LEXICON
“THAT ALLEGORY IS DRAWN OUT OF RHETORIC, NOTHING OF NATURE”
- WILL SHAKSPER, “THE BEARD OF AVON” BY AMY FREED
1) Stranded.

We hear speaker walk closer, and then walk WITH us, we’re in Castaway’s head
Out here, there’s nothing but your thoughts.  That is: the ocean, the sand, and your thoughts.  Beautiful, Beautiful Tho… That is: ocean, sand, hunger, cold, thoughts, and… Stars.  Beautiful, Beautiful Sta… And coconuts.  Coconuts everywhere.  You hear them fall to the sand every so often.  Plumpf.  Plumpf.  That’ll be my head if I’m not careful.  Plumpf.  Coconuts, the Stars, and my thoughts.  

Build Overlapping words to create “thought chatter”
When will I finish wasting time, and begin using all these empty shells around me as tools?  The coconut husks lying in the sand on this empty island of mine would be best put to use collecting the raindrops, the milk, refreshment, sustenance.  But I have no patience to form complex structures.  Maybe at night, when it’s dark and my thoughts run away, but then I’m always tired and scared.  During the day, I skip and skip and skip over to the next husk.  Poke it with my machete once, twice, then on to the next, carefree as a gull.  Not one of them all that fascinating, but most have just enough milk or meat to hold my interest for a few minutes.  

Do we hear this construction?

Sure, I’m trying to see how they all might fit together, but! I’m trying to be impressive about the whole operation – I’ll work it all out in my head first so that I don’t waste my energy.  So that I can, presto, produce an intricate, brilliant, detailed, efficient and complete coconut rain-gathering machine.  Why should I labor strenuously to build, fail, rebuild, fail once again, and frustrate myself with the never-ending success and loss of imperfect human creation?  After all, if I don’t let myself rest every so often I might run out of steam.

World cuts out, building beat, like a grinding steam train
I have no discipline of the coconut.  I have no mastery of the soul, of the pen, of the brush, of the microphone, of the wooden spoon.  I surround myself with ingredients because I revel in the ingredients, but not the subtler fine workings of complex and beautiful art and science.  I have no patience to construct the sublime tuned harmonies, the balanced flavors, the flowing colors.  I throw the ingredients together in a clump, stomp on it once, twice, and call it: 


Art.

Perhaps I am achingly visionary in this way.

Plumpf.

II) Manifesto.
Benedictine Monks
The last actual idea that I had was for an illuminated manuscript, [cool, I love monks] and it was this, I wrote:  

Printin g Press gone crazy, News Reel voice/ Carnival Barker


“Manifesto:  This is me.  The following is my manifesto.  I’m about to do something really neat.  Don’t close your eyes, cause I’m going to do something really neat, but I’m not sure what quite yet, so it may pass by your field of vision at an extremely accelerated rate.  It’s just this:”  

Machine Whirs down

[crazy!] And there, I ran out of steam.

I think that’s when I first felt the dread that I have nothing important to say.  [totally] Hell, all most 22 year olds are really concerned about, let’s be honest, is how long since their genitals were properly interfaced. Interfaced=Clamps/Cash Register/Swing Trumpet/AIM Logon beep

[right?}

Sure, Sure, it’s all very exciting.  But.

Valkyries played on Power Tools  that ends with a fart

So there was this idea that I had built up in my head - so grandiose in scope and so insightful in concept that it was clearly far too epic for there ever to be a way to actually get to writing it down on something as concrete and rigid as paper.  This immortal kamikaze vision was thus:

[beat, then: cough]

Music, slow verb with sudden build on “Sun” Polyphonic Spree?

Two friends find themselves interfacing [Interfacing] in a comparatively unexciting way [Unexciting Interfacing / AIM Logoff] in a park late one  Saturday eve, and they are struck dumb as the sun appears, throne, scepter and chariot, at the edge of the sea. They are overcome with an inexplicable yet complete joy and awe that we shall call ‘the spirit of Mr. Turtle.’  {Mr. Turtle Synth Pad Sound} [Glorious Interfacing during:} They are so struck with wonder by the scene of the sun interfacing with the lake interfacing with the wind interfacing with the autumn leaves interfacing with their poor dim monkey’s eyes, one of them somehow erupts forth a possibly brilliant and socially dangerous idea:  

{Drum March and building crowd sounds builds under:}
Every week, they will meet here. Saturday morning, at dawn.  Every week they will bring one person along, to witness the glory of the sunrise on Saturday, and hopefully, witness the glorious spirit of Mr. Turtle.  The people they bring along will each bring another person, each week.  They’re all encouraged to bring all kinds of people… Friends, Strangers, the Homeless, the Downtrodden.  After some quick calculations, let’s see…

{Vocal effect:  Verb as through megaphone}

2X2=4,   4X2=8,   8X2=16,  16X2=32, 32X2=64, 64X2=128, 128X2=256, 256X2=512
(stop me if you’ve heard this one)

EIGHT weeks and you’ve got a mob!  {dude.}  (Drum hit out) 

Keep in mind, it’s early on a Saturday… people are making a personal sacrifice to be there. {grumble grumble fucking early} They begin their meeting always with the awe-inspiring beauty of nature… Even if it’s a rainy, shitty day –(quick thunder / downpour / drizzle) even then the fog diffuses the city lights, (brave birds) and the patter of the rain on the leaves quiets the bitter inner monologues, and someone will have most likely brought hot coffee {mmm thankyou} and warm danish {dude} and stale bread {eww.} to share with the huddled pigeons. {oh} The dangerous social experiment?  After six or seven weeks, what does this tired, dedicated, coffee-sipping mob start doing of its own free will?  (megaphone) Do leaders emerge, anxious to mold this secular interest group to a purpose of their own devices?  Do they march en masse to the wrong side of the tracks and start (Jackhammers, Basketball) cleaning up, Refinishing roads and Painting Murals and Giving Back to the Greater Community of which they are but a small fraction?  Do they break up after sunrise? {this is bullshit!} Do they form their own religion?  {free form from A3H} Do they give up after four weeks, because for crying out loud, it’s five in the morning on a Saturday, and they finally had the opportunity to properly interface their genitals (Cha-Ching!) last night, and they gave up dancing and drinking for this bullshit?!?! (Ambience suddenly  Out) {yeah, bullshit!} 

As a friend of mine says, {that makes for a better social experiment than it does a hypothetical illuminated manuscript.}  And boy is he right.

III) Recipe.

(Mixing bowl and Kitchen Sounds for a while, then:)

Fold in brown sugar to egg whites.  Stir, stir and stir.  The ingredients don’t always want to go together.  Sometimes you have stir the fuck out of it, rather, in to it.  Like when you’re using peanut butter or almond paste.  The recipe says ‘fold’ when it means ‘stir the fuck out of it, but for CRYING out LOUD not anymore than necessary.’  


(Mixing Montage ends with Really loud Electric Mixer gone crazy)

Same is true with writing, music, sound engineering, drawing, editing video, baking.  (Baker scrapes up remnants of last recipe and then starts again with mixing build.  Breath, then:) When it seems most delicate and refined, that’s when you know the sap behind the screens mixing the batter has finally mastered his ingredients, discovered their properties, refined and focused his senses, redefined his process, and then BEAT the ACHING SOUL out of it all, spilling flour all over his clothes, squirting the lemon juice in his eyes, ripping a hole in his mixing bowl with his spoon, flinging batter all over the walls, screaming, sobbing, then finally scraping the globs of dough off the ceiling and into his rusty pan, slapping it in the oven and after all that, BURNING it, BURNING the whole mess into a caramel carbon shell (oven door crash boom slam).  After all this pain and failure, he picks up the pieces and starts it all again.  From scratch.  Just to get it ‘right.’

This “process” never ends.  It’s what we artists and scientists call “utter foolhardy madness.”

But it’s really love – that drives the artist to work, rework, get the ingredients and the timing just right.  Love, and the glorious spirit of Mr. Turtle.

IV) Goggles.

(Mr. Turtle Theme)

PATH.  TAO.  WAY.  TRUTH.  GOD.  ROAD.  JOURNEY.  BLACK.  WHITE.  When we look about the world around us, we put on our favorite goggles first.  They’ve got those sweet tinted lenses so everything looks a little blue, pink, whatever.  Some of these lenses are really powerful… cokebottle lenses. that let you see forever in one direction, so you can see the coke machine on the edge of the horizon, but that won’t prevent you from tripping over the turtle right next to you.  

The lenses are made of philosophy.   They are forged and cut and polished through our many years, and if you put on some else’s, you’ll get a monster headache. (Overwhelming hum leads to “funny documentary music” – Bluegrass?)

For example, we’ve got these goggles here which are labeled “Red State / Blue State”  It’s sort of Dr. Seussy, which is why I bring it up.  Here, put on these goggles for a second:

Ah, that’s better.  Now the Red Staters love Consensus.  The Blue Staters love Critical Thought.  That’s not quite true.  The Red Staters will act like they love Consensus…  but they’re really Critical of people who don’t love Consensus.  And The Blues, well, they’ll act like they love Critical Thought, but they really want to build Consensus with the people who don’t love Critical Thought. {um, what?} Reds value, above all things, Stability;  while Blues value, above all things, Flexibility.  In Red States, Good Ideas are Time-Tested.  In Blue States, Good Ideas are the Next Big Thing.  Blue Staters just want to Complain until you Listen.  Red Staters just want you to Shut Up until you Shut Up.  In Red States, what’s important is getting the job done.  In Blue States, what’s important is doing the job right.  As a result, nothing ever gets done in Blue States.  As a result, everything that is done in Red States is usually Bad.  In Red States, No one will listen to The Boy who Cries Wolf.  In Blue States, No one will help Chicken Little bake the Bread. (documentary music wraps up)
Cool.  Eyes Adjusted?  Now try to see the whole city.  Try really hard.  Come on.  You can totally do it.  It was there a second ago.  Oh wait, here, take off the goggles, silly.

There it all is.   

(Dangerous Primal Drums Build, end with Ketjak)

Here’s the deal.  All these goggles are like knives – they help us cut through the outer layer of reality and see inside, but they destroy that reality in the process. They are useful when you want to build things, but be careful, because they will blind and cut you and your friends. 

We pick up and discard these powerful and dangerous machetes to open the most difficult and juicy coconuts, and we suck our milk and meat from them.  We dimpled monkeys have done this from the beginning.  But only a few people will ever fit them together in useful ways to form great three-dimensional visions that truly approximate the world that surrounds us.

V) Night.

(Ketjak crashes out, Crickets and Night waves)

It’s late, and dark.  One forty A.M, by the stars.  Ah well.  Better to scratch these ideas in the tree bark now than keep them locked away in my mind.  This record may be the only remnant of these thoughts by next week.  Who knows… Maybe the only remnant of me.  Perhaps by writing all these thoughts down and throwing them into the ocean, I’ll set off inspiration in another poor soul across the waters!  

That would be nice.

I’m hungry and cold.  If I don’t feed myself enough, and soon, I won’t be able to finish this manuscript.  Plumpf.  Not to mention that if I’m not quick on my feet I’ll be brained by all this falling fruit.  

That’s it, it’s time to build it.  No time but the present.  I’ll start with this one.   And this one, the second.  Now to find some way to bind them together.

If only there was a bit more light on the beach at night, I could see what I’m looking for.  When you’re in the dark, the hardest thing to do after taking the first step is Knowing what direction you should take the second step.

Tomorrow I shall build Tiki Lamps.

VI) Fire and Water.

(Turtle Drone)

BELIEFs are amazing.   Each and every one is a result of having seen something TRUE at some point.  Usually in our adolescence.  But those damn goggles have a pernicious way of shape shifting Truth in the mind… The face of God, when manifested in the poor dimpled minds of us dim monkeys, tends to be unsettlingly familiar…

(Industrial beat with Turtle Drone)
You start off in this world on fire. It’s a cold blue flame on your skin that won’t be put out, and around every corner you search for a puddle to jump into, and they all seem to be crawling with grinning vipers who are pleased as punch to pump you full of their venom and wrap their coils around your limbs and offer you a ride to the bottom of the water.  You run for years with your chicken head cut off.  It’s a personal kind of hell.  One day you open that last desperate door and SPLASH!  

Suddenly your skin is cool.  You’re talking, slowly, calmly, to your old, old, old friend, the good Dr. N.J. Turtle, who has the deep voice of something ancient that fills your head and answers even your most insecure and obvious questions with extreme prejudice and patience.  “The fire will return,” the voice tells you, “it’s just the way things are, but all you have to do to be rid of it is walk through that door.”  

The good Dr. makes you feel… No, not quite that, he lets you feel so welcome, so comfortable, so alive, no wonder all of us that have chatted with him feel more special, more touched, than the rest of the chimpanzees around us.  

(Industrial beat creeps back in and Turtle Statics out under.  Ominous and Dark Words.)
So we try to remember the path we took, the viper pits we passed on the road, the exact way we opened that door, using increasingly complex systems of logic and mechanisms of uncovery to show and share this wonderful event to the other fools:  Maps, Compasses, Star Charts, Treatises, Manifestos.  You tell the other idiots, who for some ungodly reason think they know the way to the good doctor, only they don’t call him the good doctor, they call him Ms. Verdana Flowerbosom,…

You tell them, no no, I’m sure I have it right, you see, I was smart and wrote all the maps and directions you need down in this thick tome here and you’ll need to read it all the way through and most likely memorize great chunks of it to find the good doctor and put out that fire on your skin and, huh!  How ‘bout that, your skin doesn’t seem to be on fire, that’s odd, here, let me help you with that.

Click, Click, Foom.  (Dancers use lighters here, Huge Inferno sound)
You see?  Suddenly, I’ve become misguided, and it only took a minute.

VII) Spiral.

(Cascading Loop of Sound.  Distant City / Hungarian Polyphony / Free Form / River, building and stretching hypnotically, circling, expanding)

AND Then, in contrast with these colored and taped lenses that we are quite comfy and content seeing everything through, you have the actual shape of the universe:  An infinitely expanding sphere, objects traveling every which way in all three dimensions – possibly made yet more complex by certain fourth-dimensional characteristics too complex to model.  Except in vague terms.  Something about Silly String. (Overlap: Aerosol Burp)
What can a human do to understand as much of this universe as he can?  Other than look at a clear sky and rising sun interfacing over the surging waves… and hope that this fleeting moment of beauty somehow reflects the nature of the entire universe?  (Speeds up) If you could only see all the forces that are at work (Suddenly Quiet, but Intense) on this one, empty coconut shell, and you could identify and measure all the ingredients contained within it, you might be able to conjecture a reasonable image or blueprint of the whole mechanism and structure that caused it to be.   Right? (Crescendo, Accelerando, the Comet Speeds Away.)  But where do we start?  What model, what path, what goggles can we put on to give us as much of the overall shape and detail of this, the world around us, and the metaphysical forces that guide underneath the surface? 

(Foot Prints on Sand)

To walk in a straight line your whole life, you run the risk of ending your life in the wrong place.  To walk in a circle, you ensure that you will never end up anywhere.  

(Foot Prints Circle the Audience, Montage Spiral, Dual tone circles)

The spiral is an ever-expanding line that curves around and ever-outwards in all directions.  And the thing about a spiral is that it never heads in one direction for any discernable amount of time, but

The Spiral Always Orbits the Center.

(Dual Voices Comet out)

VIII) Edge.

(Delta Blues Guitar)

NATURALIST Jones went to the edge of the world one day and he stared over the edge, and he done said “Well dis ain’t no fair ting that’s been done did here, puttin’ here an edge ta dis here world right where peoples dey might get hurt, fall off de edge, or worse yet, dey might lose hope.”  Then Naturalist Jones thought for a minute or two, cooked some beans and rice in his crockpot, said good bye to all the birds and kind forest creatures, just in case, and the next day he up and climbed over the edge of the world to the other side.

That’s just the sort of thing Naturalist Jones would do, too.

(Buffeting, Comforting Wind.  Whispers:)

SEE as the branch of the tree waves hello?  
To whom does it wave as it blows to and fro?

IX) Return.

(blues guitar reprise)

THE next day Naturalist Jones returned, with a new understanding of the forces at work behind the blowing of the wind, the rising of the tides, an’ the sprouting of the plants.  “Yer see,” he told us, “On the other side of the world, dey’s got nothing but red clay earth.  No water, no wind, hardly any air to breathe.  See all dem tings dat we gots upa here, a human beeng’s got ta have, else he get downherted.  All human beings, dey kin get some kinda joy outta da wonder o’ small tings:  As wey of examples, Lookee here dis rock I found over de other side, why dis rock’s got all kinda rings and circles and colors on de inside.  I sit here, and wonder how dat rock come to be, and outta all dat wondering, I get some kinda joy.”  Naturalist Jones stood up and brushed the red sand and dust from his trousers.  “Let’s you and I make some tea.  I had a long day o’ walkin’, and I feel lika sippin sometin werm.”


Naturalist Jones is a man who’s got the glorious spirit of Mr. Turtle in him all damn day.

X) War.

(Sousa, with Comical Fart and Squish Buttons)
WORLD politics in this our day of lady America is like a recurrent pimple on my forehead.  I can’t help but to pick at it, but when I do it just gushes blood and pus and gangrenous gook all over the damn place, then comes back the next day.  If I only had the money and self-discipline, I might hire a dermatologist who might recommend some astringent.


Picking at it?  You might as well be cutting your own forehead with a knife.  Keep it all clean, she might say, and then the blemishes will disappear of their own 

free 

will.
(Fireworks)
XI) Failure.

(Whump.  Incredibly close, strained voice.  Fear. Muffled Ocean)

THEN it’s over.  I’m done for.  I’m standing here on my deserted island beach, and I finally unlock something, I fit two of the coconuts together, bind them with reeds, and I get all turned on and excited and I find myself, at the end, distracted, drunk and no longer paying attention to the matter of where the third coconut fits in the scenario.  That’s when the critic flies in, kicks sand in my eye and puts jackass ears on my head.  Suddenly I’ve got coconut milk all over me whereas before I could have sworn that I had a great idea…  It’s this damn self-centered mind of mine,… 

and probably the fact that I’m a 22 year old.


At 3 o clock when I have no light the answer comes to me.  
At 10’ o clock, when I have nothing but light, the idea has declared

bon voyage.
XII) Sonnet.

(Seedy City sounds.  Ambience of Underworld.  Music overlaps)

SHALL I comp heir me to a bummer’s pay?

Sow’s heart bore a glovely Kenmore thumbprint.

Tough wins, Sue baked the sterling suds I layed.

End bummer’s lease, ass hole, two short, you’re late.

Sometime too hot the eye of Steven shines,

and often is his cold complex shunning skimp’d.

And ivory fare from fair credit line declined,

wide pants are sutured, charley horse unhinged.

But my infernal bummer shall not fade,

Nor loose transgression on that fare thou owest;

Whore shall, debt-hag, grow wanderlust from his pay.

Then snort internal - lines the kind of his Blow best.

So long as men can breathe, or I can glee,

so long lives this, and this gives life to me.

XIII) Lingua.

(This feels like likely cut.  Booming LOTR Furnaces, Shuddering Steel Beams Construction and Fire.)
WITNESS the little-recognized power in words.  Even nonsense is more powerful than it first appears.  You string the right words together into a powerful idea – a code, a nam-shub, a dogma, a mind-twisting revolutionary lens through which to view the world, and then you stuff that idea into a well-crafted story or myth, a pair of goggles so smooth and calming that every poor slob you meet on the beach will comprehend your idea the moment they put them on.  Interesting, is it not, that the most powerful ideas in our history – Judaism, Christianity, Buddhism, Capitalism, Democracy, Communism, Islam - radical and revolutionary in the beginning, spread like wildfire and touched the lives of nearly every human being on the planet, and suddenly became commonplace, assumed, and obvious?  That when and where these ideas met each other, the humans on the front lines become philosophically or physically mangled, twisted and confused by what seemed like huge overpowering spiritual and philosophical mandates.   
Even more interesting is that these ideas all seem to touch on the same points… 

or perhaps come back to the same points?  


Could all these philosophies and religions just be pickaxes?  
Tools for mining and harvesting?  

And if so, just what are the earthly treasures that they pluck from the ground?

XIV) Lost.

(Crashing Waves on Rocks.  Spiraling Gulls. 

WHAT in the world am I supposed to do with all this time I have on this rock, anyway?  I can’t remember the important things I learned and the wonderful ideas I had last week, let alone throughout my lifetime.  What good is supposed to come of this time if I can’t remember where I’ve been?  My footprints are washed away with the tide every night.  How in the world am I supposed to move forward and outward in a beautiful, glorious spiral if I’m just a lonely spinning asteroid,


with no concept of where I came from and where I’m going to?

XV) The Philosophy of Noise.

It is common knowledge that if you harvest yourself a beam of sunlight and shine it through a dewdrop, the white light will split into every color in the visible spectrum.  If, through a system of carefully arranged dewdrops, you were then able to recombine these colors in equal amounts, you could then, theoretically, fling a beam of pure white light back out the same dewdrop.  

In sound, there is a similar phenomenon:  If you played every note on a keyboard, nay,… EVERY note on EVERY instrument…  nuh uh, every FREQUENCY from 20 Hertz to 20 Kilohertz all at the same time, at equal volumes, all those notes would combine to form that wonderful, magical tune called white noise.  Static.  It’s true.  Science has proved it irrefutably.  You would think that all those beautiful notes played together would make something beautiful.
 

But Static Is Too Much For The Ear To Handle.

Just the same, It is complexly beautiful:  White Noise is the sound of water flowing, the sound of a crowd roaring, the sound of a soft breath, the sound of waves crashing upon the shore, and there is a little bit of white noise in the background, in silence.  White Noise is Everywhere, All the Time. But if you break white noise into all its component frequencies, and you arrange them neatly in delicate constructs, you get beauty.  Undeniable beauty.

The Human Mind does not find the basic truth, the stuff of the world, to be beautiful.  Truth is Hard To Swallow.  The beauty of the world comes from our filters.  The beauty comes from the Way that We See.  And a small few of us, they see the White Noise for what it could be and thereby see the beauty in it as well

XVI) Diagram.

(Overlap Hindu Drone with Comb Filtering that speeds up, and something else crazy.  This is comforting and out of control, a buffeting vortex.)

ALL the philosophies and religions of the world, if they could be drawn together, diagram-like, with all the coconuts properly connected, they might form a multi-tiered structure of layered circles and spinning arcs, like two open hands passing over each other. At closer inspection, with the assistance of relaxed breathing, the spinning arcs might become a single rotating spiral, with a figure superimposed over the fire of television static, human, but face and shape undefined but to the beholder.  To see this hypothetical diagram, a map of the universe, might be to experience the great comfort of being a very small thing.  
To chat with the figure at the center could be to witness firsthand one’s innermost self or perhaps the whole of humanity, perhaps the whole of creation.  You see, the three are the one and the same.  


The beauty is:  I cannot say to you, the listener, what the figure at the center would be composed of, the ideas manifested within, the manufacturing process behind, and the system at work underneath, because no matter who you are, the figure would be exactly 


what it needed to be for you to listen.


XVII) Surgery.

(The Other voice has a Death-defying Escape Over Skyline.  John Williams-esque Climax Music and sounds of speaker stealing the manuscript.  We follow him a la Spiderman, he sometimes gets far away and sometimes close as we leap between buildings)

BE that as it may, it’s all mine!  I am keeping this lovely little morsel of insight to myself tonight.  You can’t hear the White Noise tonight, because tonight I am greedy.  Yum yum.  I will eat all the coconut I desire.  I will dance by the light of the Tiki lamps.  I will eat everything I can pull from the earth. I will eat all the yams, carrots, beans, all the trees, all the grass and diodes and uranium.  Tonight, I’m all about me.  I will save myself the best cuts of meat and the best pillows to sleep upon.  I will do whatever I want whenever I want.  I will change the channel in the middle of your favorite show.   Click.

Tonight I am also RIPSHIT.  Tonight I want to harvest that selfish, self-important lobe from my skull, drive my machete in and rip out the part of me that keeps me at arms length from empathy, sympathy, and trust – keeps me from Interfacing - and skewer it and offer it up as a sacrificial kebab over the bonfire and scream, nay SCREAM “THIS PIECE OF MY HEAD IS FAULTY.  THIS WAS THE INNEFFICIENT HUMAN PART OF ME… IT LET ME DOWN, IT QUIT RIGHT WHEN I NEEDED IT, IT KEPT ME FROM LOVING AND RESPECTING MY FELLOW MAN AS COMPLETELY AS HE DESERVED TO BE LOVED AND RESPECTED.  SO WHAT DID I DO?  I ISOLATED THE SON OF A BITCH AND CUT IT THE FUCK OUT.”  

(Our hero/antagonist falls to his doom.  Rushing wind, and a close, in head voice.  Speed and wind builds….)

Tonight I pray, I pray the good doctor and Ms. Verdana, and their great oceans of static in the sky will wrap me up in blankets of love to keep me from being lonely, because this is my night of darkness.  The stars have been extinguished tonight, oh yes, but the gulls will sing for me tomorrow.  They will sing for that poor sap who got fed up with his own flaws and cut out the only part of his own head that ever gave him joy and pain.  Ah, and that brings me comfort.  

(Quick Rise in Pitch.  Terminal Velocity / Silence)

XVIII) Plan.

(Return to a calm ocean)
I have determined that I have become my own greatest enemy.  I am nemesis.  I shall abandon my coconuts and build a raft and sail home, a shadow with a black wing that slices through the silver ocean and white froth, a dirty knife through a warm chocolate sea.  And I will be just as good as the rest of them.  

No more, no less.

(Wave, and the ship is launched.)

For upon this island I have found my Lexicon.  These are the words, tools, elements that I use to tell my stories.  This is my illuminated manuscript.  These are the fragments of value I have pulled from the sand: chips of gold, marble, ice, coal, chocolate and cheese.  This is a marriage of heaven and hell, of nature and void.  I am on both sides of every argument at the same time.  I see the world through any goggles I please, and gauge my success on my own terms.  And my final step shall be to endeavor to see through your eyes, and by so doing I relearn the mystery of wonder and whimsy ,

my only constant source of pain and joy.

XIX) Telescope.

(Gentle Spiral montage:  Whales, Tuvan Throat Singers, Celtic pipes, 

COULD It Be that at the center of the universe there is nothing but a jolly parental turtle who inspires joy and understanding in all who witness him?  And that humans, dim monkeys with a limited visual spectrum that we are, can only see this turtle through specially manufactured, highly complex lenses?  Telescopes? Systems of convex and concave mirrors?  AND!  It turns out that reflections of this same happy jolly parental turtle can be found in the, who would’ve guessed it, miniscule nuclei of atoms?  So if for any reason you can’t witness the turtle using any of the sixteen or so major high-powered telescopes that pepper the great nations of this neato blue planet, you can simply hop on down to your local electron microscope and witness Mr. Turtle in all his high-definition digitized microsized glory?  

Strings Build.  Mr. Turtle Theme builds, with Drums.
AND SO THEN GET THIS a poor slob on some island who can neither afford plane fare to hike it to the telescopes NOR bribe a lab tech to let him in to use one of these new-fangled microscopes, he gets this weird idea in his head that maybe, just maybe if he spends some time, trial and error on the project, he can piece together a device out of aluminum, tin cans, used refrigerator parts, an old black-and-white TV and a coupla tuning forks not to mention, heh, some coconut shells and reeds, and he waits until there’s a new moon and the earth is in the proper position and he peeks in his viewfinder in all its ghetto glory and then BY GUM THERE’S MR. TURTLE!

WILL YOU LOOK AT THAT!?

Mr. Turtle is waving back!

