This morning I was handed an object – perhaps we could call it an envelope – by a man that I have met before. The envelope is not quite an envelope in that it is not made of paper or cardboard, nor is it sealed at its edges to create an enclosed compartment – rather, it is made of something rather like a woven bamboo placemat, folded in half, soaked in water so that it will stay folded in such a way, and between its top and bottom halves there are countless small squares of damp paper. On each square of paper there are either

1)  numbers – such as 17408,272,13080,4352,28712,16384,
2) a number, or
3) illustrations involving triclinic crystal structures:
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I find this outrageous. I have encountered such things in the past – all from this man that I have met before; he calls himself a peddler, but I know that everything he had given me has been with the intent of frightening me – for truly, what peddler gives away the articles that he has amassed free of charge, without a word of explanation, and to me? 
I have hidden the envelope in a warped drawer that is difficult to open and close. But despite this, I cannot help but think of those scraps of papers, the numbers and the pictures, about how they are a little too easy. Those numbers are easily vertices, but which scraps belong to which other scraps? In what space do I orient these numbers and in relation to what point? And yet, rather than a vast disarray of instructions for this that I sense I have been asked to build, these scraps could very well simply be documentation of things past. I am not a man. He must know this.

Bugs in June. I sit and stare at a wall, which is and isn’t blank, which is and isn’t the skin that is wrapped around the legs of a tortoise. Animal skin is important, and I think – perhaps I could be wrong – that this is why there are so many insects in here, varying in size and color and number from moment to moment. They move noiselessly, landing briefly on one small section of raised skin – this is a rough, scaly formation above the foot – then on a chip, a pocket where a toenail should be. The toenails of Russian tortoises tend to be long. 
These insects – they move as if they are adrift – but I have begun to divine information from their behavior – which is motivated, I assure you – by tracking the movements of one as it drifts in and out of my line of sight and conveys what it is conveying, which is information not to be trusted, since it is only here for the animal skin – not mine but this great, scaly piece that is large, looming, textured as if plump succulent leaves lurk underneath nearby, subsurface.
We are speaking – more so him than me, but his concern is periodicity as a condition or an illness, rather.
- It is aggravating, for every moment is quite different from the next but at the same time every moment is the same as one that has come before and will come hereafter, and this condition of is and isn’t is what it is like to live as a point at the top of a wheel or rather as a point at the bottom or left or right side of a wheel. Although, really, physicality is but a mere allocation of resources into a structure welcomed as shared – you know this.

- Yes, we will play this game together.

- I am concerned – desperately, desperately concerned about whether, say, this tortoise will engage in the rhythm of a stride. Imagine that! To leave.
- And he could. But also the condition of is and isn’t is found not only at the top, or rather, bottom or left or right side of wheels but also at any location in a wave in water or air or anything that makes available the opportunity – or space – for vibration. This involvement of space brings forth the notion of physicality, location, and allocation, which we have already revealed to be something like a part of a game
- and these are designed so therefore somewhat, if not very, suspicious.
- Even a wave drawn on paper – though it does not immediately imply the vibration or movement of something in space – is the tread of a vibration in space over time, and this calls to attention several things; do you see them as I see them?

- One: the involvement of space, which has been isolated as a game
- let us call it the Game

- Two: the notion of the tread of a vibration, or rather, its trace – which can only be created by allocating to one point a location in relation to another and another and another on paper
- signals of our suspicious friend!

- Three: Time

- Yes.
- Four: words, traced and a trace

A trace – and also the tread of a vibration – looks like this: 
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a condition of is and isn’t, which is inextricably tied up with the Game, which has been given to me by the peddler in a wet, woven, bamboo envelope.
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There exists in here an emperor – a privileged man. He is old and battered – and fiberous, if you will believe! Like the emperor, I, too, am a scrap of paper, tucked away somewhere between two heavy layers of material, which are made from the same fibers that I am made of and echo the same form that I have again and again – but neatly in a grid and so numerously that these forms here, in here, here – though unmoving – circle about with dizzying speed. So perhaps when I tell you that in here, the emperor is unidentifiable, simply because there is no way of finding him, simply because there are just so many of the same again and again, you will understand how it is that he hasn’t a location – for he has never been seen! But in here there exists an emperor, and without a thought, with no preparation, without any groundwork to which to refer – he has created a kingdom – or an empire – or a realm – that is round, that has no ground or above ground or any sort of place where a ground and an above ground could meet as a line in the distance. That sort of place, where a ground and an above ground could meet as a line in the distance, can be found not in here but rather in another realm. That sort of place is a dangerous place, for nothing stays in one place, I believe, and everything washes upwards – above ground – to yet another place, and if the conditions are such that this occurs, then how can anything be built in that sort of place? 
I have begun a great search, a reconstruction, if all goes well. To orient myself – for every form circles about with dizzying speed since not a thing is identifiable here – I have begun, instead, to piece together something of my own. It is small. The numbers that I have been using are grouped in threes, and I position one group, then another, then another in relation to that other, and so on. These groups of threes can be combined into their own groups! One number can be replaced for another easily, one can be moved to another group of three, the order of the numbers in three can be rearranged – and so, I see that to build every combination – which I will in order to build something immediately unrecognizable and thus always then identifiable – I commit myself to building for a quite a long time. I build, I rearrange, I break apart what is there, I reposition the same groups again – and not only have I created footholds in this place, but the task at hand has caused the circling in here to subside, I think, and it seems as if there is less to fear. 
Everything that has come into being is like what those illustrations foretold – asymmetrical and unpredictable. Perhaps if I had studied crystallography, I would understand how these footholds are built and also particularly what it is like to be inside of them. And yet, although these forms are unpatterned and irregular, I do not mind; every unrecognizable thing is, to be honest, a mess. But now, there is knocking that I can hear. It is time – to go above ground.
Him – again! This time, he has left with me something very strange – a possession I could never have dreamed to acquire. And yet, I wonder what he means by it. It is unclear what this book is about, where it came from, and why it is so long, if small. I have read an account of it, written by a man from Buenos Aires very much concerned with beginnings that are not beginnings, endings that are not endings, and staircases and corridors that lead to spaces that are not spaces (see “The Immortal”). The book is, as he describes it, one that contains an infinite number of pages. The even-numbered pages carry even numbers, and the odd-numbered pages carry odd numbers – though none of these numbers are sequential. There is no “1” to mark the first page – which cannot be found – and there is no number to mark the end of the book, of which there is none. From the written account of it, the book has a small illustration every two thousand pages, which must have been a very difficult piece of information to acquire, since the pages of the book are numbered non-sequentially, and therefore the pages in between each illustration were most likely laboriously counted one by one. 
Once more, however, I am sought out.

The insect – it flies – suspends itself for a sustained period then lands briefly in the chip in the wall, resuspends – still – noiselessly, lands again, resuspends again – and again and again. But the wall is vertical, so his displacement brings him towards me then away from me and then towards me again. And truly, I think he enjoys this.
- Yes?

- I too have heard of this book.

- I see.
- It is an artifact, it is not a book. You will soon find yourself in opposition to it, and it will be then that you should look for an enclosed space – since you will function in that realm - that will have what you will be looking for. 

- I don’t understand.
- This doesn’t have to do with just you. You will see.


In here, it spins still in an overwhelming, dramatic, pulsating manner that is meant to contain everything around which it turns – and this is at once the reason that I am here but also the reason that I must build quickly what I can and only to see what emerges from what is immediately unrecognizable and thus always then identifiable. It is not so small now, for truly it has been some time since I have left what is in here. It covers a hemisphere’s worth of ground – yes, there is ground for I have made it with numbers in threes, in groups, stacked upon each other in circles – what is a circle? – and aligned to axes – these I have made too. The ground has footholds – which are blue and numerous – and I can say that one of these, which is as high as I am tall, is beautiful and flat and shows me an image when I stand before it– the first I have seen. But what I see in the image is a sizable grub that is not an image at all but moving, resplendent organism. Imagine! In here, something that moves, something that truly moves in a fashion that is unrecognizable and in a way never seen before! He speaks aloud:
“Things changed quickly – yes, too quickly – and in order for us to maintain our current state of well-being and to remember this moment, which in the near future will seem far too precariously close to being forgotten, why don’t you write this down? I suggest that you write this down. It is important for you to understand that the place where everything began – and I have trouble with using the word ‘began,’ but now that there is a whole hemisphere of ground, it only makes sense - was in a nonspace, or a point, before the Game. It was then that this elephant skin –” He is wearing one. “ – was clean and well-oiled, fluid and soft, comfortable and warm. Then the strangest thing – this was the beginning of differences as we know them – occurred. A great, large thing began to move, in concert with several other masses. They were dense like great erected stones, but they were not made of any material in particular – and, in shifting from one place to another, these moving masses changed something forever. There was rumbling and cracking – the sort that comes from curved planes of marble or plastic rubbing. These were the first great vibrations. Are you writing this down? And yet, there were no sounds but rather a slow, halting feeling of one beat then another, which led me to realize that this great large thing moving in concert with several other masses was nothing else but me – and when I felt the swing of a terrifying weight at the end of a thin rod and its collision with a flat plane – one beneath me- as if an anchor had dropped its immense load into wet sand, I understood that this was a joint, an extremity – mine – meeting the ground. This, too, was when the skin that I wear became a sculptural thing – rigid and dirty and dry. From this moment onwards – one moment to the next – everything began to shift from one position to another, quickened, oscillated – 1 to 2 to 1 to 2 to 1 to 2 to 3 – will you believe it!”
As he said the words describing the swing of the terrifying weight that but one of his extremities, I too felt the movement of a great weight – my own limbs or the weight of something obscuring what I could not remember – shift aside. And it became clear to me that he was me, emerging from some place and this place. But he is also a reconstruction, immeasurably important, what I have been building these footholds to acquire or, at least, encounter – I think. So I ask him: 
“Was this before or after these footholds appeared?”


“Did the weight of my own limb not meet the ground?”


And from this I know that this object that I have been given – the book – is not to be stood for but rather to be discarded or destroyed. I am not fully aware of the grounds for my opposition, it seems, but the insect is here. His eyes – he has eyes – are filled with pity. We speak:
- What you are looking for – that of which you are unaware – is contained in an enclosed space inaccessible to you. But even so, do search for it.


The interior of this enclosed space – is accessible – since we now function in this realm together – by an aperture. You may look through it:    
 
�or projected on a textured, scaly wall along with the same words written on the wall (“a trace, not a wave drawn on paper, and yet, this is also already –“) 





�Make a box with a hole in it, which you look through. Within it is dark, except for “reason(s)” projected on the back wall of the box. The bottom of the boxhas “grounds” written on it; hopefully enough light will be emitting from the projection to illuminate “grounds.”





