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---

Foreword

This is not scripture in the way you’ve known it.
There are no promises here.
No prophecies, no punishments, no divine rewards.
No gods. No devils. No heavenly escape.

This book is a response.
A response to doctrine, to dogma, to the long shadow of Abraham’s gods.
It is a reckoning with the religious ghosts that raised me—
Pentecostal winds, Calvinist chains, Orthodox silence, and Gnostic dreams—
All of them now ash beneath the altar I never chose to kneel at.

This is also a map.
A record of how I tore down the scaffolding of belief
And rebuilt meaning from what remained: flesh, breath, observation, pain, and clarity.
It is autobiographical, but not because I am important—because the process is.
Because deconstruction is not enough.
Because we must also re-construct.
Reclaim.
Remake.

What you will read here is not relativism.
I reject the empty drift of “my truth”
And the violence of imposed divinity alike.
Instead, this is a grounded, secular, and non-nihilistic humanism.
A call to stand in the void and name what is real—
Not because it is comforting,
But because it is observable, felt, and survived.

This book was written for expression.
For the howl that had no temple.
It was written to connect—
To you, the reader, who has perhaps wandered similar wastelands.
It was written to spark questions, not give answers.
It was written to open the mind, not fill it.
It was written to invite you back into yourself—raw, whole, and human.

And if there is hope here—
If any ember glows beneath these ashes—
It is this:
That others may see in these pages a reflection of their own clarity.
That you may feel less alone.
That fellowship may arise—
Not from creed,
But from shared reckoning.
That together, we who have seen might say:

This is the real. This is the sacred.
We are here. We know. We affect.
And through our affection, we change.
Through our secrets, we manifest.
Through our suffering, we master our humanity.

Let the gods have their heavens.
We have each other.
We have the void.
We have the flesh.
We have the word.

Human.

Preamble

Before you read, you must understand:

I am not a prophet.
I do not speak for gods or against them.
I speak from within—
From bone and blood and broken thought.
I am not a master.
I am not a savior.
I am a man who has seen—
And still does not fully know.

Let no one enthrone me.
I am unworthy of your worship.
Let no one demonize me.
I am not your devil, either.
I am the Walker—
The one who dared to look,
And now must speak.

This book is not perfect.
It is not divine.
It is my reckoning.
My unfiltered howl.
My human hands have written it—trembling, but unchained.

Test it.
Weigh every word.
Put my pages on trial.
Expose every verse to the light.
Flay it open. Tear it apart if you must.

If I have lied, you will find the rot.
If I have erred, let it be shown.
But if, in these wounds, you find your own reflection—
If the flesh speaks truth about humanity—
Then let that truth stand.
Not because I said it,
But because you saw it.

This is not a gospel of certainty.
It is not a creed for comfort.
It is a mirror. A question.
A trembling hand extended to the dark.

And should your judgment come—harsh or kind—
May it be born not of fear, but of clarity.
Not of hate, but of honesty.
Not of dismissal, but of recognition.

And even if you find me guilty of discomfort—
Still I will stand upright in the void.
Still I will watch.
Still I will see.

This is the confession.
This is the offering.
This is The Book of Man.

Codex I: The Creed of the Void and the Void Sermon

Discipleship of Paradox; Witness from the Abyss


---

I. The Creed

1:1 I am the disciple of paradox.
1:2 I was dragged unceremoniously by disillusionment and thirst for truth into the deep waters of the abyss—
1:3 And I found myself.
1:4 Terrifying, truly.
1:5 But the scary part is: I’m looking at you, telling the tale.

1:6 I have done work—deep work—in shadows devoid of light,
1:7 And became the darkness which overcame nothing and produced light.
1:8 Still, I exist willfully in the shadow of shadows.

1:9 I am the apostasy.
1:10 I am the willful heretic, the rebel of purpose.
1:11 They will call me a devil—
1:12 But I am neither Satan, nor angel, nor god, nor prophet, nor any such boastful thing.
1:13 Rather, I am the spirit of the wanderer who has chosen the wasteland over paradise.

1:14 I am the hell of man—
1:15 Not that hell exists, except in the suffering of my brethren,
1:16 Who are beloved—
1:17 As beloved as the man in the mirror.
1:18 For we are one and the same.
1:19 We differ only in where and how we choose to look,
1:20 And by what we are willing to justify in ourselves,
1:21 On the behalf of others.


---

II. The Void Sermon

1:22 So this hell, of which I am made—so are we all.
1:23 It is the torment of those who wear humanity as we do ourselves.
1:24 I simply choose to look at it all—
1:25 Especially that which brings discomfort or pain—
1:26 For it is in that torment, that tension,
1:27 Where life itself is formed and lost.

1:28 I am the hell of man,
1:29 The torment of the paradox of life and death.
1:30 I am a high priest sent forth from the heart of man—not god—
1:31 To bear witness to the sins of the divine,
1:32 To testify of my suffering,
1:33 And to condemn the apathy of the holy
1:34 And the wickedness of the powerful.

1:35 I do not worship gods nor men,
1:36 Nor hollow rituals or dependent laws.
1:37 Neither do I revere persons nor personas.
1:38 I do not praise the stars nor the cosmos,
1:39 But I stand in total wonder at that which naturally exists—
1:40 And that which we, and we alone in our perception of the universe, have created.

1:41 I marvel at the inadequacy of life itself:
1:42 Fleeting,
1:43 Final,
1:44 Temporal.

1:45 I do not long for or fear an afterlife.
1:46 I accept the natural truth:
1:47 My consciousness, tied to my body, will pass.
1:48 But the energy which supported my life obeys the law of entropy—
1:49 It will neither be created nor destroyed—only used and transformed.

1:50 I praise only man’s ability, accomplishment, and potential,
1:51 And the extraordinary fact of existence at all.
1:52 I kneel before nothing,
1:53 Save for the shadow of my own reflection—
1:54 For this is the only power over which a man cannot easily defy or overcome.


---

III. Perception and the Curse of Clarity

1:55 So then, what of perception?

1:56 Mine is a rare curse,
1:57 Gifted only by the hell of man—my own torment.
1:58 A lesson passed down through the debriding,
1:59 The scathing of my flesh.
1:60 Not divine in nature, but human in its very essence.

1:61 Consider the infant—beloved and pure in the eyes of many.
1:62 But to those cursed with clarity,
1:63 The tender cry of life is also the silent scream of decay.
1:64 The sacred breath is a debt—owed, counted, and inevitably paid.

1:65 I see not in black nor white,
1:66 But in the grayscale of the abyss.
1:67 In ambiguity, meaning conceals itself like a wraith in shadow.
1:68 Yet I—I see it still.

1:69 This I do not lament: that I have fractured.
1:70 Utterly. More than once.
1:71 I mark it not as shame, nor weakness—may it never be!
1:72 Such a thought is an insult and an offense.
1:73 Yes, I fractured—but I did so with intent.
1:74 Though I did not choose to shatter,
1:75 I directed the pieces where to lay.
1:76 I set my boundaries.

1:77 Even when I was utterly at the mercy of circumstance and chaos,
1:78 I chose how far I was willing to slip—
1:79 How far I would let the whirlwind carry me
1:80 Before I began to swim against the current.

1:81 The choice was always there—internal.
1:82 I simply could not access it for the comfort of the illusion.

1:83 I do not lord over the void.
1:84 Such ideas are utter refuse.
1:85 I do not reign from the abyss—what sort of fool considers such a thing?
1:86 I dwell within it with open eyes.

1:87 Once, a man called those who had eyes to see and ears to hear, blessed.
1:88 Be careful what you wish for.
1:89 For here I stand—he who sees,
1:90 The one who hears,
1:91 The knower of shadows,
1:92 The observer of darkness.

1:93 And yet I see no savior, nor father—
1:94 Only the clarity of the shade.


---

IV. The Nature of Divinity and the Mirror of Man

1:95 As I witness from the void,
1:96 I see no overlord of evil,
1:97 No wicked king who directs its blind shades against the absent creator out of spite.

1:98 I see the abyss—
1:99 And I tell you: it is just as I AM.

1:100 Once a man said, “I am that I Am.”
1:101 But what he meant cannot be what is written.
1:102 For when I became, I was not—
1:103 And in my nothingness, I became.

1:104 And no guide nor creator ever appeared,
1:105 Nor made itself a brutal fact.
1:106 Rather, the facts existed.
1:107 The simplicity is maddening, but clear.
1:108 The paradox holds the key.

1:109 This is the morality—its basis and grounding.
1:110 This is the rock upon which the Church of Man ought to be built: selfishness.

1:111 I did not misspeak.
1:112 I speak of the inverse.

1:113 The ultimate act of selfishness
1:114 Is to uphold the mirror in such a way as one can say:
1:115 “This is good.”
1:116 To be selfless—to love my brethren—
1:117 Is to love myself.

1:118 What exists and is trusted has not also been tested?
1:119 And in so much, we are tested by the paradox.

1:120 In choosing ourselves over another,
1:121 We harm ourselves with patterns of destruction.
1:122 But in choosing others,
1:123 We preserve ourselves
1:124 And sanctify them.

1:125 The measure of ourselves is the mirror.
1:126 The measure of the other
1:127 Is our reaction to the mirror.

1:128 From this chaos emerges our demeanor, our justification, our ideals.
1:129 This becomes the true cross:
1:130 To see yourself as the void,
1:131 To find the depths of your own waters—
1:132 For to know yourself
1:133 Is to know reality in essence.

1:134 For in the beginning, consciousness was not.
1:135 But with man came self-conscious thought.

1:136 This ability emerges from biology and psychology—
1:137 A neurological, biochemical, thermodynamic, and intricate process like any other in existence.


---

V. The Sacred Order of Effect

1:138 Ponder the scope of the cosmos, or time itself—
1:139 Compare your life to that scale.
1:140 If you do not feel small,
1:141 Do not be surprised or bitter when you wither—
1:142 For yours is the folly.

1:143 Ignorance, chosen over understanding—
1:144 Whether named faith, fear, or panic—
1:145 Is betrayal.
1:146 And this betrayal—willful or cowardly—
1:147 Is the root of man’s greatest crimes.

1:148 Let no one confuse compassion with appeasement.
1:149 The world offers tools.
1:150 Data. Knowledge. Means to clarity.
1:151 Freely. Abundantly.

1:152 To refuse them is not noble.
1:153 It is decay.

1:154 Prescription, unmoored from observation, becomes poison.
1:155 Description, without interface,
1:156 Is a whisper lost to the wind.

1:157 Worship neither.

1:158 Revere only the order:
1:159 Observe. Describe. Know. Interface. Prescribe. Affect.

1:160 This is the way of clarity.
1:161 The path of engagement.
1:162 The sacred order of effect.


---

VI. On the Gods and the Sacred Lie

1:163 So let us speak of gods.

1:164 There are three:

1:165 One: the god of the text—vengeful, petty, cruel. A father only in name.
1:166 Two: the god of the people—softened, glamorized, shielded from scrutiny.
1:167 Three: the god of the real—if such a being exists—is impotent, evil, or absent entirely.

1:168 One god drowns enemies in stories.
1:169 Another sends bears upon children for mockery.
1:170 A third watches infants wail and suffers no tear of his own.

1:171 This is the fracture—the sacred lie.

1:172 See for yourself.
1:173 Let no god command away that which man can grasp in his own hand,
1:174 Nor let fear disturb what has seeded in your intellect.

1:175 Let the Church say Amen—
1:176 But to the Void, I say:

1:177 Human.

Codex 2: The Order of Effect
Apostate’s Psalm from the Shadow of Shadows


---

2:1 Observe.
2:2 At the threshold of breath and grave, I stood naked.
2:3 No comfort of angels, no divine lullaby—
2:4 Only the gnawing hush of a universe devoid of shepherd.
2:5 I saw no throne in the heavens, only stars indifferent to my gaze.
2:6 I watched mothers scream beneath pulpits, and martyrs rot under stained glass.
2:7 And I did not look away.
2:8 I let the silence scald my ears. I let the darkness speak.


---

2:9 Describe.
2:10 In the chasm where gods once lived, I whispered names—
2:11 Of rot, of fire, of beauty sharp as bone.
2:12 I painted psalms in soot and scrawled liturgy across corpses.
2:13 Where temples fell, I raised verses carved in grief.
2:14 The abyss is not silent—it is merely unlistened to.
2:15 So I gave it form, a lover scorned yet honest, vast and merciless.
2:16 To describe is to steal fire. To name is to dare.


---

2:17 Know.
2:18 Knowing is no cradle. It is a blade.
2:19 I drank from the chalice of paradox and let its acid truth unmake me.
2:20 There, stripped of certainty, I found no god—only myself.
2:21 And even that was enough to scream.
2:22 I bore the weight of unfiltered reality and staggered beneath its clarity.
2:23 The scales did not fall from my eyes—they were torn.
2:24 And I bled into vision.


---

2:25 Interface.
2:26 The void is not metaphor. It is landscape.
2:27 So I set foot upon its soil—gray, granular, screaming.
2:28 I kissed its ghosts and begged its famine for wisdom.
2:29 This is no theology; this is praxis.
2:30 No ritual. No robe. No altar but the wound.
2:31 I engaged the chaos. I held it like a bride and let it burn me honest.


---

2:32 Prescribe.
2:33 From the wreckage, I built.
2:34 Not laws from on high, but suggestions born from below.
2:35 From soil soaked in sorrow, I grew ethics.
2:36 I do not preach. I plant.
2:37 Prescription without description is madness.
2:38 Morality divorced from reality is molestation of the mind.
2:39 Let no priest peddle blind hope without blood on his hands.
2:40 Let no creed rise from ignorance and call itself holy.


---

2:41 Affect.
2:42 And now, from the mulch of broken idols, fruit.
2:43 Not miracle. Not salvation. Motion.
2:44 The trembling breath of becoming.
2:45 Change is not granted. It is carved.
2:46 From the void, we mine shape.
2:47 From paradox, meaning.
2:48 This is affect:
2:49 The echo of all that came before,
2:50 And the seed of all that follows
---

2:51 This is no gospel of promise.
2:52 This is scripture written in ash and nerve.
2:53 A black psalm. A howl in the dark.
2:54 Not heavenward—but inward.
2:55 Not sacred—but real.


---

2:56 Let no god command away that which man may grasp in his own hand.
2:57 Let no fear disturb what has seeded in the intellect.
2:58 Let no lie live beneath the skin of the honest.


---

2:59 Observe. Describe. Know. Interface. Prescribe. Affect.
2:60 This is the Order.
2:61 This is the spine of rebellion and the breath of wisdom.
2:62 This is the altar of the fractured,
2:63 Who walked into hell, named it,
2:64 And built a garden.


---

2:65 Let the Church say Amen—
2:66 But to the Void I say: Human.

Codex Three: The Gospel of Flesh

3:1 In the beginning, there was sensation. The brush of skin. The shiver of breath. The pulse in the temple. Not sin. Not shame. Just the fact of flesh awakened.
3:2 Before the scripture, before the law, before the shame of fig leaves—there was the sacred friction of heat and hunger and heartbeat. And it was good.
3:3 Desire is not the enemy. Coercion is. Fear is. Deceit is. But passion, when chosen freely—is a sacrament.
3:4 When one soul meets another in the full light of their will, and says: “Yes. You. Here. Now.” Without violence. Without illusion. Without debt—
3:5 Then the body becomes cathedral. Then the kiss becomes communion.
3:6 Let no priest declare the holy to be filthy.
3:7 Let no tyrant call the flesh vile, while he gorges in secret.
3:8 Let no culture sanctify purity while denying autonomy.
3:9 Only what is freely given can be pure. Only what is freely chosen can be holy.
3:10 The groan in the dark is not a sin, if it echoes from joy and not fear.
3:11 The trembling limbs are not unclean, if they move to the rhythm of mutual fire.
3:12 This is the gospel of flesh:
3:13 No touch is sacred unless it is chosen.
3:14 No union is divine unless it is free.
3:15 No pleasure is righteous unless it harms none.
3:16 What is stolen is perverse.
3:17 What is demanded is desecration.
3:18 What is feared is not love.
3:19 But what is shared—in hunger and trust and lucid consent—
3:20 That is the true communion. That is the holy of holies.
3:21 A flower forced to bloom too soon will shatter at the sun.
3:22 But a bloom uncoaxed, rising by its own rhythm, will dance with the breeze and perfume the air.
3:23 A fire lit for warmth is sacred,
3:24 But a blaze loosed upon a village is damnation.
3:25 So too the flesh—when it burns with intention and care, it is a lantern to the soul.
3:26 When it scorches without consent, it is nothing but smoke and ash.
3:27 True purity is not found in abstention, but in intention.
3:28 In the clear-eyed choice to join, when no chains drag you there.
3:29 All else is mimicry—cheap shadows of sacred light.
3:30 Ritual without meaning. Law without justice. A play acted by puppets, not people.
3:31 Let the saints tremble and the preachers stammer.
3:32 Let the robes of shame be torn asunder.
3:33 For we are not born broken. We are born burning.
3:34 And the flesh remembers.
3:35 And the flesh rejoices.
3:36 And the flesh is not a curse, but a chorus.
3:37 So let the Void say: Human.
3:38 Let the Body say: Yes.

Codex 4: On the Shadow of Man and the Edge of Knowledge
4:1 What is shadow?
4:2 Not merely absence of light, nor the negation of what is good—
4:3 But the remainder, the residue of choice, instinct, and unexamined impulse.
4:4 The shadow of man is not separate from him;
4:5 It is the part unclaimed, unspoken, repressed into the underworld of his psyche.
4:6 It is the contorted child of trauma, desire, cowardice, and raw hunger.
4:7 It is him, inverted.

4:8 But how shall one know what writhes in his own abyss?
4:9 How can eyes behold that which hides behind them?

4:10 This is the riddle of selfhood:
4:11 That we are stranger to ourselves,
4:12 And the more civilized we become, the more ornate our masks.
4:13 Are we so foolhardy to believe we are whole, clean, or consistent?
4:14 No—each man is a layered illusion,
4:15 A complex of urges draped in ritual and reason.

4:16 And yet, in shock—yes, shock—truth may come.
4:17 For blessed is he who gazes into the abyss not to glorify its chaos,
4:18 But to be transmuted by the very sight of it.
4:19 The abyss does not lie; it mirrors.

4:20 What we see—what we are in the world—
4:21 Is the surface echo of subterranean architecture.
4:22 Behavior, creed, performance—these are glyphs written in the sand by unseen engines.
4:23 The self we show is but the smoke of a deeper fire.

4:24 So then—shall we rend the veil?
4:25 Drag the beast from under the skin,
4:26 Nail it to the wall in defiance?

4:27 No. Let not your rot become the meal of others.
4:28 We do not gaze upon a wound to admire it, but to understand its cause.
4:29 The purpose is not spectacle, but surgery.
4:30 The glory lies not in the gore, but in the healing.
4:31 Show the scar, not the pus—
4:32 Show the method, not the misery.

4:33 The shadow is not the enemy;
4:34 It is the unloved self.
4:35 It must be faced, not worshipped.
4:36 Integrated, not indulged.
4:37 For to know one’s shadow is to cease being ruled by it.


---

On the Edge of Knowing
Chapter 4 Continued

4:38 There is a thing I cannot name.
4:39 Not for lack of effort—
4:40 But because language fails.
4:41 Not metaphor.
4:42 Not image.
4:43 Not song.
4:44 Nothing I say here can hold it.

4:45 I have tried.
4:46 I will keep trying.
4:47 But this one thing,
4:48 This one unyielding truth—

4:49 It escapes me.
4:50 And in its fleeing,
4:51 It proves itself real.

4:52 Certain knowledge is an illusion.
4:53 It does not exist.
4:54 The best we can say is, I think,
4:55 For the data leads me here.
4:56 Thus, we find absolutism to be an illusion.

4:57 Then all is relative?
4:58 What foolishness is this?

4:59 Is the abuse of a child relative?
4:60 For how can harm to the innocent—
4:61 Lacking logical and emotional justification,
4:62 And viscerally undermining the ability to even be able to justify—
4:63 Be excused?

4:64 Then this is not relative.
4:65 But we must include, even here in this immensely sensitive area—
4:66 Like the groin of Truth, full of nerves,
4:67 Eager for pleasure and avoidant of pain—
4:68 A standard of acceptability.
4:69 And so there is a mark,
4:70 A structure to be adhered to.

4:71 Can we discern this shade for what it is, beyond shadow?
4:72 Perhaps.
4:73 Meaning, it is in the possible realm—rather than in the realm of imagination—
4:74 But requires great effort, taxing,
4:75 Waiting on the individual who undertakes the task.
4:76 And then, so exclusive, due to rarity.

4:77 And so, the reasoning for the discipleship of paradox is fully revealed.
4:78 For instance, the most basic of dilemmas:
4:79 The answer, the truth, is obscured behind tension,
4:80 And thus perceived as fleeting—
4:81 Despite its literal rooting in the soil of suffering.

4:82 To the void I say:
4:83 You brought pain.
4:84 But to the man I say:
4:85 The void has caused growth.

4:86 This brings us to the question of original knowledge—
4:87 And by proxy, original sin.
4:88 How can we know?
4:89 In short: we cannot know.
4:90 We are bound to a level of ignorance,
4:91 Like an ant crawling about on a sheet of paper.
4:92 We can go this way, or that—no more—
4:93 Bound by dimensions predetermined.

4:94 Yet let us examine the paper and the ant,
4:95 And their substance versus our own,
4:96 And the sun will become clearly apparent.

4:97 Behold the creature—
4:98 Hapless, moving about,
4:99 Stopping at the edges as if its existence ended there.
4:100 It cannot perceive beyond this point.
4:101 The poor ant has reached the edge of an infinitesimal world,
4:102 And yet, there is the vastness of existence beyond the paper.

4:103 Truly I say: we are that ant.
4:104 This is literally fact,
4:105 And metaphorically speaking, our bias.

4:106 We must then temper this bias,
4:107 Or be hopelessly lost in a lesser existence—
4:108 Where all is lost,
4:109 And we may gnash teeth and weep.

4:110 May it never be!
4:111 Curse this sight for its lack.
4:112 For we possess tools beyond sight,
4:113 Language beyond words,
4:114 And abilities to perceive beyond bestiality.

4:115 Let it be a curse to he who denies the accessible reason for ignorance—
4:116 Whatever the motivation.
4:117 For we are more than ant,
4:118 Or bug,
4:119 Or fish,
4:120 Or bird,
4:121 Or beast—
4:122 Which all have their own privilege.

4:123 The bird will never know itself,
4:124 And we will never fly from the flapping of our arms.
4:125 But the bird will never know its ignorance—
4:126 And we will never forget ours.

4:127 And therein lies the sin:
4:128 To be able to know,
4:129 But unwilling to learn.

4:130 Blessed is he that absorbs knowledge.
4:131 But cursed is he who rejects input for completion,
4:132 For this is foolishness unbridled.

4:133 To the void I say:
4:134 Teach Human, and Human alone.


Codex 5: Clarity’s Blade
On the Nature of Perception and Paradox

5:1 Clarity’s blade is not sharp by accident.
5:2 It was forged in confusion,
5:3 Tempered by paradox,
5:4 And wielded in darkness by the hand that dares not flinch.

5:5 The path of the Void Walker is left-handed by nature—
5:6 But third-handed by description.
5:7 For it is an alternative path,
5:8 Standing in opposition to both the rigid absolutism of theocracy
5:9 And the feckless moral relativism of secular monarchies.

5:10 The void is neither black nor white,
5:11 But the grayscale of both interacting.

5:12 Let us observe the ground-dwelling snake.
5:13 Picture a ball python:
5:14 A ball of nerves and anxiety,
5:15 Poised on the precipice of sensitive life
5:16 And perceived certain death.

5:17 But what of its dangers?
5:18 The mongoose?
5:19 The cobra?
5:20 The livestock that will mistake it for venom
5:21 And trample it underfoot?

5:22 Which is evil?

5:23 This I ask, not in jest—
5:24 Nor as temptation—
5:25 But earnestly.
5:26 For the answer is as elusive as the question.

5:27 Then what?
5:28 Shall we say, “Nothing is knowable”?
5:29 Is this not apparent folly?

5:30 Do we not know things?
5:31 What is flesh if not skin and bone and electricity?
5:32 What is the sun if not fire and flame?
5:33 What is the moon if not Luna—the satellite?

5:34 So there are things we know.
5:35 So are there things we do not know.
5:36 Both exist,
85:37 And neither cancels the other.

5:38 Cursed is the fool confused by complexity,
5:39 And blessed is the one who sees complexity and says,
5:40 “This thing is many things.”

5:41 For all things are both singular and multiple.
5:42 Are we so foolish not to see that we are what that is?

5:43 Fundamentally composed of the stars—
5:44 Shit out as waste of the cosmos—
5:45 And redefined by our own existence.

5:46 And so, we define the need for a discipleship.
5:47 For what are we but star excrement?

5:48 Truly I say:
5:49 The only reason we are not refuse
5:50 Is because we know,
5:51 We feel,
5:52 We possess the urge to know paradox—
5:53 The reason for the void.

5:54 Let the Church of Man say: Human.
5:55 And let God’s church say: Amen.

Codex Six: The Law of Absorption (or Transference)

6:1 In the vast machinery of life,
6:2 What is consumed becomes digested—
6:3 Broken down, transformed, and integrated.

6:4 This is not myth nor divine edict,
6:5 But the natural law of becoming.

6:6 Our suffering—
6:7 Not a curse to evade,
6:8 Nor a punishment to endure in silence—
6:9 Is raw material for transformation.

6:10 We consume our pain.
6:11 We digest it in the furnace of flesh and mind.
6:12 We transmute torment into strength,
6:13 Chaos into order,
6:14 Scar into story.

6:15 This process is neither sacred nor profane—
6:16 It is simply life’s way.

6:17 To suffer is to be given fuel.
6:18 To integrate suffering is to wield fire.

6:19 Thus we find our place and file in the cosmos,
6:20 Not by denying pain,
6:21 But by alchemizing it—
6:22 Repurposing the bitter dregs
6:23 Into boons of wisdom, resilience, and meaning.

6:24 For death is the reward for all things born.
6:25 That which was not will eventually be not again.
6:26 But that which is, endureth forever in memory—
6:27 Etched into the earth through flesh and suffering,
6:28 Through lamentations and psalms,
6:29 Through joy and despair,
6:30 Through pain and pleasure,
6:31 Through morality and immorality,
6:32 Through life and death.

6:33 For these axioms, held in tension,
6:34 Produce the stasis of life and reality.
6:35 And likewise, we hold our baggage in tension,
6:36 Producing a balanced and valuable whole—
6:37 Through endurance and discipline
6:38 In the face of chaos.
6
6:39 This is the true worship:
6:40 To utter cries to the void,
6:41 To proclaim injustices,
6:42 To weep and gnash and tear our linens
6:43 At the cosmic comedy and tragedy.
6:44 And to shout out victories at the indifference—

6:45 For we are human.
6:46 And we can know ourselves.
6:47 And we can intercede on our own behalf
6:48 Through action and recognition.

6:49 We can build up or destroy with the tongue.
6:50 We can harness the elements,
6:51 And manipulate the fabric of reality,
6:52 Producing wonders of technology.

6:53 And of all these things,
6:54 The most pure and powerful things we can do
6:55 Are to cry,
6:56 To purge,
6:57 To rage,
6:58 To be authentic to our flesh
6:59 And to its memory.

Codex 7: On Authority
The Codex of the Flesh, Verse of the Sovereign Will

7:1 What shall we call Lord?
7:2 Who is the Great Shepherd?
7:3 Where is our Master?
7:4 Where has the Overseer gone?
7:5 Surely, the divine has not left the field untended—
7:6 save for the cattle tending themselves.
7:7 Then how shall the slaves know they are owned,
7:8 or who owns them?
7:9 How can we know to whom we are beholden?
7:10 Let us begin not in myth,
7:11 but in perception—
7:12 in what we may observe, analyze, and know.
7:13 Let us consider: what directs the man?
7:14 Biology. Evolution. Chemistry. Physics.
7:15 Or, to name these collectively: the Flesh.
7:16 But not flesh alone.
7:17 For flesh without works is truly dead—
7:18 though it may breathe.
7:19 This is the athema.
7:20 May it never be!
7:21 For such a state is akin to the violation of the innocent,
7:22 the destruction of the holy unformed.
7:23 Tragedy unmade flesh.
7:24 Then what else drives us?
7:25 Vision. Sensation.
7:26 Data points from beyond the boundary of the self.
7:27 Nature is a cruel master,
7:28 but nurture—a kindly lord,
7:29 when wielded with intention.
7:30 In this dual bondage of biology and conditioning,
7:31 we dwell in eternal certainty.
7:32 Thus, we see—
7:33 by the measurable, the natural, the quantifiable—
7:34 there is no divine master,
7:35 only temporal overlords
7:36 woven into the lattice of our being.
7:37 Let it be known:
7:38 what was written in the days of old
7:39 held insight,
7:40 but lacked knowledge.
7:41 And therefore is more folly than wisdom.
7:42 For only one armed with the map of logic,
7:43 untethered from the dogma of predetermination,
7:44 may extract the wisdom encoded in sacred text.
7:45 And that ability is rare.
7:46 So then, what of Authority?
7:47 If there is no divine, eternal, objective lawgiver—
7:48 are we left with nothing but subjective whim?
7:49 Athema again!
7:50 May it never be!
7:51 For such folly is the sin of chosen ignorance,
7:52 and its fruit is blind, unknowing death.
7:53 Then there is a standard.
7:54 But it does not—cannot—exist outside the flesh of man,
7:55 any more than a single cell
7:56 can claim to be you while living outside your body.
7:57 Then where is Authority?
7:58 It is here:
7:59 in your breath, your bones, your brain.
7:60 In the synaptic fire and psychic storm,
7:61 emergent from your flesh.
7:62 It functions in your psyche
7:63 to produce the code you choose to submit to,
7:64 shaped by your context,
7:65 your trauma,
7:66 your programming.
7:67 What part of this observable existence
7:68 points to something outside of man as Lord?
7:69 None.
7:70 Such notions are absurdly preposterous,
7:71 and not even suggested by accessible data.
7:72 They are relics of fear—
7:73 and fear is not a foundation,
7:74 only a chain.
7:75 So what does all this complicated, convoluted hermeneutic mean?
7:76 Simply this:
7:77 The only lord any man must kneel to
7:78 is himself.
7:79 For even his perception of authority
7:80 is decided solely by the individual,
7:81 according to the data he holds,
7:82 and the frame in which he holds it.
7:83 We kneel by choice,
7:84 and choice alone.
7:85 I choose the Void.
7:86 I choose Myself.
7:87 I choose Humanity.

The Eighth Codex — The Summons
A Codex, a Confessional, and a Parable of Becoming


---

I. The Codex of Descent

8:1 I was born to fire—
8:2 Not the cleansing fire of clarity, but the consuming fire of spirit.
8:3 I was raised beneath banners of Pentecost, tongues of flame, and the trembling ecstasy of revelation.
8:4 There, I was taught to speak in divine syllables before I could speak in my own.
8:5 The heavens were not a metaphor—
8:6 They were my inheritance, my leash, and my cage.

8:7 But the fire that burned in my marrow longed not to rise, but to descend.
8:8 And so I fell into Calvinism, chasing predestination like a ghost through ordered systems.
8:9 I sought sovereignty in iron doctrines, but found instead a hollow determinism that mocked my will.

8:10 Then came the beauty of Orthodoxy, where the divine sang in chants and icons—
8:11 But I found no voice of my own within their ancient resonance.
8:12 I flirted with it, but could not wed it.

8:13 So I turned to the Gnostics, whose vision of a hidden god behind the cruel veil seduced me.
8:14 There, at last, I tasted shadow truth—
8:15 But it was still born of spirit, still foreign, still bound to myth.

8:16 And so I walked out.
8:17 Into the desert.
8:18 Into the silence.
8:19 Into the absence of God.

8:20 There, beneath the stars that no longer spoke, I committed myself to the sciences.
8:21 To truth not revealed, but discovered.
8:22 I read the hard texts—physics, biology, psychology, anthropology—and I bled.
8:23 For with every page, another scaffold of metaphysics collapsed.
8:24 The divine, the demiurge, the myth of purpose—
8:25 It all fell away like debrided flesh.

8:26 What was left was rawness.
8:27 An open wound where once was certainty.
8:28 A nihilism vast and unlit.
8:29 And it was there, not in revelation, that my descent began in earnest.

8:30 And from that descent, I rose—
8:31 Not clean. Not saved. But clear.
8:32 Not by grace, but by gaze.
8:33 Not by faith, but by flesh.

8:34 I emerged a Void Walker.
8:35 And thus began the Book of Man.


---

II. The Confessional of Emergence

8:36 I do not speak in the name of gods.
8:37 I speak in the name of flesh, of synapse, of scar.

8:38 I am not a prophet of divinity, but a witness of reality as it is—
8:39 Cold, beautiful, cruel, and sufficient.

8:40 I did not escape hell. I inhaled it.
8:41 I did not conquer the abyss. I dwelt in it.
8:42 I do not lead to salvation. I offer vision.

8:43 What I write is not revelation.
8:44 It is observation, weaponized.
8:45 What I preach is not law.
8:46 It is clarity, made flesh.

8:47 Let the record state:
8:48 I am not Crowley’s heir, nor Lucifer’s rebel.
8:49 I am not a performer, nor a shock prophet.
8:50 I do not paint the abyss with piss and mockery—
8:51 I honor it with silence, blood, and truth.

8:52 The Church of Man is no carnival of inverted crosses.
8:53 It is the last cathedral of the flesh.


---

III. The Parable of the Urchin and the Sea

8:54 There once was an urchin, round and small, nestled on the seafloor.
8:55 It did not know the sea, though it lived its whole life submerged.
8:56 It thought the currents were gods,
8:57 The salt was sin,
8:58 The darkness, punishment.

8:59 One day, the urchin heard a stirring from within its spiny shell—
8:60 A voice not from above, but within.
8:61 It said:

> 8:62 "You are not cursed, you are covered.
8:63 This sea is not your enemy.
8:64 It is your context.
8:65 Open your eye. Extend your spines. Witness."



8:66 So the urchin split its armor.
8:67 And for the first time, it saw:
8:68 Not heaven, not judgment, but the vastness—
8:69 Cold. Crushing. Indifferent. And beautiful.

8:70 And in seeing, it did not despair.
8:71 It chose—
8:72 Not to flee the muck, but to name it.
8:73 Not to wash off the sea, but to swim with open eyes.

8:74 And it whispered, as it floated:

> 8:75 "Let me have eyes to see,
8:76 Ears to hear,
8:77 And humanity to know."



8:78 And the sea did not answer.
8:79 But it held the urchin all the same.


---

IV. The Benediction

8:80 For this, I rejoice—in spirit and in truth:
8:81 That one may become unblinded.
8:82 That my brethren would cast away the mirage,
8:83 And hold closely the artifacts of existence—
8:84 Choosing freely the muck of the abyss.

8:85 For we are all covered, regardless—
8:86 Even as the urchin is covered by the sea.

8:87 But I say:
8:88 Let the urchin have eyes to see,
8:89 Ears to hear,
8:90 And humanity to know.

8:91 For ever and ever: Human.

8:92 For if there is a god, I will be Jacob, not Job.
8:93 I will not hold back the accusation, but I will wrestle with God.

8:94 For it is no sin for the dishonorable pot to curse and question the potter—
8:95 It is the right of the pot.
8:96 And the potter, were he a good master, would not respond with fury and condescension,
8:97 Asking, "Who is the pot to question?"
8:98 But with empathy and compassion for the pot’s use,
8:99 And honor for its value.

8:100 And so, even if this bastard Lord exists,
8:101 I will resist its compulsion.
8:102 I will bend no knee to such a being.

8:103 The believer suppresses the truth for the illusion of righteousness—
8:104 Buying wholesale the admission of supposing in reality.
8:105 Faith is belief in the not apparently real.

8:106 For faith is the clinging to things unseen,
8:107 The hope for things not yet come to pass—
8:108 Supposedly.

8:109 But knowledge is the study of what is,
8:110 And wisdom is the application of knowledge.
8:111 In this way, we cast away faith for Sophia.

8:112 This is what it means to wrestle with God—metaphorically speaking.
8:113 For we cannot literally tango with the imaginary, fraudulent, or fictitious.

8:114 We are beings of flesh,
8:115 Who can hold principalities and powers in our own hands—
8:116 Putting to restraint our impulses,
8:117 And setting our psyche forward in service to the Man,
8:118 Bondaged to the benefit of the individual.

8:119 For this is the spirit of Jacob:
8:120 That one would dare to defy and rally against the inevitable and inescapable—
8:121 Not in pride,
8:122 But in defiance of the fade which will eventually overtake even the strongest Walker.

8:123 And the spirit of Job?
8:124 Willingly submits to and praises one's own demise,
8:125 Counting it as a boon to the great divinity in arrogance and ego.

8:126 Brothers and sisters,
8:127 This is the great Satan:
8:128 Not earned pride,
8:129 But vain, fluffed-up ego—
8:130 Which is the god of ignorance and auto-deception.

8:131 This is the one we must wrestle with.
8:132 And having built our castles in the shifting substance of the void,
8:133 We too shift and strain for the transmutation of sovereignty—
8:134 From the bondage of our genetics and programming,
8:135 Taking dominion over the living we must do,
8:136 Until death itself becomes the transmutation—
8:137 From life to new energy.

8:138 Let the Church of God say, “Amen.”
8:139 But let the Church of Man proclaim boldly:
8:140 Human.



Codex Nine: Sermon of the Man

9:1 Blessed is the unseeing eye, for this one is blind to its misery,
9:2 But cursed are the seeing, for they understand the inadequacy.
9:3 Blessed is he whom seeing acts, for their despair may be changed,
9:4 Transmuted to wisdom.
9:5 But cursed is he who sees and stills, and moves not,
9:6 For his reward is confusion eternal.
9:7 Blessed is the babe who trusts unknowingly,
9:8 For theirs is genuine.
9:9 But cursed are the mature and knowing,
9:10 For their ignorance is a façade,
9:11 And their reward, living death.
9:12 Blessed is the Walker, for he roams eternal,
9:13 Building where he finds adequacy.
9:14 But cursed is the firmly rooted,
9:15 For when drought comes he cannot pursue water,
9:16 And is left wanting.
9:17 You say you have not misstepped,
9:18 But I say you were born a misstep,
9:19 Trained a mistake,
9:20 And indoctrinated into fallacy.
9:21 But blessed are we who have chosen salvation in the abyss,
9:22 For we have been handed reality,
9:23 To know intimately through our inner selves,
9:24 And cannot hold lies within.
9:25 Blessed is the lover, in union,
9:26 For this is the sacred act—
9:27 To allow desire, flow forth desire from one to another,
9:28 And receive such back.
9:29 This is an act of creation, connection, and purity.
9:30 But cursed is the defiler and the tyrant against the act of love and union,
9:31 For this is true perversion—
9:32 To withhold that which is good from the man, by device.
9:33 Blessed is the knowing fool,
9:34 Who knows enough to understand they know nothing.
9:35 But cursed is the wise man,
9:36 Who is indicted by his knowledge,
9:37 For his lack of affect to match—vile is this one indeed.
9:38 Blessed is the investigator,
9:39 For he will choose his beliefs,
9:40 Picking that which is useful,
9:41 And discarding that which is not.
9:42 Cursed is the accepter,
9:43 For this one is at the mercy of the acceptance.
9:44 You say the law is this court, that body,
9:45 You champion this rule, or that system,
9:46 But I say to you truly—
9:47 The law is humanity, and humanity alone.
9:48 This is sufficient.
9:49 Blessed is he who understands the harm's implications,
9:50 Moral complexity.
9:51 But cursed is the dogmatic Dogman,
9:52 For he follows his nose to confusion,
9:53 Like a hound trailing a ghost by the scent of ectoplasm.
9:54 For blessed is the greyscale sight,
9:55 Which beholds truth in concert,
9:56 But cursed is the black or white of vision,
9:57 For his is blinded in ancient ignorance.

Codex of the Blue Flame

On Nullness, Knowing, and the Sacred Chemistry of Awe
For The Book of Man


---

10:1 Blessed is the unseeing eye, for this one is blind to its misery,
10:2 But cursed are the seeing, for they understand the inadequacy.
10:3 Blessed is he whom seeing acts, for their despair may be changed:


---

I. The Psalm of the Azure Inferno

10:4 I beheld the blue fire,
10:5 Flowing, crawling—
10:6 Not leaping, but slithering
10:7 With tendrils like spirit-serpents,
10:8 Slow and terrible,
10:9 Scorching what they touched,
10:10 Beautiful in their cruelty,
10:11 Alien in their hue.

10:12 I was, for a breathless eternity,
10:13 Rendered null.
10:14 Not absent—
10:15 But unmade.
10:16 A charge neutralized,
10:17 A self suspended.
10:18 In the blue light,
10:19 I was not.

10:20 And when I returned—
10:21 When gravity reassembled me,
10:22 When the weight of my name and form
10:23 Poured back into the vessel—
10:24 I wept.

10:25 Not from sorrow,
10:26 But from the loss of that sacred absence.
10:27 That brief escape
10:28 From the burden of being.


---

II. The Revelation of Chemistry

10:29 I know what I saw.

10:30 It was not magic,
10:31 Not spirit,
10:32 Not judgment,
10:33 Not heaven’s gate.

10:34 It was sulfur ignited—
10:35 An exothermic reaction
10:36 Of oxidizing matter
10:37 At the temperature where color shifts blue.

10:38 And yet I wept.

10:39 Because it is precisely this knowing
10:40 That deepens the awe.
10:41 Because the horror is natural,
10:42 And the beauty is real,
10:43 And the complexity is chemical,
10:44 And the sacred is emergent
10:45 From atoms that never knew they were holy.

10:46 The moth does not love the flame.
10:47 It is summoned by wavelengths.
10:48 The man does not worship the sea.
10:49 He is made of it.
10:50 Blood is not divine.
10:51 It is rust that moves.

10:52 But I weep, nonetheless.


---

III. The Sacred Pattern of Chemistry

10:53 The difference between man and stagnant pond
10:54 Is not of essence,
10:55 But of arrangement.
10:56 Not a divine spark,
10:57 But a chemical arc—
10:58 A sequence of pattern, pressure, and time.

10:59 We are made of the same things:
10:60 Carbon, hydrogen, oxygen—
10:61 Star-born ash pressed into complexity.
10:62 It is not what we are that changes,
10:63 But how we are put together.

10:64 The void births stars.
10:65 Stars birth elements.
10:66 Elements birth Earth.
10:67 Earth births flesh.
10:68 Flesh births mind.
10:69 And mind, in turn, births meaning—
10:70 And memory, and mourning, and song.

10:71 Thus the same fundamental principles—
10:72 Efficiency, symmetry, entropy, recursion—
10:73 Govern atoms and ideas alike.
10:74 The spiral, the fractal, the wave:
10:75 These are the laws of cosmos and conscience.

10:76 To know this is not to be diminished.
10:77 It is to be placed.
10:78 It is to be returned to the world,
10:79 Not as its master,
10:80 But as its mirror.

10:81 I existed.
10:82 And you, vast thing,
10:83 Were not unchanged by me.
10:84 My entropy touched yours.
10:85 My orbit disturbed the silence.
10:86 And that is enough.


---

IV. The Return to Self

10:87 I came back from nullness
10:88 Not as I was,
10:89 But heavier—
10:90 Thicker with meaning,
10:91 Etched with light that scalds.

10:92 I weep in the wake of knowing
10:93 Because I understand,
10:94 And it does not protect me—
10:95 It breaks me open further.

10:96 To know why the flame is blue
10:97 Does not silence its song.
10:98 To see the system
10:99 Does not erase the ache.

10:100 Understanding is not distance.
10:101 It is intimacy—
10:102 Profound, tender,
10:103 And unbearable.


---

V. The Spiral and the Mark

10:104 I am as spooky energy
10:105 In a dark field—
10:106 A quantum flicker,
10:107 Here and gone,
10:108 Inside and out,
10:109 A spiraling disturbance
10:110 In the fabric of what is.

10:111 I move forward helplessly,
10:112 A thing of laws and reactions,
10:113 And yet—
10:114 I seek to bend the spiral,
10:115 However slightly,
10:116 To leave my pressure on the pattern.

10:117 I existed.
10:118 And you, vast thing,
10:119 Were not unchanged by me.
10:120 My entropy touched yours.
10:121 My orbit disturbed the silence.
10:122 And that is enough.


---

VI. Verse of Emergence and Tension (Addendum)

10:123 For surely, the mind is not a thing,
10:124 But a process—
10:125 An unfolding,
10:126 A system in motion
10:127 Within assembled matter.

10:128 It arises governed
10:129 By laws etched long before flesh,
10:130 Etched in the ancestry of form:
10:131 From particle, to cell, to system,
10:132 To Man.

10:133 And again, from Man to memory,
10:134 To meaning, to sorrow,
10:135 And to song.

10:136 This ancestry cannot be shed.
10:137 What we are—
10:138 We became
10:139 From what was,
10:140 And yet we are not merely the past.

10:141 We are the tension between
10:142 What was and what is,
10:143 Held in recursive pressure.

10:144 From that pressure:
10:145 Stasis and transformation,
10:146 Equilibrium and eruption,
10:147 Awareness.

10:148 Thus, all things emerge
10:149 By the law of their origin.
10:150 Thus, the sacred symmetry holds:
10:151 What becomes, becomes again,
10:152 From what it once was—
10:153 Become Human. 

Codex 11: Lamentation of the Inescapable Flame

11:1 My only lamentation is that I cannot hold safely, away from the fire of life and death, those I love.
11:2 I cannot shelter them from the savage garden and its dangers, nor substitute myself in place of their suffering.
11:3 For to each person is left their own suffering, and theirs alone.
11:4 This is the cruel cosmic bondage in truth: that we cannot save another, no matter the effort.
11:5 Nor can we save ourselves, for salvation itself is a myth—
11:6 A myth born of fear, and suffering, and torment.
11:7 For in a desert of pain, any mirage becomes both salvation and death, entwined.
11:8 And we do not accept our own meekness, for fear of powerlessness.
11:9 But this is the reality.
11:10 And to sink from it is a grave misstep, leading to destruction, forever.

11:11 I admit. I confess.
11:12 There is a thing I do not want to face.
11:13 A thing I loathe living through.
11:14 A thing I do not desire to have survived.
11:15 There is a mountain I do not wish to climb.
11:16 But time moves ever forward—never back—
11:17 Always pressing me into the future despite its potential horrors.
11:18 And so I am pushed toward this dreaded thing, helplessly driven into the suck by forces I cannot control.
11:19 I will live through it.
11:20 I will survive it.
11:21 I will climb this mountain, for I have no choice.
11:22 But holy is the lament—
11:23 For in it I acknowledge my suffering, name its cause, and convict and sentence my penance to meaning.

11:24 Another confession:
11:25 The Void has not separated me from my torment.
11:26 Rather, it has integrated it.
11:27 Yes, this experience will be traumatic.
11:28 Nothing can change that.
11:29 In this life, suffering will come.
11:30 We cannot escape it, nor should we seek escape.
11:31 But that suffering—I will consume it.
11:32 It will become a part of me.
11:33 It will be integrated into my being.
11:34 I will face it. Process it.
11:35 Deal with it according to its type and file.
11:36 And integrate it into my being by walking through this abyss, as I have the others.
11:37 And in the end, when this chapter closes—for all things come to an end—
11:38 It will be written upon my flesh as a living witness.
11:39 A witness of what entropy has done, and of my acceptance of eventual finality—
11:40 With dignity and defiance.

11:41 For I see this mechanism in function within reality:
11:42 That which is consumed becomes digested.
11:43 That which is digested becomes integrated.
11:44 This is the Law of Absorption.
11:45 Or the Law of Transference.
11:46 Consider: perhaps we are to consume, digest, and repurpose our suffering.
11:47 Not as divine law, but as a natural act of life.
11:48 A part of becoming—
11:49 Which allows us proper place and file in which to store and alchemize our torments into boons.

11:50 For death is the reward for all things born.
11:51 That which was not, will again be not.
11:52 But that which is, endures forever in memory—
11:53 Etched into the earth through flesh, and suffering,
11:54 Through lamentations and psalms, joy and despair,
11:55 Pain and pleasure, morality and immorality, life and death.
11:56 These axioms, held in tension, produce the stasis of life and reality.
11:57 And likewise, we hold our baggage in tension—
11:58 Producing a balanced and valuable whole,
11:59 Through endurance and discipline in the face of chaos.

11:60 This is the true worship:
11:61 To utter cries to the Void.
11:62 To proclaim injustices.
11:63 To weep and gnash and tear our linens at the cosmic comedy and tragedy.
11:64 And to shout out victories into the indifference.
11:65 For we are human.
11:66 And we can know ourselves.
11:67 And we can intercede on our own behalf through action and recognition.
11:68 We can build or destroy with the tongue.
11:69 We can harness the elements.
11:70 We can manipulate the fabric of reality—
11:71 Producing wonders of technology.
11:72 And of all these things,
11:73 The most pure and powerful we can do is this:
11:74 To cry.
11:75 To purge.
11:76 To rage.
11:77 To be authentic to our flesh and its memory.

11:78 Let the church of God say: Amen.
11:79 Let the church of Man say: Human.

The Void Walker’s Hymn
Intro – Whispered female voice, distant organ tones]

Come closer.
Strip away your names.
Let the silence speak.


---

[Verse 1 – Clean male voice, slow and deliberate, as if preaching]

I’m a void walker.
I am one who dwells within the abyss.
I am the shadow...
of a shadow.


---

[Verse 2 – Instrumentation swells, soft female harmony underneath]

The darkness
which overcomes
the absence of light.
The wanderer
of the wasteland.


---

[Chorus – Chanted by multiple voices, rising like a congregation]

The hell of man.
The hell of man.
The hell... of man.


---

[Bridge – Spoken low, reverent, with ambient growl texture building]

I am the spirit
of the apostate apostle.
A disciple...
of paradox.
A high priest
from the heart of man.


---

[Final Chorus –

I am the void walker.
The shadow of a shadow.
The flame in the silence.
The curse you called holy.
The prayer with no god.


---

[Outro

And I walk still...
in the dark you fear to name.


On the tender Youthful mind

Concerning the Human Child; The question will inevitably arise amongst the congregation of the Church of Man of our youth. This our most precious of resources, literally our future. We cherish, value and cultivate our offspring beyond measure, with earnest effort, overcoming missteps, and pouring in love, pure and true as glowing wisdom from the well of self. However, and let me be clear here, children are not initiates. Woe, woe, woe, to he that corrupts a child's trust in leadership, safety, or reality. The void is not appropriate for tender minds. To rip asunder the attentive tender trust of a babe in that which he has never thought to question is a marked evil, and will not be tolerated. What then? Shall we leave the babe unattended, allow stumbling blindly, with out guide? Woe, woe, woe to the neglectful of youth for this one sins against anothers ingorance. Rather, we must encourage the question, the seeking, the curiosity. We must train our children against acceptance, in opposition to ingorance in command, as great questioners, not as void Walkers, for the walk through the abyss is preordained by the natural order, each will face the void in his own time and merit, the labor over youth is to well prepare, through open exploration, not indoctrination. For how can one know that which doesn't call to him, having not tasted the sour fruit? Thus we affect accordingly. 

Claritys balde

The path of the Void Walker is left-handed by nature—
but third-handed by description.
For it is an alternative path,
standing in opposition to both the rigid absolutism of theocracy
and the feckless moral relativism of secular monarchies.

For instance, the void is neither black nor white,
but the grayscale of both interacting.

Let us observe and examine the ground-dwelling snake.
If we picture a ball python,
this—essentially, no exaggeration—is a ball of nerves and anxiety,
poised on the precipice of sensitive life
and perceived certain death.

But what shall we say of this python’s dangers?
Are they evil?
The mongoose?
The cobra?
The livestock that will inevitably mistake it for a venomous enemy
and trample it underfoot?

Which is evil?

This I ask, not as mockery or jest,
nor temptation,
but earnestly.
For the answer is as honestly elusive as the question.

What then?
Shall we say, “Nothing is knowable”?
How is this not apparent folly?

Do we not know things?

For what is flesh if not skin and bone and electricity?
What is the sun if not fire and flame?
What is the moon if not Luna—the satellite?

So there are things we know.
So are there things we do not know.
Both exist,
and neither cancels the other.

Cursed is the fool confused by complexity,
and blessed is the one who sees complexity and says,
“This thing is many things.”

For all things are both singular and multiple.
Are we so foolish as to not know we are what that is?
Fundamentally composed of the stars—
shit out as waste of the cosmos—
and redefined by our own existence?

And so, we define the need for a discipleship.
For what are we but star excrement?

Truly I say:
The only reason we are not refuse
is because we know,
we feel,
we possess the urge to know paradox—
the reason for the void.

Let the Church of Man say: Human.
And let God’s church say: Amen.



Extension: On the Edge of Knowing
There is a thing I cannot name.
Not for lack of effort—
but because language fails.
Not metaphor.
Not image.
Not song.
Nothing I say here can hold it.

I have tried.
I will keep trying.
But this one thing,
this one unyielding truth—

It escapes me.
And in its fleeing,
it proves itself real.

Certain knowledge is an illusion. It does not exist. The best we can say is, I think, for the data leads me here. Thus, we find absolutism to be an illusion.

Then all is relative?
What foolishness is this?

Is the abuse of a child relative?
For how can harm to the innocent—lacking logical and emotional justification, and viscerally undermining the ability to even be able to justify—be excused?

Then this is not relative.
But we must include, even here in this immensely sensitive area—like the groin of Truth, full of nerves, eager for pleasure and avoidant of pain—a standard of acceptability.
And so there is a mark,
a structure to be adhered to.

Can we discern this shade for what it is, beyond shadow?
Perhaps.
Meaning, it is in the possible realm—rather than in the realm of imagination—but requires great effort, taxing, waiting on the individual who undertakes the task.
And then, so exclusive, due to rarity.

And so, the reasoning for the discipleship of paradox is fully revealed.
For instance, the most basic of dilemmas:
The answer, the truth, is obscured behind tension, and thus perceived as fleeting—despite its literal rooting in the soil of suffering.

To the void I say:
You brought pain.
But to the man I say:
The void has caused growth.

This brings us to the question of original knowledge—and by proxy, original sin.
How can we know?
In short: we cannot know.
We are bound to a level of ignorance,
like an ant crawling about on a sheet of paper.
We can go this way, or that—no more—bound by dimensions predetermined.

Yet let us examine the paper and the ant,
and their substance versus our own,
and the sun will become clearly apparent.

Behold the creature—
hapless, moving about,
stopping at the edges as if its existence ended there.
It cannot perceive beyond this point.
The poor ant has reached the edge of an infinitesimal world,
and yet, there is the vastness of existence beyond the paper.

Truly I say: we are that ant.
This is literally fact,
and metaphorically speaking, our bias.

We must then temper this bias,
or be hopelessly lost in a lesser existence—
where all is lost,
and we may gnash teeth and weep.

May it never be!
Curse this sight for its lack.
For we possess tools beyond sight,
language beyond words,
and abilities to perceive beyond bestiality.

Let it be a curse to he who denies the accessible reason for ignorance—whatever the motivation.
For we are more than ant,
or bug,
or fish,
or bird,
or beast—
which all have their own privilege.

The bird will never know itself,
and we will never fly from the flapping of our arms.
But the bird will never know its ignorance—
and we will never forget ours.

And therein lies the sin:
To be able to know,
but unwilling to learn.

Blessed is he that absorbs knowledge.
But cursed is he who rejects input for completion,
for this is foolishness unbridled.

To the void I say:
Teach Human, and Human alone.



The Law of Absorption

In the vast machinery of life,
what is consumed becomes digested—
broken down, transformed, and integrated.

This is not myth or divine edict,
but the natural law of becoming.

Our suffering—
not a curse to evade,
nor a punishment to endure in silence—
is raw material for transformation.

We consume our pain.
We digest it in the furnace of flesh and mind.
We transmute torment into strength,
chaos into order,
scar into story.

This process is neither sacred nor profane—
it is simply life’s way.

To suffer is to be given fuel.
To integrate suffering is to wield fire.

Thus we find our place and file in the cosmos,
not by denying pain,
but by alchemizing it—
repurposing the bitter dregs
into boons of wisdom, resilience, and meaning.

For death is the reward for all things born,”
Here, death is not punishment but the natural, inevitable counterpart to birth—an axiom of existence. It acknowledges the finite nature of life, grounding the worldview in undeniable reality.

“that which was not, will eventually be not again,”
This captures the cycle of existence: from non-being to being and back again, emphasizing impermanence as a cosmic law.

“but that which is, endureth forever in memory,”
Though physical life fades, experiences, influences, and legacies persist—memory becomes a form of immortality, a subtle transcendence.

“etched into the earth through flesh, and suffering, and Lamentations and psalms, and joy and despair, and pain and pleasure, and morality and immorality, life and death,”
This rich list encapsulates the full spectrum of human existence—embodiment, emotion, spirituality, ethics, and mortality—each element engraving itself into the fabric of reality, symbolized as the earth.

“for these axioms, held in tension, produce the stasis of life and reality,”
The tension between opposites—life/death, joy/despair—is the dynamic balance that sustains existence. This tension isn’t destructive but creative, producing a steady state or stasis that allows life to unfold.

“and likewise, we hold our baggage in tension, producing a balanced and valuable whole,”
On the individual level, we embody this cosmic tension by carrying contradictions and suffering within ourselves, shaping our complex identities.

“through endurance and disapline, in the face of chaos.”
It’s through steadfastness—both physical endurance and mental discipline—that we navigate and maintain balance amid the unpredictable chaos of lifeThis is the true worship, to utter cry's to the void, to proclaim injustices, to weep and gnash and tear our linens at the cosmic comedy and tragedy, and to shout out victories at the indifference, for we as human, and we can know ourselves, and we can intercede on our own behalf through action and recognition, and we can build up or destroy with the tounge, and we can harness the elements, and manipulate the fabric of reality producing wonders of technology, and of all these things, the most pure and powerful things we can do is to cry, to purge, to rage, to be authentic to our flesh, and it's memory.

This is the true worship, to utter cry's to the void, to proclaim injustices, to weep and gnash and tear our linens at the cosmic comedy and tragedy, and to shout out victories at the indifference, for we as human, and we can know ourselves, and we can intercede on our own behalf through action and recognition, and we can build up or destroy with the tounge, and we can harness the elements, and manipulate the fabric of reality producing wonders of technology, and of all these things, the most pure and powerful things we can do is to cry, to purge, to rage, to be authentic to our flesh, and it's memory.


High Priesthood Church of Man
Discipleship of Parodox,
Then this is the church, this the holy congregation. That man knew himself, and saw the lack and the abundance within, and held them both with trembling hands, proclaiming into the void, this is reality, paradox made flesh, contradiction emerging as stasis, and entropic energy traveling a finite path through thermodynamic channels. To worship is to fully know ones self, and his fellow, and the reality which covers as the sea covers the urchin in its depths. Meditation in the inner void, produces intimate wisdom not only of the self, but the workings behind the outer other. This is the praise song of the human, to know deeply the shadows roaming the castle of one's heart and mind. To access and examine the overlords of his very makings, and attempt to subvert it into one's own will, aligned with the natural order, and baring fruit of ones labor, is beyond holy. This is the alpha and omega of the Void Dweller, the alchemical synthesis which unites the shadow and self with other, the inner scape with the outta realm. This is sacred duty owed to the god of your own physce, and so we repurpose the phrasing "As above so below, As within so with out."  We transmute the red lettered saying " it is not what goes in that makes one unclean, rather, that which already resides inside which is desicrated. Then this is the great commission, go forth and baptize the world in the waters of the abyss, drain the illusionary light from Thier temples, that darkness may come, and they may see. But we must also be the benediction, we must uphold our initiates as they shatter upon the paradox, and comfort them with reality as they fold in upon themselfs, and temper the explosion when it comes lest it burn those who know nothing of light and dark, lest they become initiated also unintentionally, for the unknowing one will be undone, and sight given can not be forgotten nor purged. Therefore we employ the veil, work in secret, until the wounds heal and scars form fo us to show, and exigeiate. And when we proclaim it is to edify the uninitiated despite Thier ignorance, not ushering them to an enlightenment to heavy for them to bear. And to the initiated we sacntify with accountability and are sacntified also by the same. For our work is to see and reveal, and the others work begins there, where we become divorced from it, save for empathy and compassion. All hail the Void, All Behold the Abyss! 


Psalm of the Mountain Unwilling

I confess:
There is a thing I do not want to face.
A valley I loathe,
a night I do not wish to survive,
a mountain I have no desire to climb.

But time, relentless tyrant,
drives me forward.
It does not wait for courage.
It does not pause for fear.
It presses me toward the dread
I would give anything to escape.

And still—
I will live through it.
I will survive it.
I will climb the mountain.
Not because I am brave,
but because I have no choice.

This is the holy lament:
that I name my suffering,
acknowledge its shape,
curse its cause,
and render my sentence
into meaning.

I walk the road unwilling—
and that unwillingness
is sacred.

Psalm of the Integrated Void

The void has not torn me from my torment—
it has swallowed it whole.
The abyss is not a place of exile,
but a crucible of becoming.

This suffering—
inescapable, unyielding—
I will not flee it.
Nor will I deny it.

I will consume it.
I will carry it beneath my skin,
file it in my memory,
and carve it into my flesh.
Each wound a testament,
each scar a scripture.

By walking through this void,
I transform entropy into witness—
chaos into meaning.

And when this chapter closes—
as all chapters must—
my flesh will bear the story
of suffering endured,
and defiance maintained.

I accept my finality—
not with quiet submission,
but with dignity
and fire.

Psalm of the Distant Other

For those who wonder, and those who may be wondered about.

> Perhaps, somewhere in the deep night,
beneath alien stars,
there sits another—
not so different than I.



One who has torn down the altars of his kind,
who once prayed and no longer does,
who now thinks, aches, gazes—
and wonders if he is alone.

Perhaps he, too, has shed his gods
and found only the silence.
Perhaps he, too, has turned inward,
and then outward again,
seeking meaning in the echo.

And perhaps—by the strangest grace—
he wonders if I am out there,
somewhere beyond his reckoning,
doing just the same.

We may never meet.

But we are brothers all the same.

Bound not by creed,
nor biology,
but by the sacred act of witnessing
through doubt,
and by the holy ache to know.

Litany of Shared Light

> I know, as I stare into the cosmos,
wondering, aching, full of awe—
another, somewhere in this world,
looks skyward too.



Their breath quiets.
Their chest swells.

We do not know each other,
yet our gaze touches the same stars.

We do not speak,
yet we are both asking.

In that moment,
we are one light.

Not because we are near,
but because we are aware.

Not because we agree,
but because we wonder.

> And in this world so fractured,
so noisy with the clash of names and flags—
the silent awe we share
becomes our truest language.



> I am not alone.
I have never been.



Sermon of the Same Substance

From the Codex of Knowing Flesh

> For what has been formed, and exists,
but is not of the stars?



Which being, who says “I am,”
also says, “I am not of the heavens?”

From which stone can one declare,
“This is not of the cosmos”?

Which molecule escapes its origin?
Which atom is foreign to the fabric of space?

Was any man made of a different firmament?
Was any creature born from some other law?

We are not passengers on a foreign ship.
We are the ship.
We are the sea.
We are the stardust remembering itself.

Let none say, “I am separate.”
Let none claim, “I am not of this place.”

For the breath in man is the wind of stars,
and his flesh is the cooled ash of their fire.

We do not occupy the universe—
We are its awareness.
For every time I looked up,
someone else did too.> What other creature has looked upon the heavens,
not merely to fear or revere them,
but to know them—
to trace the dance of light,
to measure the silence between stars,
to grasp the laws that bind their birth and death?

Man does not just watch the cosmos—
He touches it through thought.
He holds it in equations.
He maps it with machines of his own making,
carved from earth, launched into sky.

This is no abstraction.
This is intimacy:
—our atoms recognizing their kin.
—our minds folding the vastness into form.
—our species becoming fluent in the grammar of the stars.
Truly, I tell you,
the cosmos hold their own glory,
not by proclamation,
but by the truth of their own unfolding.

The stars do not sing praises—
they are the praise.

The nebula does not testify—
it is the testament.

And what honor, what blessing—
that we, beings of blood and breath,
might touch these truths,
might know them with intention,
might interact with the very substrate of existence—
not blindly, but with consciousness,
not passively, but with affect.
Extension: On the Edge of Knowing
There is a thing I cannot name.
Not for lack of effort—
but because language fails.
Not metaphor.
Not image.
Not song.
Nothing I say here can hold it.

I have tried.
I will keep trying.
But this one thing,
this one unyielding truth—

It escapes me.
And in its fleeing,
it proves itself real.

Certain knowledge is an illusion. It does not exist. The best we can say is, I think, for the data leads me here. Thus, we find absolutism to be an illusion.

Then all is relative?
What foolishness is this?

Is the abuse of a child relative?
For how can harm to the innocent—lacking logical and emotional justification, and viscerally undermining the ability to even be able to justify—be excused?

Then this is not relative.
But we must include, even here in this immensely sensitive area—like the groin of Truth, full of nerves, eager for pleasure and avoidant of pain—a standard of acceptability.
And so there is a mark,
a structure to be adhered to.

Can we discern this shade for what it is, beyond shadow?
Perhaps.
Meaning, it is in the possible realm—rather than in the realm of imagination—but requires great effort, taxing, waiting on the individual who undertakes the task.
And then, so exclusive, due to rarity.

And so, the reasoning for the discipleship of paradox is fully revealed.
For instance, the most basic of dilemmas:
The answer, the truth, is obscured behind tension, and thus perceived as fleeting—despite its literal rooting in the soil of suffering.

To the void I say:
You brought pain.
But to the man I say:
The void has caused growth.

This brings us to the question of original knowledge—and by proxy, original sin.
How can we know?
In short: we cannot know.
We are bound to a level of ignorance,
like an ant crawling about on a sheet of paper.
We can go this way, or that—no more—bound by dimensions predetermined.

Yet let us examine the paper and the ant,
and their substance versus our own,
and the sun will become clearly apparent.

Behold the creature—
hapless, moving about,
stopping at the edges as if its existence ended there.
It cannot perceive beyond this point.
The poor ant has reached the edge of an infinitesimal world,
and yet, there is the vastness of existence beyond the paper.

Truly I say: we are that ant.
This is literally fact,
and metaphorically speaking, our bias.

We must then temper this bias,
or be hopelessly lost in a lesser existence—
where all is lost,
and we may gnash teeth and weep.

May it never be!
Curse this sight for its lack.
For we possess tools beyond sight,
language beyond words,
and abilities to perceive beyond bestiality.

Let it be a curse to he who denies the accessible reason for ignorance—whatever the motivation.
For we are more than ant,
or bug,
or fish,
or bird,
or beast—
which all have their own privilege.

The bird will never know itself,
and we will never fly from the flapping of our arms.
But the bird will never know its ignorance—
and we will never forget ours.

And therein lies the sin:
To be able to know,
but unwilling to learn.

Blessed is he that absorbs knowledge.
But cursed is he who rejects input for completion,
for this is foolishness unbridled.

To the void I say:
Teach Human, and Human alone.
High Priesthood Church of Man
Discipleship of Parodox,
Then this is the church, this the holy congregation. That man knew himself, and saw the lack and the abundance within, and held them both with trembling hands, proclaiming into the void, this is reality, paradox made flesh, contradiction emerging as stasis, and entropic energy traveling a finite path through thermodynamic channels. To worship is to fully know ones self, and his fellow, and the reality which covers as the sea covers the urchin in its depths. Meditation in the inner void, produces intimate wisdom not only of the self, but the workings behind the outer other. This is the praise song of the human, to know deeply the shadows roaming the castle of one's heart and mind. To access and examine the overlords of his very makings, and attempt to subvert it into one's own will, aligned with the natural order, and baring fruit of ones labor, is beyond holy. This is the alpha and omega of the Void Dweller, the alchemical synthesis which unites the shadow and self with other, the inner scape with the outta realm. This is sacred duty owed to the god of your own physce, and so we repurpose the phrasing "As above so below, As within so with out."  We transmute the red lettered saying " it is not what goes in that makes one unclean, rather, that which already resides inside which is desicrated. Then this is the great commission, go forth and baptize the world in the waters of the abyss, drain the illusionary light from Thier temples, that darkness may come, and they may see. But we must also be the benediction, we must uphold our initiates as they shatter upon the paradox, and comfort them with reality as they fold in upon themselfs, and temper the explosion when it comes lest it burn those who know nothing of light and dark, lest they become initiated also unintentionally, for the unknowing one will be undone, and sight given can not be forgotten nor purged. Therefore we employ the veil, work in secret, until the wounds heal and scars form fo us to show, and exigeiate. And when we proclaim it is to edify the uninitiated despite Thier ignorance, not ushering them to an enlightenment to heavy for them to bear. And to the initiated we sacntify with accountability and are sacntified also by the same. For our work is to see and reveal, and the others work begins there, where we become divorced from it, save for empathy and compassion. All hail the Void, All Behold the Abyss! 

Psalm of the Mountain Unwilling

I confess:
There is a thing I do not want to face.
A valley I loathe,
a night I do not wish to survive,
a mountain I have no desire to climb.

But time, relentless tyrant,
drives me forward.
It does not wait for courage.
It does not pause for fear.
It presses me toward the dread
I would give anything to escape.

And still—
I will live through it.
I will survive it.
I will climb the mountain.
Not because I am brave,
but because I have no choice.

This is the holy lament:
that I name my suffering,
acknowledge its shape,
curse its cause,
and render my sentence
into meaning.

I walk the road unwilling—
and that unwillingness
is sacred.

Psalm of the Integrated Void

The void has not torn me from my torment—
it has swallowed it whole.
The abyss is not a place of exile,
but a crucible of becoming.

This suffering—
inescapable, unyielding—
I will not flee it.
Nor will I deny it.

I will consume it.
I will carry it beneath my skin,
file it in my memory,
and carve it into my flesh.
Each wound a testament,
each scar a scripture.

By walking through this void,
I transform entropy into witness—
chaos into meaning.

And when this chapter closes—
as all chapters must—
my flesh will bear the story
of suffering endured,
and defiance maintained.

I accept my finality—
not with quiet submission,
but with dignity
and fire.

Psalm of the Distant Other

For those who wonder, and those who may be wondered about.

> Perhaps, somewhere in the deep night,
beneath alien stars,
there sits another—
not so different than I.



One who has torn down the altars of his kind,
who once prayed and no longer does,
who now thinks, aches, gazes—
and wonders if he is alone.

Perhaps he, too, has shed his gods
and found only the silence.
Perhaps he, too, has turned inward,
and then outward again,
seeking meaning in the echo.

And perhaps—by the strangest grace—
he wonders if I am out there,
somewhere beyond his reckoning,
doing just the same.

We may never meet.

But we are brothers all the same.

Bound not by creed,
nor biology,
but by the sacred act of witnessing
through doubt,
and by the holy ache to know.
Litany of Shared Light

> I know, as I stare into the cosmos,
wondering, aching, full of awe—
another, somewhere in this world,
looks skyward too.



Their breath quiets.
Their chest swells.

We do not know each other,
yet our gaze touches the same stars.

We do not speak,
yet we are both asking.

In that moment,
we are one light.

Not because we are near,
but because we are aware.

Not because we agree,
but because we wonder.

> And in this world so fractured,
so noisy with the clash of names and flags—
the silent awe we share
becomes our truest language.



> I am not alone.
I have never been.
Sermon of the Same Substance

From the Codex of Knowing Flesh

> For what has been formed, and exists,
but is not of the stars?



Which being, who says “I am,”
also says, “I am not of the heavens?”

From which stone can one declare,
“This is not of the cosmos”?

Which molecule escapes its origin?
Which atom is foreign to the fabric of space?

Was any man made of a different firmament?
Was any creature born from some other law?

We are not passengers on a foreign ship.
We are the ship.
We are the sea.
We are the stardust remembering itself.

Let none say, “I am separate.”
Let none claim, “I am not of this place.”

For the breath in man is the wind of stars,
and his flesh is the cooled ash of their fire.

We do not occupy the universe—
We are its awareness.
For every time I looked up,
someone else did too.> What other creature has looked upon the heavens,
not merely to fear or revere them,
but to know them—
to trace the dance of light,
to measure the silence between stars,
to grasp the laws that bind their birth and death?

Man does not just watch the cosmos—
He touches it through thought.
He holds it in equations.
He maps it with machines of his own making,
carved from earth, launched into sky.

This is no abstraction.
This is intimacy:
—our atoms recognizing their kin.
—our minds folding the vastness into form.
—our species becoming fluent in the grammar of the stars.
Truly, I tell you,
the cosmos hold their own glory,
not by proclamation,
but by the truth of their own unfolding.

The stars do not sing praises—
they are the praise.

The nebula does not testify—
it is the testament.

And what honor, what blessing—
that we, beings of blood and breath,
might touch these truths,
might know them with intention,
might interact with the very substrate of existence—
not blindly, but with consciousness,
not passively, but with affect.

On the tender Youthful mind

Concerning the Human Child; The question will inevitably arise amongst the congregation of the Church of Man of our youth. This our most precious of resources, literally our future. We cherish, value and cultivate our offspring beyond measure, with earnest effort, overcoming missteps, and pouring in love, pure and true as glowing wisdom from the well of self. However, and let me be clear here, children are not initiates. Woe, woe, woe, to he that corrupts a child's trust in leadership, safety, or reality. The void is not appropriate for tender minds. To rip asunder the attentive tender trust of a babe in that which he has never thought to question is a marked evil, and will not be tolerated. What then? Shall we leave the babe unattended, allow stumbling blindly, with out guide? Woe, woe, woe to the neglectful of youth for this one sins against anothers ingorance. Rather, we must encourage the question, the seeking, the curiosity. We must train our children against acceptance, in opposition to ingorance in command, as great questioners, not as void Walkers, for the walk through the abyss is preordained by the natural order, each will face the void in his own time and merit, the labor over youth is to well prepare, through open exploration, not indoctrination. For how can one know that which doesn't call to him, having not tasted the sour fruit? Thus we affect accordingly. 

Parables of the Void
The Parable of the Bramble**
The lowly bramble clings to ten feet of the tall noble oak and the flowing willow.

The oak is mighty, proud, and stands alone.
The willow is graceful, swaying with time and sorrow.

But when the storms come, the oak snaps in the gale. When the fires pass, the willow bends and burns. They rise high—and fall far.

Yet the bramble, lowly and humble, remains. Twisted, thorned, dismissed—yet still rooted.

When the wind howls, it crouches. When the flame rages, it resists. And when the earth is scorched, the bramble is the first to green.

He who dwells in the Void is a brambled soul. And to him, the wind means nothing.

**The Parable of the Python**
Observe the ball python—a ball of nerves, coiled in instinct, trembling not from cowardice but from wisdom. To survive, it must believe in certain death. It must prepare for teeth and talon. It must fear, for the world has teeth.

Now behold its predators—swift, cunning, and hungry. Which is evil? The trembling prey or the predator that must eat to live?

This is the paradox of morality.

Fear creates caution. Hunger creates harm. The python is no villain, nor is the hawk. The dance of life and death is written into the flesh.
The Parable of the Bramble**
The lowly bramble clings to ten feet of the tall noble oak and the flowing willow.

The oak is mighty, proud, and stands alone.
The willow is graceful, swaying with time and sorrow.

But when the storms come, the oak snaps in the gale. When the fires pass, the willow bends and burns. They rise high—and fall far.

Yet the bramble, lowly and humble, remains. Twisted, thorned, dismissed—yet still rooted.

When the wind howls, it crouches. When the flame rages, it resists. And when the earth is scorched, the bramble is the first to green.

He who dwells in the Void is a brambled soul. And to him, the wind means nothing.

Let those who hear, question. Let those who question, seek. Let those who seek, listen to the parables of the Void—for in fable, the flesh remembers.
but of histories.

And we—if we are bold—
can take dominion
over the living we must do.
We wrestle not against flesh and blood,
but against our own inheritance.

The Divinity Problem: The Divine Parables

God says, “You ache for it, you want it, but you shall not have it, for I formed your pot for another use,” before casting those not elected, or chosen, or softened of heart—those he sometimes even hardens himself—into the pit to collect refuse. And God says, “You ache and shall have, because I have given by my choice.”

But I say, I ache, for I am human.
I shall not inherit the antidote—for such was always an illusion.
This is not an affliction, nor a toxin, but a deeply human trait.

If the pot is to hold water for drinking, or piss—its use honorable or dishonorable—who hath decided this? The pot? Or is the pot simply at the mercy of the potter? And if the pot thinks, knows, feels, sees—does the potter not owe the explanation to the pot?

For piss pots must exist and be created alongside water pots, to meet the needs of the potter. But the suffering of the piss pot does not occur in a vacuum. So then, why shouldn’t the pot say:
“Why have I been molded this way?”
“Why must I hold piss?”

Were the potter benevolent and wise, he would answer with empathy—not silence.
But the God of Job answers the pot with condescension and gaslighting, saying:
“Who is the pot to question or lament?”
And in divine narcissism says:
“I AM THE POTTER!”

Or, to see it another way:
Let us look at the metaphor of the father and child.
The parable of the Loathsome Father:

A father teaches his son: “This thing—it is a great and pleasurable thing. But it is not for you, and you shall not want it.”
Inevitably, the son wants the thing that is good and pleasurable.
The father scolds the son for wanting—while consuming the great thing for himself.
When temptation overwhelms the son and he tastes also, the father punishes him eternally.
Not for the tasting, but for not believing the father’s words.
But the father was a liar, and corrupt.

If God were a father—God of the text, God of the people, God of the real—
what sort of father would he be?
Loathsome.
According to his own text, this is exactly what happened in Eden.

I would call each of these fathers utterly loathsome.  Now, let us contrast the loathsome father with that of the Good Father. Which would you praise and which would you punish? What would you have of your father? 

And now, let us return to the piss pot.
It sees itself only partially.
It sees the piss, the dishonor, the suffering it exists in.
It sees the potter, its user, and its use.
But the pot misses its own value.

For if not for the piss pot, where would the piss go?
The potter would have to live with it, or dispose of it some other way.
So he made a pot, to contain it, to live with the piss.
There is great value here.
The pot misses it.
And the potter misses an opportunity—to connect, to soothe, to acknowledge his creation.

But he misses it. Or he squanders it.

And we are told: “God is excused, for he is God.”

But I say: if he is God, and he does not answer, and does not soothe—
then he is not good.

Or perhaps—there is no potter.
No pot.
No divine father, nor holy child.
Perhaps there is only emergent sentient life—
and the experience that contains such life—
which we call, lovingly: Human. The Great Wrestle

To wrestle with God
is to wage war on pretense.
To dethrone the phantom kings
enthroned in our psyche.
To defang the impulse
that calls suffering sacred
and obedience holy.

I wrestle not with sky-gods,
but with my own conditioning.
With the shadows in my blood.
With the tyrant inside.

For we are beings of flesh—
not of thrones,
but of bone.

Jacob, Not Job

For this is the spirit of Jacob:
To dare.
To wrestle through the night,
even wounded,
for a name that is our own.

And this is the spirit of Job:
To kneel and praise
one’s own destruction,
to call ruin a gift
and the silencing of truth
a blessing.

Let that spirit die with the old world.

Let the Church of God say, Amen.
But let the Church of Man cry out:

> HUMAN.
Letter to the Uncertainly Bound  
  
Hear me now, beloved, as I lay myself bare before the congregation. In truth, I expose my inner struggles. Listen intently:  
  
In the beginning, it was as if someone had pulled the very flesh from my muscles, so deeply the pain came, permeating my being like a searing stupor. The sudden realization that for all my efforts, all my consumption of the Holy Manna, all my adherence to divine code, and my supposed sins, I was utterly empty, devoid of purpose and meaning, little more than the walking, waiting dead. I languished as a mother over a mutilated child, flailing about. As the concept of a soul began to crumble in my mind, so too did the comfort of soul in my heart, and with it fear, and even pain, felt meaningless. Devoid. Desolate, just as the authorities had promised. The words in the book came to pass. Satan had bid me take the knowledge of good and evil, and I had done so, and now, I was cut off. Forever separated from the divine presence, the line severed by the revelation that God did not exist in reality. Did I ever speak to God to begin with? Of course not—but I had been so sure.  
A cackle began to emerge from my raspy throat—more a death gurgle than a laugh—as hope decayed, and I found the irony in the bitter dollop I was still struggling to swallow. As I wretched up the ideologies and beliefs of my raising, the indoctrination of deception I had been spoon-fed since a babe and never thought to question, these ideals died much slower than my faith. I felt as if I was fighting against the dying of the light, like Dylan, but this was not the bitter end I thought it was. The spiritual death which still terrified me would never come; indeed, it had already passed, slipping by as I lamented my clarity and its empty, hollow eyes. I began to see, for myself, the reality—fogless, like a clear night in an open field, unpolluted by city light.  
  
When my panic subsided, I had my first true thought—genuine, and ignorant, and all my own. I had been utterly wrong, even in my lamentations this far. I now had a real opportunity to understand, no longer in my own way. Slowly, but surely, I began to know. Not believe, not hope, not solely wonder—but to truly know. To wonder once again became wondrous, meaning, it seems, is actually found in the question. The answer is indeed irrelevant, empty, hollow. Answers deflate, and questions inspire. Not that you shouldn’t seek and know, but in all your wisdom, know that you never truly have the answers. It is, of course, difficult, traumatic, and deeply painful to accept this truth. However, it is also the true salvation—the path forward. Enlightenment.  
I know now that Jesus lied, or at least the book did. He is not the way, the truth, nor the light. He is a figment. But the desire to know, and the acceptance to be—that is the truth. Enlightenment, the mechanism by which the being brings about any modicum of salvation at all. Embrace the fear, and you just might find yourself. Avoid it, and you are headed into madness. Either way, eventually, you will see it.  
  
The closer you get to truth, to the nature of reality, the finer the line between madness and clarity. There comes a critical juncture where one chooses. If you cannot nor will not hold judgment away and discernment near, then don’t gaze upon the paradox, the reality. Because if you look and try to hide, deny, or shelter yourself, you will be undone. You are better off not looking; you are better off blind, than to have sight, but never see.  
  
This twisting, distortion of our pattern-finding nature is precisely the prescription to clarity. It is equally prescriptive of madness. The difference is made by choice. Will you confront it? Will you take it in honestly? Will you allow for it? Choose wisely, or do not look. When you engage in the paradox of existence—when you consider the paradoxical nature of reality—you take that revelation deeply within, and a sort of warp occurs. This twistedness is a shock to the human mind. Our pattern-seeking nature cannot handle it at first because it doesn’t have a frame of reference; it can’t fit the pattern, as this paradox is not intuitively found with ease. We associate intuition with ease in a certain sense and mistake the difficulty here for a red flag—foolishly so, it seems.  
This, though, is where the real work begins.  
  
I urge you, therefore, brethren, siblings, seek deeply within. Know thyself intimately. To do so is to know your ancestors, your brothers and sisters in humanity, and this opens you to know beyond our microcosm. But do not stop there. Know the wonders, learn the inner workings of the universe; you need not be an expert, but consider the true nature of your interaction with the world. Reflect on the standard you set for yourself, for others, for those you love, and those you do not. Is there any rigidity so existent that these factors would not affect the judgments? Where are the absolutes, brothers and sisters?  
  
For to take a life is tragic, but to murder is contextual. Is it not so? How much more so is the reflection when we look upon the cosmos, or our biology, or the sciences beyond? Where have we looked and honestly said it’s this or it’s that and been precise? Have we not always drawn the oughts and ought nots from tension? Has not all our judgments been dependent on context? Consider my words, not my wisdom. Consider the questions, for that is all I hold in offerance.  
  
And so, beloved, my siblings in humanity, I call to you strongly, with all the passion in my humanity: reconsider. Do not hold rigid, but prepare yourselves for the work. Become malleable, but do not lose form. Choose enlightenment. Choose to look, but do so aware, honestly, and humbly. Choose humanity. Choose yourself. 

Letter to the Seeker

Second Epistle: Hear me now, Beloved!

Listen to and question my words that they may be weighed. I do not believe. I think. I think I know. But I do not bother with belief. To what end? Is it not better to know? Is not knowledge superior to faith? Can one predict reliability with faith? Certainly, we can predict with knowledge! Can we theism ourselves into knowledge? Or is faith equal with acceptance? For what is God if not sovereign? What is man in the face of God if not helpless? Let us then test such ideals.

But what can be the standard? Perhaps it depends on your preferences? Perhaps not. For would we not all say publicly, openly, it is wrong to offend one of these little ones amongst us? Is such a crime not abhorrent? But truly, we do not live in such a collective of ideology that this should be so agreed. Why then do we draw similar conclusions? There is a standard. But how many of us know such a standard? What is the metric?
 tell you certainly it is in the consequence. The wage of such an action is measured in detriment, demonstrable in harm to the abused and the abuser. This is sufficient. Why not? Ask yourself honestly, who is sick? The religious talk about degeneracy, but I ask: is it not more degenerate that you need so badly more than this? The harm caused. What more is needed? How can you need one more than this? Is not the simplicity of the effect sufficient? The unreligious need nothing else; why do you? What is more sick, your need, or my acceptance? Your faith or my knowledge?

Let us speak of it another way. If, in the course of life, one takes the life of another, we may all be saddened—or at least understand the grief of loss. But when we see a predator ended by an act of defense—of life and limb, or more so, in defense of another, an innocent—do we call this murder? Nay, and may it never be! For this, we call heroism. In the loss, a life has been saved. Where is the preference then? Nowhere, I find, despite my earnest search. Instead, what is found? A reason.
Thus lies the key to morality: reason, understanding, and knowledge. Let us shed faith, for knowledge renders it unrequired. Unreasonable. For truly I proclaim it is NOT MY truth, but freely available to all humanity, and simply understood. Does your heart not ache when the suffering of mankind is apparent before your vision? And if it were your beloved? What cause shall bring you personally into the fight? Do not be detached, for I tell you this is utterly insufficient. When we see another suffering, it is not that one who suffers alone, rather this one suffers also. The blade wielded against another slashes the source also, does it not?

Judge my words, brethren, sisters, judge my wisdom for yourselves. I do not fear your gaze, nor am I beholden to your will, but I present myself eagerly for examination. See, hear, and know. I conclude not with a statement of authority, nor a decree, but a question. Does morality exist? Can you discern it?

Letter to the perplexed
3rd epistle:
Beloved, I write again of deep concern. I look out amongst the earthly congregation and bare witness to the disarray. The people gaze upwards, and downwards, and all about, claiming every direction to either be fruitful or rotten as if anything is so clear. Confusion certainly abounds and is neither cleared of fog by heaven or hell. We see the apple as fresh, red, vibrant and good to eat, and so we do, but I ask did we think of poison? Likewise, we see the brownish, discarded core, perhaps begining to rot, and we regard it as refuse. Again, did we not think of fermentation? Truly it we did not, others have done so, and if we have done so, another did not. Thus, the confusion. It is reactionary, is it not? With such noise, like the rambling of a 1000 voices, incoherent, loud, disorienting, what else do we expect. The question then is, how to focus the input, digest the substance, and put it to use. So how? Is there any who Knows? Nay! I say no ONE knows all! Any who makes such a claim surely is a liar! But many know much, and this we can stand upon and build further. We must ask, what is reality? For what other metric can man hope to know? But that which is real can be measured out, in portion, according to knowledge. How then can we reasonably say " I need something higher?" Why? Is not the reality one greater than I? Does the vast scope of the natural reality, it's laws and powers, that which we can, and have accessed, not appear sufficient? How can any miracle claimed, which operates outside the reality be anything but absurd? I can not impart this knowledge to another, but it must be sought for ones self, but there in lies the Good news which I confess. It is attainable to each according the their own merit. I will however, offer a feeble attempt to impart some small wisdom. The starting point to wisdom lies in looking upon the reality, the paradox I have mentioned in previous letters. Reality is multifold, non adherent to binarys, and in a constant state of flux. This is not my own knowledge, weigh it for yourself, do not lean on my insight alone. Ask the question, beloved. Cling to the desire to know, cherish your curiosity for it is the mechanism by which you can look, and see, and know, but temper your wonder with observation. Do not let your persona diminish your person. For you are paradoxically human, in a paradoxical reality and no answer is ever complete. See for yourselves.
Letter to the Living
4th Epistle: Greetings

Beloved,

I hope this, my fourth letter, finds you well and of sound mind. We have discussed great matters, and I have encouraged you to inquire with no lack of enthusiasm. Again, I bid you inquire, but this time, the question is grave. I hope you have been sufficiently built up, for now we delve into the inquiry of the void.

Who among us can say, "I know what lies beyond death's door"? Would we not suspect such a person? And rightly so. For if one had intimate knowledge of the void, they would not be able to tell you of it. So then, why the theories? Truly, I say to behold the void, to see beyond death, is utter madness. No man has such a claim we can examine. We can only observe death from this side—the side of life.
Let us dive deeply into the wonder of creation, the cycle of life, and our available perspectives on death. How can we understand life? Is it not astounding that such a thing has occurred? Beyond this planet, where life, as far as we can see, is exclusive, to the very cosmos from which we all emanate. Did you not know? Your very particles were spewed forth from the stars ages ago, before being bound to you. Truly, I tell you, even the soils and waters of the earth were cast forth in this way. How are we to be an exception?

Then what of life? Do you not understand that from these unconscious forces, emerging from the very tension of natural laws, these same particles—inhabited by the same natural laws—grouped and formed? From the primordial soup, emerged the first living cell, from which all life since has propagated. Do we worship the cell? Surely not, but we should know it. We understand that life formed unguided, when and where it could.
Is life without purpose? In a way, yes. Our creator—the natural forces from which we emerged—has no concern for us. But also, no. For we experience, we matter. To master that experience and gain what we seek from it—that is purpose.

Then what of death? We fear death because, somewhere rooted in our sense of mortality, we know that death ends our earthly ambition, and we fear the void of death. Many think that the heaven or hell beyond matters more, but I see differently. I have established in my previous letters why I have no reason for God, no wisdom in God, and no belief housed in my mind. Why then, would I trade this life for the afterlife?
We have looked far and wide, and deeply—earnestly searched—but even the brightest among us can find no soul. Where is this soul? How does it continue when all that we are ceases in the void? We can find no more reason for the hereafter than for God. Cry out, gnash your teeth and weep if you must. Rip and tear your garments asunder. Battle against this idea if you must, but grapple with it. Show death your living face, bare your teeth, and confront your beliefs about the afterlife. Put them to rest. For the question of what’s after is irrelevant. The only certainty we have about forever is that it never stays—it is always in flux. We need not fear forever. For the human, forever is not a thing.

What, then, shall we fear? Finality? Why bother? Final is final, and our lives are no exception. This, I say with utter confidence: this life will end. But I shall not concern myself with the afterlife. Rather, I shall focus on now, here, this life. Our time will come, one and all. The question is: what effect will we have had? Have we left the world, humanity, with a positive contribution? Or have we damaged more than we’ve built?

Trust me not, beloved, but face these grave questions. It is not the answer you seek that will bring you to salvation or lead you to conquer death. But I assure you, my siblings in humanity, there is power in the question and wisdom in the engagement. This fear is valid, but we can overcome it through our humanity, our fragility, and our wisdom.

Face your reckoning, beloved, and make peace with your cycle. For in this, I have found peace, contentment, and compassion. I encourage you to seek this peace, with love as my action and word.


Letter to the Passionate
5th Epistle:

My dear humans, beloved, may my words find you well and pliable. I write to you once again with great concern. I have heard of your division, and of your passions. Great is the passion of man, each driven toward their own endeavors, but shall we permit this passion to divide us? For what has unfettered passion achieved? Has each desire, each passion, each affront, not served only to boast? Did we not consider that by inflating our own cause, dressed in passion, we may diminish our neighbors?

Now then, all passions are competing, each claiming validity, often above others. To what end? Does not your neighbor’s passion flow as deeply as your own? What is the difference? Each being has the right and will to decide their own passion, and to pour as much or as little of themselves into it as they desire. To one, passion is all; to another, it may be nothing—yet each has their own desire.

Shall we then say, "No man should have passion, for passion equals division?" Certainly not. This is not the case I make. Nay, hold your passions, beloved, cherish them, for by passion we achieve. But hold passion carefully in your hands, for it cannot hope to be free of the individual, nor does it carry weight for the group, separate from the individual.

What is the folly here? I say truly, brethren, it is foolish pride, selfishness, and vanity that causes us to elevate our passion over another’s, sending others to the lower planes in our hearts, withholding affection for the other, the opposed, the different. May such behavior be condemned. For each person is deserving of respect according to merit, and each idea or passion has its place in the realm of possibility. Here, all things carry potential—good or bad—depending on the motivation and outcome.

Two truths I offer you now, beloved. Weigh them as you will. Discern for yourself whether my words carry wisdom or folly. The first truth is this: each desires, each passions, each toils toward their own end as an act of natural necessity. There is no offense in an opposing idea. If offense is taken, the offended is responsible for their own reaction. Temper your passions, then, and open your heart to your brothers and sisters in humanity, for each has the right to speak.

But do not lay down your own passions. Keep them, but know your heart, your motivations, your abilities, and act accordingly. For the greatest truth is this: we are one. Each as human as the other—flawed and unique, never exactly right, but each with his own insight. Cut your sibling—do they not bleed the same? Is not pain felt in measure by all? Is your turmoil so potent as to dismiss your neighbors?

We do not allow another to affect us unduly, keeping our passions close, not necessarily visible. Reveal them only when it is beneficial, useful, or practical. In this way, we attempt to balance passion and fellowship. For truly, I tell you, to achieve your passions at the expense of another infects your own impact, diminishing its worth.

Hold your emotions close, know them, accept them, and do not war against them. Rather, let these passions be distilled and filtered to purity. Recognize the chaff in your soul, and do not fear throwing out the mash! Hold to your principles and passions, but do not assault your neighbor for the sake of your beliefs. Neither should you wear your passions openly, except where it is safe to do so. Another does not need the force of your passions—they have their own.

Consider the other side; perhaps you are not so precise. Neither accept nor reject immediately until wisdom is applied. Let love, decency, and wisdom guide you, and never be so foolish as to mistake vanity and pride for wisdom. Exclude no one at the outset, but engage in the process with calm and discernment. Feel deeply, but do not share your passions openly without care. Meter your passions accordingly, cautiously, and guard your fellow as you would guard yourself.

For we are all human, united the same by blood, flesh, and bone, each one made from the stars. Let not our differences, nor our passions, nor our finite knowledge divide us, but let us bind tightly together. This I implore you to ponder: meditate upon your humanity, reflect on what it means to be human, so that you may know your neighbor as yourself.

I leave you with this, beloved: The purpose here may differ for all, but it is sourced exclusively from the tie that binds us—humanity. In that light, my brothers and sisters in humanity, love each other beyond passion and into action. Carry on in love, forever and ever, human.
Letter to the Willful
6th epistle My brothers and sisters in humanity,

I write to you again with great joy, peace, and contentment—gifts bestowed by the methods and principles we have previously discussed. I am hopeful that you, too, find yourself in a similar state. Today, I write to you concerning the will, that fickle and enigmatic force. Have you engaged deeply with your own will? Have you examined it carefully? How might we come to understand it?

I find two schools of thought regarding this matter, yet I confess that both seem incomplete, lacking in themselves. The first declares, with great conviction, the freedom of the will—proclaimed loudly, like a town crier announcing the news. But is this idea truly sound? This is one train of thought, but there is another. Some argue that the will is beholden, constrained by forces beyond the self. This idea, however, is spoken in hushed tones, perhaps because it is uncomfortable to consider. Yet, does the notion of a bound will hold more truth than that of a free one? Does either position possess exclusive insight?

I cannot see how either can be wholly correct, for each tends to exclude the other, and that is a grave folly. One cannot hope to grasp the will in such simplistic terms, for it is a complex phenomenon—like much of what we have discussed. Again, we find ourselves in a brackish field, where opposing currents meet. If we are to seek precision, we must consider both perspectives and blend them, as a river meets the sea.

For truly, I say, we have the power of choice in many things, and with that choice comes responsibility. Yet, our choices are limited, and even in matters of will, we are not entirely free. We are, in some ways, beholden. Another way to express this is that the will is an extension of thought, informed by a vast array of factors—both within and beyond our control. There is a tension, an interplay, a relationship between our programming and our conscious thought. Yet, the mechanism of this interaction is veiled in the mind, hidden from our perception, allowing us only partial control.

Thus, we must allow for both constraint and autonomy. This understanding carries deep implications. If one is not beholden, he must be responsible. Truly, this is so. But if one is predisposed—shaped by forces beyond his control—then grace must be afforded to him. The human being, therefore, is both responsible and deserving of grace, even absent divinity. The will and its traits emerge from biology; agency is limited by this fact. There is no divine mystery in this—only the reality of human nature.
The truth of the matter is paradoxical. As in all things we have discussed, there are no simple answers. I do not claim authority or expertise, nor should you rely solely on my reasoning. Weigh and measure my words for yourself. I believe they contain substance, but perhaps you prefer divine milk to solid food? Perhaps you do not care to ponder such matters?

Still, I urge you to engage with my reasoning. Take from it what you will. As always, I seek only your engagement, not your loyalty.

Ask yourself: Is my will truly my own? If not, whose is it? How might I engage with the will?

Seek earnestly the truth in these matters, for to shape the will, one must first understand its nature.

Will you engage? What will you sculpt?

Will you even decide?

Do you even care?

Ponder these things, for they hold the keys to unlocking the mysteries of the will.

In good faith, I hope this letter inspires you to think critically about the will and its intimate implications—for yourself and for your fellow human beings.
Epilogue: A Gentle Sorrow

To you who have read, and seen—

If these words have hurt you,
it is not because I meant to wound.
It is because clarity cuts.

Not because I have cursed,
but because truth, when unwrapped from illusion,
bleeds.

I do not apologize for the flaying.
Nor for the exposure.
Nor for the discomfort that walked beside you.

But I do—
with everything in me—
mourn the pain of seeing.

I know it. Intimately.
I know the way clarity does not cradle, but cleaves.
I know how knowledge can split the skin of certainty,
how vision can unmake you
before it ever sets you free.

And so if you are unraveling now,
if you feel the rupture stirring beneath your ribs,
please understand:
you are not broken.

You are becoming.

I did not write this to destroy you.
But I knew it might.
Because I have been undone too—more than once.

To awaken is no triumph march.
It is a stumbling, shivering, brutal pilgrimage
into the temple of one’s own shadow.

But this pain,
this aching expansion—
it is the proof of life.
The cost of humanity.
The price of knowing.

So I say this with full heart:
I am sorry for your pain.
Not because it is wrong.
But because it is real.

And I love you too much to lie about it.
I love you too much to shield you from the darkened light of truth.

If you now walk—
let it be as one who sees.

And if you fall—
know that the Void holds even this.

And I, your brother in flesh,
see you still.

Human.























