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The Block
by Alon

The time has arisen for all good men to come to the aid of their lives. Funneling
through the tunnel of their destinies, they do not realize that they do not decide.
Decision is the notion upon which man builds his dignity. Until this changes, man
will not see the rut through which he flows. It could be argued that in this instance,
ignorance is bliss. And yet there are so many unhappy, unsatisfied people. “I can’t
get no satisfaction” is the human condition.

I rejoice in consciousness, not suspense. Nothing justifies the end, which is
merely a by-product of the means, for the means are the experience. Certainly my
imagination can come up with things wilder than my senses, but my senses are
overwhelmingly detailed. And I like it.

It has been said that the human tragedy of lack of satisfaction can be avoided
through the setting of an arbitrary goal, preferably an unattainable one. This has
been called existentialism.

It has been said that the concept of mind/body dualism is a mere fabrication,
that Being-in-the-World is not the state of an object or a subject, but an integrated,
inseparable unit. This has been called existentialism.

When will they ever learn?
Simply stated, skepticism is the knowledge that it is impossible to know anything

else.
Similarly, it is my goal to have no other goal. The world comes to me, I need

not chase it.
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Psychorama

Museum
The mind is not a small room. It is more like a museum.
Normally, I feel that I am totally alone in my museum. I stroll about casually,

looking at various displayed constructions (“real world”).
Occasionally, it seems that I am not alone in my museum. I hear shuffling in

dark corners, which moves or disappears upon investigation.
Most people, it seems (I gather this by careful analysis of the constructions on

display), feel that they have full view of every corner of their museums; they must
either live in smaller rooms or walk more quickly.

Whirlpool
Subconsciousness, like all else, is an element of the conscious mind.
It is a name, spontaneously given to a spontaneously appearing mind element

along with the spontaneous feeling that some force known as “will” has “given” the
name to the object (the object being subconsciousness).

Stimulus: Describe said object.
Response: Subconsciousness is the awareness that the conscious mind is unaware.

Tapestry
One fact is undeniable. Reality is a concept. It is one mind element among

many. It is the feeling that all mind elements are somehow interrelated.
Relationships are apparent dependent concepts which run like threads between

independent concepts and other mind elements. Reality is the resultant mesh.



4

Fountain of Spontaneous Rumors

Although I had been hearing rumors for the past month or so about the little
furry creatures, I hadn’t given these rumors much heed. Such a thing seemed ridicu-
lous to me. The little furry creatures supposedly were generated spontaneously in
one of River’s Eyes, where River flows out from the side of Egg Mountain, crashes
to the ground in a waterfall, and then proceeds smoothly through our White Valley.
It was said that the creatures were highly dangerous. They were given the name
“invaders” and it was said that they intended to take control of the Valley, our
universe.

I began an abstract consideration of the concept of spontaneous generation. It
occurred to me that I had never witnessed an incident in which something came
from nothing. I sat all afternoon by the Bank of River, and as I watched her move
by, I said to myself, “This River must begin somewhere.” I pictured the Eye as
a hole in the limiting mountainous walls of Valley, a hole leading to an entirely
unknown extension of our universe.

Luckily, this heresy fled my mind as I considered the empirical facts that are rec-
ognized by all cryptan beings. The pure Valley is manifestly universal and therefore
encompasses all. The divine River is obviously eternal and is thus originless. The
sacred Eye defines morality and hence denies profanity.

It therefore becomes inconceivable that little furry creatures enter the Valley
from some etherial domain outside of the universe, and is equally absurd that they
are spontaneously generated within the Eye of the Egg in a process which would
desecrate that portal’s sanctity.

Such rumors are thence false propaganda, the spreading of which should clearly
be recognized as a capital crime.



5

The Origin of the Universe

In the beginning, Yaweh would yawn as he communicates with only 3,674,046
of His fellow beings, so He closes 28,685,583 of His 43,854,079 eyes and begins to
daydream. His friends, who at first think that He was winking at them, query his
dream.

“Of a place where the laws of physics are different,” He replies.
“He’s always doing that,” 2,364,973 of His friends mutter, while 741,503 of them

request a dissertation of these laws.
In a single instant He communicates all that His theoretical model implies.
He instantly creates a jointly consistent set of axiomatic definitions for all of the

physical laws, such as the odd notion that the Scent of the Energy Flux masquerades
as the Substance of Matter, or the distressing limitation that the Flavor of the Time
Dimension is corrupted by the Principle of Entropy.

He instantly details arbitrary descriptions of the Primeval State of the Universe,
in which the Vacuous Nest incubates the Cosmic Egg.

He instantly postulates the Moment of the Big Bang which spontaneously de-
termines the inertia from which subsequent moments precipitate as the Universal
State evolves.

He instantly calculates the Universal Chronotopic Map, which indicates the
transmomentary position of each of the various planets orbiting stellar fusion fur-
naces as they spin in galactic whirlpools which are escaping from the center of the
universe.

He instantly broadcasts exact explanations of the strange different life forms
residing on the moister of these planets which, given His laws, necessarily develop
with their own intricate variations on the essential linear and cyclical chemical
patterns produced by the tetrahedral web, including the biological populations of
the planet referred to as “earth” by some of its inhabitants.

He instantly manifests every conscious moment of every living organism on this
planet, and all the other planets as well; all the feelings, emotions, pains, pleasures,
ideas, perceptions, sensations, warped memories, and all else that composes the
minds of these creatures.

And although the judges may praise it, many of his compatriots feel that this
universe which Yaweh brings to life in his imagination for a transcendental moment
has too little variety, as its laws are so invariant; 87,093 say that it was nothing but
a block, but 357,947 ask what that is supposed to mean.

Et cetera.
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The Origin of the Jehovah

In the beginning, whilst engaging in a typical fusionside chat with his fellow
omnipoids during one of their periodic lodge gatherings, Jehovah instantly created
the heavens and the earth as his entry in the Junior Telepathic Mirage contest and
immediately saw that it was good.

For this he was selected as the rightful recipient of the blue ribbon in the Ap-
plied Crafts category and was awarded the Grovel Prize for Sportsmanship by a
unanimous vote of the Mutual Admiration Society of the United Heavens and was
allowed to devour a hefty portion of the Kaleidoscopic Cosmic Candy Cane as part
of his grand prize.

Or so they say.
And you may ask yourself why this is considered an explanation.
And you may ask the local shaman for further clarification in the form of specific

queries.
From whence arises the magic which allows the human mind to coincide with an

external reality, which is merely the physically manifested universe of static laws of
nature?

If our world is the determined ramification of the abstract concepts of another
consciousness, then in what manner did this narcissistic deity and the eternal au-
dience of omninymble beings to which He communicates incorporate themselves?

In whose semiconscious dreamworld do divine entities originate?
And you would be correct in asking such obvious questions.
That is not necessarily intended to indicate that you would be abjectly incorrect

if you would specifically choose to avoid questioning.
You could have said to yourself that it didn’t matter to you, or that since the

divine hyperchronic world is timeless, the notion of origin as such is meaningless,
or you could think about it on your own for awhile, realizing that anything that
anyone else says must be taken with a grain of salt and that they are useful, other
people’s sayings including the prerequisite myth entitled Origin of the Universe,
that is, only as seeds around which your own thoughts may crystalize over time,
like rock candy; but only if your mind is a solution which is supersaturated with
dissolved thoughts.
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Incident at Meidum

Tam rolled over in his sleep, which had been a deep, alcohol inflicted refuge from
responsibility; he would have liked to remain in that state, but he sensed a faint
illumination in the room and something in the back of his mind warned him that he
better get up. He gave his wife a light kiss on the cheek. She smiled but otherwise
showed no sign of awareness.

He sat up and looked out the window. The sky was cloudy, and he was worried
that he might be late. He was expected to be at the construction site at sunrise
- but since the sun wasn’t shining, there was no telling when they would expect
him to be there. Tam’s past experiences with his foreman suggested to him that
he better hurry.

Clad in attire similar to a breach cloth he walked through the village past its
edge and towards the huge stone mountain which towered nearby. Already there
were thousands of people at the site, working in their teams at special jobs, all with
one aim - to construct a gigantic, man-made peak out of millions of granite blocks
weighing over two tons each.

The size of the pyramid was imperative to the workers, even if it meant little to
the king. Twice before they had finished the pyramid; only to be told to make it
bigger, to add another thick layer of stone over the smooth surface of the already
completed structure.

There was not enough work yet on the pyramid at Dashur to transfer all of the
workers, and King Snofru realized the advantages of having the men at work rather
than with freed time on their hands. Thus, he told the Egyptian people that they
must go for height - the higher the pyramid, the greater the remuneration of the
Gods in lives to come.

However, in order to increase the height of the pyramid by just ten cubits, at
an angle of fifty three degrees this would require an increase of seven and one half
cubits in thickness over the surface of the pyramid. At heights of over two hundred
cubits, this becomes quite a bit of surface area, and accompanying it, quite a bit
of mass in the stones. The huge mass represented an intense internal crushing
pressure. Unfortunately, these new layers were not well planned, and not all the
force was directed downward - lateral forces were at work.

But these lateral forces remained unperceived by the laborers below, who were
caught up in their own work. The Boat Gang was puling in a new shipment of
granite from the quarry. Tam watched them as he walked. He chuckled as they
pulled - they were always trying to show that they could move rock faster than the
Robust Gang, who were working at the site preparing the blocks to be smoothed
by another crew.

The sky was getting lighter as Tam hurried up to his team, and he was given
a harsh greeting by his foreman. “Up!” he yelled, gesturing violently towards the
top of the pyramid.

Tam quickly began to hike the ramp that led up he side of the structure to his
station, a place called the “growth spot”. The “growth spot” was where the next
large block was to be placed - Tam’s job, along with about twenty others each shift,
was to set the block into the proper place. Tam enjoyed working at the top of the
pyramid - it allowed him a great view of the village and his fellow workers below.
As he looked out off the ramp, he felt a small drop of water hit his cheek, then a
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rather large one hit his nose and he thought to himself “I shouldn’t be here now.
This is going to be a long day, and it hasn’t yet begun.” He couldn’t get his teenage
bride off his mind. He was imagining he was in a nice, warm bed as he watched the
water drop hang off his nose.

The rain started to be heard, drops splashing against the side of the stone moun-
tain.

“Here comes Tam,” someone shouted, and they all yelled for him to come over
in order to help place the block. With the knowledge of an expert he applied a
force in the crucial position, pushing hard against solid stone as the rollers were
extracted from under the block. The last log was used as a lever, and with this
as help, Tam and others guided the block into place. His face turned red and his
muscles tightened like knots around bones resembling thin poles as he strained.
With a great crash the lever was removed and the block fell a few inches into place.

The pitter-patter of the drizzle began to turn into a mild roar, and looking in
the direction of the sound, Tam saw a grey wall of water approaching them. “Here
it comes, like a sheet!” he shouted, and they all ran behind the block. However, it
didn’t provide much protection as the storm hit.

Twenty men stood there, huddled together and shivering in chilly wetness, lean-
ing against the cold stone blocks. A wind lashed the surface of the pyramid, setting
up a whirlwind in the corner where the men stood.

As they became soaked and cold they were willing to move around. Tam went
over to his friend Jol to talk as they waited for the next block to arrive.

“Slow moving today, eh?” Jol predicted.
“It’s going to be,” Tam agreed. He watched a stream of water that had formed

around his bare feet. “We won’t get much done in this rain.”
“Yeah.”
“And it’s dangerous up here.” Tam looked down the steep incline to the small

figures below, each one lethargic and unmotivated because of the weather, yet
having to work harder to fight the mud.

The next block came and the crew sprang to work, growling as they pushed at
the stone. As it dropped into place, Tam felt the rock below him shake a little,
and then spring back slightly, like the action of hydraulic shock absorbers. He saw
water pouring into the cracks of the structure, especially the separation between
the smooth surface stone of the original pyramid and the newly placed stones.

The rain came down hard all morning. Since Tam had arrived late, he was put
on the last lunch shift. As he went through the serving line and picked up his bread,
beef, and beer, he thought of his wife. He was alone and depressed, and he wanted
her immediately. Towards the end of his meal, however, his thoughts shifted to
going back to work, to his responsibility to make the pyramid taller for the good
of all, and to the memory of rain finding the cracks, pouring into the structure of
the edifice.

As he left the mess hall he stopped to curse before launching his way into the
rain, which hadn’t let up in the least. As he approached the pyramid and looked
up, he could pick out Jol at the growth spot. He was on the lever, lowering a block
into position. Tam saw him help pull the lever away, and the block went CRASH.

Tam thought he saw the side of the pyramid wobble. On second glance, he could
clearly see the side of the pyramid moving towards him. A chain reaction had
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been set up. The four walls of the pyramid were bowing out. The mountain was
collapsing.

Tam saw the workers on the sides of the mountain loose their balance and fall,
dropping towards him. Jol jumped.

Rubble rolling down the side reached and crushed Tam before boulders could
fall on him from above. The site was demolished.
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National Capital

Pigeon Republic
It was an old grey pigeon. Most of the feathers on his left side were either missing

or in the process of decay. His beak was chipped. But he had certainly sired many
a fine pigeon. He had no consistent name.

He had been standing on a patch of ice over the dirty metropolitan sidewalk
for quite some time. He fluttered away as a young man passed. The young man
fancied that the pigeon had moved to demonstrate a deference to him, the sort
of respect that rural animals instinctively show for humans. In truth, the pigeon
moved because one of his feet had become painfully cold.

The old grey pigeon flew two feet and landed on a dirty, moist newspaper, over
a picture of a grieving woman. Five people had died in an automobile accident, the
caption read. The pigeon shat on her face.

Mobile Democracy
The young man continued walking. A large, foul-smelling metallic object ap-

proached him, farted as it stopped near him, and sucked him in from off the side-
walk.

The young man looked at the bus driver. He didn’t get too nervous around such
people, even negroes. Such people see so many others all day; he would be just
another face to such a person. “Just another face covered with hair,” he began
to think, but checked himself. He had gotten a little paranoid, you see; or more
accurately, acutely self-conscious.

He was dirty. He hadn’t bathed in days.
He was fuzzy. He hadn’t shaved in weeks.
He was tired. He hadn’t slept well the night before.
And his backpack was heavy. With a grunt he slung the thing off his shoulders

as he stood next to the bus door.
He fell into a middle aged woman as the bus started up. Their thighs rubbed

together and he tingled. He looked up at the woman. She was angry. His backpack
had fallen into her small child, who was now on the floor of the bus, crying. Blood
began spurting from the child’s nose onto his mother’s white dress and onto the
backpack, which still had the child’s legs pinned to the floor.

The bus driver stared suspiciously at the young man. The young man dropped
three round metal scraps into a well designed for such, and the driver seemed
satisfied.
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Comprehensive Offensive Defense

Letters to the Editor
Washington Bazaar
Washington, D.C.

Dear Sir,

The most critical problem with our current defense program is that none of the
currently debated propositions look towards a fully comprehensive program. Such
a program should provide stability in our defense spending as well as assure us that
we have done everything possible to deter Soviet aggression, thus insuring that none
of our free people will ever live under such totalitarian domination.

However, careful consideration clearly unveils the posture which we must pursue
in order to give each American a true sense of security. Our current production
of only three nuclear warheads per day amounts to a mere thousand annually.
Hence we have no choice but to make it our unalterable goal to increase, by every
conceivable method, the daily output of warheads towards the ideal figure of seven
hundred. Thus within twenty years each man, woman, and child native to the
United States will experience the security and comfort of having a nuclear missile
in his own backyard, prepared to decimate Moscow in the second worse possible
case that he is the sole surviving patriot of a Communist nuclear assault.

Sincerely,

Milandus Trial Komplex, Vice Resident
Necroscope Ballistics, Inc.
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Market McBlues

Skating down the highway
on a Newtonian board.

Past the Golden Arches · · ·
“We must go back!
Grease Attack!”

You got your - toy cars - learn to consume
You got your - transistor radios - make room
for your - very own color TV - they’ve got you now
Soon you’ll be buying a Sports Car.
You got your - charge card - learn how to borrow
You got your - mortgage - learn to be in debt.
You got your - 3 kids - 2 cheeseburgers,
1 chicken, 1 Big Mac, 1 fish,
4 large fries,
finiculi, finicula,
2 chocolate, 2 vanilla shakes,
and a large Coke →

Plastic, Plastic, carbon chains the best,
Plastic, Plastic, smother all that’s left,
of this earth
after concrete,
after asphalt,
after sewage,
after slime.
Block all pores of life on earth in none too short a time.

You got your – Market McBlues ...
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Mushrooms of Glory

A small, dark man with beady eyes approached his color television set with a
slight limp in his left leg. The right corner of his upper lip rose disapprovingly as
he considered the poor quality of the cathode ray image into which he was about
to peer.

Hastily he flicked on the switch and hobbled towards the kitchen, swearing at
the “Goddamn Japs” for forcing US to impose a trade embargo. “Don’t make TV’s
like they used to.” And his expensive new Pinto was in the shop again, too.

He did not mind the odor as he opened his refrigerator. The beer he grabbed
was a sixteen ounce aluminum can containing Miller Lite. The food was a frozen
Swanson He-Man Roast Beef Feast TV dinner.

As he began to preheat his oven, he remembered his last electric bill and swore
at the “Goddamn Iranians” as he rotated the dial up to the requested figure of 450
degrees Fahrenheit.

He pulled on the ersatz counterweights on his digital coo-coo clock. It coo-cooed:
“1:15 PM”.

So he returned to the comfort of his orange and kaki plaid armchair, which
remained in a position strategically planted before the television. He seemed filled
with confusion as he sat gazing into the screen. “Yeah,” he verified, glancing at the
current position of the channel selector, “sonnava bitch ’zon NBC.” With growing
impatience he fidgeted as he sat and waited, then stood and pondered the situation
as he tried to scratch his rectum through the seat of his polyester doubleknits.

Eventually he complained with annoyance, “But this isn’t football. And it isn’t
a tire commercial.” It was a Shirley Temple movie, in black and white, but he
could not notice. As he flipped the station to CBS with renewed confidence, he
asserted, “The [ insert arbitrary local name of National Football Conference team
] game will surely be on.”

But no. The sterile electronic voice emanating from the television speaker an-
nounced, “We regret to inform you that the broadcast, and hence this football game
thereof, has been cancelled due to a lack of sponsor funds.”

“Goddammit all!” the man exclaimed as uncontrollable coughs of frustration
echoed through his little lungs. “They’ve forced ’em all outa’ business, and now all
my autumn Sundays gonna’ be wasted!”

The sound of an approved network voice graciously inviting all of its viewers
to stayed tuned to a special presentation of “My Mother the Car visits Petticoat
Junction” (which would immediately follow a brief word from the sponsor) was
drowned by a sudden wheezing attack and by the fitful pounding of a fist on the
television which caused the picture to scramble.

“Nuke ’em!” he ranted. “Nuke ’em!” he raved. “Nuke ’em!”
So they did.
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The Origin of New Clear War

The front page headline of the Washington Bazaar calls out:

THIRTY DIE IN SUBWAY TRAGEDY

On page thirteen resides an obscure article about a minor nuclear war which had
commenced three days earlier in Africa. The warheads of ten fusion explosives had
been detonated since then.

All of the warheads were of American design and had been manufactured in the
United States. This is not mentioned in the article.

The article goes on to say how this is the first use in war of nuclear weapons
since Nagasaki.

And mustard gas was also used. This was made in Europe.
Botsylwania no longer exists.
Zambilia has declared rightful ownership of the crater.

Department of Mathematics, University of California, Irvine

Email address: pbailey@math.uci.edu


