technically
speaking, you know, an orphan in a harem
didn’t faze Hakim in the least,

because all of the prophets previously
noted historically were,

if not pure whore-mongers,

then at least sympathetic

to the plight of the prostitute,

the prostitute simply existing

as an extension of the destitute

and downtrodden as a whole.

Hakim saw no reason to diverge

from his predecessors in this regard.
There’s a certain idea

that the deepest relationships

are the ones based on so-called
illuminating conversation,

predicated

upon getting to quote-unquote know

each other, yet you could counter

that there’s actually nothing to know of us
really at all, that we’re purely refractions
of a source infinitely simpler

than we seem to be,

that convolutions are by their very nature
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fictional and steeped in hypocrisy.

Having a great conversation

is the acute fallacy of humanity,

believing you've discovered

some eternal bond with another person

is perhaps an affront to Allah Himself.
Hakim and Amina didn’t discuss themselves
at first, and when they did they struggled

to recall who they even were,

which was appropriate.

Hakim’s madness, his indiscriminate killing
of others was based in this idea.

There was an immediacy to their coming into contact
with one another.

Hakim, again,

didn’t contemplate Amina’s beauty,

simply because it was an impossible act.
Memory was something they both
struggled to interact with.

Amina’s beauty was a motor skill.

Her outline was a recollection

someone would never

become conscious of,

a lurid memory a person completely forgot about
but still stayed hugging their body

like a shark jaw.

It was the immediacy of Amina’s beauty
that slowly began to erode

Hakim’s sanity.

Possession sans contemplation

can be confusing for some,
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Hakim not excluded,

because we often consider possession

akin to growing old

and decaying with someone,

repeating vows into an open air that,

if rearranged just slightly,

would become heavy as bricks.

At the time he passed through the double doors
to place an eye on her,

Hakim incorrectly assumed Amina’s beauty

to be of a decaying nature,

basically that he could possess her

in a contemplative sense.

Hakim made a poor attempt

to seem like he wasn’t looking

for Amina as he walked through the double doors,
her beauty already within him

but in a way that eschewed contemplation entirely.
Hakim lusted for decay,

to possess beauty in a contemplative sense,

to recite vows in air pockets of brick,

and Amina danced around his ambitions,

to be honest, fairly effortlessly.

Had Hakim been able to properly contemplate
this very real immediacy of Amina,

then perhaps his sanity

wouldn’t have slowly eroded

in the manner it ultimately did.

When he executed those closest to him on a whim,
in increasingly violent and drastic ways,

slicing off heads and slitting throats
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by the hundreds, it was only because
Hakim fundamentally

misinterpreted the immediacy of Amina’s beauty.
Had he been able to perceive her beauty

in its actual sense as opposed to

ruthlessly attempting to tether it to his own
contemplation,

then he probably wouldn’t have gone batshit crazy!
Court officers would be beheaded

because Amina’s beauty

was a motor skill to Hakim,

when he incorrectly believed it to be
aroman a clef.

Yet isn’t an eroded sanity necessary?

Could we possibly suggest that?

When Hamza ibn Ali

proclaimed Hakim to be

divine incarnate, was it possibly because
Hakim had sacrificed his own sanity

to make Amina’s beauty,

which was of a purely waifu variety, decay?
Hakim would disappear years later,

in fact not long after two distorted

Aminas appeared to him in dream,

one dark, the other of a light variety,

yet still even then he remained unable

to disentangle what it was he saw.

Yet in any case,

all that’s perhaps a better topic

for a later date,

because when Hakim walked through those
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double doors his sanity had already

started to decay,

his mental faculties were already

in a state of disarray.

As Hakim focused his energies

on this false image of decaying with Amina
his sanity itself became dilapidated.

Hamza ibn Ali called him Hakim Allah.

It wasn’t necessarily the phrases

Amina repeated that reached Hakim,

but more so the mode in which she said them.
She’d whispered pure nonsense to Hakim
that was nothing if not totally logical

only a few years before his friend

Hamza would deem him Hakim Allah.
Hakim would spend his nights and weekends
locked in his three hundred square foot living space,
an ascetic decision of his own accord,

and meditate extensively on the beauty of Amina,
its true nature, recreating

her geometry in his mind,

speaking with Amina in his imagination,
creating

an interpersonal brand of beauty based
entirely on contemplation,

one where they would decay

together into old age,

a human shape that fades

with time, existing solely temporally,

never emanating

anywhere except into the memories
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and photographs which distort and falsify
everything worthy of our awe.

This was how Hakim’s sanity eroded.

His asceticism played at least a part

in his own decay,

but mostly because he employed asceticism to create
images in his mind,

to delve into his memories as images

as if they contained an essence

more immediate than Amina’s beauty.

They didn’t!

It’s the proliferation of the imagined image
that ultimately drives us all basically insane

all the time without fail,

because of the distance

we place between ourselves and the image,

by necessity of course!

Being deprived of the immediate beauty of Amina,
Hakim chose to ascetically attempt to recreate
it via his own imagined images,

existing almost exclusively within

the confines of his own contemplative states,
but whereas his (seemingly shallow) interactions
with Amina required nothing,

they merged into each other

sans conscious thought,

his imagined images were fleeting,

always decayed immediately post-construction.
At five thirty five pm one afternoon

the thought occurred to Hakim

that he’d been forty for his entire life,
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despite the fact he’d disappear forever at just thirty five.
He was still obsessed with distance.

No, it was precisely the notion of distance

that drove his sanity off the fucking cliff.

Hakim’s greatest creation was perhaps Dar al-Ilm,
or it could have possibly been his own interaction
with his sanity,

because perhaps by dealing with Amina’s beauty
incorrectly Hakim ultimately

arrived at the true notion of beauty,

rather than moderately deluding

himself and decaying with a palatable fib,

he stampeded full force into delusion.

He lost track of his sanity completely

because of it, in a sense

accurately assessing the false notion

of Amina’s beauty as an item

you could decay beside.

The sacred prostitute is incapable of decay,
there’s in fact absolutely nothing more absurd
than growing old with a so-called sacred prostitute.
How could you?!

In Ten Twenty One, Hakim would dream

of two distorted Aminas and then he too would
disappear,

not as a result of a palace intrigue,

or a surreptitious murder, or age and decay,
because even if those events seemed to occur,

we should stress that they’re no less veil-like

than the veils Hakim witnessed around Amina’s beauty.
No, to be clear,
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it’s fairly evident Hakim himself

became a waifu in his thirty fifth year,

which was entirely appropriate.

Disappear is probably the incorrect word to describe it!
because Hakim gave away

his sanity in a very real way

the second he walked through those double doors
to greet Amina in his own establishment,

the establishment where he saw himself enclosed,
like in a large box like container,

one Spring afternoon,

the same place he contemplated

the idea that Allah is the very mirror

in which you see yourself,

that you're the mirror

in which He witnesses His Names.

We seek to claim

beauty in a subject-object relationship

because certain beings have made themselves seem to be
that way,

not to trick us necessarily

but just to innocently cause us to go

appropriately insane,

and via that appropriate insanity

finally arriving at the proper nature of beauty.
Amina in her current state

enjoyed the fact that Hakim had half of his robe off
in the middle of the venue,

his face bleeding,

tossing dinars into the air screaming

at men twice his size that he had money!
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Didn’t they know this?

He’d fucking kill them all,

then he’d eliminate their families,

then he’d assassinate the acquaintances

of their second cousins!

But sacred prostitutes are of course

inveterately drawn to this exact type of insanity,
a sort of Dionysian losing of the self.

Years later Hakim would dream

of killing himself repeatedly

as a method of cleansing himself,

a related process. It’s probably

interacting with the atrocities

of beauty where the greatest lessons are learned,
but certainly not in an interpersonal

and quote-unquote deep conversation driven way.
No, it’s via a divine immediacy

that everything becomes idiotic

and your rational self is finally recognized
among everyone as an unwelcome interlocutor,
unable to wrap his pea-brained head

around why you’re not currently

wearing a shirt in a public place.
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Canto 5.12
(.775)

Walking through the

(in retrospect somewhat ominous)
double doors Hakim took note
of the same tin roof

that comprised the sky

on dive bar patios

as Amina made it clear

she had business to take care of]
she was after all on shift,

but that it was also important
that Hakim wait for her,

please! Don’t leave!

Just wait a minute!

But fundamentally

there was nothing for the two to
discuss beyond Amina

staring silently into Hakim’s eyes
for extended intervals of time.
When she finally moseyed over
toward him as he stood
nervously, still near the

double doors,

he told her he wanted to take her
quote-unquote

out of this place,

maybe even,

he didn’t know,

take her out to dinner?
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and she laughed in a way

that spoke to the

seeming impossibility of the idea,
and, in turn,

Hakim considered the false duality
of the physical

and the Platonic,

considering that, actually,

the proper division of kind

when it came to love

wasn’t physical

and spiritual

but instead

the delayed

and the immediate.

There was no dialectic present here,
no long conversations

on the phone, no getting to know
one another’s so-called secrets
and indulging in the thrilling idiocy
of what’s hidden,

of the amusement park

of tiny little secrets.

There inevitably would come

a time when Amina actually asked
Hakim to tell a little more

about himself,

that it seemed like,

now that she thought about it,

she barely even knew him!

to which Hakim considered
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his own trauma,

which of course

wasn’t exactly real,

he contemplated his youth
with a rare momentary fervor
and witnessed that

all these memories

became mass-produced

action figures completely melted
into a strip of pavement

in the unforgivingly blistering
Cairo sun,

and as he turned to his left,
solely to escape Amina’s

ever intensifying gaze,

he couldn’t help but note

a Sandra Bullock poster

for a movie called

Miss Secret Agent

hung up adjacent.

Repeating the title again to himself
Hakim slowly arrived at the
disquieting conclusion

that there perhaps existed an entire
Sandra Bullock economy

all around him,

that entire swathes

of the film industry

were indiscriminately
dedicated to the ruthless
production of additional
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Sandra Bullock content,

exclusively constructed

for a ravenous

Sandra Bullock fan base.

People, not at all in obscure numbers,
absolutely adored

Sandra Bullock, apparently!

But how could this be?—

that these shit stains

just couldn’t get enough of

Sandra Bullock, could they?—

to the extent an entire industry

had developed to quench the thirst
for this Sandra Bullock content.

Oh no! Miss Congeniality

wasn’t nearly enough Sandra Bullock
for these lurid masses of

Sandra Bullock shit stains!

Hope Floats was barely scratching the surface
of what was clearly

a Mariana trench-like itch

for the unadulterated production

of Sandra Bullock films.

Speed and Demolition Man

and The Proposal—no!

these insatiable zealots

demanded Miss Secret Agent

as welll Miss Congeniality

the Second: Armed and Fabulous,
not even that acutely cocksucking film
could suffice for these cocksucking Crusaders
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of everything Sandra Bullock.

To Hakim’s amazement,

Miss Secret Agent was still

somehow necessary!

Bird Box, Ocean’s Eight—

this endless list of insipid films,

could there ever be enough Bullock?
Hakim thought, avoiding Amina’s gaze,
realizing his entire childhood

was a blob of plastic

melted into a Cairo pavement.

There existed an entire sub-population
that subsisted seemingly solely

on Sandra Bullock films?

Hakim asked Amina

if she’d seen that movie posted over there,
Miss Secret Agent? With Sandra Bullock?
Was that, like, a sequel

to Miss Congeniality

by any chance?

Amina noted excitedly

that she’d actually seen the sequel

to Miss Congeniality,

that it was called Armed and Fabulous,

so she cast doubt upon whether the
particular film could be its proper sequel,
but then suggested that it was possibly part
of a trilogy? This Sandra Bullock industry
had been allowed to proliferate,
seemingly incessantly,

and now Hakim realized,
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once and for all,

that he and Amina basically lived
derivative lives

in what was functionally

a Sandra Bullock driven economy.
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Canto 5.13
(.758)

All around him,

his whole life,

he’d been unrepentantly

surrounded by Sandra Bullock’s filmography,
but only in this moment

did this unfailingly depressing fact
become apparent to him.

In fact, Amina continued,

glancing at the poster again,

Miss Secret Agent was actually

just another name for Miss Congeniality,
the first film,

not Armed and Fabulous,

had Hakim seen it?

It was actually pretty decent!

Bullock plays a quote-unquote

tough and tomboyish FBI agent

in the Action slash Comedy,

it was a film that contained

action yet also comedic relief,

as Bullock was,

despite being

traditionally attractive,

a tough but also tomboyish

detective, which challenged

traditional gender norms.

One aspect Amina enjoyed

about the film was the balance of action
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with spurts of comedic relief!

She loved spurts of

comic relief!

This would contrast with Bullock’s
later work in a film

like Bird Box,

where she’d take a much more
serious turn in her acting career.
Hakim admitted to Amina that, actually,
he believed Sandra Bullock, well,
that she sucked. No, not that she
was the worst per se,

no there were obviously more
atrocious actresses

than Sandra Bullock.

But how many exactly?

Because Sandra Bullock,
according to Hakim,

was a particularly

nauseating personality.

He just found her,

he didn’t know,

a bit of an annoying imbecile?
While, no, he hadn’t seen

many of her feature films

start to finish

he didn’t feel like

he needed to to be able to

arrive at a fairly confident conclusion
that she was basically vomit inducing.
She certainly wasn’t
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a pillar of creative brilliance!

The world, in Hakim’s mind at least,
didn’t require any further

Sandra Bullock films!

This idea, Hakim said,

that Sandra Bullock

should have basically

an entire industry

built around her,

for the sole purpose of producing
more and more

Sandra Bullock films,

it seems completely absurd to me!
Sandra Bullock?

If there’s a single data point

we can reference to suggest

that our society is in dire need

of reform I think it’s the putrid fact
that a movie was produced

and released under the title

Miss Congeniality Two:

Armed and Fabulous!

The fact that,

not only was that film

actually produced,

but this entire Sandra Bullock
industry continues to operate
and proliferate, even to this day?—
how can you not be just

a little offended by that, Amina?
It’s all just a tad grotesque
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you have to admit!

Well I disagree! Amina retorted,

I like her movies, Hakim!

I think she’s amusing,

but also brazen in a way

I find endearing.

Endearing, Hakim repeated

equally in disgust and disbelief,
endearing? No, I watched Bird Box,
and I’ll simply note

that my left nut

after a half an hour run

is more endearing

than that movie, Aminal!

And Speed with Keanu Reeves?
C’mon! Oh, and don’t even start
with Hope Floats! —

the fact there

exists an entire sub-population

of Egyptians dedicated to, what?—
the collected Sandra Bullock filmography?—
is just absolutely

mind boggling to me!—

it’s actually an affront to good taste Amina,
it’s actually the best Christmas gift
of all time to utter absurdity,

it’s something we need to employ teams
of our finest scholars to study

to produce rigorous case studies
detailing extended hypotheses

as to how this state of affairs
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was allowed to occur!
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The Madness of a Cloud
Mode: >.667
11,010:15,461 .712

Canto I

Total Echoes: 1,859

Total Syllables: 2,546
Approximate Self-Similarity: .730

[Cllloud was [s][ilttlilng at [Sllelvlelnth Hlealvleln
d[r]in[kling a Fernet on the [rlo[ckls e[n]g[alg[ilng i[n]
(llight [clonver[s][altilon with a [clo[ck][s]u[ck]er h[e]'d

nel[vler [e][vlen met [a][blout [a] [Qlueen’s [Blllood
[plllayl-in glalme that hed - this [plarti[clular
[clo[ck][s]u[ckler - [rle[qluested to [ble [plut on the [T][V]
at the [blar. Well, a[cltual(lly [C][l]loud [clo[r]re[c]ted, for
the [rle[clord, that he’d a[c]tua[l]lly been [rleading a [flew
[pllalges of [Tlim[aleus [p]rlior to all this, [m]alking a
[flew [dlis[plalr]ate notes, [flin[d]ing him[s]el[f] [pluzzled
at the [slen[s]o[r]y in[flor[m]ation that [clon[t]inued [t]o
[ble [rle[llayled in[tlo his [b][r]lailn. [C][lJoud
[bllalsi[c]all]ly a[llleged he was [f][lJulm]moxed a[blout
the [s]en[s]o[r]y in[f]orm[a]tion that [ble[c][a]me, in [sJome
[wllay], [rlellayled to [w]hat he guessed [wl]as his
[b]r][ailn? - how any of that was [c]o[r]ro[b]o[r]ated, [b]ut
[m]ore [slo [Clllloud [clon[tlem[p][l][a]ted the [s][t]ati[c]
n[ajture of [slaid i[m]ages - that’s [wlhat he [w]as
sliple[clifilcla[l]ly [clon[tlem[p][l]ating [w]hen [a] guy
wlith [a] rlou]nd-a[s]s [f]a[c]e [l]leaned [o]n[t]o the [b]ar,
lee[k]ing to [c][l]ose his [t]ab, obviou[s][lly ex[clited [t]o
lell the [blar[tlender that he may nleeld to show [hler

m

t

151



[hlis I[D], just [ble[clause he [tloo[k] his wife’s [l]a[s]t
name and [h]adn’t [h]ad a [ch]an[cle to [ch]ange his
lilclen[sle yet? The palt]rlon with the [rlound-a[s]s
fla[cle [n]oted how [nli[c]e the bar[t]ender was ([Tli[f]a!),
blut [w]hat [w]as her [n]Jame again? He [clould
dlelf1[illn]lilte[llly] [dlisp[lJay his I[D] if shle] r[ea][l]l[y]
njleelded, just be[clause, again, his [l]ast [n]ame [w]as
dlilf]ferent [nJow - ta[kling his [wli[f]e’s [nJame and all!
Of [clourse, [C][1]loud [n]lo]ted, [th]at it was [c]lear [th]at
[n]lo] one gave [a] [flu[c]k [a]bout the [p][r]inted name on
[a] [c]lrledit [c]lar]d in that b[ar], and Ti[fla, [flor her
[pllarlt, [dlildIn’t exalclt[llly] [slleelm [l]ikle she was
[rlam[pling [ullp] to [sllulck this [dlude off]f jlu]st
be
C

1
[
[
[
[
[

cllaulse he was a [rla[dlilclal [fleminist. [Flor
[Cll]loud’s [plart he was still, you know, a[ttlem[plting
[tlo get [blleJhind the [b]lJunt [slen[s]ations [b]eling
[slmuggled [rle[llent[lle[s]s[lly into his [s]o-[c]alled
[clonsciou[s] [e]xi[s]ten[cle. [Elve[r]lything was [a]n
[ilmage to [slome e[x]tent, [rlight Ae[r]ith? Touch
it[slel[f] was a [flu[c]king [s]en[s]o[r]y [i]

[qluaint [S]p[rling evening where [C][l]Joud [flelt m[or]e
[or] [1][es]s [d][es]tined to [phli[llo[s]o[ph][ilze, having
[sltarted [d][rlin[kling wlilne in [p][rle[pla[r]ation [flor a
[F
[

m[a]ge. [I]t was a

Irllil[d]lay [n]lilght [dlinner, on[lly to have Ti[f]a [bail
1]ast mi[n]ute, [ble[clause sh[e] [n][ee]ded to [pllillc]k ulp]
a [blar sh[i][f]t - [1]lealving him [clom[p][l][e]te[l][y] fr[ee]
to [clontinue this wine [d][rlin[k[lilng [iln a
[r][i]tuali]s]ti[c] [wlay that [w]ould be [c]on[d]ulclive to
[phli[llo[s]o[phli[clal i[d]eas. Yes, [Cllloud [c]on[t]inued
[tlo Ae[rlith, it was [blasi[c]a[l]l[y] on[l]ly] vi[a] d[r]in[k]ing
[a]lllone, [blut in [a] [rlituallli[s]ti[c] [f][a]shion, th[a]t

152



I'd achlielved any [slort of [phli[llo[sJo[ph][illcal
[qluiry. You [cloulld]n’t just [slit at a [d]e[s]k and
be[clome [phlilllo[slo[phlilclal, at [llea[s]t [n]ot for
ClllJoud! May[b][e] [slome [p]leo][plle [c]ould! [Blut, [n]o,
njot [CllJoud. He’d i[m]agine [th]at [thlere were
Iro[bla[b]llly a [llitany of [plo[slsi[blle ways of
lelclolmling  [phli[llo[slo[phli[clal - [lli[kle, [flor
in[s]tan[cle, [flor the round-[flalcled al[blino chla]p],
plerhlal[pls [tle[lling [Tli[f]a that he’d [t]aken his wi[f]e’s
1[alst n[aJme, mlay][ble that could [b]le] [s]leeln as
o[s]s1[ Ily] rituallllills]tlillc] [iln a wlay], a glaltew[ay]
o [slome [slort of be[cloming [phli[llo[s]o[phli[c]al. This
was alcJtualllly [s]cien[cle, [C]lloud [tlold [hler [h]e
[thlought at [thle bar, [sluc[cle[s]sfully avoidi[ng]
[m]akliing] any eye [clon[t]alc]t with the round-fa[cled
[m]an. Was it [nle[cle[s]salr]ily [s]t[rlange at all that
[oln[cle the Glrlee[k]s [wlent extin[c]t [phli[llo[s]o[phly
went mlorle [or] [l]ess [clomp[l][e]te[l]ly] and utter[l][y]
downhill and [n]ever [lJoo[kled bla]lc]k in the [l]ea[s]t,
[th][a]t [thle [1][a][s]t group to [r][eallll]y [r][ealch much of
any [phlilllo[slo[phlilc]al [s]ulc]ce[s]s made a [slin[clere
e[fflort to [clonjoin getting [fllullclked [u]lp] with
[clon[tlem[p][l]ating in[tle[l]ligible [phle[n]o[m]e[n]a? -
[thlat [th]le]se Glr]lee]lk]s a[ttlem[p]ted [tlo [m]a[r]ry
i[n][e]b[r][iJation and [rligo[r]ous dia[lle[c]tic? [Th]at all
[thJought since - to [pla[r]a[ph][r]ase [N]orthhead - had
been a mi[n]or [floot[n]ote to [P]lato or [w]hatever? [Thle
[thling [w]as, a[c]cording to [C][lJoud, you just [c]oul[d]n’t
wli]llllly]  nfilllily] [dlelve into  metaphlylsilcs
[clomp(l][e]te(l][y] [slo[bler! [Blut that wasn’t to [slay a
[pler(sJon should [n]e[cles[s]arily [ble[clome [slome

hle
[i]n|

[
[
[p
(b

|—||—|
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dege[nle[rlate  al[cloho[lli[c] either, [ble[clause a
[dlege[n]e[r]ate [d][rlunk would in [n]Jo w[ay] [m]lalke a
glrllealt [mleta-phys[i]lc]li]st either - that was
[bla[sli[c]all]ly impo[s]si[b]le, [ble[clause, [lli[kle [C][l]loud
[s]aid, the [s]lo](l]lo] m[o]de of in[e][b][r]i]ation should
[blle] done [rlituallli[s]ti[c]

[

times. You [clouldn’t just

cla[llly, in [s]p[ur]ts, at [c]ler]tain
ble [1]ilkle h[iltt[ilng the [blottle
[a]s soon [a]s you wolkle [flrom a [s]lum[bler! - a[flter
[slaid in[e][b][r][ilation [s]essions you'd [rle[q]uire
[slo[b]lr]ilety to [plarse through [w]hatever it [wlas that
[clame to you via [s]aid [clontem[p]lation, [n]o? In f[a][c]t,
the [a]lcltual [slcience was [n]othing [bleyond this
[plar(sling thlrlough of in[e][b]r]lilation [slessions of
[rligo[rlous [clontem[p]l][altion! That was it - what
(faild [blehlilnd [llogilc] and metaphlyls[illcls, in
[Clllloud’s m[ilnd at [1]east! [BJut in[e][b][r][i]ation [c]ould
[ble anything [rleally - [C][l]Joud [c]ould en[t]er a s[t]ate of
infe]b[r][iJation in [a] [c]ar [a][lJone on [a] Tuesd[ay] [A]M,
without [clonsuming a damn thing. [Ale[r]ith [m]lor]e
[or] less ag[rleed, [aldding th[a]t on the one hand a
[phlillJoso[phlical [m][ilnd should [ble a[blle [tlo
ana(llly]ze, in[tler[p]rlet, ex[t][r]a[plo[l]ate, all of that
[slcien[t][i][f][i]c [s][tlu[f]f - but, on [th]e ofthler, i[f] you
[f]ail to [pllllalcle yourself [iln a [plos[i]t[ilon to [r]e[c]eive
[a]ln]ything  to  [a][n]a[llyze, in[tler[p]rlet,  or
ex[t]rla[plo[llate ~ then you were [blasli[cla[l]ly
[s]iclirlewed! [C]llloud mlorle [or] [lless ag[rleed [blut
[aldded th[a]t - [s]lalns this ty[ple of “in[s][pli[r]ation,”
[slo to [s][plleal(k] - they’d [b]le] [s]tu[c]k [s][i]tt[ilng at [a]
ta[b]le just [n]ood[lling [a]rfoun]d [n]lon][s]en[s]i[c]a[l]ly,
vla][clilllating [b]la]lc]k [alnd forth [ble[tlween [tlwo
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[tlypes of [n]othing[nless, and then just pr{o][bla[b][lly
k[nJlo]lclking [o]ff s[olme[olne else’s [wlork [bly
[a]lc]cident. [B]ut [n]one of this [w]as [n]ew! It [w]asn’t
(llilkle [C]lJoud [w]as [b]r][ea]lkling [n]ews i[n] a[n]y
[wllay]. [A]t this point [Ale[rlith [a]sked - you k[n]o]w,
was thi[s] [a]l[bliln][o] douche [blag, he was an e[llement
of this [a][n]a[lly[s]is? [N]o, [n]ot real[lly - a[c]cording to
[Cllloud - maybe the gluy] was [t][r]lyling a [tlad [tloo
hard? - to [pllrleslelnt him[s][e]l[f] as a [s][ple[c][il[f][ilc
ar[clhe[t]y[ple [tlo the gene[r]al [plubli
le[cllilldled to [sl[pllilt [iln the fal
Jh[r]lolmo[s]lolme [clount, [wlhich [w]as [slomething

r—v

cl, as a gluy] who

n—\

[d cle of his [o]wn
[c

[Cll]oud [pler[s]onalllly en[d]or[sled! Gran[tled [C][l]loud
[plro[blalblllly [woulldin’t [dlo it [bly [fallKling his
[wlife’s [1]ast [n][a]me, [ble[clause [Clllloud
[pler[slo[n]alllly was obviou[s][l]ly] more [plrone [tlo a
[tllyllple of [illslo[llated and over[llly] [dlramatic
[slelf-ann[ilhi[l]ation than a [slub[slervient and
[d][i][s][ilngen[uousl]y [m][u]ted [fle[mJi[n]ist
a[n]nihi[llJation, blult he wlalsn’t i[p]s]lo] [flact[o]
oplpllolsed to either! Ae[rlith ag[rleed [on]e hlun]d[r]ed
[pler(clent! But [C]lJoud [s]till would glo] a [little
[flurther, nfo]ting [th]at i[n] [th]e i[n]telligible [s][ph]ere,
as [s]lojme[olne [lli[kle, [slay, Pr[o]lc][lJus would n[o]te,
that [s]lo]-{clalled [florms were [slomehow able to
[plarti[cli[plate in [o]ne an[o]ther wliJthout mli]xing,
[wlhereas [wl][i]Jth[iln the [slen[slible realm they
[plart[illc]lillplated [i]n th[ilngs and [s]ub[sle[qluent[1][y]
got [d]irtly]. But [C][lJoud [th]ought [th]at it [w]as [w]orth
going [olne [sltep [flurther - [slince they were
[d]i[s]clulslsing a[n]nihilation [a]nd [s]tu[f]f [a]ln]yway,

155



[th]at [thle [pler[c]leilved ml[ilx[ilng be[tlw[eeln [florms
that [tJook [pllace in the [s]en[s]ible a[r][e]na was it[s]el[f]
jlulst [a] [pllr]ojelc]tion of [mlixture but not a[c]tual
[mlixture. The in[tlel(lligi[b]le sphere, [bleing [plure[lly
e[mlanfajted, [plar[tli[cliip]lalted  wli]th[iln [i]t[s]elf
without [m][ilx[ilng [ilt[s]el[f], while i[n] the [s]e[n][s]i[b]le
[sllphlere [i]t [d][i][d]n’t [s]leem like that was [p]o[s]si[b]le,
that [bly [plarti[clifplating wli]th[i]n [slen[s][i]ble
[th]lilngs [thley [ble[clame e[s]sential[l][y] m[ilxed wlilth
them, a[slsuming they were [clategori[c]a[l]l[y]
[slen[slible. E[s]sential[l]ly] [n][alture was t[ailnted, which
of [cJour|s]e [C][1Joud [a]nd [Alerith k[n]ew all [t]oo [w]ell!
[Wlay [tloo [wlelll He[n]lcle theilr] shalrled
a[clquie[s]ce[n][cle toward [o][c]c[a]sio[n]al
[a][n]nihil[a]tion! [B]ut even this [s]en[s][i][b]le f[i]lth, [s]o
to [sllplealk], [Clloud [thlought, [thli[s] [p]
m[ilx[ilng ulp] [iln the [plarti[cli[plation of [slen|

—

er[cleived
[s][i]ble
thlilngs, wasn’t it [alllslo [a] [plrojec[tilon? - [a]n
[elman(a][ti]on, just as the [plar[tlicli{p][alltilon of the
in[t]elligible [s]phere was al[s]o [a]n [e]lm]a[n]ation of the
Irlilmlalrly ulnlity of all things? Which, yeah,
Irlought [C]lJoud [b]la]lck to th[a]t al[bliin]o
rlound-[flaced [flulc]k at the [blar, [t]a[k]ling his wi[f]e’s
(lJast [nJame - [ble[clause ul[t]iim]ate[l][y] the al[blino’s
[vlantage point wasn’t [rlem]ar{k]a[b][l]ly] di[v]ergent
flrlom [C][lJoud’s or Aelrlith’s, [C][lJoud thought. Thils]
allblilnlo was [pllrlolm]oting a [clertain tly]lple of
an[n][ihilation of their [clultu[r]al-[s]en[s]i[b]le [r]ealm,
[thlin[k]ing [th]at [th]e [plat[r]iar[c]hal lineage of their
[so[cliety was [b]a[sli[c]ally [slomething obje[c]tiona[blle,
[sJomething e[s]sentialllly t[ailnted, that should [ble

(p
(b
[

156



a[n]nihi[l][a]ted in the [s]ervi[cle of [slomething [m]ore
pure. O[klay, well, [C][lJoud [th]ought [th]at [m][a]de a
[m]odi[cJum of [slense! [M]la]ybe t[a]lkling his wilfle’s
(lJals]t n[lalme was in a [slense a g[r]lea]ter [florm of
[plulrlity than [l]o[c]king a woma[n] i[n] a [klitche[n] and
[elxpe[clting a blowjob [e][vlery other [e]lvlening,
[Cllloud thought. Juls]t as [Plrlo[c]ljJus and
[Slo[c]lr]altles [slen[sled [th]at [thle in[t]el[lligible
[sllphlere [plarti[cli{plated w{ilth [i]t[slel[f] yet not in a
[wlay [w]here it miJxed wlith [i]t[s]elf, [th]at [thli[s] was
[dli[s]ltinct [flrom our [flurther [d]e[s]cen[d]ed,
[
[
[
[
[
[

—

slen[sli[blle [s][phlere where things [plarti[cliplated
wlith [o]ne another [blut got [mlixed ulp] in the
plrolcle[sls - well, [m]ay[ble this al[bliin]lo] [m]an was
njlolting  [thlat [th]e [plaltlriar[c]hly] was a
plar(tllilc[illplaltlo[r]ly] m[ilx[ilng that [l]eft un[sleem[l]y
clum [s]t[ailns - [flor [l]a[c]k of a better [ph]r[a]se! - on
hu[mJan ex[ple[rlience. [Plat[rliar[c]hy, in the al[bli[n]o
[m]an’s [m][ilnd, should [ble a[n]n[i]hilated [ble[c]ause of
this [slen[s][i][blle mlilx[ilng ulp], this [plult]rid
[t[lailnting of [w]hat [w]ould [ble [bletter o[f]f [pJure. And
[tlla]lkling your [n][ilce wi[f]e’s [nJame was a [p][r]o[pler
[mJode of an[nlihilation in [rles[plonse. Ae[rlith
[rle[m]ar[kled that she knew [C][lJoud would inevita[b]lly
[blrling the dis[cloulr]se [blalc]k to this [ploo[r] ch[a]p]
[c]lllosing his t[a]b, [blut, just to [ble [c][lear, [w]hat
[Cl[l]loud [w]as saying [w]as [th]at [th][i]s m[ilxing [th]at
o[clcurred in the [slen[slible [rlealm was it[s]elf juls]t a
sle[pla[r]ate [p]lrlojection - juls]t a l[e][s]ser mode of
plrojlelcting! So [while the [m]a[tlerial [w]orld [m]ay
have di[s]gu[s]ted them, [plerhalp]s [m]oving the [tlwo

—
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[tloward [slome [slort of [a]ll-en[clom[p]a[s]sing
[clon[cle[p]tual [a]nnihilation, [alnd [a]s [m]uch as the
[plalt]lrliarchy [mlight have seemed [plu[t]lr]id to the
al[blino hus[blJand at the [blJar who [lJoolkled to
an[nlihi[l]ate him[s]el[f] [bly ta[kling his [n][i][cle w[i][f]e’s
(l]a[s]t [n]ame, it [clould be wise to [clon[s]i[d]er [th]at
[thlese [d]i[s]gu[s]ting a[glg[rle[glates were them[s]elves
[slim[plly [d]e[r]lilvat[ilve [plroje[c]tions, [th]at [thley
weren’t alctual [mlixtures, [th]at [thley were just
[d]erivative e[m]anations as o[p]posed [tlo [tlat[t]oos of
what [thley [thlought [thley [d]e[s][plised. Aerith [w]as
a[wlare. She wasn’t [dli[s]tressed a[blout it, [blut she
k[nJew this poor al[bliln]o gluy] would in [t][iJme [t]a[k]e
the [blr{ulnt [o]f it from [Clloud. [C]loud [qluestioned
whether he [d]i[dn’t [d]eserve it? [P][l]us [1][ilke they’d
al[rleady im[p](1][iled - they [m]u[s]t to [pllrJo[cleed from
the ilm]mane[n]t [t]o the [t]ran[s]cende[n]t, no?

Canto 11

Total Echoes: 2,174

Total Syllables: 3,037
Approximate Self-Similarity: .716

[Cllloud [flound it a [tlad [ble[f][uldd[lling, jlulls]t
[ble[c]lau]se [Tlifa [s]aid shle]'d h[a]d [a]n [o]dd [d][r][eJam
[a][blout him the [p]r]le}Milous night, and hle]d
[rle[p]lllied [b][1Junt[l]ly] that he [d]i[d]n’t usual[l]ly] have
[dlreams a[blout [pllelo[plle hle] knew, somehow
[clom[p]ll][e]tellly] [plurging the [f]lallc]t [flrom his
m[ilnd thla]t, just that nliJght, [hle’d [h]ad a [vli[v]id
dream in[v]ol[vling one of his [fli[r]st gi[r]l[f]riends and
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he[r
[sllp
[s]l1

] [clulr]rent (to the [ble[s]t of [C][lJoud’s know[l]edge)
Jouse. [Hlow [clould th[a]t [h][alve [pllo[s]si[b][l]y
1fi[plped his [mle[m]o[r]ly], given the [vli[v]a[clit[y] of
the [d][rleam it[s]elf? [Blar[r]ett [d]i{dln’t have a [c][lJue
[elither, [rlealll]ly]. [Hlis ex and [hler [hJusband were
(1liMilng wlilth [C][1]Joud and hlils [f][i][c]tional wi[f]e in
a [m]o[d]est [clon[d]o they’d been llealsing in Up[pler
[Mlidgar, yet he [tlold [T][i]fla he “[n]ever [d]reamt”
about [pleo[plle he k[nlew, yet [plerha[p]s the [m]o[s]t
be[fluddling a[s][ple[c]t of it [wlas that [w]hen he’d said
thlalt to [hler [hle [al[c]tuall]l[y] [ble[l][ielved it! [C][1]oud’s
ex-girlfriend and hlils [f][i][c]tional [wli[f]e had [ble[c]ome
slolme[w]h[a]t [f][rliend[l]ly] i[n] the [d][r]leJam, i[n] the
[clon[d]lo], and the wh[o]le or[d]le]al, in [C][l]oud’s
[d][rleam, st[r]ulc]k him as total[l]ly] [fline [i]n[i]tial[l]y].
Hlils [f]lillc]tional [wli[f]e [w]as ob[s][clulrled, a [plulr]e
[hle’d

k[nJown [hler in the [plast, [n]ot [hJow she was [nJow
([n]ot that [hle k[nlew [hlow she was [nJow!), [blut
eventualllly [CllJoud [blegan [tlo [clome [tlo the
[rlea[llization [th]at [thli[s] was his ex-[rJoman|t]i[c]
in[tlere[s]t, and that his [clulrlrent wilfle and
ex-girl[f]rliend [ble[cloming [f][rliends was [a]n
[a][b]solutely [clata[c]l[y]s[m][il[c] deve[ll]op[m]ent for him
[slocialllly, [th]at it [w]as [thle [plro[bla[bllly] [w]or[s]t
[thling [th]at [c]ould [plo[s]si[bllly] [h]a[plpen to his
[
|

[mlirage, [w}hile his ex [w]as [a]n [i]m]age of [h]ow

mlarriage. [Hle [wlondered [w]h[a]t the [h]lu]sband of
hlis ex [w]as thin[k]ing - [CJloud [w]as [w]ondering how
it [wlas ex[alctly thla]t he got r[o]ped into this wh[o]le
[thlin[g] as he was [e]xitin[g] [t]his a[p]art[m]ent into an
Ulplper [Mlidgar that, of [clourse, wasn’t [e]xa[c]tly
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Ulplper [Mlidg[a]r at [a]ll! Yet on[lly hours [l]ater when
[Tlifa [tlold [C][l]loud shle]’d had a [d]r[e]am w[i]th h[ilm
[iln [ilt that [nlight he [c][l]aimed to [n]ever [d]r[eJam
a[blout [pleo[plle he k[nJew. Odd! [Blar[rlett [n]lo]ted
thlat he just [d]id, [thlough, [rlight? [Th]at his
sltatement [t]o [Tli[f][a] was [f][a]ls]e, [n][o]? Um, yeah,
thla]t’s ex[a][c]t{lly what [C][lJoud juls]t [s]aid! [C][lloud
[rlefilte[r]ated that it was “[l][i]te[r]al[lly [th]at night”
[thlat [h]e’d [h]ad [thle [d][rleam, [flurther em[ph]asizing
the ab[slur[d]ilty of hlils [s]t[a]tefm]ent [tlo [Tlifa.
M][alybe, [Cllloud thought, it was [c]l][o]sler to a
cllolin[cli[d]en[c]e th[a]n [a]n alclute
mli[s][rlelm]em[blerin[g] ofr] fo[r]gettin[g]? Was that
plos[sli[b]le? [Mle[m]o[r]y was ellilptli[c]al
slome[tlimes. [Blut i[n] a[ la[s]e, he [tlold [Bla[r]rett
hle’d [h]ad another d[r]e] rllellclent(l]y - if [Bla[r]rett
was [bly any chanlcle [ilnte[r]e[s]ted [i]n [1][i][s]tening to
more [blullshit a[blout his [d][rleam [s]tates? - where
[Clloud had [d]i[s][clovered a g[llowing, f{lluo[r][e][s]cent
iin][sllellclt in] one of the [d]rlawers on a
sliclirleened-in  patio that [dlildn’t ex[i][slt [iln
Jo-[clalled “[r]eal [lli[fle,” and [C]{lJoud to[s]sed the
Julclking thing [o]ut[s]ide [o]nto the gras[s], [k][ilnd of
dli[slguls]ted [b]ly] it to [ble hone[s]t, onllly to
dlils][clover that [s][aJme in[sle[c]t julslt a [flew
mlo[mlents [l][alter - but [nlow a[p]pealrling in a
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huma(n]oid [florm, [sJtanding out[slide the
[slc[r]eened-in [platio, ho[pling to ble] [let in. Now, in
[thle dr[eaJm [thlere was a [llittle [g]le]t-to[g]le]ther on
[thli[s] [plati[o], [s]lo] [C]lloud [w]as a [llittle wa[r]y of
[lJetting this [b]leling - who was female, [t]o [b][e] [c][l]ear
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- in[t]o the [plarty, [blut [cJu[rlious[l][y] [e]ve[r]yone [e]lse
at the [plo[w]-wo[w] [s][elemed total[l]ly] in[c]a[p]a[b]le of
[pler[c]leilving her, [e]ven a[f]ter [C][1][ou]d al[l][ow]ed her
in? Yes, [C][1]lou]d al[l]low]ed her in and the [florm of
[cJommuni[c]ation be[tlween him[slel[f] a[n]d the
e[n][t][iltly] was [s][iJm[p]lly] a [s]eries of vague [fleelings,
[plerhalpls, he [thlought, [th]i[s] was [slome [k][ilnd of
[rlem[iJnder that you [clouldn’t just, you know, [c][r]eate
[thlings - [thlat [rle[f]r]lelshing [slynthe[sles are the
ble][s]t [wle [clould do? [W]ith [th]at [s]aid, [th]ey [s]tarted
[clo[plulating on the [platio. [Bllallrlrett wanltled [tlo
[c]allr]ilf][y] [thlat it was [thle [blutter[f][l1]ly] [w]oman
that [C][lJoud [w]as [fTu[c]king? Or [w]hatever she [w]as?
[Wlell, [C]lJoud nlolted, [o]nly [w]hen she [ble[clame a
[bleing, of [slome [s]ort, [th]at [th]at [w]as [w]hen
the [clopu[llation ofc]curred, obviou[s]l][y]! [Blut, with
that [s]aid, it was a[c]tual[l]ly] ([klind of?) int[r]iguing [t]o
[Bla[r]rett, [t]o [ble honest? [Blut, mo[r]e impo[r]tant[l][y],
[Clll]oud [rleall]ly] wan[tled [tlo know how [S][e]v[e]nth
Hlealvleln was [lla[s]t night, [ble[clause [Bla[r]rett
[sltoplpled [bly there, [d]i[dIn’t [h]e? [HJow was it? Well.
[Llet’s [sle[e]. [Blarrett [d]e[flinite[l][y] [flelt the [plurit]y]
of the [blooze ex[pland wlilth[i]n h[i]s che[s]t u[plon his
[flir[s]t [sli[p], and while the [bar[t]lender ([o]bvious[1][y]
[n]lo]t [Tli[f]a, [blut he [dli[d]n’t [c]atch her [n]ame) was
s[llight[l]ly] more a[f]fable than [w]hen he [w]ent there
[wlith [C]llloud, but she [dli{[d]n’t [a][c]tualll]ly] [alsk
[what [f]ruit he [w]anted [iln the dr[iln[k]. [Slitting
a[l]lo]ne at [S][e]vle]nth H[ea]v[e]n Barrlett [t]oo[k] n[o]te
of him[s]elf [t]o[s]sing the [s]lingle orange [s][l]ilcle onto
h[i]s th[i]n, [n]Jow i[m]m[e]d[i]ate[l][y] [m]oist [n][a][p][k]in
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and [m][a]nual(l]ly] extr[a][c]ting the [s]ingle [s]eed th[a]t
hlald been ex[plelled [f][rJom the o[rlange [ilnto the
(1lillqJuor [flrom the gflla[s]s, a[n]d i[n] doing [s]o, he

n[o]ted [th]at all [th]at he’d a[cc]ounted for [a]t the [b]ar -
the [a][flfa[b][ill[iltly], the [f]ruit, the s[eled - that
extr[a]lclting those id[elas [oJut [o]f the air was
[bl[alls]i[clally the [s][aJme as the
[cloo[r]dinate-t[r]a[c]king [rlepo[r]ted [bly [r]emote
viewers. He gllalnced [b][allc]k [a]t the [b]ar and too[k]
[blrief note of the [blartender chlulgging [a] shot [o]f

= =

[blooze with a [c]lulstomer and was violllent[l]ly
smalclked in the [flace with an a[cJute [m]e[m]o[r]y of
[rllillplplilng [sllilm[illar shots with a [s][ple[clifli[c]
[blartender [flrom his [plast, [wlhich [wlas [bla[s]i[c]ally
julslt a[nJother [slet of [cloordi[n]ates, [blut these
[plar{tlilclull]ar [cloordinates [rle[tlurned [t]o [h]im, [h]e
[dli[dIn’t [plllJulc]k them [o]ut [o]f the air. He [d]il[d]n’t
[pllllulc]k these ri[plping shots with a bartender
[cloordinates [flrom a [r]a[plid [r]ush of in[fJormation -
no, [s]aid [cJoordinates [r]eturned to him [a]s he [s][a]t in
[sloll]i[tlude [a]t the bar [tlotalllly in[v]o[ljun[t]ari[l][y],
[vlio[llent[1]ly] smla]c]king Blalrret in the [flu[c]king
[flalcle and [sJomewhat [r]ude[lly [c]o[l]la[p][sling time
[i]t[slel(f] [iln the [p][rlo[cle[s]s, [rlight as [Blar[rett [s][a]t
[aJt thla]t [tliny [tla[blle a[llone, [ilnn[o]lclent[l]y
[sllilpping hlils dr[iln[k] [iln [S]elvlelnth Hle]av[e]n.
[Blarrett the[n] wlelnt on [t]o [tlell [C]loud how, [blefore
the [blar, he’d sleeln a [blunch of [p]leo][plle with
[M]a[k]lo] [pllolisoning that [hle [hladn’t seen in
[m]onths, and [Clloud [n]oted that’s how they k[n]ew
S[pllrling was ap[plrloaching, [rlight?! Yet, on that
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[nJote, it was [klind of [flunny be[clause [C][lloud was
a[cltual(lly thin[kling to himsel[f] [thle o[thler [d][ay] -
[whhat [wlas the exalc]t [d]e[f][i]n[iJtion of sobriety
anylwllay] - lilkle how [cJould they a[c]tually
[dli[s]tlilngulilsh [slo[b][rliety f[rlom intoxi[c]ation?
[Bla[r]rett [pler[kled [ullp] [a] [blit. [C][lloud made it
[c]lllear that, [n]o, he wasn’t [nle[cle[s]sari[lly [l]i[k]e
[tlallkling about s[m]lo][kling [clralc]k, or explo]sing
your[slelf to high in[tlen[slity [m]la]klo shards for
[dle[clades on end, [blut [m]aly[ble julslt [d]rin[kling
[wlh[ilte [w]ilne or [slomething? [Ble[clause [C][lJoud
[wlas [clr[o]lslslilng the [W]la]shlilngton [Slt[rleet
[bllrlidge [clon[tlem[p][l]ating a [plar[tli[clulllar [v]is[ilon
of [ilnd[i]lv][ilsible One[nless [thle o[thler [nlight, [a]s
[Bllalrrett k[n]Jew too well thla]t [C]loud was [a]pt [tlo do
[flrom [tlime [t]o [tlime, and [ble[llieve it [n]ot he was
a[cltualllly [dli[s]covering [a] [d]e[clent [a]lm]ount of
e[n]joylmlent i[n] the [m]a[tle[r]ial [w]orld at the [t]ime! -
dJlrlin[kling a [mlini [wlater [blottle f[illled wlilth
MJez[clal, [blut [a]lso [a]t[tlemp[tling to [glauge whether
hle’d [h]ave the [t]lime [t]o [g]rab just one [m]o[r]e [bleer
ble[flo[rle [TIillfla was su[plposed to ble] at his
a[plartimjent. [C][lJoud was [c]ontemp[l][a]ting the
n[a]ture of a[n] [i][n]d[ilv[i]sible [O]nenes[s], [blut he [w]as

I[s]lo] [clomforted [bly the mate[rlial [rlealm while
[cllolld[l]y [clallclu[llating his odds of [bleing a[blle to
chlulg an[o]ther [bleer while still ma[kling it [bla[c]k to
his [a][plartment [ble[flore Tilfla was sup
[a]rrive. [A]nd [a]s [C][l]loud was [clontem[p][l][a]ting this
n[ajture of a[n] i[n]d[i]v[i]s[i]ble [O]lneness, [c]r[o]s[s][ilng

a [W]lalsh[ilngton [S]t[rleet b[rlidge, [d]r]in[k ]mg
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[MJez[clal from a [mlini water [blottle [Clloud
[rlelm]ar[kled to [Blalrlrett [hJow [hle’d [s]tarted to
[qlue[s]tion this very [d]ef[iln[i]tion of [s]o[b][rliety. [Blut
it was here [Bla[r]rett [blegan to [qluestion - [wlell -
[wlhat did [C][l]Joud [a][c]tua[l]ly mean by th[a]t? [W]ell,
[wlhat [Clloud [w]as [t][r]lying [tlo get [a]t, Ba[r]rett, was
thlalt [slo[b]riety it[slelf was [slup[plosed to [ble a
[bla[sleline of [s]orts, no? Of [clour[s]e it was! Yet how
[clould [thley [m]easure [thli[s] [bla[s]e[l]ine exalc]t[l]y? -
was there [a] [m]easure[mJent at [a]ll? - was so[blr[ilety to
[ble deflilned [bly a 1lal]lc]k of plalssion, or a vague
[slen[sle of thle] “[elven-[k][eleled”? [Blut the pro[b][lJlem
was, in [C][lJloud’s [mlind at [l]ea[s]t, [th]at [th]ere was
[n]o u[nliver{s]al e{m]otional [bla[s]eline [w][ilth [w]h[i]ch
to deffilne [s]o[blr[ilety. [Slome [pleo[plle - he [ml]eant,
even [C][lJoud [hlimself [clould be t[o]tal[l][y] un[hlinged
e[m][o]tional[l][y] on o[c]casion while [qJu[o]te-un[qJulo]te
“[clompl[1][e]te[llly] [sllo][bler”! [Flurther[m]ore, even i[f]
they - [Blarrett and [C][lJoud - [c]ould de[fline [s]lome
[bla[sle[lline e[m]otional [sltatus [a]s [al]xio[m][a]ti[c],
[thlen [thley would [s]till have to [clombat
[phlilo[slo[phli[clal[l]ly] with e[x]ternal [s]ub[s]tan[cles
that weren’t [clon[sli{d]ered int[o]xli[c]ants that would
[o]bviou[s][l]ly] shl[ilft th[i]ls] e[m]otional ba[se[lline.
What did [C][lloud [m]ean? Well, [1]i[kle, [a] [1]a[c]k of
floo]d [c]ould [a]lter m[oo]d. The [s]ame [c]ould be [s]aid
of [c]alf]feine! [Clo[n]suming dirt would pro[bla[b]ly

shilf]t sloJme[o]ne’s emotional [s]tate. Hi[s]to[r]i[c]al(l]y,

a[c]co[r]ding to [C][lloud, [pleo[p]le ate fu[ clking [p][l]ants
with [slmall [dlo[sles  of  plslylclhe[d][ellli][c]s
em[b]le][d]d[e]ld wl[i]th[iln them and [pllr]o[bla[b]ly

164



thought ve[rly little about “in[t][o]xi[clation” [p][r][o][pler!
[Pleo[plle u[sled to fu[clking [s]ani[tlize [w]ater [w]ith
al[clohol! [S]Im]o[kling [tlo[blalclco alltlered [m]ood.
[Bla[sli[c]ally, [Blarrett, “a[n]ything we i[n]ge[s]t alters our
1[a]tent [s]t[a]te of exi[s]ten[cle and there[f]o[r]e ch[alnges
ufs] in [sJome [flo[r]m or [a]nother, wh[i]ch [i]n [m]o[s]t
[a]ll [c]a[s]es pro[bla[b]ly [f][i]lltlers [iln[tlo our [m]ood.”
[Clloud [n]oted, [f]or him [pler[slo[n]allly, a shi[f]t in his
[dliet [clould [d]Jo won[d]ers for h[i]s [ilntel[l]e[c]tual
[dli[s][plosition - [slo then [w]hat [w]as [s]o[b]riety? It
[sleemed imlplo[slsi[blle to even [thlin[k] a[blout
[slo[bl[rliety as [a] [thling at [a]lll Well, [Bla[r]rett h[a]dn’t
ex[a](cltly [clon[slidered it li[kle that and [w]asn’t sure if
he [wlould. [Blut [C]lloud [thlought [th]at ml[a]y[ble
thleyl'd t[a][klen a [flal[s]e [b][al[s]e[lline of [s]o[blriet[y]
clon[cleptualll]ly], no? Alflter all, [w]hat
tle[clh[nli[clalll]ly] [wlas an ex[tler[n]al [s]ub[s]tan[cle?
Clould they [dlig even [flurther and [clon[s][i][d]er the
dle[f][iln][iltion of an ex[tler[n]al [s]ub[s]tan[cle? A

clonver[sjation [clould [clertainly [allter [a] [pler[slon’s

— — o/ o/ o

tlem[plerame[n]t ex[plone[n]tialllly] as well! - but did
that [tle[clh[nli[c]alll]ly] [clount as [a]n [e]xoge[n]ous
[sJub[s]tan[cle? Did [wlords [n]ot [clarry [wleight? A
vo[cli[fle[rlous  thought or [elven a [f]l[eleting
[m]e[m]o[r]ly] - e[s][plecialll]ly] in [C][lJoud’s [cla[sle! -
[clould [o][flten t[o]ls]s a [pler[slon [clom[p]l][e]te[l]y
o[ f]f-[Kklilter, yet they [s]till [flor [slome
in[clom[p][r]ehen(sli[b]le [rleason [c]llung to an [i]dea of
an  objle]lcltive [s]o[blriletly], and [thlen [thley
[sJub[sle[qlulelnt[l]ly] [t]argeted [sle[lle[c]t [sJub[s]tan[c]es
as in[tloxi[clating, while deeming [s]o-[c]alled “other”
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[slub[s]tan[c]es - which [a]l[s]o [a]l[t]ered [tlemperaments
- as [t]otally fine! [W]ell, [thlis [w]as [w]hat [C][lJoud [w]as
[thlin[kling at [lleast, as he [w]alllkled over the
[W][aJshington [Sltreet [blridge - that i[f] [pleo[plle
[dli[dn’t [v]liew [clon[sluming [flresh [v]ege[t]a[b]les as
[s]lolmething [f][ulnda[m]en[t]ally [m]ind al[tlering, then
it was [plo[s]si[b]le, in [C]loud’s [mlind, [th]at [th]ey ju[s]t
ex[ple[rlien[cled the [w]orld in va[s]tly dif[f]e[r]ent [w]ays.
[Alnd [B]lalr[rlett [flor his [plart [flound this to [b]le]
int[rliguing yet un[clonvin[cling. [Blut [C]lloud
in[s][il[slted [th]at [th]ere [s][ilmp[l]ly] was no [t]rue [a]nd
elx[tlended [s]tabi[llit[y] of our menl[t]al [s]tates - even if
thley were hy[plo[thleti[c]al(l][y] de[p]r]ived of ex[t]ernal
tlin[kle[rling, be[clause even thought it[slel[f] was

— — o

flundamenl(tlal[l][y] e[x][tlernal [t]o [slome e[x][t]ent, was
it not? [Alnd [pleo[p]le on [a]verage were [clonstant[1][y]
a[clcosted by [s][plelclilflilc] thlou]ghts, were they [n][o]t?
Thought [a]lmost [nlever [clea[sled [a][c]co[s]ting th[e]se
[pllelolplle, [wlhich [w]ere all [pleo[p]le? And even i[f]
[thley [clon[flined [thlemselves to [clommonly ag[rleed
u[plon mate[rlial [sJub[s]tan[c]es, [thlen [th]ere was [s]till
no [clon[sli[s]tent way to [c]al[c]u[l]ate the [d]eg[r]ee of
al[tle[r][a]tion [tlo a men][t]al [s]t[a]te a[c][r]o[s]s [pleo[p]le
of [dli[flfe[rlent walk[s] of [lli[fle, [ple[rliod. Bar[rlett
[mlight not ex[ple[rlien[cle the [slame [m]ental sh[i][f]t
a[flter the [clon[slum[p]tion of a [f]rlesh [s]t[illc]k of
[cle[lle[r]y that [C][lloud would, [e]ven i[f] the [c]e[l]e[r][y]
it[slel[f] [rlemained en[tlirelly] [s][tlatic. [W]a]llkling
a[clro[s]s the [W][a]shington [Sltreet [blridge, [Clloud
[dlran[k] [flrom a [tliny [w]ater [blottle [f][i]lled wli]Jth
[Mlez[clal and [d]il[d]n’t [fleel in[t]oxi[c]la]ted i[n] a[nly
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wlay], shla][ple, or [florm - any [m]ore than [h]ad [h]e
been [d]rin[k]ing [a] [cJu[p] [o]f [c]of[flee, or [ealting a
[dlellilc[ilous [s]n[alck, or re[c]leilving a [s][ple[cli[fli[c]
thought. [I]n h[i]s m[ilnd at the t[i]Jme there was no [t]rue
[d][iJv[i]sion [ble[tlween in[tJoxi[c]ation and so[b][rliety,
and this was [C][lJoud’s final [clon[c]lJusion -
[rlegard(l]le]ss of whle]ther or not Bar[rlett ag[rleleld -
[a]s he [slomewhat [a]nxious[l][y] [slent [Tlif[a] [a] [t]ext
mle][slsage [l][e]tting her know he was “[t]a[kling a
wal[k],” just in [cla[sle she [a]rrived at his [a]partment
be[flore he [f]liln[ilshed [s][llugging down one [l]a[s]t
[bleer [a]t the [blar thlalt he [w]as [w]alking to.

Canto III

Total Echoes: 1,403

Total Syllables: 1,994
Approximate Self-Similarity: .704

“[Wlell, no,” [wlere the two [w]ords C[lJoud began [w]ith
as he ex[p][l]ained [th]at his [ploint was [th]at [th]ere was
a [sllilgn[ilflillclant d[i][s]t[iln[c]tion be[tlw[eeln the [tlwo,
m[eaning [d][i]nner and [d]r[ilnks! - that if you [m]a[k]e it
out [1]i[k]e it’s just [d]rin[k][s] and then [l]a[s]t [m]i[n]ute it
[ble[clomes [d]i[n]ner? - then yeah [C][lJoud’s gonna [ble a
(little [flulclking [plils]sed off]f! E[s][pleciallly] i[f] hle]
[dlildn’t k[n]lolw the [flulc]king [pleo[plle, you k[n]lolw
[Ale[r]ith? How did that malkl]e [alny [slen[sle? He
[flound it [a] [blit [a][b][sJurd, [f][r]an[k]ly. Sure, he’d go
[tli
flilne, but to [slit [dJown [a]nd [a][c]tually e[n]g[a]ge in a
[d][ilnner? - that was a[n] e[n]tirely [d][i][s]t[iln[c]t [1]evel

le one or [tlwo on with a [t]otal [s]tr[a]nger, that was
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of [slocia[llizing, and it [w]as [olne that, [flran[k][1][y],
[Cl[lJoud [d]i[d]n’t parti[clu[l]ar{l][y] [clare [f]or. [A]nd he
wasn’t ashamed to [aldml(i]t [i]t! - th[a]t, [flr{a]n[k][1]y, he
[flelt thli][s] [Ph][i][1][i]s]tine n[o]tio[n] of juls]t gloli[n]g
out to [d]inner with anly] and everly] alclquaintancle,
that [ilf you [dfi[d]n’t a[c]quie[s]ce to [th]at [s]tan[d]ard
[thlen you [w]ould ble] [d]e[elmed, [w]hat? -
ant[i]-s[o]cial? [W]ell [c]o[1]or [C][l]Joud ant[i]-s[o]cial then!
[Blut Aerith n[o]ted that while, sure, to [ble [f]air, it was a
dilf]ferent [llevel of s[o]cialllization, if he trull]ly]
[dli{[d]n’t k[n]lolw the [pleo[plle, but, you k[n]lolw, if it
was helr] [ple[r][slonal[llly]? [Slu[plposing it was Aerith,
then she’d hlo][ple that it woulld]n’t [ble that [blig of a
[d]eal [tlo [Cll[ou]d? [T]o just go [ou]t to [d][ilnner? Was
she Ki][dlding him?! Oh, of [clourse not, Ae[rlith! With
her? You fulclking [klid[d]ing? [Clloud [w]as allw]ays
[dlown to g[rlab a [n]osh with s[oJme[olne li[kle her,
[n]lo], it was just [th]at [th]e hypo[th]eti[c]al [n][o]tion of
[ealting [s]ulplper with a [clom[p]l]le]te [s]tranger (“a
mo[rle ofr] [lle[s]s [clom[p][llete [s]tranger”) - [w]hat
[wlere they dis][clu[s]sing? [Clloud and the
hyl[plotheti[clal stranger? [Dlid [hle [h]ave to [cJome
[plre[plared with a [plortflo][llilo] of tal[k]ing [ploints? -
[C][l]oud [cloul[d]n’t [i]magine [th]at [thley’d ble] [sJu[pler
[ilntr{i]gued with an[y]thing [h]e [h]ad to [slay, or [th]at
[thley’d [elnd ulp] on the [plrle]lclipliicle of [alny
rle]vle]lation that he’d [clon[c][llude to ble]
[plarti[clull]ar[l]ly] en[llighten[ilng [elither. [C][lJoud was
[slim[p][lly going by [eJm[pli[rli[c]al [e]viden[c]e [r]ea[l]ly.
That [wlas all. He [wlasn’t, [1][i][kle, tr[yling to be a dick
or [aJnything! Ju[s]t  that, [e]lm[pliri[cla[l]l[y]

—_— =
—_—
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[sllpllelalkling, it [s][e]lemed un(l]i[kle[l][y] they’d have [a]
lot to [clonver[sle [a]lblout, [CJloud and [thli[s]
hy[plo[th]eti[c]al [s]tranger. [B]ut [Alerith [a]dded that, to
[ble fair, [w]asn’t [Clloud the [olne who [w]as al[w][ay]s
rlailling again(s]t [slo-[c]alled [s]en[s]ory data? Yet, in
thi[s] [c]lallsle, he was [a]ll [blent [ou]t of sh[a][ple
[al[b]lou]t this im[p]Jrom[p]tu [d]inner [ble[c]ause, in his
own words, [ble[clause of [e]lm[pli[rlilc]al [d]ata? Of
[plals]t [elx[ple[r]ien[cle, [w]hich [w]as [s]en[s]o[r]y [d]ata?
[Mle[m]o[rlies, [rlight? [Wlhich, [w]ouldn’t [Clloud
aglrlee, was [slome of the mo[s]t un[rleli[a][blle [d][a]ta
[a]v[ai]la[blle no? Of [clour[s]e he [d]id! Aer[i]th, evleln
[flulckling  [qluantum  [phllylslillc]s  was  [s]till
[flun[d]amentally [slen[sle-[florward, in the [slen[s]e
[thlat [thley were beglilnnlilng wliJth [slen[sle
[pler(cle[pltion - this [wlas [w]hat [clontem[plo[r]a[r]y
[slo-[c]alled [s]cien[cle had [a]chieved [o]f [clour[s]e!
[Pllalcling [slen[sle [pler[cle[pltion [al]s [aln a[plex
[p]re[d]ator un(tlil [flinally, with the [d]i[s][clove[r]y of
[qluan[tlum  [phllylslillcls, [ilt’d [rle[dJulcled the
obse[rlvable wo[r]ld to a [d]egr[ele that [elven [l]inear
[slen[s]e-[pler[cle[p]tion no [lJonger [m]ade any fu[ckling
[slen[sle in the u[plper [w]orlds! [Thlat [w]as [w]hat
[thley’d done. [Alnd [qluite [s][m]ugly [a]t [tlimes [t]]oo!
But [wlasn’t that [w]hat [C]loud [w]as [d]oing wli]th th[i]s
im[plen[d][ilng [d]ilnner? Ae[rlith [qlue[rlied him on
this] [ploint. Well, [C]loud [s]u[p]posed [th]at, [th]in[k]ing
[a]bout it [a]gain, yeah, he was [klind of a[c]ting li[k]e a
[qluantum [ph]lyls[ilc[i]st a blilt, [wlasn’t he? [W]ell,
Aerith [w]as just saying - to [thle [e]xtent [th]at his
argu[mJent was [flunda[m][e]ntally [e]mpirical. But it was

sjen
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[klind of [i]n[t]uitive [iln a [s]en[s]e [tJoo, his argument,
i[n] [Clloud’s opi[nlion. H[e] agr[eled with Ale]rith to the
[elxtent that, ye[s], he was [bla[sling his [d]i[s]gu[s]t
[plartially on [eJm[plirical [elvi[d]en[cle, [bJut he’d [a]l[s]o
[a]llle]ge that he fl[e]lt a[n] i[n][tuitive [d]i[s]gu[s]t with
these [tly[ples of [s]ocial gla]therings [a]s well, and then
[hle, [tlo [hler [ploint, [t]o [ble [b][llunt, [d][ild [t]end [t]o
[d]lilp i[n]tlo the world of em[pliri[clism to va[llild]ate
[s]aid i[n][tJuitive [dli[s]guls]t. Although,
[tle[chni[clal(l]ly], they should [plro[bla[bl]ly] [blle] a
(Llittle [clautious to evleln [e]m[p]lloy the word
[elm[pliri[clism here, be[clause he [d][i[[dIn’t thliln[k]
em[plirilclism [nle[cle[s]salr]illy] [n]leleded to ble]
[rle[s]t[r]i[c]ted to [slen[s]e-[pler([cle[p]tion
[nle[cle[s]salr]illy]l, you kinJow? Ae[rlith [slu[p]posed
the[rle, ye[s], was [pllrlo[bla[blly [aln [eJm[pli[r]i[clism of
the intelllligi[b]le [r]le]lalm as wle]ll? Hone[s]t[l][y], to
CllJoud - it was [clertain[l]ly] [plo[s]si[b]le that hle]
may[b]le] wasn’t [eJven in the [ble[s]t mind [s]tate to even
[a][s]se[s]s it [olne [w]ay or [alnother. [Alerith too[K]
[aJdvantage of this [clapitu[l]la]tion to [slay sh[e]'d
[rllellclent[l]ly] had [a] d[r]lelam [a]blou]t [C]llould -
would [hle mind [h]earing [hler out? - [w]here he [w]as
emailing her a [qlues[tilon [a]bout whether [a]
[sliplelclilflilc] alc]ltlion was [dle[flined as ‘in[sli[d]er
tra[d]in[g]’, while she was [plroce[s]sin[g] [slome
non-[dle[s][c]ri[p]t ‘or[d]ers’ for [s]Jomething in a bath
tlulb, which [clon[sli[s]ted [o]f, for [sJome [r]eason,

wlalshing [llarge chlo][clo[l]ate [cloo[klies [d]Jown the
[d][r]ain, [w]atching [thlem as [thley [s][lJow[lly
[d][iJs[ilnteg[r]ated un[d]er the hot [w]ater. Then, after
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[thlat, [rlea[llizing [th]at [th]e [c]oo[klies
[ClllJoud’s [qlue[s]tion about in[sli[d]er [t]
[clon[tlempl[l][a]ted if [sh]e [sh]ould have [f][1lJushed them
all [dlown the [d][r]lailn be[flore an[slwe[rling the
[qlue[s]tion? [Dlid she [d]o w[rlong [bly [Clloud [bly
washing these [cloo[klies [p][rleemptive[l]ly] [dJown the
[d]lrJain? If [C]lJloud [t][r]ulllly] wan[t]ed
[plirlolcle[ssled,” [slo to [sl[plealk]. In a [s]le]n[s]e Aerith
[fllellt an a[flflilni]tly] [flor the [cloo[kllie]s, [d]i[d]n’t
shle], [Clloud in[flerred. [C][lJoud [plostu[llated [th]at she
[flelt [llilkle [thley were [a]cltual [bleings [als she
[clrlum[blled [thlem [dlown [thle un[florg[ilv[ilng
[dllrlain [wlith the [s]lclorching hot [wl]ater? In
[rlet[r]o[s]pelclt, [Ale[r]ith [ald[m]itted [th]at [th]at [m][ay]
have been the [c][a][s]le. [C][lJloud [n]o]ted [thlat [th]lere
was a [clertain [l]evel of g[n]lo][slis achlielved through

[rle[l][a]ted to
[r]lalding, she
]

[

ed the ‘order

[clontem[p][l]ating your dr[ea]ms - yet was there any to
[blle] gllllealned from [plartici[p]lalting in [d]ou[b]le
[d][a]te [d]inners? [Alerith [a]dmitted she’d [bleen
[c]llinging onto the falc]t of the [cloo[klies [bleing
washed [d]Jown the [d]rain, and she knew [C][lJoud had a
[plar(tliculllar  [tla[llent ~when [ilt [clame to
[iln[tler[p]lrleting [d][rleams. W[e]ll thle]n [l][e]t’s [s][e]e
here, [C][1]Joud [clon[tlem[p][l]ated, the [d]i[s]so[lJution of
a [slwlelet [flood in an [a][plpar[altuls] [u]sualllly [u]sed
t[o] [c][lJean your[s]el[f]? [B][ult with a [t]rans[a][c]tional,
a[b][ultting [c][a][plita[l]i[s]t un[d]er[t]one. [A]nd [Alerith
was [dloing it, [plerh[a]lp]s unint[entionalllly, for
[slomeone [ellse  ([C]llllould), withlou]t their
k[nJow[lledge, and [nJot on[lly [wlithlou]t their
k[nJow{lledge but [while [i]g[n]oring their [iln[qluirly] -
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a[cltual(l]ly], [Clloud guessed it [wlas hli]s [iln[q]uirly]
te[c]h[nli[c]allly], about [w]hether it [w]as [llegal, as
a[plparent[l]ly] this was [slomehow [plotentialll]ly]
‘in[slider trading’® So shle] was [r][e][pJur[plo[sling [a]n
[a][plpalr]laltus for [c][lleansing the bo[d]y to [d]e[s]troy
(lJarge, [llife-{l]i[k]e [plie[cles [o]f [ulnhealthy [flood [f]or
[Cllfould, [wlith[ou]t his [clon[s]lent, [C][l]Joud
mean[wlhile [w]on[d]ering i[f] [d]e[s]troying thi[s] jun[k]
[flood in a bla]th tub was [a][c]tuallllly] i[l]l[e]gal? Of
[clour[s]e in any [d]ream they al[s]o should [clon[si[d]er
[wlhether [wlh[alt [w]lals [rle[plirlesented [w]as [a]
[rle[pllrlesen[tlation [o]f [alnother [rle[p][rlesen|tlation,
[m]ea[nJing [m]ayble] [n]ot [a]n [a]ln]a[l]log[y] [a]t all? But
ilf] they [pllrlolcllele[dled as i[f] [wlhat [wl]as
[rle[plirlesented in Ae[r]ith’s [d][r]leJam a[plplelared as [i]t
was [i]n[tlen[d]ed [tlo a[plpear, [thlen [th]at would ble] a
[d]le]lclent [s]tart. [Slo, in a [s]en[s]e, Aerith [th]ought,
[th]at shle] was [c][l][e]laning [plarti[c]u[l]ar attributes of
[C]1Jlould with[o]ut his [plerm[i]ss[iJon, [w]hile [C][l]oud
[wlas thliln[k]lilng - [plerha[pls [sluls][ple[clting - that
[c]lleansing him[slelf [iln th[i]s w[ay] m[ay] hla]ve
[a][c]tual[lly been a [t]y[ple of insider [t]rading, it [clould
[o]ted
Ja[l]ly
[a] [c]lrlime [a]gain[s]t [th]e [s]t[a]te [thlese d[ay]s. [N][o]
[slurprise [thlere! AllthJough [Clloud [l][illkled a [n][i]ce
[cloolklie [elvery [nJow and thleln, he [d]i{d]nt
[n]e[cle[s]sarily [flind a[n]ything th[a]t [b]lald a[blout
[
[
[

have been a vel[r][y] [sler[ilou[s] [c][r]ime. [C]loud [n]
that - Ae[rlith, [c][lleaning your[s]elf was b[a][si[c

ealting a [flew [c]oo[klies on o[c]casion, but [C]loud also
flound it intrli]guing that Aerith [plersonally
ildenti[f][iled with [thle [cloo[klies as [thley [b][r]o[kle
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a[plart and tum[blled [d]Jown the [d][r]ain, that she [s]law
a [clertain goodnes[s], a [s]pe[cli[fli[c] [bleing wli]th[i]n
them, and [sJu[b][s]e[qluently [flelt a [s][a]dne[s]s [a]t the
[f]lalct they h[ald to [ble washed [d]Jown the [d]rain of this
[b]la]th tub. Even what’s fundamental[l][y] [blad for you
isn’t [nle[cle[s]sari[l]ly] [blad, Aerith [n]oted. [Blut ye[s], it
was [slad to [slee them [f][a]ll [a]part in [a] [b]ath t[u]b
[fllaullclet, h{u]h? “[E]ven the [rlunning shoes you n[ee]d
to [t]o[s]s in[t]o the [t][r]ash are e[t]ernal,” Cloud [s]aid.

Canto IV

Total Echoes: 1,332

Total Syllables: 1,960
Approximate Self-Similarity: .680

Cloud was [flor sure [f][ilne [wlith [w]h[a]tever Ti[f]a
[w]lalnted to [s]laly to him (“I al[w][alys [w][a]nt you to
[slpeak your mli]nd!”), [blut he just [w]a]sn’t going to
[black off his [w]ell-[d]eveloped (in his mlilnd) [i][d]ea
[thlat [thle [i]n[s][t]itution [i]t[s]elf (as a [clon[clept) was
ba[sli[clally [rle[s]t[r][i][c]t[ilve, [th]at [th]ey shouldn’t
ne[cle[s]s[arlily [c]lar]e what’s thle][r]e in the [clontainer
(“[Clatego[r]ly] theo[r]ly]!”), but al[s]lo] that e[r][o][s]
[wlas a gla]telw][aly. Tilfla juls]t wasn’t [clertain th[a]t
e[n]gaging i[n] [th][a]t in the bar, [a]f]ter hours - she
[dli[d]n’t kn[o]w, was th[a]t [a][c]tual(lly
aplplirllollplirliate, [Cllloud? [E]v[eln [ilf shle] wan[tled
[tlo [d]o [ilt! [(Iln the [blar?! Of [clour[sle, [C][l]Joud
total[lly un[dler[s]tood, [blut, again - juls]t to [rleite[r][a]te
- e[rlos was a glaltew[aly. [I]t [d][i][d]n’t have to [ble
a[blout, you know, purely that. [Wlhat? - [wlas [Tli[f]a
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[nJow  gon[n]la] [a]lllow  her[slel[f] to [b]le]
[t]y[r]an[n]ical[l][y] [rle[s]t[r]ained [bly the
[iln[s]t[i]tutio[n]al [n]Jorms of Shin[r]a, et al? [W]as that
[n]low] hlow] she [w]as go[n]na [l]ive her [1]ife? - by the
[clontem[p]uous [r]ules of [Shlin[r]a? [Shle [clould [plop
that [plussy [wlide o[plen [w]henever she [w]an[t]ed [t]o! -

if shle] r[e]allly] [w]an[tled [tlo, ev[e]n [i]f [ilt was ju[s]t
[slulpler [qlulillck[lly]! ((Wlhat exalclt{llly] [wlas the
tem[ple[r]ature in the [rJoom?) There wasn’t an[ylth[ilng
[ilnhe[r]entl(y] [o]ut [o]f [b]lou]nds [a][b][ou]t an[y] of that,
[a]ssuming the [clorr[e]lc]t [clont[e]xt, [ble[clause - [wlell,
no, [Clloud [wlasn’t [slaying he [wlas in [sJu[pplort of
[ilnd[ills][c]r[i]m[ilnate [plrom[i][s][cluitly] - [n]o, [n]ot at
alll It [n]leelded to ble] [r]lilgo[r]ouls] - [plerhaps [elven
[r][i]tualli][s]t[ilc, and hle] wasn’t [elven [slugge[s]ting
[T]lilfa should i[plislio] [flalc]tlo] juls]t
[qlulo]te-un[qlulo]te [plo[p] that [plulslsy [ollplen to
[sliplite the m[o][r]al n[o][r]ms of Shinra - it was a[c]tually
the o[plposite! No, [Clloud was [slim[p]ly a[s]serting [sh]e
[shlouldn’t not malkle [bleautiful [lJove in [S][e]v[elnth
Hlealvleln [slim[p]llly [ble[clause of [s]ome [s]o[clietal
Shinra [c]ode - [shle [shlouldn’t al[llow her[slel[f], Ti[f]a,
to [blle] [rlegulllated [bly a[n] i[n][s]titutional e[n]tity
whose [plrilm]alr]y [plurfplo[sle was the
em[p][lloylm]ent of the univer[s]al [r]e[s]t[r]i[c]tion. To
[CllJoud it [wlasn’t in any [w]lay], sh[a][ple, or [f]o[rJm
Shi[n]ra’s [pllalcle to e[n]flo[r]lcle a[nly wu[nliver[slal
[r]e[s]t[r]i[c]tions what[s]oever. [Flu[c]k  Shin[r]a
[sllplelc]lillf]lillclally and [flulc]k the [iln[s]t[i]tution in a
more generi[c] [slen[sle. [Ulgh, shlu]t [u]p [Clloud! He
[wlas [klidding, [wlasn’t he? Oh yeah! - [Clloud
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ad[m][iJtted [iJt was [clertain[lly [plo[s]sible he was
[e]lxaggerating [clertain [e][lle[m]ents of his argu[m]e[n]t
i[n]te[n]tiona[llly, i(n] terms of the [w]h[o]le - [w]ell, you
k[n]lolw - [n]lo], he [wlasn’t [slugge[s][tling [Tlifa should
“[plolp] that [pluls]sy” in the [blar! No, that [wl]as
a[b][sJurd! Unle[s]s she [w]an[tled [t]o! [Ble[c]ause if she
wan(t]ed [t]o [T]i[f]a should know that [C]loud [t]oo[k] no
olfflen[sle, li[kle, at all! [Thley both [l]lau]lghled [a]t
them(slelves, but [dli{dln’t he, [C]lloud, in the
[aJbstr[a][c]t [klind of h[a]ve a [ploint? No, juls]t [1]i[s]ten
for a [sle[clond, [C]llloud [slaid, [pll[ealse TTilfla - hle]
knew she [flelt [aln [a]nxiety, [fTrom [t][ilme [t]o [t][i ]me,
and alclcording to [Cllloud it was alcltuallllly]
en(tlire[l]ly] po[s]sible [th]at it was [th]e anxiet]y] of the
younger [Slo[c]rat[e]s. Namelly], it was [thlis anx[ilet[y]
[thlat TTil[fla, shle] [flelt [llilke she ml[iJght have
[flall]le[n] i[n]to a pit of “blo]ttomle[s]s n[oln[slen[sle” -
this [i]Jdea [th]at [thlere [clould be an a[c]tual
[clon[cleptual [ildea beh[ilnd all phe[nJome[nla th[a]t
hlald e[vle[r] o[clculr]red, thla]t e[v]e[r]ly [a][c]tion she
too[k] had some [clapital-[I] [I]de[a] [bleh[ilnd or [a][blove
it, that eve[r]ly] [slingle [slen[slo[r]ly] [pler[cle[p]tion,
evelr]ly] [slingle [m]o[mJent [o]f their 1[ilves [e]lm]erged
frlolm [s]loJme [clon[cleptual [I]dea [bleh[ilnd it, that
[i]ldeas them[s]elves [ble[clame [slu[b]-a[t]omi[c]
[plarti[clles which [blecome mullt]i[pllliled i[n]to a[n]
ilnJf[i][n]liJte (“[sleeming!”) [nJon[slen[sle. It was [a]n
[elxt[r]leme vertigo to [e]x[ple[rlien[cle that with[ou]t a
d[ou]bt! - and [C]l[ou]d was all [t]Joo [f]amiliar with that
[tlylple of [m]adnes[s] him[s]el[f]! In [f]alc]t, his [e]ntire
[elx[pllelrien[cle in the [e]ther, [slo to [s]plealk, was
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funda[mlentallly] in ag[r]lee]lm]ent w[iJth th[i]s anxiet[y]
of young [S]o[c][r]at[e]s. B[u]t wh[a]t [C]loud would [s]ay
in [rle[slponse, [tlo [Tlifla, [tlo him[s]el[f], to
[Slolc][r]ates - [w]hat [Clloud [
exactly what [Plarmenlildle]s [slaid to this young
[Slol[c][r]atle]s him[s]elf, [th]at [th]i[s] anxiet[y] was a[n]
a[n]xiet[y] of youth (“[C][lJoud, we’re bla][sli[c]a[l]l[y] the
exalclt [s]lalme [alge . . .”), [olne that [w]ould be
ext[ilngulilshed [w]hen shle]'d “learned not to despise
any of [th]le]se [thlings.” In [sh]lor]t, Ti[f]a [shlouldn’t
a[lllow [Shlin[r]a [m]lorles - or, [fllr]lan[k]l]y,
i[n][s]titutional [m]ores [flrom anywhere el[sle for thla]t

wlould [slay in [rle[p]ly is

o

[m][a]tter! - to i[n]ter[flere with her own p[rlo[cle[ss]es.
That [wlas all [C]lloud [w]as [slaying [r][e]al[l]ly]. I[f]
[TIillfla [wlan[tled [tllo] d[o] th[a]t [a]t [S]e]v[elnth
Hle]avle]n, [th]le]n, sure, [thlat [w]as [fline! [W]ell,
T(illf][a] [allplprlelciated the [klind [w]ords, [elven [i](f]
[ilt was an [aJw[klward subject for [Clloud of all
[pllelolplle to [b]le] [blroaching, given the [f][a][c]t th[a]t it
was [k]ind of [b][l]atant[l]y obvious [th]at it was [C][lJoud
[th]at T[ilfa would [p]ro[bla[b][l]ly] do that with in the
[blar. [W]hy [w]ould they [k]id [o]ne [a]nother [a][blout
that! [Blut for [Clloud’s [plart - no he [d]i[d]n’t [c]are [olne
[wlay or the other - he juls]t [thlJought [th]at [w]hen
[slome[o]ne [s][plent a [d]e[clent [ch]unk of time in [th][e]
[ellth]er [th]at it [ch]anged [th]eir [pler[s][ple[c]tive on that
[klind of shit - what [clon[c][l]usion, after [a]ll, should
they d[r]law] f[rJom the [cJontem[p][1]ation of [s]en[si[b]le
o[blje[clts? If she [wlan[t]ed [t]o [blend [o]ver in her [o]wn
[blar, it [w]asn’t [phli[l]o[s]o[phli[cal[lly [ou]t of [b]lou]nds
to him in the [l]ea[s]t. [L]i[k]e he [s]aid, to [sJome [e]xtent
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[elros [w]as a glaltelw]laly - they shouldn’t view it
[slim[p][l]ly] organi[c]al[l]ly] or [plure[l]ly] [slen[s]i[b][1][y]
[elven [i]f [iJt was to some [e]x]tent [e][x]istent
infe][x]t[r]ica[b][l]ly] wlilth[iln those [r]ealms, at [l]ea[s]t
from their [pler[s][pllelctives in their [blodies or
[wlhat[elver. A gla]telw]laly to [w]hat though, [Tli[f]a
[wlon[dlered. [T]o a [dli[flferent [tlype of knowledge
[Clloud [clon[flirmed. Wasn’t he agai[n][s]t [s]e[n]sual
empi[rli[clism, Tilfla [qlue[rlied - [blut [C]lloud
[qluilc]kl]ly [clountered that it was [b]ly] am[plliffyling
the [slen[slo[r]ly ex[ple[rlien[cle, by [s][pleeding it u[p]
[thlat [thle [slen[slo[rly ex[ple[rlien[cle it[s]el[f] was
t[rlan[slcended - that was the whole [g][altew[a]y [p]art.
Alglain, [C]lJoud wasn’t arguing for any of thlils
[ilnd[ils[c]r[ilm[i]nate[l]y! - he was in[s]tead m[a][kling the
[cllallsle [th]at [thlese ampl[i]f[i][c]ations [clouldn’t ble]
[clomp(l][e]te[l][y] [clut o[f]f! - [th]at i[f] “o[th]er [b][i]tter
and [b][illious humors wan[dJer a[blout in the [blo[d]y
and find no [e]xit or escalple, [bJut are [plent u[p]
wlilth[iln and [mlingle their own valplors with the
[m][o]tions of the [s][ou]l, and are [bllen[d]ed with [th]em,
[thley [plro[d]uce all [s]orts of [d]iseases.” That ju[s]t li[k]e
[plarti[c]les of matter [clould be s[pled u[p] to [c][r]e[a]te
anti-[g][r]avit[a]tional w[a]ves, the [s]en[s]o[r]y or[g]ans
[clould [ble [slimi[llar{lly [s][pled in order [tlo
[tlr]lan[s]cend them[s]elves, [bla[sli[cla[l]lly]. [C][lloud
made a d[e][clent [ploint, [blut [h]ad [h]e [h]eard [bla[c]k
from [Bliggs and [W]edge - [wlere they gloling to ma[kle
it to [th]e little [th]ing Tifa was h[o][s]ting that [S]lunday?
She juls]t [n]eeded to, you kinJow, gle]t a d[e]flinite
hle]ad [c]Jount so she [c]ould k[nJow how much [flood
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shle]’d [n]leled. [CJloud [h]adn’t [h]eard balclk, and

[rlan[k]lly] hle] was [flinding it a IiJttle
r[ild[il[clulllou(s] [a]t th[a]t point - be[c]ause at the ver[y]
1Jea](s]t, to [C][lJoud, they [clould at [l]ea[s]t R[S][V][P]
one way or [thle o[thler. Sure, of [clour[s]e, eros was a
glaltew[aly - there [clouldn’t be a totally univer{s]al
[rle[s]tri[c]tion op[plr[e]s[sling [elvery [slingle mem[bler of
a [slo[cliety, [blut at the [slame time if a [pler[sjon
[clouldn’t RS[V][P] to [aln [elvent they balsli[clallly]
should [s]tart [ea]ting mud out of t[rJoughs with [pligs, in
CllJoud’s view at [1][ea]st! [P]leol[plle who [rlefused to
RS[V][P] [tlo events in a [tlimely [m]anner [r]eally had no
[pllllalcle in [plo[llite [slo[cliety! - or, for th[a]t [m][a]tter,
in any [s]o[cliety! That was [C][lJoud’s [pler[s][ple[c]tive at
(leal(s]t! And T[i][f]a ag[r]leeld! [Fllr]an[k][1][y], shle] was
getting a [llittle [f]r]uls]t[rlated with the whole
[plirlolcle[s]s. She was, in her mlilnd, doing a nlillcle
[thling - [th]rowing an Avalanche [q]u[o]te-un[qlulo]te
[Sllulnday [F]lulnd[aly, but shle] Ju[ It [n]leleded to
kinJow a head [clount [A][S[A]P]. It [w]as alreald]y
[Wlednes[d]ay [nlight! [C][lJoud [n]oted [thlat [thley’d
sent out the invi[t]ations, [l]ikle, [t]wo weeks [b][a][clk,
and they [h][aldn’t even [h]eard [b][a][c]k from [h][a]lf of
the po[tlential a[ttlend[eles, which [a][c]tuallly] [m]oved
[Clloud to [thlink [thlat [m]ayble] T[iJfa should ju[s]t
[c]laln[c]el the whole d[almn thing! [Blut, no, [Tlifa was
right - it was [t]oo [l]ate to [c][a]n[c]el, [ble[clause then
she’d [lloolk] [l]ilk]e the [a][s]shole. [C][lJoud [th]ought
[th]at [m]ay[ble that was [p][r]efe[r]a[b]le! [M]ay[ble that’s
what [nlee[d]ed to ha[pplen! There [n]lele[d]ed to [b]le]
some [r]ules to this shit, [rlight?
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Canto V

Total Echoes: 1,768

Total Syllables: 2,478
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[C]ll]Joud [a][s]kled [B][a][r]rett [ploint [b][

in [S]lelvlelnth Hlealv[eln: [W]hat [w]as [c]a]plita[llism

[rleall]lly? - [ble[clause that’s [w]hat he [w]as [a][c]tual(l][y]

[phlilllo[s]o[phlilclal(l]ly] o[plplolsed to [v]is-a-[v]is Shinra,
mla[s]s [plrodulc]tion of [m]a[k][o] e[nlergy -

1[aln[k] [rlight

[n]lo]? The [

was that [nlot [flunda[m]entalllly julslt [flree [m]ar[k]et
[cla[plitall][ilsm at [i]ts [fline[s]t? - and there[flore wasn’t
[clalplita[l]ism julslt [flunda[mJental(l][y] a

[slingulllalrlitly] of [slorts, julslt a [clom[p]l]ete
evi[slce[r]ation of [mle[m]o[r]ly], to [thle ex[tlent [th]at
[mle[mlo[rly is [thle [clon[tlext in [w]hich [w]e
[clon[s]trulc]t our[slelves, our [s]o[clieties? [C][lJoud
a[s]serted thla]t [c][a][plita[l][i]lsm [d][i][d]n’t glilve a fulc]k
about thlalt [a]t all! - sim[p][lly [ble[clause [cla[plita[llism
[cloulld]n’t, [ble[clause if [cla[plitalllism [d]i[d]n’t
[rluth(l]e[s]s[lly [plur[slue [m]axi[mJum [p][rlofits, then
[sJome[olne el[s]e [w]ould. [C][lJoud eventua[l]lly] [a][s]ked
Blalr[r]lett if [c]la]lplita[llism [a][c]tual(l]ly] [clon[s]i[s]ted
of [mle[mjo[r]ly] [a]t all? [Blut [Blar[rlett [d]i[dn’t
[fTulc]king know. The [flulc]k [d]id h[e] [e]
was afttlempting [tlo malkl]e an a[c]tive [d]ifference [iln

thlilngs. No, [ilt [dll[illdln’t at all, [d]lild [il¢?

la[plitalllism was the [slingullar fo[c]u[s] [s]ans

]
]

elven [clare - he

[C
[m

e[mJory [plar ex[cle[l]len[cle - it [slought a[n]

i[n][clreals]e at whatever the [c]o[s]t, [r]egardl[e][s]s of the
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[clont[e]xt - d[r]iven by [th]e hy[p]o[th]eti[c]al o[th]er, [th]e
hyl[plo[th]eti[c]al o[thler [m]oving [cla[plita[llism to
[clom[p]1][e]te[l]ly] ignore [mle[m]or[y] ho[llisti[c]a[l]l]y].
The onllly [clontext [iln whlilch [c]a[plita[llism would
[elven [r]e[m]otelly] [clonsider [m]e[m]o[r]y was [iln [i]ts
[fluture [flore[clasts, but even those ty[ples of [rle[plorts
were [flunda[mlentally [mlyo[pllillc] [iln [c]ha[r]a[c]ter,
weren’t they? [Plluls] “[pla[s]t [pler[flor[m]an[cle [i]sn’t
ilnd[illclative of [fluture results!” And even a [flive year
flore[clast would [b][a][s]i[c]ally julslt [clover the
ajttention [s]paln] of [a] [blle]ta [flish in [thle gra[n]d
slcheme of [thlings. No, [Cl[lloud [s]aid, [cla[plita[llism
]
slingu[l]arity] - and there[f]ore was [flundamental[lly an
algent of de[s]t[albi[llization [flrom a [plo[lliti[cal
sltand[ploint - hle] was ag[r]leleing with [Bla[r]rett!

cllllear(lly of[plerated [s]lalns [mle[m]o[r]ly], [als a

alrlrett wasn’t [s]lele[kling agr[element whe[n]
lJoud the[n] a[s]ked if there wasn’t al[s]o [sJomethin[g]
uttin[g] divine to that [tly[ple of [slingu[l]arity - [tlo
[Clllloud it was allm]o][slt [lliikle the r[a]di[a]tion
[ploisoning of [plure [m]a[klo it[s]elf and shit, [n][o]?
[

&
:E_

Cla[plita[llism as a [slingu[l]a[r]ity [clontained a [d]ivine
elllement, [iln [ilts [rla[dlilc]al [rle[jlection of
mle[m]o[r][y] [clapita[llism was [clertainl[y]
dlivine-adjalclent. It was [lli[kle [c]a[plita[llism [a]s [a]n
un[f]][e]ttered [s]leleking of in[clr[e]a[s]e of [e]x[p

[wlas [iln [ilt[s]el[f] [sJomething [w]orthy of [p][r]aise in
the [a]b[s]t[r][a]lc]t, but for an [a]lcltual [s]en[s]ible

Jansion

[slolcliety the em[p]llloylm]ent of unre[plentant
[cla[plitalllism was the [m]o[s]t [d]e[s]tabi[llizing and
[slelf-[d]e[s]trulc]tive [plo[lliti[clal [phli[l]o[s]o[phly you
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slub[s]lclribe to! [Clalplita[llism was
t iln] the [a]bstr{a]lc]t, [but i[f] you

[clould ever
m[a]gnilfli[cle[n
[a]lcltually [slu[b][s][c]ribed to [thle [thleo[rly in
[plirlallclticle [th]len you would almo[s]t
[dlefliln[ilte[l]ly], in [d]ue [tlime, [tlotall]ly] [d]e[s]t[r]oy
your(slelf and eve[r]ything a[rJound you! Ultimate[l][y],
Balr]rett [r]eite[r]ated that he [d]i[dn’t [r]eal[l][y] have a
[tlon of [t][i]me to [d]i[s][c]uls]s these [t][y]pes of [d]e[t]ails
- [phlilo[slo[phli[clal [d]i[s][clussions woulld]n’t, a[f]ter
[a]ll]l,  [flun[d]alm]entally  [a](llter ~ the [r]apid
envi[rlon[mlental [d]e[s]t[r]ulc]tion that was ongoing at
the hands of Shinra! [Clloud [d]i[d]n’t [d]i[s]agree! Yet, at
the [slame [tlime, weren’t [thle [tlwo of [thlem at
[Sllevelntth Hlelavleln [d][rlin[kling [flu[c]king [bleers?
How many [d][r]a[f]t [bleers hlald they [d][r]laln[k] [a]t
thlalt [ploint? They weren’t gonna slow [dJown Shin[r]a’s
[dleg[r]ald]ation of the [pllanet via con[sluming [d][r]aft
[bllelers [elither! Shit, [b]r[o]. It was [llilkle - [C][l]Joud
[a]lc]tual(lly wlo][kle up thl[a]t [m]or[n]ing thin[kling
a[blout [m]e[m]ory - [n]ot [c][a]pita[l]ism, [bJut [m]e[m]ory
at [1][e]a[s]t - [a][blout [h]ow [h][e] [clould [b][e] him[s]el[f]
[allc]ro[s]s multi[p]le [pllat[florms and shit, [blut how,
with that in [ml]ind, [m]e[m]ory [plerhalp]s wasn’t
a[tJtached to [Blleling it[slel(f] [elither. [C][lJoud [w]as

[
]

I[wlays [clon[clur[rlently multi[p]le ite[r][a]tions of
[hlim[s][e]lf, and [hle [tlo [sJome [e]xtent [plar[tloo[k] in
[Bleing a[c]ross those ite[r][a]tions, [blut at the same time
- [thle [th]Jought o[cclurred to [Clloud that [m]e[m]o[rly
wasn’t nelcle[s]sa[rlily [a][tt][alched [tlo [B]leling [a]t all
[tlimes [ei]ther? [B]leling and [m]e[m]o[r]y - [w]hat [w]as
their ex[al[c]t [rlelalti]lon[sh]ip? [Thlat [thle soul [c]ould
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[flun[d]a[m]entallly] [b]e] eternal, [blut [i]f [i]ts [b][eling
was [dli[s]a[s]sociated [flrom [m]e[m]or[y] as wle]
un[dJer{s]tood it then obviou[s]l[y] it would [klind of ble]
dilf]filclult to ve[rli[fly! As we [tlend [tlo [clon[flirm
expelrliences via [mJe[m]o[rly and shit. [Blarrett gul[pled
[dlown his eighth [p]lilnt of Midgar [L][ilght [bJut that
[dli[dn’t [d]eter [C][l]oud [flrom [p][rlod[d]ing [flurther at
the [ploint - [nJame[l]ly], that [flunda[m]en[t]all][y]
[cla[plita[llism [clon[t]ained [n]o [m]e[m]or[y], and Being
itself [plerhalpls onll]ly] [plalr]tial(l]ly] [pla[r][tloo[k] in
[mle[m]or[y]? Was [cla[plitalllism a form of [b]leling?
[Nlo, it [clouldn’t [b]le]! - [n]ot unles[s] they toolk] a
[slt[altilc] v[alntage [ploint on a[n] i[n]f]

iln][clrealsle and ex[pland, which, to [
wasn’t [thlat [thle [d]rive of the i[n][f][iln[i]te, [w]hich
[wlas [flun[d]ame[n]tally the transce[n][d]e[n]t, [w]hich
[wlas - [n]o [Bleing [cloulld]n’t [ble [tlran[s]cen[d]ent,
[nJot [tlotalllly, [rlight? [Clloud [dlild]n’t thin[k] [s]o.
Ba[r]rett [h]ad [h]ad enoulgh] of thi[s] [flu[c]king shit! -
[alnd he [s][1]lalmmed his [m]Jug of [Ml]idgar [Llight on
the [clounter and [m]oseyed out the [b]ar ([hle’d [h]eard
a[blout some new “[Qlueen’s [B]lood” [th]ing [th]at was
[bleing introdu[cled to [Sle[c]tor [Sleven that he wan[tled
[tlo [tlry anyway). [Tli[f]a [tloo[k] the op[plor[t]unity to
as[k] [C][1]lou]d i[f] [h]e’d [h]ad a[nly e[n][c]loulnters with
- you kn[oJw? - thlo]se [r]uth[l]es[s] ap[pla[r]itions that
[slelelmed to ble] [hlaunting [h]lim in[tler[ml]ittently
[slin[cle re[tlurning [tlo [Mlidg[alr? [W]ell, Cloud [w]as
after [a]ll [a] re[m]la]de [m]an - in [m]ore [w]lalys than
[olne, but no? [W]hy? Who el[sle a[rJound the [s][ljums
had [s]lelen them rle]lclentlly]? It [w]as [w]eird to

iln[ilte urge to
slome exte[nl]t,
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[Clllloud, a [llittle [clurious, he nloJted [tlo [Tlifa,
m[o][s]t[lly be[clause it [s][e]lemed [l]i[k]e [sJometimes (a)
hle]'d slele them, yet [slometimes (b) [n]o, he wouldn’t
nle[cle[s]sarilly] [slele] them [bJut in[t]uit them, [blut
thlen ofthler [t][ilmes - l[ilke the ofthler day - (c) the
a[plpalrlitions  [wlould be [e]ve[r]lylw]here  for
[elve[rlylolne to [s]lele, and hl[e]’d whilp] out his
flullc]king Blu][s]ter [Slword with [Tli[f]a bly] his [s][i]de.
Tlilf]a a[s]ked him to ext[r][a][plolate on the [t][r]iad of
a-b-[c], if he [clould. Shle] [c]llear(l]ly] wan[tled [tlo

as[sli[s]t [C][lJoud in reaching the blo]ttom [o]f [a]ll [o]f
thils], [s]o to [s]pealk]. [W]ell, to [C][l]oud, it [w]as almost
(lli[kle the E[lleatics were [clorre[c]t [a][l]l [a][llong - [th]at
[thlis [tlype of phe[nJome[n]a - where some[tlimes (a)
hle]’d [s]lee] them and sh[e] wouldn’t, [sJometimes ([b]) he
wouldn’t [e]ven [s][e]le them [b]ut h[e]’d f[e]el them, and
[thlen ofth]er times (c) [thley’d a[pplear to the [plu[b][1]i[c]
at [lJarge, well, phe[nJome[n]a [l]i[k]e that [b]a[si[c]a[l]ly
un[dJermined the [e]nt[i]re [i][d]ea of [e]m[pliri[clism v[i]a
[slen[sle [pler[cle[pltion, no? If [s]en[s]e [pler[cle[p]tion
was [slome[thling [th]at [thley [clould [rle[l]iably
em[p]llloy as a fir[s]t [pllrlin[clilplle to gla]lthler d[a]ta
[aJnd [thlen a[r]rive at [clon[c][lJusions [rlegarding the
n[aJture of the [clor[plo[r]eal [w]orld - then shit [l]i[k]e
[what [C]lJoud julslt [d]e[s]c[rlibed [cloulld]n’t [ble
[plo[slsi[blle, [rlight? [C][lloud a[slked how [c]ould it
[plos[sli[b][l]ly]?! There had to [b][e] a [s]e[plalr]ate [flir[s]t
[p (p]
s

—

e
Iirlin[cli[p]le they’d n[eled to [r]e[f]e[r]en[c]e. Al[s]o, he’d
Iwitch to [Fler[n]et i[f] that was okay with Ti[f]a? [Blut

the plrlo[bllem with this [n]lo]tion - [b]lo]th h[e] and

Tlillfla agr]leled (Ti[f]a [rle[lluctant(l][y] ag[r]eled) - was
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[th]at (a) [thlere was no evi[d]en[c]e that he [s]aw [th]em
when o[th]ers [d]i[d]n’t, and (b) there was no e[v]i[d]en[c]e
e[vlen to him[s][e]lf that he [f][e]lt th[elm wh[e]ln he
[dli[dln’t [s]lee them. [CJloud [cJould [s]ee [thlem and
hle]’d ble] sure [th]at h[e] saw [th]em [e]ven i[f] T]i][f]a
[d]i[d]n’t - [h]e’d [h]ave an em[pli[r]i[c]al [d]ata [p]oint that
he just [cloulld]n’t [pllrlove! - [blut when [C][lJoud
[slim[p]llly [fllellt him[s][e]llf] to [ble in [clommunion
with [sJomething [flo[rJmle[s]s and in[clo[r][plo[r]eal, then
[elven hle] [clouldn’t [b][e] sure, [fTrom [a]n [eJm[pli[r]i[c]al
[sltand[ploint, [wlhat it [wlas he ex[ple[rlien[cled,
[ble[clause his [elx[ple[rlien[cle [l]alclked a [florm
[elntirellly - [hle [dli[dn’t [h]ave a [s]en[s]e-b[a][s]ed

em[pli[rli[c]al d[a]ta [ploint to even [p]rlove to him[s]el[f]
that he ex[ple[rlien[cled anything! Ti[f]a [ploured the
[Flernet and [slaid [slomething ablou]t wanting to
belllieve C[lloud. [A]t thla]t [ploint [C][ljoud [s]aid,
hear[klening [bla[c]k to the [ploint that [p]r[elv[i]ou[s][l]y
[claused [Blar[rlet to [s]t{oJm[p] [ou]t [o]f the [blar, [w]hat
[wlas [mle[m]o[r]ly any[wlay? - [i][f] not th[i][s] ty[ple of
[clolm]munion with a [florm[l]e[s]s and in[c]o[r][plo[r]eal
ex[ple[rlien[cle [llike these [r]uth[l]e[s]s [a]p[pla[r]itions?
[Allflter all, he [rle[m]em[blered a [b]loa]tlloald of sh[i]t
that [d][i][d]n’t ne[cle[s]salrlilly] have i{m]ages [a]tt[a]ched!
[A] [1]ot of his [m]e[m]o[r][ie]s were in [f][a]lc]t [florm[l]ess
[flee[llings, but then - [llilkle some of [C][1]lould’s other
en[c]lou]nters - [d]id in[d]eed [clontain i[m]ages, but they
[fleatured i[mlages that onl[lly a[p]peared to [C][lJoud,
just [1likle Ti[f]a’s ilm]age-[mJe[m]ories [o]nly a[p]peared
to her! S[o] [Clloud was of [th]e [a][c]ute [o][plinion [th]at
[m]e[m]ories [th]em[s]elves were to [sJome extent [l]ike

184



[thlese [r]uth[lles[s]  a[plpalrlitions he’d  been
ex[ple[rlien[cling? - yet Tifa [qluilc]kllly [clo[r]re[c]ted
him, alpltly [plointing [ou]t that [C]l]lou]d’s
[m]e[m]ories, to the be[s]t of her k[nJow[lledge, had
[n]ever [slwarmed [aJround [S]le}v[elnth H[e]av[eln and
[a]ttacked i[n]no[clent [c][ilv[i]lians? [H]e [h][a]d to gr[a]nt
thlalt [a]s [t]rue! - “but you know what I m[ea]n, [T1[i]fa.”
Shle] did. C[lloud’s [mle[m]o[rlies were [sliimli[llar [t]o
those [rluth(l]e[s]s a[plpalr][iltlilons [iln [t]lerms of (a) and
([b]), [blut not in [tlerms of (c). [Clloud [clon[t]linued on
to [slay, [sllillplplilng a [flrlesh [Flernet, [thlat [th]e
[ploint [m]o[r]e o[r] les[s] [rle[m]ained, that [w]hile sure
[m]e[m]o[rlies [wlere [dli[s]tinct, these a[plpalrlitions -
these unlilldlenti[f][iled [flllyling a[plpalrlitions, they
[fTun[d]a[m]ental[l]ly] un[d]ermJined the utilllit[y] of our
[slen[s]e-[pler[cle[p]tion, [wlhich [w]as [slomething, to
[Cllloud’s orfilglilnal [ploint, [th]at [thle [E]l]eati[c]s
realllly  [elm[phlasized.  Tilfla  alc]k[n]Jow[l]ledged
[CllJoud’s point about [mle[m]o[rly - she [dild]n’t
[n]e[cle[s]sa[r]illy] [d]i[s]ag[r][e]e wli]th [i]t jus]t [ble[c]ause
[m]e[m]o[rlies, to the [ble[s]t of their k[nJow[lledge,
[n]ever [phllylslillclal{lly mani[f][e][s]ted them[s]e]lves in
[clo[r][plo[r]eal [florms, that it [s]trulc]k [Tli[fla as
[blafsli[c]alll]ly [t][rJue that [m]e[m]o[r]y was a [s]i{m]i[l]ar
[t]y[pe of ex[ple[rlien[cle, [slome[thling [th]at [th]ey
in[tleralc]ted with [sJome[t][ijmes v[ila [a]n [i]mage that
wasn’t [slen[slible to [aJnyone [e]ls]
[vllilla] [a] [v]ague feeling [th]at [thley [clouldn’t even
[clor[r]obo[r]ate them][s]elves! -
[slome e[x]tent [clomp[l][e]te[l]
lildlea [thlat our [s]en[s]o[

I[sle, and [s]Jomet[ilmes
elven [mle[mjorly] to

[
[y] un[d]erm[ilned [thle
olrlly] fla]lclulties were
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[rlelia[b]le instruments t[o] [ul]se t[lo] [clome to
[allc]lculr]ate [clon[c]l[u]sions a[blout [what [wl]e
[plerclelive to ble] the [clo[r][plo[r]eal [w]orld.

Canto VI

Total Echoes: 1,247

Total Syllables: 1,707
Approximate Self-Similarity: .731

[Clllloud K[nle
[shulffelrling
you k[nJow,
awlay] the [f]
[tloo st[rlong a [phlr]lalse - m[ay][ble [plassed [a]llong
was [a] [bletter wlay] to [plut it, that’s what C[lJoud
[plostull]ated at [l]east - [blut i[n] a[n]y [clase he k[n]ew
[thlat Ae[r]lith k[nlew [th]at he [flor[w]arded the
[fTllo[w]ler, [rlight? But how did she [clome to [plosse[s]s
that k[nJow([lledge exalc]t[lly? - [clould it have
[plolslsi[b]llly [bleen via the under [c][ilty [w]h[i][s][pler
[nletfwlor[k]? Or [dlid Ae[rlith [clome to [rlea[llize
Cllloud glalve the shit awl[ay] via [slome [slort of
dJlilvine [ilntuli]tlilon? Ba[sli[cla[l]ly, [C]lloud was
a[t]tem[plting [t]o [a][s]cer[t]ain the [s][our][cle [or][i]g[iln
of [Ale[rlith’s know[lledge - was it o[plilnlion or
ilnJtufiltfilon - [w]hereas Aerith [w]as chlie][f][1][y]
[clon[clerned with [thle im[p]llilclations of [thle
knowl[lledge it[slel(f]. She a[c]tualllly made it [qluite
[c]lllear that [shle wasnt [slure if [C]lJoud’s
[plrlevalrliclations were [rlea[llly the [ploint she was
a[ttlem[p]ting [tJo ma[kle when she b[rJought the whole

|_a

ew that of [clour[sle Ae[r]ith was
flirlom this g[nlawing [iln[k][l][ilng that,
Cllloud mlay] have [glone and [gliven

— —

llower - or [plerh[a][pls thla]t was a [tlad

— —
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[f]l]lower [rle-gi[f]ting u[p] to [C][l]oud - [th]at [th]e issue
[a]t hlalnd wasn’t, [plerha[p]s, how she ob[t]ained thi[s]
[plar{tli[clu[l]lar k[n]Jow[lledge, but in[s]t[eald wh[e]ther or
[nJot [C][lloud glalve the [f][l]lo[w]er a[w]lay], [w]hich to
[ble [flair she [wlasn’t, [lli(kle, o[f]fended [bly - Ae[rlith
was just a [llitde [clu[rlious? Whod [C]lJoud
“[flor[w]ard” it [t]o any[w]ay? [Tli[f]a, [rlight? Of [clourse
it [wlas [Tlilfla - [wlhich [w]as [t]otal[l]ly] [f]ine! They
[wlere alcltuallllly] [flriends! [Blut [C]lJoud, i[f]
[plos[slible, wanl[tled [t]o [s]tay on this [p][rlior [ploint -
this e[pli[sltemol[llogi[clal [ploint - [ble[c]ause he [th]Jought
[thlere was a [plrletty im[plortant d[ils[t][iln[c]tion [tlo
[ble [flound there, [bletween knowing [slomething via
olplinion - [ble[clause, [flor [iln[s]t[aln[cle, [s]lome
[Sle[cltor [S]lilx d[i][plshlilt was ya[plping his f[u]c]king
glulms in the [slllulm - or [bly [clontr[a]st [ble[cloming
[flalmliliar in a [m]ore [plure [f][alshion. [Thlere was
[plure knowledge of [thlings - and [thlen [thlere was
[blull[shlit you hlear]d th[ir]d hand from dou[chle[blags
in the [Sle[c]tor [Slix [SI[lJums. [C][lloud [flelt [l]i[k]e
Ae[rlith plrlo[bla[b][lly knew via [th]e [flormer me[th]od -
[clould she [clon[f]irm though? Instead Ae[rlith ch[o]se to
[pllolsit the [r]adi[c]al n[o]tion that may[ble it [c]ould have
[bleen [b]lo]th? Sure, [Clloud [thJought [th]at was
[pllo]ssi[blle (he guessed . . .) - [blut he [d]il[d]n’t [th]in[Kk]
[slo - it was [plo[s]si[b]le yet not [p]ro[bla[b]le - in [f]a[c]t,
[Cl(l]oud [flelt [1li[kle he k[n]ew that Aerith k[n]ew, [n]o,
[nJot via [slome [wlhi[s][pler [n]et[w]ork, [n]o, [n]ot [bly
o[plinion at all, [blut i[n][s]tleald [bly dir[e]ct i[n]tuition.
And it just [slo hla]p[plened th[a]t it was [b]y his own
[ilntui]t(ilve [cla[pla[b][i][1][ilties th[a]t [C][lloud k[n]ew
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[thlat Ae[rlith k[nlew [thlat he glalve [th]at [v]e[rly
[fTulc]king [f][lJower [aJw[ay] [v]i[a] her own intuli]t[i]on,
[nJot by a[nly [1Ju[r]id [rJu[m]or [m]onger [f][r]o[l]i[c]king
shame[lle[s]s[l]y in the [s][1Jums. Were there any [r]u[m]or
[mjongers  [fl[r]ollli[c]king sh[a]me[lle[s]s[lly in the
[s]llums though? [S][plirlealdling [dli[slin[f]or[m][a]tion
[a]blou]t [Clllould [gliving [alwlay] [f]l]low]ers to a
[plllletho[r]a of wolm]en [iln [M]liJd[glar! [N]o, that
[wlasn’t the [wlay [Alerith [h]lald [allc]ce[s]sed [hler
k[nJowledge - [n]ot at all. [A]ln]yw[ay], [Alerith [th]ought
[malybe [Clloud should [clon[slider [thlin[kling t[wli[cle
be[flore [gliving [allw]ay [fllo[w]ers [a][glain. That [w]as
[alll. [NJot that she was [plar[tli{c]u[llar[l]ly
[ple[r][tlu [ ]bed [Nlot in the [1][elast a[c]tua[lll[y]! [Blut
may[b]le] [C][l]oud [clould just - hy[plotheti[c]a[l]l[y] - if a
[glir] [1]i[k ]e hler] wlerle to [gllilve hlilm a [bleauti[f]ul
yellllow [f][lJower in the [ml]ilddle of [M][ildgar,
[m]ay[ble [hle should [h]old onto [th]e [th]ing! Or at the
ver[y] llealst don’t [glo and [glive it to some other
[fTulclking chi[ck]! Was it realll][y] that d[i][f]f[i][clult to
just [clontinualll][y] [klee[p] a [slingle [f][lJower on your
[pler[slon? [N]ot that it was [Alerith’s [blusiness
[n]ylwlay, [ble[clause [c]llear[lly [i][f] [C][lloud
[wlan(tled [tlo g[i][f]t the [f][lJower [t]o [Tlifa - sure that
was [fline, it was totally his [o]pt[io]n if that’s [h]Jow [h]e
wlaln[t][eld [tlo go a[blloult it, [blut [d][illdln’t C[l][ould
thlilnk [i]t was just a [l[[i]ttle rude? [N][o], in[s]tead he
[thJought [th]at [thlere was a [n][o]ta[ble [d]i[s]tinction
[ble[tlween the [tlwo [tlypes of k[nJowledge - [blut if
Aelrlith [dl]id [s]o [h]appen to [hlear [i]t [i]n the [s]t[r][ee]t,
then [w]ould shle] ble] [wlilling [t]o [t]ell C[1Joud who was
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f{lJa[plping their [l]i[p]s? [W]as anylolne out in the
[s]lllums [s][ple[clifilclalllly [lloo[kling to [r]at his
[sliplilkly a[s]s out? I[n] a[nly [cla[s]e, [r]egard[l]e[s]s of all
that, [C][lJoud [t]ota[l]lly under[s][tlood whler]e Aler]ith
was [cloming [fJrom, and [hle gue[s]sed [hle ju[s]t wasn’t
[rllelally th[iln[k]lilng at the [tlime, when hle]
[r]le]-glilf]t[eld the [f][lJ]ower - [Tlifa [tloo[k] n[o]te of the
[fllllower, and he [d]i{[d]ln’t wan[t] [tlo go in[tlo the
whlo]le fllo]wer girl a[nlecd[o]te, s[o] he figured it m[i]ght
be [k][ilnd of [n]lilce to, you k[nJow, [plass a[llong the
[lJove? Aelrlith [rle[pleated the [phlrfalse [plass a[llong
the [love in [a] wlay] that, [q]uite [alm[a]zing[l][y], wasn’t
[clom[p]ll]le]te[llly] [fllillled to the brlilm with
[clons[tlern[a]tion and [clon[tlem[p]t. [T]o [C][lJoud there
was something ine[fIfa[b]llly  [tllrlue  a[blout
[clontemp(1][a]ting the [flem[a]le [florm, [i]n [i]ts [b][lJunt
[phllylsliliclal [ilte[r][altion - there was no [lu[r]id
olplinion [plrlesent wlilth[iln [i]t, although C[lJoud
[dlildIn’t e[x][pll][illcl[ilt[lly e[x][plre[s]s thi[s] [i]l[d]ea to
[Ale[rlith [a]t the t[ilme, given her [rleti[clen[cle to
e[n]gage i[n] the oplilnfilon [v]er[slus [i]ln][tlufi]t[i]on
di[c]hotomy he [s]tarted the [clonver[s]ation with - yet he
was [s]till [o]bviou[s][l]y [c]lo]n[t]lem[p][l]ating her [f][or]m
[a]s this blallck [alnd [f]lor]th ofc]lcurred. Her
[tllyllplillclal [phl[illlJo[slo[ph]lillclal d[il[s][plos[i]t[ilon
when it [c]lame to [llove triangles [w]as [wlaning just
[ light(lly - this [l]ittle [f][llower [i]n[c][ildent [sleemed
o [alllm][o]st [r]ile her up e[m][o]tionally, [a]lthough it
was [c][llear to [C]lloud when she [rle[pleated the
[phllr]ase [plass alllong the [llove that she wasn’t
ent[iJrely rfiJled ulp]. Not yet at [lleast. Aerith [flina[l]ly
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[clon[flirmed [flor [C][lJoud that, yes, it was v[ila [plure
[ilntufilt[iJon she’d [sJurm[i]sed her f[lJower no [l]Jonger
[rles[ilded on his [pller]slon, and [s]ure [shle ag[rleed
[th]at [thlere was a [c][e]rtain di[s]tin[c]tion be[t]ween the
[tlwo [tlypes of kn[ow][lledge. [C][l]lould then [a][s]ked
[Alerith [w]hat she [th]lou]ght [w]as [th]e [c][au]se of each
[tlylple - well, [o]bvious[lly [o][plinion [c]on[s][i]sted of
(1[i]teral [w]h[i][s][pler [n]et[w]orks, she [s]aid, from what
[pleolplle [slaw [alnd heard [alnd [a]ll that. This
[a][lllow]ed [C]lloud to note that wasn’t eve[rlything
Shin(rla [wlas [wlor[kling on - €[s][plecial(llly] H[oljlo] -
was that [nJot [blalslilclallllly] a[n]other [w]hi[s][pler
[nletlwlork, that Hloljlo], de[s][plite [bleing a
[sllo]-[clalled [s]cientist, [wlas [slim[plly [w]or[kling [o]ff
[o]f [w]hat [hle and [hlis a[s]so[c]iates heard and [s]aw?
Aelrlith  was [tlem[plitled [tlo [sllay] Hloljlo]’s
olple[r]laltion was a [ml]ore [s]yste[m]laltic version of
thlalt, yes, [blut in[s]tead a[b]r[ullpltly [c]lult her[s]el[f]
olf]f, [ble[clause when she [clon[s]i[d]ered it [flurther she
[clon[c]1]u[dled the wun[dler [c]liltly] [w]h[i][s][pler
netfw]lor][k]s [w]erle alcltualllly [qluite [clom[p][l]ex
them[slelves! [S]lo in[s]tead she a[c]cused [C]lJoud of
changing the [slubjlelct, thleln she noted thlalt,
[a][c]tua(l]ly, [shle wan[t]ed [t]o [shlift t{o]pi[c]s, but [n][o]t
to the [slo-[clalled [w]hisper [nlet[w]or[k]s of Hlo]jlo]
versus the [wlell-k[nJown [w]h[i][s]per [nl]et[w]or[k]s of
the [Sle[c]tor [S]lilx [S]lJums, [n]o! [Nlo, [C]l]lou]ld
under(s]tood. [Elven [hle [d]i[d]n’t [e]ven r[eallly want [t]o
[t]alk] ablou]t Hlo]jlo]! Maybe he was obfusc]ating.
CllJoud a[plo[logized, but Aerlith [s]aid it wasn’t
[n]e[cle[s]salr]ly, there was [nJo [s]o[rlry [n]ee]lded
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[rlleallllly] - they [plro[bla[b]lllly] shouldn’t [b]lea]t a
[dlead [h]orse, [slo to [s][pllealk. [B][u]t, [ulgh - what a
[ o[rJren[d]ous [tJurn of ph[r]ase. No, [C][lJoud ag]r][eeld
was a [tle[r]ri[b]le [s][ayling, a [s][cJlum[blag [s][ayling,

ea][l]lly - H[oljlo] plr]o[bla[b]llly would [d]o it though,
bleat a [d]ead horse? - a[n]d the[n] [flulc]king, [l]i[kle,
ilnje[c]t [i]Jt wlilth [m]a[k][o] or [sJome shit, [m]a[k]e it a

mlutant [s]teed! G[r][o][s]s! [F]u[c]king loser!
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Canto VII
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[Cllloud just [a]t th[alt [m]o[m]ent had begun to
[rle[clapitull]ate, [thlis [tlime [t]o [thle [tlwo of [thlem -
[Ale[rlith [a]nd [Tlifa - how it wasn’t a[c]tually the [clase
that hlel'd sleeln the [b]leling, no, there wasn’t i[n]
[fTallc]lt a[n] [allcltual [phllyls[iliclal [bleing iln] that
se[n]se of the [phlrase - it wasn’t [l]i(k]e the me[n]i[n] the
[bllJalclk [c][l]oalk]s they’d [ble [flo[lllowing in Re[b]lirth
(were ei[th]er of [thlem [flamiliar with [th]at [p][l]ot[l]ine
yet?). He’d just [blegan to ex[p][l]ain [thlis to [th]e [bloth
of [thlem, and [C][lJoud [d]i[d]n’t [f]eel a[n]y [d]i[f]fe[r]ent
a[blout it [nle[cle[[s]sa[rli[lly - the [f][a][c]t t[h]at he was
[tlelling [thle [bloth of [thlem - [Tli[f]a was [ble[hlind the
[blar [alnd [Alerith just [h]appened to [ble there. It was
[fline. [Wlere they [flamiliar [wlith [Rle[blirth yet?
[P][r]o[bla[b]ll]y [n]ot, [rlight? [Blut [n][o], in thi[s] [c]a[s]e
[C]l]loud had [bleen fulc]king, you k[n][olw, just [slitting
on this [clar[plet in Wul[t][ai] at the [t][i]me - he [s]at on
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the [clar[plet [c]ros[s]-[llegged - and then he
[sJuld]den[l][y] in[tluited a [plure[l]ly] [d]iviln]e bleling
[elman(alting in the [t]riangle head [e]nca[p][s]u[l][a]ted
in the [plerfe[c]t[l][y] [s][qluare [d]es[i]gn that [r]e[p]le]ated
[eInd[l]e[s]s[lly th[rJoughout the [e]n[t][i]re [clar[plet. This
[tlr]ilangle head [wl]as [w]hat [C][lloud [c]ould on[lly
des[clribe [a]s [a] “[l]lalughing [A][l]lah”. That’s how it
[sltrulc]k him. There wasnt [rlealllly [a] [qluestion
[aJbout [i]t [iln [C]lloud’s mind and it was a[c]tuall]ly
beauti[f]ul. Yes, [a] “[1]Jau[ghling [A][1]lah” [w]as the on[l]y
[wlay he [clould [d]e[s][c]r]ibe the [d]ivine being, which

lertain(lly [cJommuniclated with him [a]s he [s][a]t
clirlos[s]-{llegged in [Wlutai in a [slome[w]hat
mly[slti[c]lal [m]a[n]ner, al[bleit not [qluite ver[blallly],
blut the [b][eling [clertain(l]ly] [clolm]mu[nli[c][a]ted in a
wlay] that [claused [C]lloud to [s][mlile. [C]{l]oud,
slmlile?! The [tlwo wolmlen [flound that [tlotalllly
hi[lJarious! [Ti[f]a nlea]r[l]y [fTu[c]ked u[p] the blee]r shle]
was [plou[rling she was [slo [slur[p]rlised to hlea]r
[Clll]oud of [a]ll [pleo[p]le [t][all[kling [a][blout him[s]el[f]
[s]mi[lling. [Blut [n][ei]ther [T][i][f]a [n]or [Alerith [flound
this [a]ln]e[c][d]ote of [Clloud’s to [ble [d]i[s]i[n]genuous
iln] anly way - i[n] [flalc]t they [bloth [flull]ly
[sluppolr]ted [C][lJoud’s [clon[flessions and mo[r]e o[f]ten
than not [e]ven [flound them [l]Jegitimate[l][y] intr{i]guing

e
[
[
[

([blut there were, of [clour[sle, [slome ex[cleptions!),
al[bleit they gene[rlalllly [flound the ane[c]dotes
i[n]t[rliguing [iJn a [oJne-on-[o]ne [s]etting, as [o][p]posed
to thils] [FI[FIM [a]rrangement. [Blut that was c[l]ear[lly
[fline! It just [s]lo] hla]plpened [Ale[r]ith was a[r]Jound
and she [plo[plped in the [b][a]r. N[o] [blig deal at [a]ll!
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Yet, [w]hile [clontem[p]l]ating [w]hether or [n]ot
a[nJother [Mlos[clow [M]ule was ad[v]isable or [n]ot,
[Clloud ex[pllrle[slsed [qluite [vligo[r]ou[s]ly that he
1[ay] a [s]ub[s]e[qluent ane[c]d[o]te that
ollpllols of the [c]ar[plet en[clounter, if
that was o[k]lay]? Of [cJourse! Well, [s][plec[ilf[il[clalllly it
[wlas that [wlhen he [plo[lppled in[tlo his [1][o][c]al
[cllo]-o]lp] glrlloliclelrly [s]itlore that [m]or[nling, [flor
just a [flew [m][i]ln]or [i]tems, a [clou[p]le hla]nd [f][r]uits
[r]eally, [alnd the new [c][a]shier [a]sked him - [rlight as
[hle sh[i][f]ted [h][ils [h]ead[ph]ones [u]p o[f]f [o]f his ears
to [s][t]art the [flormalized [s]ales [t][r]ans[a][c]tion - [i][f]
h[i]s blrJother “or [sJomething” went there [slome[t]imes?
- [tlo the glrlo[cle[r]ly [s]to[r]le? Did [C]lJoud have a
b[rlother [bly a[n]y chance? [Ble[clause she, the [n]ew
clashier, felt [lli[kle shle]’d s[elen him [blefo[r]e? Well,
Clloud [s]aid to the [c]ashier, thin[k]ing a[blout it [f]or a
sle[clond he [flound it [qluite [plo[s]si[b]le [th]at [th]is
a[llleged do[plpelganger was alc]tualllly [flulc]king just
him! - [C][l]Joud him[s]el[f]! - [th]at the [c][a]shier was in
[th]at [plarti[c]u[l]ar in[s]tan[cle [clon[flusing [C][l]oud for
his a[c]tual [slel[f], [th]at [thlis [c]ashier on[l][y] bel[ielved
shlel'd [s]leeln [s]lolme[olne who [lJoo[kled just [1]i[k]e
[Cll]loud [blefore [ble[clause shle]’d, in [fla[c]t, s[eeln
[Cllloud  [ble[flore. He [w]alked a[wlay just
[m]o[m]en(t]a[r]ily, he [tlold [Tlifa [alnd [Ale[r]ith, just
[
|

wan(tled [t]o [r]e

— =

he [v]iewed a[p]r

[
[
[
[

tlo [t]o[s]s his [b][a][s][k]et [b][a]lc]k in[t]o the [s]t[a][c]k of
b]la]ls][klets [blehind the auto[m]a]ti[c] d[oor]s. Yeah,
he’d [tla[kle one [m]lorle [M]ule, pllelase [T][ilfa? The
new [clashier was [c]hu[c[k[lling when [C][l]Joud a[r]rived
bla]lc]k [a]t the [c]he[c]kout [clounter [r]eady to [play for
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his [shlit - [shle was in the [p][rJocess of ente[rling the
item num[bler for his [r]ed [q]uinoa, [c]hu[c]k[l]ing a[llone
- “it [cJould’ve [bleen you” she [rle[pleated, chuc[k]lling,
[blut then, [C]lJoud [rle[l]ayed [tlo [Tlifa and Ae[rlith,
she alcltualllly [clame a[r]loulnd to [C]l]ou]d’s
[plarti[c]ulllar hy[plothesis. The new [c][a]shier, [a]fter
thin[kling [a]bout it, [cJame to [a]gree with [C]l]oud,

thlalt she [a][c]tua[l]lly] p[r]o[bla[b][l]ly] had [s]een him in
the glr]lo]lcle[r]ly] [sltlor]e [blef[or]e, and that she’d just
[nJow er[r][o]ln]eously [fligured [hle [hlad a [blrother,
when in [f][a][c]t this hypo[thleti[clal [b][r]o[thler was
[allcltualllly  just [Clllloud  himsel[f]. [Tli[f]a
[clon[sli[d]ered, [allflter she’d inge[s][tled the [f]ull
[a]ne[c][d]ote and [slerved [C][lJoud his [rle[f][r]eshed
[M]o[s][clow [M]ule, that it was [slomewhat [1]i[k]e[l]y
[thlat [thle [c]ashier wan(tled [tlo [qlu[o]te-un[qlu[o]te
[slulc]lk  his [clolc]k, and [C]lloud [dli[d]n’t
[nle[cle[s]salr]i[l]ly] [dli[s]ag[r]lele with the [n]otion! - he
[clertain(l]ly] [clon[slidered it [plo[s]si[blle, [thlat [thlis
[clashier [m]ay have [bleen almlena[blle to some[thling
I[i]k]e [th]at, but [th]at wasn’t [q]uli]te the [ploint! There
[wlas a tlyllple of [wlisdom [l][a]tent in the exch[a]nge,
[wlasn’t there? - regard[lless of [wlhether or not the
[clashier [w]anted to per[florm [flel[l]atio on [C][1]Joud?
Ae[rlith, by [clon[t][r]ast, [tloolk] a  more
[phlilo[slo[phli[clal [a]ngle to her [a]nally][s]i]s of the
en[clounter, [ble[c]ause shle] agr[eled with [C]loud [th][a]t
[thle [c]lalshier exh[i][b]ilted a [clertain [s][pli[r]itual
in[slight, even [i][f] [iJt was in[a]dvertent. [Alerith, [flor
her [plart, [d]il[d]n’t [pJut much of a[nly sto[c]k i[n][t]o the
[clashier’s i[n][tlentions, whether or [n]ot they were

w
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[slor[d]id, be[nlign, or [slim[p]llly in[d]i[f]ferent. Ulplon
[a]lc]k[n]ow[lledging this Ti[fla [nJoted that she
[rle[clog[nlized [Ale[rlith’s [ploint of [vliew as [v][a]lid,
thlalt it was [p][rJo[bla[b][l]ly] the “[rlight way [t]o [t]ake
[i]t [iln,” [elven i[f] shle], [T[i]f]a, wasn’t [pler[s]onal[l]y]
at the [ploint of [plarti[cli[p]ating in [q]uite that [l]evel of
objelcltfiMilty (i[f] [thley [clould, in [f][allc]t, [c]all it
[th][a]t). [Clloud m[en]tioned [th][a]t, [a]t [thle [en]d of
the [dlay, [hle [cloulld]n’t [hlel[p] [ilt [i]f a [c]ler]t[ailn
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k] -

—_

[pller][slloln ex[plerien[cled an [ur]ge to [slulck] his
[cllolick] - that [w]hether or [n]ot [s][olme[o]ne [wa]n[t]ed
[tlo [slulc]k anylolne’s kinJob [w]as [slomething
[ullltlimately [u]nk[nJowable, that [C][lloud [clouldn’t
[slim[p][l]ly] [tlos[s] [plo[tlential [s][pliritual en[clounters
to the way[slide [plure[l]ly] be[clause of a [plur[plorted
[slordid [sJub[tlext or in[t]ention. Both [w]omen ag[r]eed
[w]lilth th[i]s, yet [plerh[a][p]s Ae[r][i]th just a [t][a]ld more
than [TJi[f]a? - not to [slay [Tli[fla was [slomehow
[ble[slide her[s]el(f] with jealou[sly i[n] a[n]y malt]erial
way - no, thfis] d[is][tlinction [ble[tlw[eeln [T]ilfa [alnd
[Ale[rlith was p[r]o[bla[b]ly [r]looted more [s]o in Ae[rlith’s
[blafsli[call]ly a[b][s]lurld [a][blilllitly] to [rle[m]ain
[phlilo[s]o[phlically undet[er]red [a][bJout other [w]o[m]en
[wlhile s[t]lee]ped i[n] a[n] obvious [l]ove [t]riangle. Did
shle] [elven [1]i[k]e [C][l]oud, r[e]al[l][y]? [Ble[clause it was
[rlealllly [qluite [elvident that [C][lloud, [Tlifa, and
Aelrlith were [clo[l]le[c]tive(l]ly [e][n][tlw[ilned i[n] a sort
of [llove [t][rliangle, [blut Ae[rlith, for her part,
[ Int[ailned [qluite the wuni[qlue [a][blilllitly] to
[rle[m][ailn es[s]entia[l]l[y] [phli[l]o[s]o[phli[c]al [a][b]out it
[a]ll - she [d]i[d]n’t [s]leelm to [a]llllow flee]llings of

m][ai
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jea[llou[s]ly] to over[clome her in the [l][ea][s]t when
[C][l]oud re[l]ayed ane[c]dotes a[bJout [c][a]shiers th[a]t, if
[thle [th]r[ee] [wlere [b]leling hlonlest, [c][l][ealr[lly
[w][an]ted to [w]hip the guy’s [c]o[ck] out and [s]u[ck] [on]
it for an ex[tle[n][dled i[n][tlerval of [t]ime. [D]id she
[elven rlealllllly] (1lilkle [C]1]Joud? Hlils [iln[d][i]v[i]dual
fleellllings on the situlaltion were a [l][ilttle
am[b][ilguous, even when he was [alll [a][l]one. [C][l]oud
was of [clour[s]e in[c][a]pa[blle of as[s]es[s]ling his own
[f][eellings [flor [sJomewhat obv]iJous r[ea]sons.
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11 Alr]lalq(i] tlo]ld J[o] Yu-[r]li], as they [s]la]t in the
[sJm[all] hlall]lwlay [wlide Ud[oln Lab [oln [W][e][s]t
Thirty [S]lelcond, [rlight [n]le]xt to the Marti[n][ilque,
[hlow [h][e] [h]ad no [r]e[c]oll[e][c]tion of [r]e]-{r][e]ading
[Rlings of [Slaturn what[s]o[e]ver, in fa[c]t the onl[y]
[r]lealsloln Alrlalqli [elvleln [r]leallized hle]'d [s]tarted
[r]le]-[r][ealding [R]ings of [S][a]turn [alt [a]ll was [a] [s]ole
blllue pen [uln[d]er{l][ilne [s]t[r][i]ke [uln[d][er] the wlor]d
[Rlumelia, [r][iJght [o]n t[o]lp] of [plage [n][ilnety [n][ilne
that, [nJow [r]le][r][ealding it yet [a]gain, [Allr]aqi
kin]lew] all tfoo] [wlell [hle [w]ould [h]ave [n]ever made

Then he [iln[iltlilally [rlead [R]lilngs of [Slaturn,
ble[clause [a]t th[a]t time Alr]a[qli [blare[lly knew what
Rlumelllia [rlefe[rlenced, [blut ulplon [a] [s]econd
rleading, [a][s]suming [s][ai]d [s][e]cond [r]eading [t]ook
pllace when [Al]lr]aq[i] [ble[l]lielved it [d]id, hle] was
Jotal[l][y] [blalls [d][ee]p in [RJume[l]ia [1][or]e. Flor] all
of thle]se [r]lealsons Alr]aq[i] [ble[l]lielved hle]’d on[1][y]
[bleglaln his [slecond [rleading of [Rlings of [S][a]turn
when he [pliclked u[p] the [bloolk] again just [th]e
[o]lth]er [alfternoon, [b][u]t in [a][c]tu[a]lllity, a[c]cording
to thlils [plart[illclulllar b[llJue under[l]lilne on the
[n]lilnety-[n]lilnth [plage of the [n]ovel, it [s]leejmed
(lilkle hle]'d [a][cJtuallllly], in fla]lc]t, [r]le]lclent[l]ly]
[sltarted a third [r]le]ading, [n]ot a [slecond. [B]lult
wlalsm’t  [ilt a [b]lilt [blefud[d]ling, a tad
[dli[s]clon[c]ler]t[ilng [plerh[a]lpls th[a]t a [p]ler][s]loln
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[clould hl[a]ve [a]bso[lJute[lly n[o] [rle[c]o[ll]le[c]tion of
[rleading a whlo]le flu][c]king h[ulndred [plages [o]f [a]
n[o]vel less than f[ilve years [plr[ilor, Alr]aqi thought, a
[sllelntim[e[nt he [e]xp[r][e]s]sed to Jo Yu-[r][i], and shle]
agr]leled that [i]t d[ild [s]lelem eg[r][e]gious, [blut al[s]o
[pler[pllexing and may[b]le] [elven, [n]Jot to [b]le]
hy[pler[blollilc, [blut a [b][i]t om[i][n]lou]s? [B]ut all [th]is,
[thle en[tlirety of the [plair’s [s][ple[c][ilflilc [s][t]ream [o]f
diallo]gue wlals ab[r][ullpltly inter[r][ul[plted when J[o]
Yu-[r][i] [n][o]ted Alrlaq[i]’s vlils[i]blly]
[clon[clate[n][a]ting  f[r]ust[r][altion as thley] were
sudden(l]y], vio[llent[l]ly] up[s]tr[ealmed at the [blar [bly
[slome grlelals]ly] fulck] in a [clo[blalt [bllue [s]o[c]cer
jersey - the [f]lalct of the m[a]tter was the two [f]riends
only [pllollplped in the [s][pllolt to begliln wlilth [tlo
[tla[kle a [qlulillc]k I[il[s]tleln to a [plarti[clull]ar
xy[llophlolne [jlazz t[rli{o] Alrlalqli and [J]lo] Yu-R]i
heard [p][l]aying [flrom the [f]oyer as they [w]alked [plast
on [W]lelslt Thirty [Slle]lclond, Alrlalqli [b]leling
in[t][r]lilgued [bly a [tllr]lillo] [lled bly] x[yllloph[olne,
[b][ult [o]nce in line at the [blar they [b][o]th s[l][o]w[lly
rea[llized how [1][o][qluacious this [blartender [w]as [w]ith
each [c][u]stomer, Alrlalqli’s flr][ullsltir][altion
[clon[c]aten[a]ting with [elach [s]e[cJond h[e] [clontinued
to wlailt for a [bleer, and now, this [clu[s]tomer in a
[clo[blalt [b]lue [s]o[c]cer jersey, [plo[plped [ullp] out [o]f
[s]leelmingly thin air to [u]lp][sltrleaJm [thlem, [thlis
[cllulls]tomer, who’d, for [hlis [plart, [h]ad
a[plpalrlent(l]ly] been [rle[pleated[l][y] [s]clorned in his
[qlule][s]t to get a [s][e]lclond [bleer him[s][e]lf
ofthler [thlan [thlis lo[qlulalc[ilous [b]ar[t
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[klept [clon[t]inuing on a[blout che[clking the [plipes in
the [b]lalsem[elnt, and now this [c]u[s]tomer in the
[cllollblalt [b][lJue [slo[clcer shirt au[d]acious[lly [cJut
them [b]loJth in [lline to [rJuth[lless[lly expe[dlite his
[slubls]le]lqluent [b]lelve[r]age. [Allrla[qli was [a][blutting
an [aJuld]ilb]le [clomp[l]lailnt [bJut [r]em[ailned
[ulnwilllling to [a][blan[d]on his ju[s]t-{d]i[s][clovered
ex[clitement [f]or this xylo[ph]lo]ne [jlazz as [J][o] Yu-ri]

n[o]ted [th]at [thlere was a Vietnaml[eJse [flood truck
out[s][ilde, rfilght on the [clorner of [Slixth and [Thlirty
[Sle[clond, [th]at she [clould [g]lo] [glet a [flew egg [r][o]lls
i[f] they [wlanted? Alrlalq]li] [wlasn’t [r]lealllly] in the
mood, but this [d][i][dln’t [d][elter Jo Yu-r[i] from
amb[lling out[slide to [s]lele “[w]h[a]t [w]als [ulp [wlith

]

their [d][ulm[p][l]ings”, [rlight as the bar[t][e]n[d]er finally
[ aJt]tleln[d]ed [t]o [Allr]alqli’s [plleln[d]ing [r]e[q]uest for
n [o]ver[plr][illcled [qlulo]te-un[qlulo]te I[t]alian [s]t[y]le

beer, whlilch [d][i][d]n’t [t]aste like Peroni [a]t all, [a]lnd

bly] the [t]ilme the [t][wo] got [t]lo] a s[ea]t the jazz
[thfilo [f]liln[ilshed [ilts [flirst [s]le]t and [blegan its
[bllr]eak, lighting [cligalr][e]ttes and wal[k]ing [bla[c]k to
the [blar [flor their [rle[s]pe[c]tive, [A]lr]alqli [a][s]sumed,
(f]ir]ele [r]le][fTills.

n/o 713:927 769

112 Of [clour[sle it was the [c]a]lsle that Alr]alqli,
de[s]pite his [algit[a]tion [a]t the f[a]lc]t hle] and [J]o
Yu-[R]i] [e]n[t]lered this [e]s[t]ab[llishment w{ilth the
[elxpllillc][ilt [iln[tlent of [l][i]s]ltening to th[i][s]
xyllloph[o]ne [jlazz tri[o], [o]n[lly to get s[tliffed [bly a
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prevalrli[clating [blartender, [bly a mlyl[s][t]le]lrlious
[sh]lilt [s][tlain wlea]rling a [clo[blalt [b]lue [s]o[c]cer
[shlirt, to [thle ex[tlent [th]at [b]ly] [thle [t][ilme [th]ey
[wlere seated [wlith an over[plriced [bleer [alnd a
hla|nd[f]lul of sub[plar Vietnamese egg [r]lo]lls, the
[flucking  t[rlifo] it[s]el[f] [s]to[p]ped [plounding
xylllo[ph]lolnes and [cleased [p]
Alr]la]lqli h[ald other more [p]lrle[slsing and [dlire
to[plilcls of [dlils][clussion, [dle[s][plite the [s]u[d]den
illence in the [clo[r]rildlor wlilde [rle[s]tau[r]ant,
plelclilflillclal[1]ly]

0[]a11ed[] plllof

llaying jazz, but

about Jo [Ylu[R][i]’s new
yllele, [Pllrlialplus, [ble[c]lau]se the
[bleen tal[k]ing his ear o[f]f a[blout
o]]u for [llifk]e the whlo]le [l]ast wlee][k]. J[o] Yu-R[i]
n[o]ldd[e]ld at the [c]lolmm[elnt without evlen] [an]
in][k]l[ilng of a h[ilnt of sh[o][c]k in her [g]aze, she wasn’t
[aulght [olff [glulalrd at [alll, [a]s Alr]lallqli
clon[t]inued [t]o [rle[clapitu[l]ate the  guy’s
oln[o][l]lolgues, ablou]t [hlow this [clountry, [i]f th[i]s
[n]ation h[ald any chla]nce [a]t all what[s][o][e]ver, th[e]n
it [n]lee][d]ed to imml[e][d][i]atelly] a[dJopt [S][o]ju [als its
[n][a]tional [d]rink, [th]at [thlere was [n]o [o]ther
[o]lp]tion but to [a][d]o[p]t [a]ll ite[r][a]t[ilons of Soju, of
[Klo[r]ean [Rlice W[i]ne as the [p][rlo[pler [Blud [L]ilght
[rle[plll][alcem[ent, to [clo-o[p]t this [K]o[r][e]an wine and
[r]le][blr][alnd it [a]s e[s]sentially fu[c]king [A]me[r]i[c]an,
[ alqli [slaid. [Thlat [thle J[ole [R]lo]gans of the
in[tler[nJet [s][phlere had [pl[rle[s]clribed the Do[n]ald
[Tlrlum[pls of the [ph]ylslilclal world as the
[plaln](a](c]le]la] this [clountr[y] [n]lee]lded, via
[r]le]la]ctiona[r]ly] ch[a]nn]els [plo[s]ted on a [pllat[florm
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that i[rJo[nli[clally e[n]loulgh [s]tarted as a [C]IA
[flirlont, yet the [rleality wlals the t[r]ue
[clo[r]r[e]lc]t[ilve [clould [n]le]v[elr be [flound in a
Do[n]ald T[r][ulmp, [n][o], [olnlly] in [K]o[r][e]an [r][i]lce
wlilne, a[c]cording to [P][rlia[plus, [p]leo][plle n[ee]ded to
start drfiln[k][ilng [ilt [iln [blars and [rle[s]tau[r]ants in
[pllllalcle of [clar[blo[n]ated [llight [bleers! Alr]a[q][i] and
J[o] Yu-[R][i] [b]lo]th [n][o]ted [th]at [they [r][e]s[ple[c]ted
the [plassion of [Plrlia[plus, [alnd th[a]t he was
[e][sls[e]ntially [clo[r]r[e]lc]t [iln hlils as[s][e][s]s[m][elnt
that nothing was [m]ore Almle[rli[clan than stealing the
do[m][e][s]ti[c] [c][ullture of [o]thers [alnd [r]eb[r][alnding
it [a]s our [o]wn - and S[o]ju was in [f][a]lclt, [a][f]ter all,
an o[pltimal bar [d]rink, as it was [s][ple[c][i][f][i][clally
[d]es[ilgned to [plrovlilde more [o]f [a] [b][u]zz than [b]eer,
[blut not qulijte the ill-{a]d[v][ilsed lift of the [a][v]erage
[eilghty plrloof g[r]lailn [a]llc]ohol. Yet, [a]lc]cording to
[Allrlalg]li], [Plrllilalplus was [d]ublilous [th]at [th]e
[clountry [clould a[c]tually [a]ld]opt [Sloju, [p]lrlimalr]ily
be[clause of [pllelo[plle, hle] [s]aid, li[kle the mle]d[i]lan
[sle[clond [clousin, [plleo][plle who would ble] [rleti[clent
to dr[iJn[k] [slomething [q]ulo]te-un[q]ulo]te [K]o[r][e]an

on the [rlegulllar, [pllelo[plle who [c][llung to be[lli[e]fs

that [pllelo[plle [lli(kle Ted [Clruz [a][c]tualllly hl[a]d
[d][e]lclent i[d][e]as about the w[or]ld, that any pler][sJon
who [flound [T]ed [Clruz to ble] [phli[llo[s]o[phli[c]al[l]y]
in[t][r]liJguing would obvliJous[l]ly] [blle] a [llittle
[rletilclent a[bJout im[bli[bling [Sloju, [wlhen it [w]as
obviously the [clase th[alt, in fla][c]t, [T]ed [C][r]uz [w]as
[plirlo[bla[b]llly [olne of the [tlop [tlen most
des[pli[cla[b]le [pleo[plle on the [p][lla[n]et, [P]rlia[plus
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[njoted [Clr]uz’s [pllrlevalrli[c]laltions when [a]sked
[qluestions li[kle ‘[D]oes [AI][C]IAJP ever [ilnte[r][a]lc]t
wlilth [Ils[r]ael,” [s]layling how it once again
[d]lemon(s]tr{aJted  the i[nn]laltely [dle[s][plilcla[b]le
[bllalse[lline of his [pler[slo[n]a[llity. But [p]lelo[plle li[k]e
the [m]le]d[ilan [sle[clond [clousins [o]f [A]lm]e[rli[c]a
would a[c]tually p[rlefer to [d]i[s][cJuss Ted [C][r]uz with a
[m]o[d]i[cJum of nli][clet[y] than just imb[i]be [K]o[r][e]an
[r]lillcle wlilne as their [d]efault [d][rlin[k] of choice,
[wlhich [w]as [c][llear{l]ly [w]hy this [clount[rly [w]as on
the [plirlecllillpllillcle of an i[r]rever[slible de[c]line, [ilf
not [iJn the mlildst of [ilt allrlead[y]! This [clount[r][y]
was [c]lllear[l]ly] [flulclking [fl[iln[ilshed, [P]rlia[plus
said, and it was [s]olely be[clause of thi[s] in[t]er[s][e]ction
of [Tlleld [Clrlulz, [Slojlul, and the [clon[cleptual
[sle[clond [clousin of [clour[sle, Alr]alqlli] [rleplealtle]d,
[sllllow(l][y] alm[o]st [ble[l][ielv[ilng what [P][r]ia[plus had
[rle[pllealt[e]d into his [ploor ear[d]rums [d]ay [a]fter [d]ay
thlalt [wleek. It [wlas [c][llear to [Plria[plus at [llea[s]t
[th]at [th]e [sle[clond [clousin w(a]s [a] to[pli[c] they mu[s]t
a[cltualllly [llegi[s]lllate [a]gainst, [n]o, [nJot juls]t
plont[ilffillclate [a][blout, [ble[clause these [s]e[clond
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[clousins, they wouldn’t juls]t re[slcind [o]f their own
[a]lclcord, [s]le]lclond [clousins were [i]n[s]t[ea]d
lilnd[iJcat[ilve [o]f a [s]t[r][ulctulr]al [r]lo]t, [Pllr]ia[plus
[th][ou]ght [th]at hle] Jo Yu-[R][i] and Alr]a[q][i] should all
[m][olve to [cloimm][ulni[c][aJte with their New York
[sltlalte [rle[pllrlesentat[ilves to [slee [i]lf] they [c]ould
[blegliln dra[f]ting a [b][i]ll o[p]posing the [clon[cle[p]t of
the [sle[clond [c]lousin [iln th[ils [c]lou]ntry, was that
[d]oa[b]le, [d]id [thley [th]in[k]? [A][r]a[qli took [a] [blite of
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[aln [elgg [r]oll that was [slome[h]Jow [s]till [s][c]orching
[hlot five minutes a[f]ter Jo Yu-Ri [plut the [p][l][alstic
[pllll[alte [dlown on the t[a]ble. The [f][a]ct it [flelt a
hluln[d]rled [f]lulcking [d]eg[r]ees [ou]t in Midtlow]n
[pllr]o[bla[b]ly [d]i[d]n’t hel[p].

n/o 92087 775

113 Jo Yu-R[i], wi[pling her [plet[i]te [flingers on a thri[cle

[flolded nalp][klin, [sJmealrling [s][e]lle]ct [r][eJmnants of
trjulclk [c]loollk ]ed egg [rloll glrlease onto the [plure
white [plalpler, shloo][k] [h]er [hlead [s][ilde to [s][ilde and
[shlowed Alr]alqli the [plage of the [blook [shle’d just
olplened ulpl, Alsh]lble[r]lyl’s [Slelf-[Plort[rlait in a
[Clonvex [Mli[rrlor and [m]uttered [1]Joo[k] at all th[i][s]
[sllclr][il[b]b[lling! in [r]efe[r]ence to the i[n]ane [n][o]tes
the [pllrllelvilous [olwner of the [pla[pler[b]lalck h[a]d

[sltrewn all over the first [plage in [plen[clil. Ar[a]lqli

[a][s]ked her what [clond[iltli]on she’d [blought the
[bloolk] in ex[a][c]tly, [w]as she a[w]are of that [l]evel of
slcllrlib{b]llling [pllr]lilor to [bJluyllilng [ilt, no, she
[rle[p]l]liled, [b]ut to [ble [fair n[ea]r{l][y] [e]ve[r]y] other
[plage of the [blook was [e]n[tlire[l][y] [c][l][ealn, un[t]il of
[clourse this [flinal [ploem, the [s]el[f]-{t]itled [e]n[t]r[y] of
the [clol[l][e][c]tion - obvious[l]ly] [sJome n[iJtw[i]t w[h]o
[plirlo[bla[blly [hlad to wir]lilte, 1lilke, a term [pla[pler
[a][blout it, [Allr]alqli [slugge[s]ted, [slome [klind of
[d]i[s]sertation, and Jo Yu-[R]i] [alg[r][eled, head bowed
in [d]ef[ea]t. [A]lr]aqi [a]lleged it [r]lemained [r][ea]dable
[elven if, slulre, the in[c]e]s]sant [pllen[clil
[sllclei]bb{1]lilngs wlerle a [lilttle di[s]t[r]a[c]ting,
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[clertain(l]y off-[p]utting, he [clould [t]otal[l]y re[l]ate [t]o
th{a]t! The fl[a]lclt of the mlaltter [w]as it [wl]as
in[c][rlealslingly [d][ilff[i][c]ult to [play [d[]li[s][clounted
[plirlilcles for used boo[k]s these [d]ays, without [sJome
[iln[c]e[s]sant and/or [iIn]la]ne [s]eribb{lling
[dlo[m]i[n][alting the [m]argins of [sle[llect plalges,
without de[l][alys [iln sh[ilpplilng or un[elxple][c]t[e]dl]y]
[bllelnt [c]lolvers or s[u]b[plar [pla[pler[bla[c]k [blindings,
alth[ou]gh J[o] Yu-Ri did n[o]te of all the [f]ine [p]lo]ems
the [clolle[c]tion [clon[s]i[s]ted of she [flound the [tlitle
[ploem [tlo ble] the llelast e[s]sential, [slo if one
[plarticular [ploem had to [ble [rluined [bly [s]aid
[sle[r]ibb[lling shle] was at [1][ea][s]t g[l][ald it [w]as th[a]t
one. [Bloo[kls, [Alr[allqli [alls]serted, were [a]lc]tually
[ble[cloming [s][llow[lly im[plo[ssli[b]le to alclquire, as
[plirlo[dlulcltion volumes [d][r]o[plped [d][ue] t[o] the
[iln[c]lrlealsling [illlllite[r]alcly [a]ll [a]lrlound them - it
was [b][a]sli[clalllly a [c][a]lsle of when [ble[flore a
[flunctional em[bJargo would [t]a[kle hold in [t]lerms of
[a]lclquilrling [d]e[clent [bloo[kls at [a]ffor[d]a[b]le
[plirlilcles, they were [r][a][plid[lly [r]everting [b][a][c]k to
the Middle [Alges or something, with [rlare
(Ji[b][r]a[rlies glalted awl[aly [flrom [a][fli[clion[a]ldos
[jllilzz[ilng them[slelves over [s][iJm[p]le alc]cess to
[pltfilntleld [plalpler. [JJo Yu-Ri [thlought [thle
e[mJergence of the [PIDF [b]l[ aldk] [ml]ar[klet [r][a]n
[clounter to Alr]alqli’s hy[pler[blo[lli[c] [c][l]aims [blut of
[clour[s]le she [p][r]e[f]erred to [ le[ruse [ph][yls[i]cal
[clopies as wlelll [s]o she [f][e]lt the ove[r]all [p]ull of his
[
[

—

llament. [Blut Jlo] Y[u]-Ri then a[bJrulpltlly
clon[tlin[uled on [tlo n[o]te [iln a [m]ore v[ilgo[r]ous
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flaJshion her [ag[rlee[m]ent with [A]r][alqi [rlegarding
[Plria[p][u]s, [d]id he kn[o]w [th]at jlu]st [th]e [o][th]er
[d]ay, [w]hile [w]at[er]ing hler] bok choy p[l]lalnts wi]th
h(i]s m[a][s]s[ilve ph[a][ll[u]s, he [t]old [a] s[t]o[r]y [a]bout
rlen[dlezvousing  with  [aJn  [e]xotic  [d]an[cler?
Pllrlia[plus [s]laild he’d mle]t the [s]t[rfilppler just [a]
cllou]lplle wlee][k]s [plr[elv]ilous and th[a]t sh[e]'d [a]sked
to mlee]t wli]th h[i]Jm, which he [s]aid to Jo Yu-R[i] hle]
a[s]sumed ml[ea]nt she [i]n[t][e]nded [t]o b[i]lk him out of

Ime [c]lalsh [a]t her [c]lllulb in [A]ls]toria, [bJut

[
[
[

slo
[a]lplparently, to hler] s[ur][plirlise, [P][r]ilal[plus wasn’t
[a][blove that, [slo hle] actualll]ly] showed [ulp to the
[c]l[ulb, Jlo] Yu-R]i tlolld Alrla[qli, [blut [thlen, [thle
d[a]ncer, hla]lf in the [b][alg [alc[clording to [P]ri[a][p][uls,
tlo]ld him she [a][c]tual[l]ly] [m]eant to [m][ee]t out[slide
the [c]lJub, [slo as her shift en[dled he too[k] the
dJan[cler [dJown the [s]treet to [sJome hoo[k]ah [s][plot,
slm[o][kled [shli[sh]a then, a[clcording to [P]lrlia[p][uls,
qJulo]te-un[q]ulo]te [r]ailed [hler in [hler [S]U[V] on a
slide [s]t[r]lee]t after she m[o]ved her [k]id’s [c]ar[s][ea]t
to the [slide. Jo Y[ul-R[i] was a [s]llight[lly
f{l]la]bberglalsted  [a]t the [a]ln]ecd[o]te, ~which
[Plria[p][u]s [c]ontinued, [n][o]ting [h]ow the chi[c]k [h]ad
[sJome [i]ssues wli]th [s]uli][c][i][d]al [i]ld]e[a]tion, but to
Jo Yu-[Rli, she [rle[l][ayled to [A]lr]algli, it was [a] []ittle
[clon[cler[n]ing, [n]o? jlulst [ble[c][aulse she’d h[i]red the
gluy] [ble[clause his [ph][a][llJus wla]s [s][u][pplosed to [ble
[blene[f]li]c[i]lal [flor [p][l]lajnt growth, and [w]hile
[ |[1][ea]r{l]ly that [w]as id[ea]l for bo[k] choy [clul[t]ivation
n [M]id[tJown [M]anhattan she wasn’t [s]o [clertain she’d
get the [m]axilm]um v[a][llue of his [ph][a][ll}us if he was

[
[
[
[
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- [pllllowing [s]lluts in [S]JU[V]s on [slide [s]t[r]lee]ts
[nlext to [shlifsh]a e[s]t[a]bli{shlments, Alr]lalgi
[f]i][n][i]shed?

n/® 751:997 753

114 [N]lo], Alr]alqli [n][o]ted, it was [c]ertainly un[clouth
that [P][rlia[p]luls was, you k[n]lo]w, [plotentially having
[slex wlilth [s]tr[illpplers out[slide [sh][illsh]a [s][plots in
Quleelns, but [s]t[i]ll wli]th that [s]aid [h]e [h]ad [clome to
[qluestion Jo Yu-[Rli’s alrlith[m]etic just [s][llight[1][y],
[m]o[s]t[l]ly] [ble[clause while he under[sltood the
pha[ll]us of [Plria[plus was [bleing em[pllloyled for [blo[k]
chloy] [clultivla]t[ilon [alnd [elng[alglilng [iln [i]U]i]lc][i]t
[a]ct[ilv[ilties, [aJnd  th[a]t thla]t [plar[tli[clular
[aldd[i]t[i]on [s]leemed to [p]lor][tlend [plo[or] out[clomes.
But th(rlee [pllus flour], Alr]alqli [s]aid, [d]i[d]n’t [e][qlual
[sleven, not exalclt[l]ly], be[clause trull]ly] it [e][qlualed

]

s

'_‘|_|

= =

[sle[vlen [pllus the [Florm [s]e[v]en, [ble[clause [s]ans the
[Florm [s]e[v]en it would [ble

[flor them to [e][vlen [c]
Alrlalqli [n]oted, Form [s]
[dli[dn’t e[n]g[alge i[n] the [s]lalme unitary [m][i]x[ilng
[th]at [thle [m][a]them[a]ti[c]al [s]even did, [w]hat Ara[qli
[wlas [s]aying, hle] [r][elite[r]ated to Jo Yu-[R]i, [w]as that
it [wlas [plo[slsi[blle [P]rlia[plus , [blleling a divine
[blleling (of [slorts!), was [plr{o][bla[blly n[o]t [tlethered
[tlo the [s]ame [rlu[b](rli[c]s of a[r]ithmeti[c] as o[th]ers,
[th]at [P][r]ia[p]luls was velr]ly [plo[s]sibll]y [cll[o][s]er to
the Form [sle[vlen [th]an [thle [m][a]the[m][a]ti[c]al
[sle[vlen, [iln [w]h[ilch ca[sle, [w]hile s[ur]e, his

[blafsli[c]ally impo[s]si[b]le
lleilve of [sle[vlen. [Blut,
e[vlen [bly its [v]e[rly [n]ature

on[c
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[slojlour]ns with [c][er]tain [A][s]to[r]i[a] [s]t[r]i[p]pers was
in [plloor] taste, it might not [a]c]tually h[alve a
[pllall[pla[blle effe[c]t on Jo Yu-Ri’s [blo[k] choy?

n/w 250:336 744

115 Jo Yu-[R]i] [fll[a]shed [b]lalck [b][r]ielflly] to a
[bllulllbllouls [plenis that was [s][p]rlayed in
[glr]lalffTi]t[i] onto the [floun[d][a]tion of a home on
Blrlid[glham th[a]t she [p][a]ls]sed [w]hile [w]alking to a
[Flami[lly [D]o[ll]ar [thle o[th]er [d][ay], it was [l]ike [e]ver
[slin[cle she [elm[p]llloyed this [P]rlia[plus she’d [bleen
[slu[rlrounded on all [s]lildes [b]ly] un[rle[plentant
[plenfis], which [plrlo[bla[b]llly, she [rle[f][l]ected,
[sllerlved hler] [rlight [flor going into [blusin[ess] with a
Hlelllllleln[ilc [elnt[iltly] ([ells]plelclilalllly] a [s]o-[c]alled
dle][i]t[y]). At the [s]ame [t]ime [g][r]lowing f[r]esh [blo[k]
choy [iln Mlild[t[lowln [glave her a [clompet[i]t[ilve
[aldv[a]ntage no one else hlald in [K]orea[t]low]n, so was
it [a]ll [plo[s]siblly] worth it? As [A]lr]alq][i] [r]e[cleived
the [t][a]b ([alfter [d][r][iln[k]ilng hli]s [s]e[clond sh[i]tty
plsleuld]o [I][t]alian [p][illsner), at four [tlwenty [plm (as
oplpllolsed to J[o] Yu-{R]i]'s [rle[c]leilpt bleling
rle[c]leilved at th[r]lee] [tlwelve [p]lm) he w]r]ote out the
tlilp] and, when llayling the [p]lallpler down on the
t][a][b]le next [tlo Jo Y[u]-{R][i]’s the [t][wo] [r][ea][llized
bloth [tllalbs [c]laJme to ex[a]lc]t[lly [tlwenty-nine
eiljghty-four a plielce, with [ealch [t][a]b ex[a][c]tly
lon[s][i]s]ting of a [tlwent[y] thr[ee] blul[c]k s[u]b[t]otal
with a dollar eighty [flour [tlax a[ss]e[ss]

even [t][i]p, [w]hlilch [w]as a b[i]t of a [

[
[
[
[
[
e

ment and [flive

cloin[cliden[cle,
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al[m]ost like a ch[alnce event th[a]t h[a]d [sJome [s]ort of
[clos[m][i][c] [s]lilgn[ilflillclan[cle? The [tlwo [s]tared [a]t
the [tlwo [t][a]bs in [s]ilence [a]s [a] chu[bbly [w]h[i]te
gluy] hammering [a]lw]lay] on his xy[llo[ph]lolne
[s]1l[olw(l]y [f][alded to [b][l]Jack.

n/w 266:335 794

2.1 Ha[k]im Al[l]ah a[c]tual[lly [d]esperate[l][y] n[ee][d]ed a
wailflu in [Clair[o], [llilkle [s]lo] [blad, [blut he al[s]o
[flelt a [clertain [lJonging [f]or [s][ulmmer, [flor the [s][uln
[alnd [thle heat [alnd [thle [a]lcclompalnlying
[ilrres[il[s]t[i]ble urge to [ilndulge [iln [a] [n][illcle [clold
wlilne, [bleing [blorn after all in the [pleak [sJulm]mer
[m]onth of [Aulglu]st [iln N[ilne Eighty Flilve and [a]ll.
[Slome would [slugge[s]t there was [plo[s]sib[l][y] [elven a
[m][y][stical [e][l]le]lm]ent [t]o it, [thle [th]ir[tleenth d[ay]
of the [eilghth [mlonth, [plerhalp]s an arithmetic
[clallc]u[l][altion or [slomething of the [s]ort, the
[vlio[llent  [v]a[clillllaltions  hle]  expe[r]lilen[cled
[phlilllo[s]o[phlica[ll]ly]? Weren’t [th]ose in [th]emselves a
[rlesi[d]ue of an [i]n[d][ilVils[i][b]le Oneness, [v]io[llent[l]y
[v]a[clillllating [bletween [s]tri[c]t [phli[l]o[s]o[phli[c]al
[s]ic]hools that [v]lelhementl]y] [d]is[algr[ee]d [wlith [o]ne
[a]lnother? [Wlasn’t [v]a[cli[ll]ating bet[w]een
[phli[l]o[s]o[phlical [ploles, [v]io[l]l

real [dli[ss]leJmb[lling of the [

and multi[p][l][i]c[iltlie]s we [e]ncounter [e]very [d]amn
[dllay]? A [mliddle-[alged [m]an was a[dJorned in
[d]a[ppler [c]loth [s][i]ttlilng on the [platio [sJmo[k]ing a
thliln [c[ilgalr]ette and Halk]im, who [d]i[d]n’t [s]mo[k]e

llelnt(lly, in a [s][elnse, a
plern[ilcfilous [d]ualllit[ie]s
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[clk to [pllalst [m]lo]lm]ents, on e[qluiva[llent
ti{o]s where hle]’d [m]ay[b]le
two, [wlhere [e][v]ents [w]ere in[e

[
[tlo [iln[d ]ulge in J[u]st [o ] [c]l [ ]ette, [rle[f][1]e[c]ting
[
[

—

[plulffled a cigarette or
[vlitab{lly [f][e]lt, [f][e]lt
in the way that [f]lee]llings [ml]ust in[e]vitab[l]ly]
[e]xtend, [m]u[dd]ied and [dlisgusting to
[rle[clo[ll][e][c]tion and tho[rJough(lly
in[c]

it [

—_

omplr]eh[e]nsible in [m]ate[rial ways. Ulti{m]ate[1][y],
wlas [o]n[llly] [wlhen you [wlere [s][m]lo]kling

ee[lllilng thlilngs was wusualllly [a] [klind of
clom[plosite [phle[n]lolme[n][a]. Ha[klim [p]ulled out a
sllilngle d[illn]ar [a]nd [a]sked the [gluy for the [g][r]eat
plirlivilege [olf blulmming a [s]lilngle [c][i]ga[r]ette,
slmlo[kling it next to the [m]an who was [o]bviously a
high [rlan[kling [clourt [olffifcler [o]f the [m]o[s]t
[rle[s][ple[clta[blle order, to which the [m]an [b][lunt[l]ly
[rle[pllllied so[rlry [l]last one [bJut there’s [a] [c]amel
shlol[p] [al[c]lr]lo][s]s the [s]t[r]eet that [s][e]lls th[elm. In
no wlayl, shlalpe, or [florm was this [m]an [s]lm]oking
the last [rlefm]ai[n]ilng u[n]lilt [fllrJom his [plack of
[cliga[r]ettes. It would have [bleen [f]air[l]y c[l]Jear to any
[plerson with even hallf] of a [flunctioning [b][r][ailn
[th]at [thlis [m]laln h[a]d [m]any [m]ore [cliga[r][e]ttes
[r]le]lm]lailning [iln h[ils plallc]k, [thlat while [th]e
plrle[clise almJount of [cligalr]ettes the [m][aln h[ald
rlefmjaining  was  un[clertain it was [a]l[s]o
albundant(l]ly] [c][llear [th]at [th]at [a]lm]ount
clertainfl]ly] [e]lqlualed [m]ore than [olne. It [w]as

utter(lly ab[slurd t[o] [a][ss][ulme this [m]laln was

[
[
[
[
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[s]im]Joking his [l][a]st [cligarette on the pla]tio. W[i]th
thli]s [iln mind, [plurely [o]ut [o]f s[plite, Ha[k]im, a[f]ter
waiting a [flew [m]o[m]ents in dee[p]
[clontem[p][l][a]t[ilon, [c]r]o
[slitlood in [p]ll]lalicle at the
thir]lee] [plleo]lplle were allrleady iml[p]laltiently
wlailting in f[rJont of a hand-wr][iJtt[e]n sign that [r]ead
[Bllalth[r]Joom [B]rlealk] [Ble [Bllal]lc]k [iln Ten
M[iln[u]tes. There was no o[pltion [blut for Halk]im to
bluy [a]n [e]ntire [plalc]k of [cligarettes [plure[l]ly [o]ut [o]f
sllp ][ lte, a [s][pllilteful [1J[ulst to jlulst [
cligarfeltte. A hlealvy [slle]t [pllallslty [mli[dd]le [alged
Ilalldly wearing a b[lJlallc]k nlalps[allc]k wlilth
thlilnnfilng [1]lilght [h]air [o]n the t[o]p of [hler [hlead
was first in [1]lilne, and would [r]e[m]ain [lJonger [th]an
[thle [r]lo]llly] plo]lllly] [flair-[s]kinned [m]an with the
[m]acho alcclent, or the [r]un of the [mlill d[ay] [1]a[b]orer
- yet, [flueled [bly th[i]s [m][ilxture of [n]on[s]en[slical
(1Just and [i]rra[ti]o[n]a[l]ly [iln[s]a[ti]able [s]pite, [H]akim
[wlould [w]ait n[ealrl[y] [a]n [e]n[t]ire [h]alf hour for the
a[ttlendant [t]o re[t][ur]n to [p]lur]ch[a]se thils [plalc]k of
over[plirlilcled [cligalr]ettes to [s[mlo[kle a [s]im]all

ler[clentage [o]f [o]n the [platifo]. He out[l]Jasted not
olnllly the [h]lealvy [s]le]t [p]la]lslty fem[a]le and [h]er

slsed the [s][t][rleet and
clamel [s][t][a]t[i]on, where

[
[

s]lmJoke one

mi1

[
[
[
[

[p

[

[iln[ilt[i]al com[planions blu]t even s[ulb[sle[qluent
[olthers who a[ppllr]lolached the [wl]ind[olw then
[qluilc]k[l]y [1]eft exa[s][ple[r][a]ted at the [r][i]d[i][c]u[l]ous
[w]lailt, [a]t the [a]b[s]urd [c][l][ai]m on this [c]ardboard
[slign. Yet onlcle thi[s] e[s][cla[p][a]de was [clom[p][1][e]ted
Halk][ilm re[tlurned [tlo the [platio [tlo, to his
[slurp[r]li]se, flilnd the [slame [m]an [s]till [s][m]o[kling a
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[cliga[r]ette, whlilch Halk]im [qJuli][c]k[l]y [c]al[c]u[l]ated,
m[u]st have been a [s][u]b[sle[qluent [cligarette or, even
worse, [a] [s]lulb[sle[qluent to [a] [s]lulb[sle[qlule]nt
[cligar[e]tte, and the [s]ame hlealvy [s][e]t [w]oman [w]ith
the b[l]la]lc]k n[a]p[s]lallc]k and thin [I
al[s]lo] [slm]lo]king a [cligarette, de[s][plite the [f][a][c]t
she le[f]t the [c]alm]el [s]t[a]tion [ble[flore [bleing [a][b]le
to [bluy a [pllallclk, whlilch Halklim [qlulillck][lly
[clallc]ull]lated, [m]ust have allslo [bleen [slupp[llliled
[blly] the [m]an in the hlilgh [c][l]a[s]s [c][lJoth. The [m]an
just [m]lo]lmlents [a]glo] was [a]llleged(l]ly [slm[o]kling
his [qlu[o]te-un[qlulo]te [l]a[s]t [cligarette on the pati[o].
The [m]an in the [hligh [c][l]ass [c][lloth [m]ust [h]ave
glilftleld the [h]lealvy [sllelt plallslty fem[alle her
[cligarette, be[clause [H]a[k]im [w]as just [wlith [hler, [a]t
the [c]laJmel [s]tation, and she h[a]d n[o] [cliga[r]ettes, the
[o]nl[y] [r][eals[o]n shle] was [e]v[en at the [s]tat[ilon was
[tlo ob[t][ailn a[d]d[ilt[ilon[a]l [c][i]garettes. [Slo it was
[bllallslilclally [clo[rr]o[blo[r][alted [th]at [thle man
[a][d]orned in the [r]oyal [a]ttire, at the ve[r]ly] l[ealst, at
the bare [m]iln[ilmlum, had two a[d]d[i]t[i]lonal
clilgalr]ettes, if not thlrlee a[d]d[ilt[ilonal [c][i]ga[r]ettes,
[iln hlils palc]k when hle] [rluth{lless[l]ly] t[o]ld
[H]a[k][i]m [h]le] was [sJm[o]kling his
[qlulo]te-un[qlulo]te [llast [o]ne, [w]hich of [clour[s]e
[wllals [uln[sJurprising, yet, [1][ilke all imp[l][i]ed [1][i]es, it
[s
|
[

light hair, now

—

Jtung Ha[k]im more [v]o[cli[f]erou[s][l][y] [w]hen it [w]as

flina[llly] [clon[flirmed [bleyond a reasonalb]le doubt.

Alll [o]blvlious [1][iles are more [blen[ilgn when [s]t[i]ll
]

ex[il[sltlilng [iln an un[p]roven [sltate, [dle[s][plite
[blleling obv[ Jous, [blecause an [b](lJatant [l]ie, once
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[pllolven, [dle[s][plite the [flact it[s] e[s]sen[cle was
[alllrleady  [a][s]slulmed  [f]lilct[ilt[ilous, [dle[s]pite
[alllrJeady having [alttained [a] [clertain [r]ea[llity as [a]
(lie, [s]t[ilngs [w][ilth a [c]ler]tain viglor] [w]hen [flina[l]ly
[clon[flirmed as a b[l]atant di[s][t]ortion of the [t]ruth. All
[tlruth is ullt]imatel[y] [d]i[s][t]orted [t]o [s]lome [d]egr[ee],
and we know thli][s] [ilmp[l][illc][i]tll]ly], yet [wlithout
[flail [wle're [m]onu[mlental(lly] [d]ejected upon
[clon[f]lir[m]lilng [cller]t{ailn [dli[s][tlortions of the
[tlruth. WI[e] [blellielve the obv[iJous [llie to [b]le]
[fTlilctliltlilous, halvling [bleen ob[vlious, that [i]t [w][i]ll
mean [nJothing [olnce confirmed as [a] flall[s]it[y], [als
[nJothing hla]s e[ss]entiallly] [bleen [alltered, [w]hat [w]e
[allread[y] t[r]lea]ted as a [p]rlo[blalblle [llie [slim[p][l]ly
[ble[clomes an a[c]tual [llie, yet when the [o]bvious [l]ie
shi[flts  [flrom [alssfulmed tlo] plrllolven, [i]t
[illrr]laltionalllly [clon[c][a]tenates [a]lnd be[clomes [a]n
[elven [m]ore [e]g[r]elgious [l]ie. [H]a[k][ilm [h]ad [bleen
shlaJme[lless[l]y [bletr[ayled [bly a [m]an who owed him
(lJess [thlan nothing in [thle [w]orld, yet [w]asn’t it
[plerhalp]s [thle [cla[s]e [th]at by the [s]lo]le alc]t of
[slm[o][kling [cligar[e]ttes, to [slome [e]xt[ent, the man
[eln[tlered in[tlo a [slocial [clontr[a]lc]t of
bleln[elvollllent[l]y [a]lclquile][slcing [a] [r]le]lqlule][s]t for
[a] [sllilngle [cllilgalr]le]tte at shitty [d]ive [blars. To
[sjmoke a [cligalrlette at a [d]ive [blar is [tlo
vollJun[t]a[rfillly en[tler in[tlo] a [clolmm]ulne of
l[i][kle-m[ilnded [c][i]t[i]zens bu[mml]ilng [c][ilgarettes
[o]ff each [o]ther [o]n [o][c]c[a]s[i]on, [alnd, with th[a]t in
mind, wasn’t [flalse[llly [c][l][ailm[ilng tobalcc]o]
[pllolverty in [sluch [a] [s]etting [a] [f]laux] [p]lals of the

|—|,_‘
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[hlighest order? [H]a[k]im [cJame [a]round to the ide[a] it
was as he [s]m[o][kled t[wo] [b][r]Jand [n][ew] [cliga[r]ettes
on the [plati[o] f[rJom his [b][r]and [n]ew [o]ver[p][rliced
[pllallclk, [a]lflter  [slomewhat [s]ar[c][alsti[c]ally
olffle[rling the mlaln in the [rloyal attire [a]n

aldd[i]t[ilonal [c][i]ga[r]ette [a][f]ter hli]s [sJo-called 1[a]st
olne wla]s [d][o]ne, [a]s he [d][r][a]nk f[r]om the [w]h[i]te

[l

[

[

[w]lilne the bartender was [n][ilce e[nJough to [kleep on
[ilce for him [w]hile he [w][ai]tle]ld [a]t the [c][a]mel
[sltlaltlilon [flor [ullplwards [o]f [a] hal[f] an hour,
[plurely [o]ut [o]f [s][plite.

n/o 1374:1805 .761

2.2 At [thle age of [thlirty five, [w]h[ilch [i]s, [w]e
k[nJlolw, [olnllly] trulllly] d[ilVils[illblle [bly the
[nJlum[blers se[vlen and flilve, [ilt’s [a]lm[o]st
[ilne[v]ita[b]le to [a]lrr]lilve at the [r]ea[l][i]zation [th]at
[thle [s]kly] [ilt[slelf [i]s [l][ilttle more than a t[iln roof,
Halklim [clon[s]i[d]ered [a]s he [s]la]t on the p[a]tio
[eyleing the [d]ouche [b][alg in the ro[y]al att[i]re [w]al[k]
a[w]lay], [thlat [ble[ylond [thle [s][kly our [s]en
rle[llay] to wus onll]ly] milrJages and [Julrli
flalls][ilf[i]cations, pure[l]ly] [o]ut of habit, [w][i]Jth n[o]
1 [ilntent [w]hat[s][oJe[v][er]. It’s ne[v]ler] been wli]th
] [ilnt[e]nt that our [s]le]n[s]es have utter([l][y] [1][e]t us
in [n][ealrlly] [elve[r]ly] [rlegard, [i]t’s [s][ilmply the
ilntr(ilnfs][illc] [n]ature of things that [clause our
len[sles to [rle[lJay [lJu[r]li]ld fal[s][i]ties. [S]alns
mle[mJory there [c]laln’t be [t][ijme. At the [tlender age
of [thlirty [f][ilve all of [th][i]s wli]Jthout [f]ail be[clomes
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[cllear to you, [th]at every[th][ilng [ils ae[s][th][e]t[i]cs [iln
a [clertain [s][elnse, [th]at [th]e [s][kly [i]t[s]elf [i]s ju[s]t a
tliln roof, [a]Jnd Halk]im went [b][a]ck in[t]o the [b]ar [t]o
[a]sk the aged [b]ar[t]ender, who it [tJurned out was [o]nly
a [clou[plle [y]ears [o]lder than him, for just [oJne [m]ore
line, [w]here a [ylounger [m]laJn and his [wlilfle
m[p]lJained a[blout [bleing [b]laJnned [flr[ojm
[oJme [l]o[clal e[s]ta[b][llish[m]ent. The young [m][aln
cllall[c]ull]ated how [m][u]ch [m][o]ney he spent [a]t thi[s]
e[s]t{a]b[l]ish[m]ent, how [m]lulch [m]lolney they were
[flor[s][allk]lilng [bly [slo un[flairly [b]lallnnling him,
[nlever t[a]lk ][] [a] [sle[clond to [a]ln]alyze whe[thler
[thle [alm]ount of [m]oney he [w]as [s][plen[d]ing at [o]ne
[ [
[

CJo

[w

[clo
[s]
[c]

blar [wlas e€[vlen ad[vlisa[b]le to [dli[s]c][lJose in
pllullbllllile, wlilth [c]lolm[p]llete [s]tr[alngers. There
was a [c][r]liim]inal [e][l][e][m]ent to th[i]s b[a]n[i]sh[m]ent
[iln [thle eyes of [thlis young [m]an, [a]s th[i]s was a
[slitu[a]tion where he was [clomp[l][e]te[l][y] [s][alns fault,
where this e[s]t[a]blishment had [a]lc]ted
[ellrrlo[n]eous[l]ly], to the [elxt[elnt the [e]rrlor was
[ al[cltual(l]ly] [c][r][i]m[i][n]al. He’d [n]e[v]er [ble [a][b]le to
o [bllallc]k to thla]t [blar again. [Blut would they
[s]ur[v]ive e[clo[nJomi[clally [s]ans his [p][a]tro[n]age?
[Wlh[e]ln Ha[k][i]Jm [w][e]nt down the [r]oad, [1]lea]lv]ing
the [rlilvleting [clon[v]ers[a]tion [o]f the yloulng man
behind him, to hli]s [d][ilsfm][aly he [d][i][d]n’t [flind a
[slilngle wai[flu [m][a][r]au[d]ing [a]lr]ound the [c]ilty,
the [clitly] was [clomp[l][e]te[l][y] void of [a]n[y] [alnd all
waiffuls. No, just [sJome mildd]le-aged [d][u]des
[d]i[s][c]ulssling the [clu[rr]ent [s]tate of the [Flat[i]lm][ild
[m][illilta[r]y. How [tlo [t][r]an[s]cend the [t]in [r]loo][f]
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[wlas allw]ays a matter of g[rleat [dli[s]plulte, and a
[rle[clulrr]ling voice [w]ould [w]hi[s][pler to [H]a[k][iJm
[iln [h]ils [sl[ee]lp] that very [nlight [th]at [thlere was
[nJothing [bleauti[flul in [thle [s]t[r]lee]ts [th][a]t
[a][f]ter[n]oon for a [s][ple[c][illf]lilc [r][ealson, [ble[clause
the [d]igestion of [bleauty at [c]ler]t[ai]n times [c]an make
a [pller][s]lo]n [elx[c][e][p]tlilonally [d]y[s][plle]lpltlilc, this
was [pllrlotle]lc]t[iJon. H[a]k][ijm [alg[r]leeld, [s]t[illl
ta[slting the [s][ix [f]ala[f]els he [s][c]ar[f]led down on his
way home even a[f]ter br[u]shing his [tleeth m[u]l[t]iple
[tlimes, [v]io[llent[lly [v]a[cli[ll][a]ting [iln hli]s own wlay]
[elven as hle] r[el-en[tlered in[tlo a [clalm, [d]ee]p]
s[lleellp] where [h]le]'d [h]ave a [r]e[c]ulrr]ent [d][r]lealm
of [kl[illllilng hlilm[slelf to [c]lleanse h[iJm[s]elf.
[Hla[klim would [Kk][i]ll [h][i]m[s]elf [iln hli]s d[r]eam, yet
alflterward he’d [s][u]b[s][i][s]t [iln a [s][u][ple[r]ior [florm,
[plols]t [slulcclelss][flully [k][illllilng h[iJm[s]elf, [v]oid of
the [mle[m]o[rlies that [h]aunted [h]im, de[p]ri[v]ing him
of a [plealcle[flul [s]lumber. He [q]ule]stioned th[e]se
[vloices hle] [fllr]lellqlulelntly [hleard [iln hlils [h]ead,
their o[r][ilg[iln, the ones [clon[s]tant[l]y [c]a[ll][ilng h[ilm
un[t[i]l, [flinally able to a[sslert [clon[t][rJo]l of his
envi[rlon[mlent, he [s]c][r]lealmed A[ll]ah is One
[rleplealted(l]ly], un[tlil the [clon[t]lain[m]ent of his
[d]r]lealm was [c]l[ealnsed by his yle]llling. With
Halk][iJm in a [s]t[a]te of g[r][ea]t [d]i[s]t[r]e[ss] and only
hal[f]-awa[kle, = The [Plrlo[phlet  [M]uhalmm]ed
a[ppleared b[r]lie]f][l]ly], as a [mli[rrlor [ilm]lalge of
hlilms[e]l[f], and [u]ttered n[o]thing he [clould
[rle[clo[ll][e](c]t.
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3.1 Enz[o] t[o]ld Daria [h]Jow [h]e was [c]on[s]i[d]ering that
it [wlas [plerh[alps [wlith a tyr[a]ln]ni[c]al ex[a][c]t[n]ess
thla]t hle] [plro[c]lee]ldled about his 1[i][f]e, [r][ilght up
thirjough [hlis wleelklly] [h]ilJgh [f]la]des, that he
[clon[slidered a l[a]tent geome[t][rlilclal [t]y[r]anny to
[ble] [plols]si[b][llly] [r]uth[l]e[s]s[1]ly] gulilding his I[i]fe as
he [tlook] [qluilck note of a [qlulilte [s][i]zeable
[plo[slterior in [lflilght b[ljue jeans that [w][a]s
[wllalllkling [r][ilght [p]last him [a]s he a[p]proached the
large [blrfillc]k [blulillldling that [clontained the
[Dle[plartfm]ent [flor E[clono[mli[c] [D]evelo[p]lm]ent on
a sunny [Flri[d]ay [a]f]ternoon [a]t [flour [pJm on the
[d][o]t. [D][alria knew Enzo wallkled there [t]o [t]ry and
[sIl[ilp the [c]ll]er(k] a [qluli][c]k [s]o-[c]alled [b][u]sin[e]ss
[rlegist[rlation [f]lorlm [bJut [ble[f]lorle she [clould
[clon[f][irJm what she already k[nlew [flor a [f]act Enz[o]
went on [tlo [n]lo]te that it [t]lurlned out the [clity
[clllerks’ off]filcles [c][l][o]sed hallf] an holur] [ear]l]ly
[flor their [s]o]-[clalled [slJummer hours, wh[ilch as [i]t
[sllo] hla]ppened [wlas right [a]t [flour pm. Enz[o]
m[ulttered [w]h[a]t the [f][u][c]k be[f]ore [clon[t]inuing on
[tlo [n]lo]te that he [wlas [wlearing his [n]ew [t]an
[Wlallm]art [mlesh [blas[klet[b]all shorts [w][i]th h[i]s
[wlhite [v][a]ns [a]s the [v]oluptuous [w]oman [w]al[k]ed
plalst him, by [clont[r][a]st, [w]ea[r]ing [wlire [rlimmed
glla]sses on the t[ilp of her th[iln nose, [s]u[r]rounded on
thirlee [s]lildes [blly] [clur{lly [b]ll]alc]k []o[clks.
Alclcording to Enzo [slometimes it wlals jlulst
plrle[fle[r]a[b]le to [slit on a [r]oo[f] with your shirt off]f
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and think a[blout [f][u][c]k[ing] [n][o]th[ing] [flor a I[i]ttle
blilt [e]ven [i][f] [i]t was [f][ilve [f]i[f]tlee]n on a [Flr[i]lday
a[flter[n]oon, there was, [alfter all, [rle[pletition and
[nJum[bler, he said to [Dlalrlia, [b]Jult [d]id all
[n]lulm[blers [a]ctuallly] [rle[pllealt? [Dla[rlia [n]lo]ted
she’d [bleen [n]lo]ti[cling a[n] i[n][s]ane amount of [f][i]ve
(flilflty [fllilves and [t]lwo] [tlwenty [t][wo]s p[llus
[elllllelven [e]llle]lvlens and e[vlen one [e]l]le]vens of
[l[alte but to d[a]te she’d [rle[f][r][ailned [f][r]Jom any
a[ttlempt [t][o] gloolgle an explan[a]tion. Blult wla]sn’t it
the [c]la]se, Enzo in[tlerje[c]ted, [slin[cle they’d glo]tten
[olnto the [tllollplilc] of [sle[qluenlcles of in[tlegers
anylw]lay], [wlasn’t it the [c]lalse [th]at [thle [s]e[c]lond
[clousin as a [clon[cleptual art[i][f]lilce  was
[clo[ll]e[c]tive[l][y] alccle[lle[r]ating the down[f]all of their
[clount[r]ly], I mean, Enzo [s][aild, [s][e]lclond [c]lou]sins
[a]re in a[gg]re[g]ate [a]ll b[a][sli[c]ally [c][ulnts, r[ilght? In
Enzo’s m(ind it was the [c][lJear{l]y the [c][a]se [th]at [th]e
[sle[clond [clousin was [bla[sli[c]al[lly obje[c]tiona[b]le, a
pliltliJful [c][1][ilng[ilng to a [s]o-[clalled b[lJood[l]ine that
[wlas, even [wlhen more potent, [s]till [s][oJmewh[a]t
am[b][ilguous [ilf [n][o]t [n]lo]n[s]en[si[c]al. [W]hat [w]as
[bllood any[w]ay? [D]arlia, for her [p][ar]t, [d]ild]n’t have
a [plarti[clu[l]ar{l]ly [s]trong o[plinion on the [clon[cle[p]t
of the [sle[clond [c][ou]sin [o]lne [w]ay or [th]e [o][th]er,
[blut she admliltt{e]ld that she [d][i][d][n]'t have as [b][ilg
[o]f [a] flalmily [a]s Enzo, which [plerhalp]s [pllayed a
[plart [iln her [qlulilzz[illc]al n[olnch[alllalnce? Nlo],
Enz[o] went on, the [s]e[clond [c]lou]sin w]a]s [sJomething
lilnd[i][clatlilve of a [s]tru[c]tu[r]al [r]ot, in f[a]ct it was
[sJomething th[a]t [p]ro[bla[b]ll]ly] nleelded [a]ctual

—_
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[lJegis[llation to [blle] [plrolpler(llly] [clom[b][altted,
[ble[clause these [sle[clond [c]ousins - they wouldn’t just
[rle[slcind of their [olwn a[cclord. [N]o], Enz[o] and
Dalrli[a] [b][o]th, they [n]eeded to [s]tart [plet[i]t[ilon[ilng
l[o]lclal [rle[pllrlesenta[tlives [tlo [al[b]lo]lli]sh this
[clloln[c]le]pt of the [s]e[clond [clousin.

/o 568:760 .747

3.2 It was [a]blulndant(lly [c][l]ear to Enz[o] [th]at [th]ere
was a [rle[clulrr]ling] s[plllittling] [iln[t][o] [t]wo] that
was [plerh[a][pls the m[o]st ne[f]arious [a]ct of all, [th][a]t
[thle [flirst of [thlis or [thlat in[elvita[b]ly would
[ble[clome [e]x[t]lended [t]o the [s]o-[c]alled [s]e[clond of
the [s]lalme [s][ulbs]tr[alte, [b]lult why? It was thils
counting, thfilJs [Jur(ild [l[ilnear [e]xt[elnsion that
[plerhalp]s offfelnd[e]ld [Elnz[o] the mlolst, to which
[Dla[rlia, thlilnk[illng] a[blout her [blok choy with [a]n
unleJr(rliing] slelnse of [d]r]leald, was on[l][y]
[plartial(lly]  [playing  alttlention [tlo.  They’d
[flundamentally  [florgotten  [s]loJmething  a[blout
n[u]m[bler, Enzo [s]aid, they’d be[c]lo]me a[d]di[c]ted to
[dlivildlilng] [alnd [a]ldd]ilng], ex[tlen[d]ilng] [a]nd
sublt]r[a][c]tiing], in[s]tead of fo[c]u[sling on [c]on[cle[p]ts
more [s]t[ee][pled in [plurit[y]. [E]nz[o] f[e]lt as [th]ou]gh
[thley were meant to [rlecall [sJomething e[s]sential
a[blout [n][uJm[bler, [b][u]t [n]low], [slomeh[ow], that was
im[plos[sli[b]le [flor [th]em, [th]at [thley’d [f]lor]gotten
[f]lor] good [a]n [e][s]s[e]ntial a[s]pect of num[bler, which
[m]lalde [elvery [slitulaltion they [e]ncountered
ilm]mle]asura[b][l]ly] [m]ore [b]l[ea]k. The [s]le]lclond
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[clousin it[s][e]lf was nothing beyond a [s]yJmptom of a
much greater [s][i]lc]k[n]ess, the [clolmml]on [c]old of
[clounting [nJum([blers, [o]f [ble[clolm]ing u[nli[t]a[r]y]
un[tlil they [r]lealched [ilnf[i]ln][ilty. [Nlothing was
[m]ore [i|nfliln[ilte [thlan [thle u[nli[t]a[r]ly, [ylet the
[uni[tlary  bec[o]lm]ing [ilnfliln[i]te

[a]b[s][ur]d! Eve[r]ything was [s][pll[i]t [i]n[t][o] [t][wo], or
[sliplllilt [ilnto th[rlee, [alll [a]lrJound them were
[dlo[plpelglalngers [alnd [t]r[iln[i]ti[e]s of [w]h[a]t [w][a]s
[wlh[a]t. Mullt]ipl[ilc[iltly] [cloul[d]n’t ex[i][s]t th[i][s] way!
Enzo [clon[tlinued as [Dla[rlia [slimulltlaneou[s]ly

was [utt[er]ly

[clon[s][i][d]ered b[r]lilnglilng up a few [clon[clerns she

hlald with [aln [eJm[plloyee she’d [clon[tlr[a]lc]ted
[sliplelcllilflillclally in a bo[t][alnlilc]al m[a]n]ner, but
who, glilv[eln hli]s unorthodox methods, had [s]tarted to
[clon[c]ler]n hler] given [slome of his [m]ore li[clentious
halblits. Of [clour[sle [b]loJtanly] and [pler[slonal
[m]atters were [pllrlo[bla[blllyl, in [m]ost [c]a[s]es,
[clon[s]idered [clom[p][l][e]te[l]ly] [s]e[plar[a]te [i]ssues, but
[dllue] tlo] the [sliple[clilflilc natlurle of th[i]s
[plar{t][iJcul[ar] job it had [blegun to [blother [D]aria just
[s]lllight[lly. Enzo, for his [p][alrt, had [a]n [e]n[t]ire [plack
of [cliga[r]ettes [iln hi]s [d][r]lawer], he [s]aid to [D]arlia,
[b] [plalc]k [thle ofth]er
[d]ay, juls]t [plurely out of [s][plite. [D]id she [w]ant [t]o
go [o]ut [o]n[t]o the [d]e[c]k and [w]ha[c]k a puff or [tlwo
flr]lolm [olne? Was she [d][r]luln[k] en[ou]gh yet? To
[slmo[kle a [qluli]lck] c[ilg? Be[clause she [c][l]ear[lly
wasn’t [l]i[s]te[n]ing to a[n]y of the fulck][ilng sh[i]t he
was [slaying a[blout int[e]gers or [s]le][clond [clousins,
a[blout the non[s][e]n[sli[c]al d[i]v[i]s[ilon of [e]ve[r]ything

e[clause he’d [blought a whole

219



[a]l [a]lrJound them! No Daria [w]as, she [w]as
I[i]st[elning ([klind of ...), it was [jlust th[a]t she was [jlust
a tlald [plrlelo[cclulplied, [elven [blefore [cloming [bly
she’d [bleen wallk]ing through a [s]mall [clourtyard [iln

the [cllilty, [tla[kling [n]lo]te of the [bllilg [t]r]ees
glrllolwing [nlext to the large [b]r[li]lc]k [clondo
[blulilldings, [clont[eJmpl[alting [clo[nn]le]c]ting with
[n]la]ture, but also wlilth [i]ln]a[n][iJmate objlelcts as
[w]lell? It [wlas [o]ne thing to [clo[nn]e[c]t with [n]ature
and trees [alnd [p][llalnts, th[a]t was almost [c][lliche,
[blut what a[blout [c]o[nn]e[c]ting w(i]th [i][n]a[n][i]lm]ate
objects [m][alde of [p][l]a[s]tic by wlalge [s][l][alves in East
[Alsia? Shle]'d rfelcentlly] a[ttlended d[ilv[ilne l[ilturgy
[flor the [flirst [t][iJme in ages, she [t]lo]ld Enz[o], and
while ofcclasionally [s]talrling ulp] at the [sle[r]ies of
i[clons [pleolplle would have [ilnd[i][s][c]rilm[ilnately
[k][illled [pleo[plle [f]lor] wlor][shli{ppling just [a] [flew
[sh][or]t [clenturies [a]go, she [clould have [s][w]orn a [s]et
of voilcles [wlere [s]pealkling to her, [s][o]lely in her
[m][ilnd, [clom[f][or]ting [hler but al[s]lo] in[f]lor][m]ing
[hler [th]at [thlere would be an u[p][cJoming t[ilme [th]at
[thley’d [s][n]a[p] their [flingers and she’d [fli[n]al[l][y]
re[tlurn [tlo them, [a]s if th[a]t [w]as [w]here she
[a]ctuall]ly] be[llonged, [iln th[i]s [p][llane she [c]ould
[hlard(l]y [clom[p]re[h]end, yet [clolmm]uni[c][a]ted to her
with no [plr{o][blllelm. She [e]xited her [b]lo]d[y] just
[m]o[m]enta[rli[l]ly], f[i]lled wli]th [plure [r]e[llief, [thlen
[thle blelings [r][elite[r]ated [a] [t][ime would [a][rr][ilve
[wlhen they [wlould s[nlap their [flingers and she’d
[rle[tlurn, [fli[n]ally, [tlo them. [Plerh[a][p]s she’d h[a]ve
[dli[s][cloulnted the en[c]loulnter if she h[a]dn’t, on a



whim, she [t]lold Enz[o], [dle[clild]led to gl[o] up [tlo
[tla[kle [clommunion with her [d]ad, [alnd [a]s her turn
flilnally a[r]r[ilved to im[b][i]be the [bllood of [C]h[r][i][s]t
Himl(slelf, she [nlot[i]lcled [s]lilttlilng [clalm[l]y to the
(lle[f]t of the plrliest [wlas a [W]ind Tun[nlel blr]lajnd
[fllloor [fllaln. The [e]x[alct same [f]loor [f]la]n she’d,
[a]lflter  [tla[kling  [e]n[tlirelly] [tloo  [m]an[y]
[m][ulshrooms [o]ne par(tli[clular [e]vening [e]ons ago,
[elnglalged [iln [aln [e]xten[d]ed [clonvers[a]tion wli]th
[rlegar[d]ling the t[rlue nla]ture of things, [d]ulrling
which a [clertain [c][l]a[rlit[y] [d]e[s]cen[d]ed [u][plon her,
final(llly] [uln[dler[s]tan[d]ing, with the [u]t{m]ost
[plulrlity, her [t]rlue o[r][ilgliln and, [iln [tlurn, the
[plirlilm]al [s]our[c]e of all things.

n/o 817:118 731

41 Ultimatelly], whe[thler [thle [clults of Aph[r]odit[e]
englalged in [s]lallc]lrled plrlo[s][tlitution or nlo]t is
[sllolmething [s][c]h[o][l]ars of hli][s]to[r]ly] are [s]t[i]ll
[blliltter[l]ly] [tlorn [a][blout, [blut there ex[i]st [plerha[p]s
(lJeglilt[ilmate [r]lealsons to [alg[r]lee] with [ei]ther
claJm[p]. On the one hla]nd, if the Greeks engaged in,
what [clertain [plart[i][c][i][p]lalnts of the [S][ylm[p]osium
at [1][ea][s]t [ble[l][ielved to [b][e], an a[blutting [s]a[c][r]ed
[florm of [plle]ld]e[r][a]st[y], thle]n [ils [i]t [r][ea]llly] th[a]t
[flar[f][e]tched to [slugg[e]st [dJudes [iln [C]lor][ilnth were
[blanging whlorles in [aln [A]lph]r]o[dlite tem[p]le,
[bllult jlullslt [i]n an [i]nten[s]e[l]y [r][i]tuall][i][s]t[i]c way?
(Tlsn’t [i]t [plo[slsi(blle Alphl]irlod[ilte wla]s, in [s]loJme
[slen[sle, a [p]lrle-wa[i][f][u]? The t[r][ule o[r][ilg[iln of the



[wlaifu as [wle k[n]Jlolw it. L[aJter that [nlight, at
I[t[laelwon Plo]lc]hu in [K]ore[a][tlown, [Alralqlli] was
[slurre[p][tlitiousl[y] [s]laving [h]en[t]ai j[plegs on[t]o [hlis
[clame[r]a [r]oll as they [s]la]t [a]t the [s]mall window
table over[lJoolkling Wle][slt Thirty [S]le]lclond,
[sllpll]lilttling an eel [a][ppletizer with [J][o] Yu-[R]i,
who [alfter [a] [c]loJu[p]lle shots of [S]lo]jlu, was
[sjudden[1][y] [m]lor]e flor]th[clo[m]ing than sh[e]’'d been
[plirllevilous{lllyl.  [Uln[a]lwlare —of yet [all[slo
[uln[c]on[clerned [wlith [A][r]alqli [s]aving [h]en[t]ai jpegs
[iln[tlo [hllils [phllolne’s [clame[r]a [r][o]ll, Jlo] Yu-[R]i
[flound her[slel[f] more [clom[f]ortable with, you kn[o]w,
shar[ing] her [fleelling]s [al[flter [a][blout hl[all[f] [a]
dozen shlo]ts [o]f [Sloju. Was she her[self [plo[ssli[b]ly
e[nlglalged i[n] aln] .. ite[r]laJtion of [s][allclred
[plirlo[s]titution? No! Em[p]lloyling some [G]rlee[k]
demi[g]lold to [r]ub his [c]lo]lc]k on your blo]k] chloy]
[pllllants [w]asn’t - [wlell, she [d]i{d]n’t know [w]h[a]t it
[wllals ex[a]lc]tlly], she m[u]ttered to [A]r[a]lq][i]. May[ble
[alvant-g[a]rde [b][o]tan[y]? [Blut [iln [alny [c]
def[i][n][i]tel[y] [n][o]t [p]lr]lo][s]titution! Alr]a[q][i] [n]
that: wasn’t it [p]lo][s]sible th[a]t [sJome thing or [sJome
one [h]fald [slome [slort of, you kn[olw, [h]lo]ld on
[Plria[p][u]s? That mayble] the [d]Jude just nlee]

[sJome a[s]s[i][s]t[aln[c]e, that all th[i]s [sh][i]t [sh]e was
[slo con[clerned about, [vlis-a-[v][i]s his [r]le]lcent whore
|
|
(W

a[sle
oted

[d]ed help,

m]lolnge[r]ling] was the [rlesult of [clertain
sllolmeth[ing] [hla[vling a [vlilc]e g[rlip [hlold on [h]im?

lell, [c]l][ealr[l]ly] he [wlas a [llittle off-[klilter! she
said, [th]at m[u]ch [thley [c]ould [bloth agree on! [B][ult
the e[sslen[cle of that [clond[i]t[i]on, the [cJond[i]t[iJ]on of
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[bleing hlylp[n]otized [iln [aln a[blutting [m][y][s]t[i][c]al

Ilp
to [slay, or was it [plo[s]sible she [d]i[d]n’t [a][c]tually
[clare, [th]at [thlis was an [elx[c]l]uls]ive[lly
[cllallplitallli[s]t [eln[d]eavor, [thlat her [r]lo]le in [th]e
whlo]le mlaltter was s[o]le[lly [r][a]tiona[llist, th[a]t [a]s
[lJong as her bo[k] choy im[plarted a [clom[plet[i]t[ilve leg
ulp] in the hlealt of [Klor[eJatown she [d]i[d]n’t [c]are
[olne [wlay or [thle ofthler. And, [bly [thle [w]lay], [th]e
[blok choy at I[t]lae]lwlon [w]la]s [a]ltlr[o]cious, she
n[olted, [s][o] [alt least th[a]t was good! The f[a][c]t of the
mlajtter was Jo Yu-[R]li] [clould dlelfliln[i]tel[y]
qlulelstion how she [qlu[o]te-un[glulo]te a[rrlived here,
slo to [s]peak, a [bludding, [blarely
sle[m]i-{s]ulc]ce[s]sful, [rle[s]taur]aun(t]eur [iln
M]ild[tlown, a J{o]hn[s]on and [Whales [d]r[o]pout and
Food Net[w]or[k] jun[k][ie], hellp]llless[llly] [ple[r]using
[Cllr][ailg’s [Lli[s]t ads, [d][e]ls][ple[r]ate for a [1][e]g ulp]
in the [ml]ol

—_

[mla[nnler, [wlas she the m[o]st a[plplr]lo][pllrliate [o]ne

ot

— — o/

=

[s]t  lildilously  [clom[p]e]t[ilt[ilve
[r]le][sltau[r]ant [m][e]t[r]o[plo[llis [plerh[a]lp]s on the
[pllllalnet, when she [s]tfulm[b]led [u][plon [Plria[plus’s
[pllilght, [dle[c]li]ldling [tlo [tla[kle it on [a]s a
[blo[t][a]ni[c]al [a]dv[a]ntage. [Pleo[plle would [a]lways
note in [aJwe [hlow [hler blue eyes [dli[s][p][llayed a
[clertain re[dd][i]sh gold t[i]nt a[blout them, [plo[s]si[b][1]y
[slome [flaint [S][pla[nlish [b][llood on her [Fli[lli{pliln]o
mother’s [slide? It [s][eelmed her
[Klo[r]leaJn-Alm]e[rfi[clan  i[d]entity [w]as allw]ays
[s]l1][ilght[l]y un[d]er[m][ijned bly] th[i]s
[Clatho[1][i][c][i]sm of her a[d]o[1][e][s]c[e]n[c]e.
[Clatho[l][i][c]li]sm has a [t]le]n[d][eln[c]ly of [m]a[kling

—_

[ill
[ill

1
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[elve[r]ylo]ne [a] fourth gene[r]ation
I[t]alian-A[m]e[rli[c]an, and Jo Yu-Ri f[e]lt this [tlugging
[a]t [tlimes [a]s wle]ll, [b]ut then again, it wasn’t [q]uli]te
(llilke the gluy] ne[cle[ss]arillly owed her a[nlything,
[b]e[c][au]se there wlal]s [n ]othing in their [clontralc]t
([wlhich [wlas [n]on-ex[i][s]t[elnt) that [s][t][i][plulated
[hJow [h]le] should [s]plend his f[r]lee] [tlime. Yet,
[Allr]algli in[tlerje[c]ted, [i]s there [n]ot an [iJm[p]l[i]lc][ilt
[alglrleement i[n] a[n]y [blusi[nless [r]e[l]a[ti]lon[shli[p] to,
you know, [llike, he [s][ai]d, wh[e]n George [Clo[s]t[a]nza
[ble[c]ame a h[alnd [m]odel in [Slein[fleld - he wasn’t
[tlrave[lling a[rJound [l]aying [bl[r][illc]ks and d[ilpplilng
his [t]oes [iln[t]o alm]ateur [bloxing [iln hli]s [f]ree [t]ime!
Ye[s], the Co[s]tlalnz[a] [a]n[allogy was an [a]pt [o]ne
here, yet again there [wlas the [qJule]stion of the
[ellslsleln[cle of [Plrialplus [hlim[s][e]lf, [hlow [h]e
[iln[t]er[alcted, or [w]as [iln[tler[a]cted [w]i]th, [iln the
[cllor]lpllor]eal  [s]phere, which  be[clame [a]n
[iln[c]lr]lealsing[llly] [llatent issue as the two
[rle[qlule][s]ted a [s]le][clond [b]lo]ttle of [S][o][jlu. It was
plollslsi[blle, [J][o] Yu-Ri [clon[slidered, that his [c]lo][c]k
wasn't ex[ilstlelnt [iln the wfay] she mlay] have
[iln[i]t[i]ally th[ou]ght.

n/® 869:11m1 782

5.1 Of [c]Jourse Halk]im [e]n[t]ered the [e]s[t]ab[l]ishment
[loolkling sole[l]ly] for [A]ml[iln[a], [a]s [a]t the time hle]
was [clom[p][l]le]te[l]ly] [c]alpltivated [bly her [bleauty,

unw(illlilng to [pllarlt wlilth th[i]s [p]lar]t[i][clular
[ilm[a]ge of her [florm that [r]e[l]ent[l]ess[lly [r]ilc]ocheted
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w(ilth[iln the [clon[f][ilnes of his mlilnd, [c]a[p]tivated,
not like he’d [bleen once [ble[flore, [bly the
[clom[pla[r]ative witch[c][r]a[f]t of [clle[v]er
[clon[v]er[s][a]t[ilon. [Nlo, in[s]tead [H]akim [f]ound
[hlim[slelf [h]yp[n]otized [bly the [b]lunt [plure [florm of
her [bleauty, with [nJo [eld[i][f][illc][a]t[ilon or
[elxt[r]a[plo[l][a]t[ilon, with [n]o [cla[plitull]la]t[ilon to
[r]lealson - or [e]v[e]n to [f][eelllilng [flor thla]t m[a]tter! It
lim[p]llly the [cla[sle [th]at [thlere was [n]o
loll

]
s
was [s
r{l]lo][clutor, [n]lo]t even alnly [rlem[o]te

in[t]er{l][o]

[clon[tlem[p][l]ation of this ve[rly [florm that s[o]
[c]lllealr{l]ly] [h][a]d wla][f]ted [H]a[k][i]m [th]rough [th]e
[d]ouble [d]oors thlalt [elvening, tr[yling to [f][ilnd what
[clould [plerhalp]s ble] dleelmed a wailflu. Now of
[clourse  there’s a [clom[pllex heilrlarchy of
[rle[f][r][allc]ltion to [m][a]tters li[kle th[e]se, of which
[Hla[k][ilm, [hlaving [a] [d]e[clent [a]lm]ount of
[phlilo[s]o [ph][ lal e[d]u[clation, [w][a]sn’t un[a]w]are of
[pler [sle, ho[w]evler], [whleth[er] or n[o]t it [w]as at the
[tlollp] of his [m]ilnd at the [t]lilme is a [s]e[plarate
[m]atter en[t][iJrely (it wasn’t!). There are [lJong [r][alnge

co[rlre[l]laltions - did a [flelm]ale [lloolk] [lli[k]e
slojme[olne [fla[ml]illialr, [flrom [ylears ago, li[kle
[plerhla][pls ex[allc]tly the [s]ame? [I]n f[a]lc]t, [i]t was
[plos[slible Halk][ilm [a][c]tuall]lly] mli]s[tloo[k] th[i]s
[plar(tlifclulllar ~ wai[flu [flor another [p]ler]slon
en[tlire[lly at [f]lir][s]t, balc]k [flrom his [s]e[clon[d]ary
[s]lc]hool [d]ays. He wasn’t even cler]taliln [i]t was hler]
when he [f]lir][s]t [s]t{fulmbled [u]pon her [florm. [H]e
[rle[c]alled a [c]o-ed he

en[clountered [hler [florm but
[wlas [a][c]quainted [wlith [f][r]lo]Jm [s]lo]me years [a]go,
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[a][sslulm]ing in[clor([r]e[c]tly [Alm]ina was in [f]a[c]t an
old [f]rliend. She in[flormed Halk]ilm so[f]tly her
[nJame was Amli][n]a, as if [p]leo][plle were [plo[ss]ib[lly
(1]lilstening [iln to each [s]ly][ll]able [u]ttered fr{oJm her
exqulilsfilte[lly ~ [plro[plortioned  [l[ilps, as [i]lf]
[sllplelcllillf]lillc] [clourt jesters [w]ere [w]aiting [iln the
[wllilng [tlo [tlran[s][c]ribe their [cJonver[s][a]t[ilon to
([altlelnt go[slslilp [clo[IJumnli][s]ts. [S]c]ho[l]ars, [flor
their [plart, would ultimate[l]ly] [rlet[rloalc]tive[l][y]
[clon[f][l]late [tlwo [plo[sslible Almlinas as well,
[mlifmli[ck][ilng un[iln[t]lentionallly] their own [s]our[cle
of [sltudly]. The f[a]lclt thla]t AmilnJla was,
[tle[clh[nli[clallly] [s]pealkling, you k[nJow, an or[ph]laln
[iln a [hlarem [d]i[dln’t [flaze [H]ak[ilm in the 1[ea]st,
be[clause [alll [o]f the [plrlophets [plrlelv[ilouls]ly]
[nJoted hifs]to[rli[clalll]ly] were, if [nlJot [plulr]e
whol[rle-monge[r]s, then at [lleals]t [slym[pla[th]eti[c] to
[thle [pllllight of [thle [plro[sltitute, the [plro[s]titute
[sllilm[plly ex[i][s]tlilng as [aln [elx[t]le]nsion of the
[d]lells]ti[t]Jute and [dJown[t]ro[d]lden as a whlo]le.
Hak[ilm [slaw nlo] [r]leaJson to [dliverge f[rlJom his
[plirle[dle[cle[sslors [iln th[i]s [rlegard. There’s a [clertain
i[d]le]a [th]at [th]e [d]leellplest [rlela[tilon[sh]ips are the
ones blaJsed on [slo-[clalled  illumi[n][a]ting
[clonver[s][a]tion, [plredi[c][alted wu[plon getting to
[qlulo]te-un[qJulo]te k[n]lolw each other, [ylet [ylou
[clould [c]ounter [th]at [thlere’s a[c]tualll]ly] [n]othing to
kinJow of us [rleallllly] [a]t all, thla]t we're [plurely
[rle[f]lr]alc]tions of a [slour[cle [iln[f][i]n[i]te[lly
[sllilm[p]lller than wle] [slleelm to [b]le], that
conl[vlolutions are [bly thleir] [v]lerly nature
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[fTillc]tlilonal and [s]tee[pled in [h]lyllplolc]r{illsly.
[Hlalvling a grlea]t [clon[v]ers[a]tion is the alc]ute
(fllall]alc]ly] of [hlum[a]nitly], [ble[llie[vling you’ve
di[s]co[v]ered [s]Jome eternal [blond with [a]nother
[pller]lslon is [pller]halpls an [a]ffront to [Alllah
[Hlim[s]elf. [H][a]Jkim and [A]mina [d][i][dn’t [d][i][s]cuss
them(slelves at [flir[s]t, and when [thley did [thley
st{rluggled to [rle[clall who they even [wlere, [w]hich
[wlas a[plplrlo[pllrliate. [H]a[klim’s [m]ad[nless, [hl[ils
liln[d][illsllclr{i]lm]illn]{alte [k][illlilng [o]f [o]thers was
based [iln th[ils i[d]ea. There was an ilm]ml[e]d[ilacy to
their [clolm][ilng [iln[tlo [clon[tlact [wlith [o]ne another.
Ha[k]im []galn [dli[dln’t [clontem[p]late [A]mina’s
[b]eaut[y] [slim[pllly] [blelcllaulse it wla]s [aln
[ilm[plo[s]si[blle a[c]t. [M]e[m]

[bloth [s]t[r]luggled to inte[r]a[
was [a] [m]otor [s][k]ill. Her out[lline was a
re[c]o[ll][e][c]tion [s][olme[olne would n[elver be[c]lolme
[cllolnscious of, a [lurlid [ml]e[mlory a [pllerlson
[clom[p][1][e]te[l]ly] forg[o]t a[blout [blut [s]till [s]tayed
hugging their [b]loldy li[kle a shar[k] jaw. It was the
ilmm][e]d[i]acy of Alm][ilna’s [bleaut[y] that [s][1][olw{1][y]

|—|

olrly was [sJomething they

—_

clt with. [A]lm]ina’s beauty

[blegan to er[olde Halk]ilm’s [s][anlity]. [Plossession
[sllan]s [cJontem[p]lation [c][an] [ble [clon[flusing [flor
[sJome, Ha[k]im n[o]t ex[c]lu[d]ed, [ble[c]lause we [o]ften
[clon[sli[d]er [plossession a[klin to grlolwing [o]ld and
[d]e[claying with [s][o]lme[o]ne, [r][e]plelating [v]ows in[t]o
an o[plen air that, if [r][e]a[r]ranged just s[l]ight[l]y, would
[ble[clome healvly as [b]rlilc]ks. At the [tlime he
[plals]sed [th]rough [th]e [d]ou[b]le [d]oors to [p]l[a](cle an
eye on [hler, [Hla[klim in[clorre[c]tly [a][s]sumed
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[Almina’s [bleauty to [ble of [a] de[c][ayling nl[a]ture,
[bllallslilcla[llly that he [clould [ploss[e]ls]s her in a
[clont[e]lm[p][l]ative [s]leln[sle. Ha[k]im [m]ade a [ploor
a[tt]lelm[p]t [tlo seem [l]ikle he wasn’t [lJoolkling for
[Allmlina as he wallk]ed [th]rough [th]e [d]ou[b]le [d]oors,
her [bleauty [a]lready [w][ilth[i]ln h[i]m [b]ut in a [w]ay
that [e]schewed [clon[tlemp[l]ation [eln[t]ire[lly. Ha[k]im
(lJulslitled for de[clay, to [plossle]ss] [bleauty in a
[clont[e]m[p][l]ative [s]le]n[sle, to [rle[clite vows in air
[plolclkets of [b][rlilc]k, [alnd [A]mi[n]a d[alnced [a]round
his  [a]lm[b][i]t[ilons, to [ble ho[nlest, [flair[l][y]
e[fflort[lless[l]lyl. [Hlad [HJa[klim [bleen [a][blle to
[plrolpler(lly [clontem[p][l][aJte this ve[rly [r]leall
ilm]mleld[ilalc]ly] of Alm]ilna, then [plerh[a]pls his
[sllalnity wouldn’t hlalve [s][llolw{l]ly] er[olded in the
m[alnner [iJt ultim[a]te[l]ly] d[ild. When he exe[c]uted
thloJse [c][l][oJsest to h[

[iln[c]realsling[lly ~ vio[llent [alnd [d]r[alstic ~ways,
[s]lllilcling off [hleads and [s][l][i]ttilng th[r]oats by the
[h]lun[d]irleds, it was on[llly] [ble[clause Halklim
funda[mJen(t]a[ll]y] [m][i]s[iln[t]er[p]reted the
ilm]ml[e]d[ilalc]ly] of Alm][ilna’s [bleauty. [H]ad [hle [bleen
a[blle [pler[cleive her [bleauty [iln [ilts [a][c]tual [s]en[s]e
[a]s o[pplosed [t]lo] r[ulth[lless[lly a[tt]elm[p]tling [t]o
[tllelther it [tlo his own [clon[t][e]m[p][l]ation, then he
plrlo[bla[blly wouldn’t have gone [blatshit [c][r]azy!
[Clourt offi[clers would [ble [bleheaded [ble[c]ause
[Allmlina’s [bleauty was [a] [m]otor [s][klill to Ha[k][i]Jm,
whleln he in[clorr[e]lc]t[l]ly] [ble[l]ilelved it to [b]le] a
[rlolm]an [a] [c][llef. Y[e]t isn’t an [e]rJoded [s]anit]y]
nelcle[s]salr]ly]? [Clould we [plo[s]sibly [sluggest that?

]
]

im] on a whl[im], [iln
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When [Hlamza i[bln A[l][i] [p]ro[c][1]]aimed [H]a[k][iJm to
[ble divine in[c]arnate, was it [plo[slsi[b]ly [ble[clause
[Hla[klim [h]ad [s][a][c]rifi[cled his own [s]la]lnl]ity to
[m]alkle Almli[n]a’s [b]leau]tly], [wlhich [w]as of a
[pllulrelly] [w]lailfu varlilety, [d]e[clay? Halklim would
[dli[s]lalppllear] ylear]s [llater, in [f][a]lc]t [n]ot [lJong
[a]lflter [tlwo [dli[s]torted [A]mi[n]as [a][ppleared [t]o
hlilm [iln [d][r]leam, one [d]ark, [th]e o[th]er of a I[i]ght
[vla[r]lilety, yet [s]till e[v]len] thlen] he [rlem[ailned
unlalble to [dlislentangle [w]hat it [w]as he [s]aw. Y[e]t in
[alny [c][alse, all thla]t’s [plerh[a][p]s a [bletter topic for a
l[aJter [d][alte, [ble[clause [w]hen Halklim [w]allk]ed
[thlrough [thlose [d]ou[b]le [d]oors [hlis [s][a]nity [h][ald
alreald]y [s]tarted to [d]e[clay, his men[t]al [fla[c]ul[t]ies
were [alllrlealdly in a [s]tfalte of [dli[s][allr]r{ay]. As
Halklim [flo[cJused his e[n]ergies on th[i]s [f]al[s]e
[ilm]age of [dle[claying with Almli[nJa his [s]a[n]ity
it[slel[f] [ble[cllalme [d]i[l]la[plild]lalted. H[aJmza ibn
[A]llli [claled him Hla]klim [A]ll]ah. It wasn’t
ne[cle[ss]alrlily the [ph]lrlases Amina [rle[p]lealted that
[r]lealched Ha[k][ilm, but [m]ore [s]lo] the [m]olde [iln
whlilch she [s]laild th[eJm. She’d whi[s][plered [plure
[nJon[slense to Halk]im that was [n]o]thing if [n]o]t
tloJtalllly [llogilclal [o]n[lly a [flew years be[flore his
[flriend H[almz[a] would d[eelm [h]lim [H]a]k][ilm
[AllllaJh. Halk]im would [s][plend his nights and
wlee]lklends [lloclkled [iln h[i]s th[r]lee] hun[d][r]ed
slqluare foot [ll[ilv[ilng [s][plalcle, [aln [a]ls]ceti[c]
[dle[c]li]s[il]on of his own [a][c]cord, and m[e][d]i[t]ate
[elx[t]lelnsivelly] on the beaut[y] of [A]min[a], its [t][r]ue
n[ajture, [r]le]c[r]le]la]ting her glelo[m]e[t]r]ly [iln hlils
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mlind, [s][pllealkling with Almliln]Ja [iln hli]s
ilmlagiln][alt[ilon, [c][rle[alt[ilng an in[t]er[pler[s]o[n]al
[rland of [bleauty [b]la]lsled en[tlirely [on]
cllon][tlem[p]l[a]tion, [o]ne [w]here they [w]ould de[c][ay]
tlogether in[t]o old [a]ge, a human shla][ple that f[a]des
with [tlime, exi[s]ting [s]ole[l]ly] [tlem[poral[l][y], [n]ever
[elm]a[n]ating  [alln]lywhere [e]xcle]pt into the
[m][e]lm]o[rlies and [phlotog[r]a[ph]s whli]ch [d][i][s]tort
and [flal[s]i[fly [elve[r]ly]thing worth[y] of [ou]r [a]we.
This was [hlow [HJakim’s sanity [e]rloded. Hlils
a[slceti[c][ilsm [p][l[ayled at [l]ea
[dleclay], [blut mo[s]t{lly [ble[clause he [elmp[lJoyed
a[s]cfelti[clism to [c]reate [i]lm][alges [i]n h[ils [m]ind, [t]o
dlellve in[tlo his [m]le]lm]ories as i[m]ages as if thley]

[s]t a [plart [i]n h[i]s own

[clon[t][ailned [a]n [e]ss[e]lnce [m]ore iimm][e]d[i]ate than
Alm][ilna’s  beauty. They [d]lilldln’t! [I]t’s the
[plirloflli[fle[r]ation of the [illm]ag[ined [i]lm]alge that
ul[tliim][a]tely [d][r]ives us [a]ll [bla[s]i[c]ally in[s]ane [a]ll
[tlime without [f]ail, [ble[clause of the [d]i[s]tan[c]e we
[pllllace [ble[tlween our[slelves and the image, [bly
ne[cle[s]sity of [clourse! [Bleing [dleprived of the
Ile]ld][i]ate [bleauty of [A]lm][iln[a], Ha[k]im ch[o]se
to [a][scleti[clally [a][ttlempt [tlo [r][e]lc][r][e]ate it via his
lwn [i]lm]agfilned [i]lm][a]ges, [elx[i]st[ilng allm][o]st
x[c][llusivellly wli]th[iln the [c]lon]fines of his [olwn
[lon]templative [s]tates, but where[a]s his
([slee[mling[lly ~ shla]llllow) in[tle[r][a]lc]tions  with
Almli[n]a [r]e[qluired [n]othing, they [m]erged in[t]o each
o[thler [s]ans

[i]{m]
ilm

ilmm

e

lo
[
[c
[clonscious [thlought, his [i]lm]ag[ilned

alges [wlere f[l]leelting, allwllay]s [d]e[c]layled

[
m][e][d][ilate[l]ly] [plost-{clon[s]tru[c]tion. At [f][ilve
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thirty [f]lilve [plm one a[fJternoon [thle [thJought
olcclurred to Halk]im [th]at he’d been [f][or]ty [f][or] his
ent[iJre 1[ilfe, [dle[s][plite the [fla[c]t he’d [d]i[s]a[pplear
[fllorlever at juls]t thirty [f]lilve. He was [s]t[i]l

ob[sle[ssled wli]Jth [d][i][s]tan[cle. [N]lo
[plre[cli[slelly] the [n]lo]tion of [d]i[s]tan[c]e that [d]rove
his [sla[nlitly] o[ff] the [flu[ckling [c]li{ff]. Hal[klim’s
glrlealtle]st c[rle[alt[i]on was [plerha[p]s [D]ar al-Ilm, or
it [clould have [plo[ssli[b]ly [bleen his own [ilnter[a][c]tion
wlilth hli]s [s][alnity, [ble[clause [plerhalpls [bly dlealling
with [Alm[i]ln]a’s [bleauty in[clo[rrle[c]t[l]ly] Halklim
ulti{m]ate[l][y] [a][rr]ived at the t[r]ue [n]otion of [bleauty,
[rJather than [m]o[d]e[r]ate[l]ly [d]e[lJu[d]ing himsel[f] and
[dlecaying  with a  [plalllata[blle  [fli(b], hle]
[sltlalm[plle]ldled [flull [flor[cle in[tlo [d]e[llusion. He
[
[b

], it was

lost [tlrfallc]k of his [s][alnity [clom[p][l][e]te[l]ly]

le[clause of it, in a [s]le]nse a[cclurately [a][ss][e][ssling
the false [n]otion of [A]mi[n]a’s [bleauty as an [iJtem you
Jould de[clay [bles[ilde. The [s][a]lc][r]led [pl[r]o[s]titute
ils [iln[c][a][plable of de[c]lay], there’s in f[a]c]t
aJb[s]o[1]ute[lly nothing more [a]b[s]urd than g[r]lolwing
olld with a [s][o]-[c]alled [s]a[c][r]ed [plr]o[s]titute. How
clloulld yloul?’! In [Tlen [T]wlenty [Olne, Halk]im
wlould [d]r[ea]lm of [tlwo [d][is]torted Am[ilnas and then
he [tloo would [d]is]a[pplear, not as [a] result of [a]
[plala[cle in[t][rligue, or [a] [slulrlre[p][t][i]tiJous
m[ur][d]ler], or [a]ge and [dlec[ay], be[clause [e][v]en if

e
[
[
[
[
[

those e[vlents [s]leelmed to o[cclur, we should [s]tr[ess]
[th]at [thley’re no [1][ess] [v]eil-{l]i[k]e [th]an [th]e [v][ei]ls
Ha[k]im wit[n][ess]ed [a]round [A]mi[n]a’s [bleauty. No, to
[ble [c]l][ealr, it’s fair(lly evid[elnt [H]a[k]im [h]im[s][e]l[f]
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be[clame a wai[f]u [i]n hli]s thirty [fli[f]th year, [w]hich
las entirely [a]p[plrlo[plrliate. [Dli[s]lallpplear is
[rlo[bla[b]ly the in[c]o[rr]e[c]t word to [d]e[s][c][r]i[b]e it!
e[clause Halk]im g[alve a[w][ay] his [s]anity in a ve[r]y
rleal [w]lay] the [sle[clond he [wl]al[kled [th][r]ough
hlose [d]ou[b]le [d]oors to g[r]lee]t Aml[i]na [i]n hli]s own
esta[b]lishment, the [e][s]ta[b][llishment where he [s]aw
him[s][e]lf [e]n[c][llosed, [lli[kle in a [l]arge [blox [lli[kle
[clon[t][ailner, one [S]pring afftlernoon, the [s]laJme
[plllllalicle he con[tlem[p][1][a]ted the ide[a] that [A][ll][a]h
is the ve[rly milrrlor [iln whlilch you [slee your[s]elf,
[thlat youre [thle mirror [iln [wlh[ilch [Hle

(w
(p]
[b]
[
[t

[wlliltinle[ssles [Hlis [N]la]mes. [W]le] [s]leellk] to
[c]][ailm [bleauty in a [slub[jlect-obljlect
re[l][a][tilon[shlip [b]lelcause [clertain [b]lelings have
m[a]de them[s]elves [s]lee]lm to [b]le] that wlay], not [t]o
[tlrilc]k us ne[cles[salrily blult jlulst to [ilnno[clently
[clause us to glo] a[ppllr]lo]lpllrliately in[s]ane, and vi[a]
that [a]lppllrlo[plirlifalte [ilnsanity f[ilnally [a]rr][ilving
at the [p]rlo[pler [n][aJture of bleaulty. [A]lm]i[n]a in her
culrrlent st[a]te enjoyed the fla][c]t tha]t [H]a[k]im [h][a]d
[h]lalllf] of his [rlobe o[ff] [iln the [m]ilddle of the
ven[ue), his fa[cle bllee][d][ilng, [t]o[ss]ling d[ilnars [i]n[t]o
the air [s]er[ea][m][ilng at [m]en [tlw[i]ce his [s][i]ze th[a]t
[hle [h][ald [m]o[n]ey! [Dli[dn’t [thley k[nJow [th]is? He’d
fulclklilng [k][illl them all, then he’d e[l][i]lm][i]ln]ate
their fa[ Jilllies, then he’d [a][ss][a]sslin[a]te the
alcqlulailntan[c]le]s of their [s]le]lclond [c]ousins! But
[slalc][r]ed
invle]tle][r]atelly] [d]lrJawn [tlo this exact [tly[ple of
in[s]a[nlitly], a [slort of [D][iJo[n]lyllslian [lJosing of the

[plrlofs]ti[t]utes are of [clourse
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[slelf. Years [l]Jater Ha[k][ilm would dr[eaJm of [k][i]lllilng
hlilmself [rle[pleatedly as a mle]th[o]d of c[l][ea]ns[ilng
him[s]le]lf, a [rle[l]lated [pllrlo[cless. It’s plrlo[blab]ly
in[tle[r]acting with the a[t][r]o[clities of [bleauty where
the glrleatest [lle[sslons are [I
[n]ot [iln [aln [i]
[qlulo]te-un[qlulo]te [d]ee[p] [clon[v]er[s][a]tion
wlay]. No, it’s [v][i]la] [a] [d]i[v][ilne imm[e][d][i
e[vle[r]ly]thing be[clomes i[d
self is f[i][n]ally [r]e[clog[n][
an [ulnwel[c]lolme inter[l]o[c]utor, [ulna[blle to wir]a[p]
[hlis [plealb][r]ained [hlead a[r]Jound [w]hy you’re not
[clulrrlent[lly [wlealrling [a] shirt in [a] [plub[llic]
[plll]ace.

learned, [blut [c][er]tainly
n(tler[p]ler][slonal and
[d]ri[v]en

Jacy that
[lilotic and your [r]ational
ilzed am[olng eve[rlylolne as

n/® 2314:3044 760

512 [Wlalking [th]rough [thle, in [rlet[r]o[s]pect
slolme[w]h[a]t ominous, [d]ouble [dJoors Ha[k]im [t]oo[k]
note of the [s]lame [tlin [r]oof that [clom[p][r][i]sed the
[sliklly] on [d]lilve [blar [platios as A[mli[n]a [m]ade it
[cllear she had [blusi[n]ess [t]o [t]a[k]e [c]are of, [sh]e was
a[flter [a]ll on [sh]i[f]t, but [th]at it [w]as [a]lso im[p]ortant
[th]at [H]akim [w]ait for [h]er, [p][l][ealse! [D]on’t [1][ea]ve!
Just wait a [mli[nJute! [B][ut [f]luln[d]a[m]entally there
was [n]othing [flor the [t][wo] [t][o] [d]is[cluss [bleyond
Almli[n]a [s]taring [s]i[llent[lly into Ha[k]im’s [eyles for
ex[tlended in[tlervals of [t]lijme. When she fi[n]a[ll][y]
mlo]seyed [o][vler [tloward [h]im as [h]e [s][tlood
[n]er{v]ouls][l]ly], [s]till [n]ear the [d]ouble [d]oors, [h]e
told [hler [hle wan[tled [tlJo [tlalkle her
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[qlulo]te-un[qJulo]te [o]ut [o]f this place, m[a]yble] [e]ven,
hle] [dli[d]n’t k[n]ow, t[a]ke her out to [d]ilnn]er? [alnd she
[llalJughed in a way that [s][ploke to the [s]eeming
[i]m[plo[ss][i]b[i][l][ilty of the i[d]ea, and, in turn, Ha[k]im
[clon[sli[d]ered the [f]al[s]e [d]ualllity of the [ph][y]s[i]lc]al
and the [P][l]atoni[c], [clon[s]i[d]ering th[a]t, [a][c]tualllly,
the [plr[o]lpler [d][ilv[ils[ilon of [klind when it [clame to
(lJlolve wlalsn’t phlylslical and [s]plir[iJtual but
[iIn[s]tead [th]e [d]e[l]ayed and [th]e imml[e][d][i]ate. There
was [nJo [dliall][e][c]tlilc prlelslelnt here, [n]o [llong
[clonversations on the phlo]ne, [n][o] getting to k[n][o]w
one  a[nlother’s [s]lo]-{clalled [sle[c]irlets and
[iln[dJulg[ilng [iln [th]e [th][x][i]l[ilng [i][d]io[cly of what’s
hlil[dd]leln, of the a[m]use[m]ent par[k] of tiny I[ilttle
[sle[clrets. There i[nlevitab[l]ly] would [clome [a] [t]ime
when [Allm]lilln]a [a]lc]tuallllly] [a]sked Ha[k][i]m [t]o
[tlell a I[i]ttle [m]ore about hl[i]lm[s]elf, that it [s][ee]med
(1]i[kle, [n]ow [th]at sh[e] [thJought a[blout it, she [blarel[y]
[e]ven k[nJew him! [t]Jo which Ha[k]im [c]ons[i]dered h[i]s
own [tlrauma, [wlhich of [clourse [w]asn’t exa[c]t[l]y
[rleal, he [clon[tlemp[l]Jated his youth with a [r]are
[m]o[mlen(t]a[rly flerlMor] and wliltn[e]ssed [th]at all
[th]le]se [m]e[m]o[r][ie]s be[clame [m][a]s]s-[p]rloduced
[a]lc]tion [fligures [clom[p][l][e]te[l]ly] [m]el[tled in[tlo a
strilp] of [plavelm]ent [iln the un[florg[ilv{ilnglly
b[1][i][s]te[r][i]ng [Clai[r]o [s]un, [a]nd [a]s he [tlurned [t]o
his [lleft, [s] (llellly to e[slclal]pe Amina’s [e]v[e]r
int[e]n[slifying glalze, [hle [cloul[d]n’t [h]el[p] [blut n[o]te
a [Slan[d]ra [Blullock [p]lo]slter for a [m]ovie [c]alled
[Mliss [Sle[cr[e]t [Alglelnt h[ulng [ulp adjalic]lelnt.
[Rlepeating the title [a]gain to [hlim[s]elf [H]a[kl]im
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[s][1low(l]y [allrr]ilved at  the dis[qJulileting
[clon[c][l]usion [th]at [thlere [plerhalpls [elxi[s]ted [a]n
[elntire [Sland[r]a [Blu[llJo[c]k [e][clonomy [a]ll [aJround
him, that [e]ntire [s]wathes of the f[i]lm [i]n[d]u[s]t[r][y]
were [iJn[d][i]s[c][r][i]m[i]natelly] [d]e[d]i[c]ated t[o] the
[r][ulth{l]ess [pllrlo[d]uction of a[dd][i]t[ilonal [S]an[d]ra
Bu[lllo[c]k [clontent, ex[c][lJulslive[lly [clon[s]t[r]ulc]ted
for a [r][alvenous [S][a]nd[r]a [Blu[lllo[c]k f[aln [b]ase.
[Pleo[plle, [nJot at all in ob[s]lclure [nJum[blers,
[alb[slo[l]utellly  [alldJored  [S][aln[d]ra  [Blullo[c]k,
[a]lplparentl[y]! [Blut how [c]ould this [b][e]? [th]at [th]ese
shit [s]t[ailns jlulst [cloul[d]n’t get en[ou]gh [o]f [Slan[d]ra
[Blullo[c]k, [clould th[ey]? to the [e]xte[n]t a[n] [e]ntire
i[n][d]Jus]t[r]y had developed to [qluench [th]e [[th]irst for
[th]lis] [Slan[d][r]a Bullo[clk [c]lon]tent. Oh no! M([iss]
[Cllon]ge[nliality wasn’t [n][ealr[l][y] e[nJoulgh] [S]and|[r]a
Bu[lllJock [flor these [lJulr]id m[a]ssles of [S][a]ndra
BJu[llJock shit [s]tains! Hlo]pe [F][l]loa]ts was
slcratching the [slur{flace of [w]h[a]t [w][als [c
a] Malrlilaln[a] t[rlench-lliikle itch [flor the
uln[a][d]ulte[r]Jated  plrlo[dJulcltion of [S]an[d]r]a
Bu[lllo[c]k [flilms. [Sllpleed and [Dle[m]o[l][ilt[ilon
[M][a]n [a]nd The [P][r]o[p]lo]sal - n[o]! these in[s][a]tiable
zealots [d]e[m]an[d]ed [Mliss [Sle[c]ret [Algent as we]ll!
[Mliss [Clonge[nlialllity the [S]le]lcJond: Armed [a]nd
[Flla]bu[llous, [nJot e[vlen that a[clute(lly
[clock[slu[clking [flilm [c]ould [slu[ffli[cle [flor these
[c]
[
[

I—Js_l

[ [blarel]ly
[ ]ear(l]ly
[

[

clo[clk[slu[c]king [Cllr]uls][alld]ers of e[v]e[r]ything
Slan[d][r]a Bullo[c]k. To H[a]klim’s [a]lm][a]ze[m][e]nt,
Mliss  [Sle[c]rlet [Alglelnt was [s]till [slomehow
ne[cle[ss]alrly! [Blird [Blox, Ocean’s [EiJght - this
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end[l]e[s]s [1][i]lslt of [iln[s][ilplild [f][illms, [c]ould there
[elver [ble [elnou[gh] [Blullo[c]k? Halklim thought,
[aJvoiding [A]min[a]'s gaze, [rlea[l]lilzing his en[t][i]re
chlilldhood was a b[lob of [p][l]astic [m][e]l[t]ed in[t]o a
[Clai[r]o [plave[m]lelnt. There [e]xis[tled [a]n [e]n[t]ire
[s]lu]b-[plo[plull]ation that [s][ulb[sli[s]ted [s]leeming[lly
[slolellly on [Slandra Bu[lljock films? H[alkim asked
[A]lmli]n[a] if shle]’d [s]lee]n that [m]ovie plo][s]ted [o]ver
there, [Mliss [Sle]lclrlet Agent? With [Sland[r]la
Bu[lljo[c]k? Was that, [lli[kle, a [sle[qluel to Miss
[Clonge[nlialitly] by a[n]ly] chance? Almli[n]a [n]oted
ex[clited[l]ly] that shle]'d a[cJtua[lllly] [s]leeln the
sllellqluel to [Mliss [Clongleln[ilalllitly], that it was
clalled Armed [a]lnd Fla]bu[llous, [s]o she [clast doubt
ulplon whether [plartilclu[llar film [clould [b]le] its
plro[pler [s]lellqluel, [blut thle]n [slugg[e][s]ted that it was
lo

Iyl

— —

plolssli[b][l]ly] [plart of a t[rlilllog[y]? This [Slan[d][r]a

Blulllo[c]k in[d]Ju[s]t[r]ly] had [bleen a[lllowed to

[
[
[Blull

[pllrlolllife[r]ate, [sleeming[l][y] in[cle[ss]ant[1][y], and now
Ha[k][ilm r[ea]llized, once and for all, that hl[e] and
Alm]i]ln]a ba[slilcla[l]ly [l][ilved [d]e[r][ilvative [llives in
[whhat [w]as fun[c]tional[l[ly] a [Slan[d][r]a Bu[lllo[c]k
[

d][rJiven e[clo[n]o[m][y].
n/o 866:1118 775

5.13 [A]ll [a][rJound [h]im, [h]is w[h]ole [l]ife, he’d [bleen

un[rlepentant(lly  [slu[rrloun[dled [bly [Slan[d]r]a
[Blullo[c]k’s [flillm]og[r]a[ph]ly], [blut [o]nlly] in this
[m]lo]lm]ent [d]lild thli]s un[flai[lling[lly [dle[p]lrlessing
[flalc]t [ble[clome [a]p[pla[rlent to him. In [f][a]clt,
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[Almina [clontinued, gllaln[cling [a]t the [plo[s]ter
[aJgain, Miss Se[c]ret [A]gent was [a]ctuallllly] just

a[njother [n][aJme for [M]iss [Clongeni[a][l]it[y], the [flirst
[flilm, [n]ot Armed [a]nd [F][a]bu[l]ous, [h][a]d [H]a[k][i]m

sleeln [i]t? It was [a][c]tually [plretty d[elc[elnt! Bu[l]lo[c]k
[plllayls a  [qlulolte-un[glulo]te  [tlou[gh]  and
[tlom[bloyish [F][B]I [a]gent in the [A]lc]tion [s]l[a]sh
[Clomedy, it was a film th[a]t [c]ontained [a][c]t[ilon yet
also [clom[eldic re[l]lielf, as [Blu[lllo[c]k was, [d]espite
[blleling tr[a][d][i]t[ilonally [a]ttr[a]ct[ilve, a [tlough [blut
also [tlom[b]loylish [d]e[t]e[c]tive, which challenged
[tlra[d][i]t[ilonal gen[d]er [nJorms. One [al[s][plle[c]t
[Almi[n]la] enjloyled [al[blout the film was the
[blall]lalnce of [a]lcltion with [s][plurts of [clom[e]dic
[rle[l][ie]f! She [1Joved [s][plurts of [clomi[c] [r]e[l]ief! This
would [clontrast with Bu[llJo[c]k’s [l]ater wor[k] [iln a
flillm [lli[k]e [Blird [Blo[x], where she’d [t]a[k]e a [m]uch
[more serious [tJlurln in hler] [a]c]ting [c]areer.
Hla][k][ilm [a]d[ml]itted to [A]lm][ilna th[a]t, [a]ctual[l][y],
hle] [ble[l]lielved [Slandra [Blu[lllo[c]k, well, that she
[sJulc]ked. [N]o, [n]ot that she [w]as the [w][or]st pler] [s]e,
no there were obvious[lly [m]ore at[r]ocious a[c]t[r]e[ss]es
thlajn [S]la]ndra [Blu[lllo[c]k. [Blut how [m]any
ex[a][c]t[l]y? [Ble[clause San[d]ra [Blu[l]lo[c]k,
alcclor[dling to Halklim, was a [plarti[clu[l]ar[l][y]
[n]auseating [plerso[n]a[llitly]. He just found her, he
[dli[dn’t k[n]lolw, [a] [blit of an [a][n]noying im[b]ecile?
While, [n]lo], [hle [hJadn’t [s]leeln maln]y of her
[fllealture [flilms [s]tart to [f][i][n][i]sh he [d]i[d]n’t [fleel
like hle] [n][ee]ded [t]o [t]o [ble [a][b]le [t][o] [a]rrive at [a]
[ I

[flairly [c]lon[fli[d]ent [clon[c][l]lulsion that she was
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[bllallslilcla[llly v[o]mit in[d][u]lcling. She [clertain[lly
[wlasn’t a pillllar of [c][r]eative [b][rli[lllian[cle! The
[wlorld, in Halklim’s mfilnd at [llea[s]t, [d]i[d]n’t
re[qlulilre any [f]lur]thler] [Slandra [Blu[lllock [flilms!
This i[d]ea, Ha[k]im [s]aid, th[a]t [S][a]n[d]ra [BJu[ll]o[c]k
should have [bla[sli[c]a[l]lly] an entire in[duls]t[r][y]
[bluilt alrJound her, [flor the [slole [plur[plose of
[plrold]ulcling [m]ore and [m]ore [S]an[d][r]a Bu[lllo[ck]
[flilms, it [s]lee]ms [clom[p][l][e]te[llly] ab[slurd to me!
[Slan[d][r]a Bullock? If there’s a [slingle [d]ata [ploint we
[clan [r]efe[r]le]n[cle to [sluggle][s]t that our [s]o[c][ilet[y]
[i]s [iln [d]lilre n[ee]ld of [rle[florm I th[ilnk [i]t’s the
[plultlrlid [fllalct thlalt a [m]lolvie was [pl[r]o[d][ulced
and [rle[lleased un[dler the [tlitle [Ml]iss Congenia[llity
[Tlwo: Armed [a]nd Fla]bulllous! [Thle [f]la]lc]t [th][a]t,
not only was thla]t [f]lilm [a][c]tually [plro[d]Julcled, [blut
this  enltlire [Slan[dlra  [BJu[lllo[c]k  in[dJu[s]try
[clon[t]linues to o[ple[r]lalte and [pl[ro[lli[fle[r][a]te, even
to this [d][aly? how [c]lan you [n]ot [ble just a [llittle
offlen[d]ed [bly that, Ami[n]a? It’s [a]ll just [a] [tlad
[gllr]o[tlesque you have to ad[ml]it! Well I dis[a][g][r][ee]!
[Allmlina [rle[tlorted, I like her [m][olv[ie]s, Ha[k]im! I
think she’s [alm][u]s[ing], [blut [a]lso [b]razen in a way
(I] flilnd en[dJealr]ling]. En[d]ea]lrling, Halk][ilm
[rle[pllealted [e][qluallly] in [d][is]guls]t and [d][is][blel[ie]f,
en[d][ea][r]ing? [N]o], I wla]tched [Blird [B][o]x, and I'll
[slim[p](lly [n]lo]te that my [lle[f]t [n]ut [a][f]ter a h[a]l[f]
an hour [rlun is [m]ore endealr]ing [th]an [th]at [m]ov[ie],
Alm][illn]Ja! And [Sllplleeld with [K]lela[n]u [R][eelves?
[C]'Im]on! [O]h, and dloln’t even [s]tart with Hfo]pe
[Fll[o]ats! the [flact there [elxists [aln [e]ntire
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[sJub-[plo[plulation of [E]g[ylpltlilans [d]e[d]i[c]ated to,
what? the [c]o[llle[c]lted [Sland[r]a  [Blu[ll]o[c]k
lilmog[rla[ph]ly]? is just ab[s]o[l]ute[llly] [mlind
blogg[lling to [m]le]! - it’s [a]ctuall]ly] [a]n [a]ffront to
lood taste [Allm]lilna, it’s [a]lc]tually the be[s]t

Jhri[s]tmals] [glift [o]f [a]ll time to utter ab[s]urdity, it’s
slomething wle] nleeld to em[p]lJoy teams of our finest
sliclho[l]ars [tlo [s]tuld]y [tllo] [pllrlo[d][ulce [rligo[r]ous
cllallsle [s]tuld]ies [d]e[t]ailing [elx[t]leln[d]ed
hly[plothe[sles as to [hlow this [s]t[a]te of [a]ffairs was
aJllowed to o[c]cur!
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