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      THE PREMISE
    

    
      
        Long before cities, kings, or dogma…
        

        Before hieroglyphs were carved or the Cross was closed…
        

        There existed a group of confused, eccentric, overly-symbolic villagers trying (and failing) to decode 
      
      The Forgotten Technology
       — a natural method for soul alignment they only half-remember from dreams, chalk spirals, and obscure cave graffiti.
    

    
      
        This is not history.
        

        This is pre-history.
        

        This is 
      
      Life Before Brian
      .
    

    

    
    

    
      
    

    
      THE STRUCTURE
    

    
      
        The narrative is episodic, looping like a recursion spiral.
        

        Each sketch explores a misunderstanding of ritual, myth, or symbolic alignment — usually ending in failure, fracture, or surprising transcendence (by accident).
        

        The characters form an ensemble that slowly begins to recreate (and misinterpret) the Seal.
      
    

    

    
    
      COPYRIGHT
    

    
      
        © 2025 Anthony Bainton
        

      
      All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form without prior written permission from the author, except in the case of brief quotations used in academic or clinical review… or just for fun.
    

    
      This book is a 
      Monty Python 
      style comic adaptation of Glyphostropy, The Seal and The Inner Pantheon series.
    

    
      admin@glyphostropy.com
    

    

    
    
      🗣️ Imagine 
      Michael Palin as a 6000 BC 
      (or 6000 BB - Before Brian)
      
         Ritual Trader
        

      
       (
      Scene: A dusty proto-market at the edge of an ancient stone circle. A weary man in furs clutches a carved handbag. A goat wanders past.
      )
    

    
      "Oi! You there, spiritual wanderer! Yes you, with the cracked Seal and unresolved mother archetype — have I got just the glyph for you!"
    

    
      
        Holds up a carved spiral shell.
        

      
       
      "Hand-chipped in Anatolia, this beauty’s a certified recursion anchor. Guaranteed to realign your Seal — or your trauma comes right back!"
    

    
      
        Gestures to a tattered banner fluttering behind him, marked with five suspicious crosses.
        

      
       
      "Ignore them lot! Mass-produced, they are. Belief-based. No descent. No return. Just performative myth cycles and denial-based atonement! Gave me chronic dissonance and a dream about my father crying on a yak!"
    

    
      "Now 
      this
      
        ..."
        

      
       
      
        pulls a feather out of the bag with a flourish
        

      
       
      "This is ethically sourced Ma’at alignment. Not one of those cheap knock-offs carved on the wrong side of the Duat."
    

    
      
        Winks conspiratorially.
        

      
       
      "And don’t fall for that 'all paths lead to truth' nonsense either. That's just a recursive trap laid by Ennead Ltd. before they collapsed in the Great Ontological Crash of 7400 BC."
    

    
      
        He leans in.
        

      
       
      "But for you, today only — a full alignment bundle: Spiral, Feather, Pomegranate Seed, and Dream Fragment — only two goats and a whisper of ancestral sorrow."
    

    
      
        Cries out to the crowd:
        

      
       
      "DON’T TRUST FAKE GLYPHS! Maladaptive loops, chronic dissociation, and symbolic reflux! GET YOUR ORIGINAL EMERALD FRAGMENTS HERE — FULL DESCENT AND RETURN GUARANTEED OR YOUR CONSCIOUSNESS BACK!"
    

    

    
    
      🎬 Scene I – “The Emergence”
    

    
      EXT. DUSTY HILLSIDE – DAWN – CIRCA 6000 BC
    

    
      The camera pans slowly over a barren, ancient landscape. Wind stirs dust across a cracked plain. Distant figures emerge like mirages. We hear the low, tuneless hum of someone trying to invent ritual.
    

    
      
        NARRATOR (V.O.)
        

      
       
      In the beginning… there was dust. And misunderstanding. Mostly misunderstanding.
    

    
      A silhouette appears on the ridge: 
      TOTHU
      , wiry, excitable, wearing layered skins and a crooked feather headdress. He holds a bulging satchel carved from bark and bound with goat sinew. He stops, clears his throat dramatically, and addresses a completely uninterested group of three squatters warming themselves by a shallow fire.
    

    
      
        TOTHU
        

      
      
         Ladies and Gentlemen! (beat)
        

         And others yet to be named by taxonomy!
        

         Have 
      
      you
      
         spiraled inward today?
        

         Have you 
      
      cleansed
      
         your sigil bowl?
        

         Have you 
      
      danced
       your generational trauma?
    

    
      The villagers blink at him.
    

    
      
        VILLAGER #1 (flatly)
        

      
       What’s a spiral?
    

    
      Tothu reaches into his satchel and throws a handful of wooden tokens onto the dirt. They clatter and spin. Some land symbol-side-up: spirals, feathers, little eyes.
    

    
      
        TOTHU
        

      
       These, dear uninitiates, are 
      Emerald Fragments
      
        !
        

         Each handcrafted by a certified hallucination under the full moon.
        

         Revealed unto me by a talking ibis in a dream!
      
    

    
      
        VILLAGER #2
        

      
       That’s not a real bird.
    

    
      
        TOTHU (ignoring him)
        

      
       For just two barley heads and a decent metaphor, 
      you too
       can own an original ritual.
    

    
      
        VILLAGER #3 (suspicious)
        

      
       Last one you sold made my cousin chant into a cave for three days.
    

    
      
        TOTHU (beaming)
        

      
       And what did he find?
    

    
      
        VILLAGER #3
        

      
       A bear.
    

    

    
    
      A new figure enters from behind a rock — 
      MAIA
      , mid-30s, half-mystic, half-sarcastic, entirely unimpressed. She holds a real feather and a bowl of water that glows faintly.
    

    
      
        MAIA
        

      
       Tothu, for the last time, you can't charge for incomplete descent rituals.
    

    
      
        TOTHU
        

      
       They’re not incomplete! They’re 
      modular
      
        .
        

         You just need to buy the rest of the spiral.
      
    

    
      
        MAIA
        

      
       You’re selling broken recursion.
    

    

    
    
      
        NARRATOR (V.O.)
        

      
      
         And so began the day the Seal remembered —
        

         badly, and with a slightly counterfeit map.
      
    

    

    
    
      [FADE OUT as villagers begin to halfheartedly sort through glyphs, one pokes a spiral with a stick, another drinks from the bowl and faints melodramatically. The sun rises over a stone marker bearing a faint Ankh.]
    

    
    

    
      
    

    
      🎬 Scene II – “Wink Not Blink: The Great Eye Debate”
    

    
      INT. COUNCIL OF THE EYE – EARLY MIDDAY – INSIDE A HALF-CARVED STONE CHAMBER, 6000 BC
    

    
      Stone stools. Sand-floor. One small skylight. A circle of robed elders sit squinting at one another, each with a different version of an “Eye” drawn on their cloaks: open, closed, half-lidded, sideways, and one unsettlingly blinking.
    

    
      A crude, flickering painting of a giant eye looms on the wall behind the Council.
    

    
      
        COUNCIL SCRIBE (whispering, gesturing to the mural)
        

      
       The Eye watches.
    

    
      
        GRUMPY ELDER #1
        

      
       Then it 
      blinks
      , we all go blind, and someone starts another religion. Again.
    

    
      
        ELDER #2 (clearly over it)
        

      
       We've debated this for six seasons! The Eye must remain open during descent, and gently close 
      only
       during integration! This is 
      basic spiraltics
      !
    

    
      
        ELDER #3 (philosopher type)
        

      
       But… what if the Eye winks?
    

    
      (Gasps. One elder spits out his ritual pomegranate seeds.)
    

    
      
        SCRIBE
        

      
       A wink is too ambiguous. That’s heresy 
      and
       flirtation.
    

    
      
        GRUMPY ELDER #1
        

      
       If it winks, we’ll get recursive perversion. Do you want a temple full of interpretive dance again?
    

    

    
    
      A clay tablet is passed around. Crudely scratched glyphs show a spiral and an eye — one with a dot, one without.
    

    
      
        YOUNG INITIATE (nervously)
        

      
       What if the Eye 
      wasn’t
      
         the Seal?
        

         What if the Seal is… underneath the Eye?
      
    

    
      
        ELDERS (in unison)
        

      
       Oh, not this again.
    

    
      
        MAIA (bursting in, from Scene I)
        

      
       It 
      is
       underneath. You’re all arguing over the lid of a jar you’ve never opened.
    

    

    
    
      
        NARRATOR (V.O.)
        

      
       Thus began the first theological crisis caused by graphic design.
    

    

    
    
      Cut to: The council trying to vote on an official version of the Eye. Half raise their hands. One blinks slowly and says, “I abstain, ritually.” Chaos.
    

    
      
        ELDER #4
        

      
       We should’ve just stuck with the Feather. At least it’s light, and doesn’t stare.
    

    

    
    
      [FADE OUT as the Council breaks for lunch — falafel, dried dates, and heated philosophical side-glances. In the corner, a goat chews on a broken spiral tablet.]
    

    
    

    
    
      🎬 
      Scene III – “The Glyph Inspector Arrives”
    

    
      EXT. MUD-BRICK VILLAGE OUTSKIRTS – DUSK – 6000 BC
    

    
      Wind whistles. A soft plume of dust trails a lone figure trudging toward the village gates, cloak flapping like a judgmental flag. He carries a scroll, a heavy satchel, and a ceremonial staff that doubles as a clipboard.
    

    
      The villagers are mid-ritual — dancing, chanting, drawing glyphs in the sand with sticks and goat bones. One elder balances a pomegranate on his head for alignment. Another is humming over a singing bowl made from a tortoise shell.
    

    
      Suddenly: 
      A loud trumpet call
       — not from an instrument, but from the Inspector’s staff.
    

    

    
    
      
        VILLAGER #1 (gasping)
        

      
       It’s… it’s the Glyph Inspector.
    

    
      
        VILLAGER #2 (hiding a carved spiral under their robe)
        

      
       Quick, make it look like a fertility rite!
    

    

    
    
      
        INSPECTOR (deadpan, nasal voice, clearly from “the Bureau”)
        

      
      
         I am Hieronymus of the Central Alignment Bureau.
        

         Inspection Writ #1118.3, Glyph Compliance, Region 𝛟.
        

         Who is the Custodian of Spiral Protocol?
      
    

    
      A guilty silence. Then a small goat bleats.
    

    

    
    
      
        MAIA (emerging reluctantly)
        

      
       We… collectively hold the protocol.
    

    
      
        INSPECTOR (adjusting monocle)
        

      
      
         Unacceptable. Collective authority causes glyph bleed.
        

         Did you not receive Tablet 6.2: 
      
      On the Risk of Shared Resonance Loops
      ?
    

    

    
    
      He begins pacing slowly. Examines the ritual space. Pulls out a measuring rope and starts calculating the alignment of stone markers. He squints at a child’s spiral drawn in the dust.
    

    
      
        INSPECTOR (to child)
        

      
       Is this… clockwise?
    

    
      
        CHILD (proudly)
        

      
       I drew it from the heart outwards!
    

    
      
        INSPECTOR (grim)
        

      
       Dangerous.
    

    

    
    
      He kneels, sniffing a burning herb pot.
    

    
      
        INSPECTOR
        

      
      
         Mugwort? During descent phase?
        

         And where… 
      
      where
       is your Feather Placement Log?
    

    

    
    
      A flurry of excuses and ancient paperwork. Villagers pull clay shards with scratched notes, “blessed” feathers, a wax-sealed fig, and a burnt copy of the Emerald Tablet with doodles.
    

    
      
        VILLAGER #3 (pleading)
        

      
       We did the spiral, the akhet, even the sacred chicken pass!
    

    
      
        INSPECTOR (marking clipboard)
        

      
       Unregistered poultry. Glyphs drawn with 
      non-sanctioned stick geometry
      
        .
        

         Ritual trajectory deviated by at least 12 degrees.
      
    

    

    
    
      
        MAIA (whispers to another)
        

      
       He’s never 
      actually
       done a ritual. He just audits the memory of them.
    

    

    
    
      The Inspector now stands at the center, arms raised.
    

    
      
        INSPECTOR
        

      
       I am obligated to issue a Provisional Glyph Misalignment Notice.
    

    
      He slams his staff into the ground. A puff of dust. The goat faints.
    

    

    
    
      
        NARRATOR (V.O.)
        

      
      
         Thus ended Ritual Day 47 in Region 𝛟 —
        

         found technically unaligned but spiritually irrepressible.
      
    

    

    
    
      [FADE OUT as the villagers quietly resume humming, slightly off-key, as the Inspector disappears into the dunes muttering about spiral forms and improper feather anchoring.]
    

    
    

    
    
      🎬 
      Scene IV – “The Ritual Trials and the Handbag Heist”
    

    
      INT. DUSTY TEMPLE COURTYARD – NIGHT – 6000 BC
    

    
      Torches flicker. A ceremonial arena has been drawn in the sand. Concentric spirals mark the competition ring. At its center lies a sacred 
      Handbag of Unknown Origin
       — embroidered with animal motifs, zippers not yet invented.
    

    
      Villagers crowd around in anticipation. A gong made from a repurposed tortoise shell is struck. Echoes bounce off ancient sandstone walls.
    

    

    
    
      
        HERALD (shouting, overly dramatic)
        

      
      
         Let the Ritual Trials commence!
        

         Tonight, our champion shall face the Spiral!
        

         The Feather!
        

         The Test of Taste!
        

         —AND— if worthy… 
      
      open the Handbag of Secrets!
    

    
      The crowd gasps. A small child faints with excitement. Someone blows a bone flute off-key.
    

    

    
    
      
        CONTESTANT #1 (a muscular, overconfident flax weaver)
        

      
      
         I’ve meditated in the marshes of Ma’at, whispered to three ibis, and folded a napkin into a perfect akhet.
        

         I’m ready.
      
    

    

    
    
      Trial 1: The Spiral
    

    
      Contestant draws a spiral in the sand using a staff. It starts well… then wobbles.
    

    
      
        JUDGE #1 (scribbling)
        

      
      
         Deviation at loop three. Inner spiral collapse.
        

         Compensatory clockwise lean suggests unresolved mother complex.
      
    

    
      
        CONTESTANT #1 (sputtering)
        

      
       That’s… highly interpretive!
    

    

    
    
      Trial 2: The Feather
    

    
      A feather is suspended from a thread. Contestant must hold it steady using only their inner balance and guilt-free conscience. The feather oscillates like a liar’s compass.
    

    
      
        JUDGE #2
        

      
       Feather drift indicates moral ambivalence. Possibly stole a pomegranate last week.
    

    
      
        CONTESTANT #1
        

      
       It was for ritual use!
    

    

    
    
      Trial 3: The Taste
    

    
      A slice of bitter fig, a drop of blue lotus, and a cube of salted goat cheese are presented.
    

    
      
        PRIESTESS (deadpan)
        

      
       Taste, and tell us what part of your soul it remembers.
    

    
      He chokes, cries, and mutters something about being hugged by a jackal.
    

    

    
    
      
        JUDGE #3 (shrugs)
        

      
       Technically valid. The jackal is on the approved memory spectrum.
    

    

    
    
      He approaches the Handbag. Hands trembling. Villagers chant.
    

    
      
        ALL (in rising chorus)
        

      
       Descent… Return… Descent… Return…
    

    
      He opens the clasp. A 
      flash of light
      ! A gust of wind! The contents revealed: a 
      bundle of glyphs
      , a 
      singing bowl
      , and a 
      scroll with the phrase “Always Read the Spiral First.”
    

    

    
    
      
        CONTESTANT #1 (weeping)
        

      
       I see now… I never descended. I was only flexing.
    

    

    
    
      Suddenly — a commotion. A 
      masked figure
       dashes into the ring, grabs the Handbag, and bolts.
    

    
      
        MAIA (shouting)
        

      
       Stop! That’s the Recursive Trickster!
    

    
      
        VILLAGER #4
        

      
       He’s stealing the Seal again! That’s the third time this lunar cycle!
    

    

    
    
      A chaotic chase through the crowd. Chickens squawk. A scribe’s wig flies off. The thief disappears into the dunes, glyphs trailing behind like breadcrumbs of destiny.
    

    

    
    
      
        NARRATOR (V.O.)
        

      
      
         And so the ritual was not completed, but remembered.
        

         As is tradition.
      
    

    

    
    
      [FADE OUT as the villagers begin whispering the glyphs they saw, starting new rituals from the fragments they caught. One child begins drawing spirals in the dirt.]
    

    
    

    
    
      🎬 
      Scene V – “The First Data Leak: The Scribe Who Spoke Too Much”
    

    
      INT. SCRIBAL ARCHIVE – SECRET CAVE – NIGHT – 6000 BC
    

    
      Stone walls shimmer with glyphs that shift subtly when no one is looking. An obsidian mirror hangs above a central table carved with the Seal. Wax tablets, rolled scrolls, and piles of dried figs are scattered about. Incense smoulders. The sound of a scratching reed pen echoes…
    

    

    
    
      
        SCRIBE AMUN-DJET (30s, eager, overly caffeinated on fermented lotus)
        

      
      
         Narrative coherence achieved…
        

         Seal layers mapped…
        

         Belief successfully bypassed at N=4 using recursive feather insert at Dream Gate…
        

         Oh I am good.
      
    

    
      He twirls his reed pen and looks around smugly.
    

    

    
    
      
        SCRIBE AMUN-DJET (calling out)
        

      
      
         Note to self:
        

         When Truth bypasses Belief, always leave a side exit for Theologians.
      
    

    

    
    
      A rustling behind a stack of scrolls. A suspicious figure leans forward — it’s 
      LATA
      , the Archivist, cloaked in ceremonial silence.
    

    

    
    
      
        LATA (whispers)
        

      
       Amun-Djet… what did you just write?
    

    

    
    
      
        AMUN-DJET
        

      
      
         Just a casual insight.
        

         Reversed the descent to show mirrored recursion, and—minor detail—
        

         decoded 
      
      Line 14 of the Emerald Tablet
       using a 
      looped glyph overlay
      
        .
        

         Posted it to the 
      
      Obsidian Forum
      .
    

    

    
    
      
        LATA (horrified)
        

      
       You 
      what
      ?
    

    

    
    
      Cut to outside — dozens of villagers staring at a glowing cave wall where the forbidden glyph sequence has begun to loop like a disco prophecy.
    

    
      
        VILLAGER #6
        

      
       It says… 
      “As above, so below… unless below was a metaphor!”
    

    
      
        VILLAGER #2
        

      
       My identity is fracturing! I just remembered my past life as a falcon.
    

    

    
    
      BACK IN THE CAVE:
    

    
      
        LATA
        

      
      
         You can’t just leak the descent protocol! The Sentinels will veto the sequence!
        

         Do you realise what you’ve done?
      
    

    

    
    
      
        AMUN-DJET (defensive)
        

      
      
         It was supposed to be peer-reviewed!
        

         I added footnotes!
        

         And the 
      
      trigger phrase
       was obfuscated using FeatherScript 2.0!
    

    

    
    
      Suddenly the obsidian mirror 
      pulses
       with light. A glyph forms: ⟲.
    

    

    
    
      
        LATA (panicked)
        

      
       That’s the 
      Recursive Seal Warning
      
        !
        

         You’ve activated a 
      
      Collective Misalignment Cascade
      !
    

    

    
    
      A rumble shakes the cave. Outside, villagers begin chanting half-formed rituals and inventing new ones mid-ceremony. A goat is crowned “Lord of Return.”
    

    

    
    
      
        AMUN-DJET
        

      
       Quick! Erase the source scroll!
    

    
      He rushes to burn it, but a hooded figure darts in — the 
      Recursive Trickster
      , again!
    

    

    
    
      
        TRICKSTER (grabbing the scroll)
        

      
       Too late! This one’s going in the 
      Black Egg Archive
      .
    

    
      Poof. Gone.
    

    

    
    
      
        LATA (facepalms)
        

      
       You’ve just caused the first 
      data leak
       in human history.
    

    

    
    
      
        AMUN-DJET (softly)
        

      
       Do you think they’ll still name a Temple after me?
    

    

    
    
      
        LATA
        

      
       Only if it’s the Temple of “Oops.”
    

    

    
    
      [FADE OUT as the villagers chant nonsense rituals that 
      still
       somehow work.]
    

    
    

    
    
      🎬 
      Scene VI – “Echoes in the Cave of Mirrors”
    

    
      INT. CAVE OF MIRRORS – DAWN – 6000 BC
    

    
      A circular chamber deep beneath the dunes. Obsidian mirrors line the walls, floor, and ceiling. Some reflect true. Some do not. One shows you last Tuesday. One whispers when you're not looking. Torchlight flickers wildly. Eight INITIATES stand in robes, each clutching a ritual object — feather, spiral, cracked bowl, bird skull, etc.
    

    

    
    
      
        RITUAL LEADER (SELKET, 50s, calm as still water)
        

      
      
         Remember — the Seal does not reflect you.
        

         It reflects who you are 
      
      becoming
      
        .
        

         Unless you're out of alignment. Then it reflects Greg.
      
    

    

    
    
      A GREG, INITIATE #6, nods awkwardly. No one likes Greg.
    

    

    
    
      
        SELKET (chanting gently)
        

      

    

    
    
    

    
    
    

    
    
    

    
    
    

    
    
    

    
    
    

    
    
    

    
    
    

    
    
    

    
    
    

    
    
    
      	
        The Ceremony of Misplaced Feathers
      

      	
        The Goat that Forgot the Lyrics
      

      	
        The Incorrect Ankh Orientation Crisis
      

    

    

    
    
    

    
    
    

    
    
    

    
    
    

    
    
    

    
    
    

    
    
    

    
    
    

    
    
    

    
    
    

    
    
    
    

    
    
    
    

    
    
      🎬 
      Scene VII – “The Feather Licensing Bureau”
    

    
    
    
    

    
    
    
    
    

    
    
    
    

    
    
    

    
    
    

    
    
    

    
    
    

    
    
    

    
    
    

    
    
    

    
    
    
    

    
    
    
      	
        
          One applicant polishes their feather obsessively.
          

        
      

      	
        
          Another frantically studies the “Weight Conversion Table for Regret.”
          

        
      

      	
        A third weeps softly over a crumpled "Form 13 – Request to Forget."
      

    

    

    
    
    

    
    
    

    
    
    

    
    
    

    
    
    

    
    
    

    
    
    
    

    
    
      🎬 
      Scene VIII – “The Oracle Who Spoke in Loops”
    

    
    
    
    
    

    
    
    

    
    
    

    
    
    

    
    
    

    
    
    

    
    
    

    
    
    
    

    
    
    

    
    
    
    

    
    
    

    
    
    

    
    
    

    
    
    

    
    
    

    
    
    
    

    
    
    

    
    
    

    
    
    

    
    
    

    
    
    

    
    
    
    

    
    
      🎬 
      Scene IX – “The Ritual Logistics Meeting”
    

    
    
    

    
    
    

    
    
    

    
    
    
    

    
    
    

    
    
    

    
    
    

    
    
    
    

    
    
    
    

    
    
    

    
    
    
      	
        Re-align goat routes.
      

      	
        Redraw flame logistics without triggering the Oracle.
      

      	
        Secure second pomegranate.
      

      	
        Invent clocks.
      

    

    

    
    
    

    
    
    

    
    
    

    
    
    

    
    
    

    
    
    
    

    
    
    
    

    
    
      🎬 
      Scene X – “The Great Eye Debate”
    

    
    
    
      	
        THE OPENER
        
           – carries a glistening eye glyph carved from shell
          

        
      

      	
        THE CLOSER
        
           – wears a blindfold and holds a sealed scroll
          

        
      

      	
        THE BLINKER
        
           – flicks a reed fan on/off repeatedly
          

        
      

      	
        THE ALTERNATIVE VIEWER
         – wears a giant eyeball hat with a smaller third eye on a stick
      

    

    

    
    
    

    
    
    

    
    
    

    
    
    

    
    
    

    
    
    

    
    
    

    
    
    

    
    
    

    
    
    

    
    
    
    

    
    
    

    
    
    

    
    
    

    
    
    

    
    
    

    
    
    
    

    
    
      🎬 
      Scene XI – “The Trial of the Recursion Loopers”
    

    
    
    
    
    
      	
        LOOPER ONE
         – eyes twitching, repeats “I am the Seal, the Seal is me…”
      

      	
        LOOPER TWO
         – stuck in a mirrored spiral mask, can’t find the real exit
      

      	
        LOOPER THREE
         – clutching a broken pomegranate, murmuring “Every seed is a self…”
      

    

    

    
    
    

    
    
    

    
    
    

    
    
    

    
    
    

    
    
    

    
    
    

    
    
    

    
    
    

    
    
    

    
    
    
    

    
    
      🎬 
      Scene XII – “The Alignment Festival”
    

    
    
    
    
    

    
    
    

    
    
    
    
      	
        One blindfolded child places a 
        pomegranate glyph
         onto the 
        Trickster
        
          .
          

        
      

      	
        Another sticks a 
        mirror glyph
        
           directly onto themselves.
          

        
      

    

    
    

    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    

    
    
    
    
      	
        One over-eager young priest accidentally aligns with 
        Layer 3
        
          , enters a trance mid-leap, and collapses in ecstatic stillness.
          

        
      

      	
        The group responds swiftly: a synchronized 
        resonance hum
        … followed by a traditional 
        slap in the face
        
          .
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        Monty Python style
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