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  Tomorrow morning, he decided, Ill begin clearing away the sand of fifty thousand centuries for my first vegetable garden.
  Thats the initial step.


  
    
      
         Philip K. Dick, The Three Stigmata of Palmer Eldritch

      

    

  


  What best can I do? Exactly what Ive done. My voice for the voiceless.


  
    
      
         Philip K. Dick, The Exegesis
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  Introduction


  l.


  
  
    
      The beautiful and imperishable comes into existence due to the suffering of individual perishable creatures who themselves are not beautiful, and must be reshaped to form a
      template from which the beautiful is printed (forged, extracted, converted). This is the terrible law of the universe. This is the basic law; it is a fact. Also, it is a fact that the suffering
      of the individual animal is so great that it arouses an ultimate and absolute abhorrence and pity in us when we are confronted by it. This is the essence of tragedy: the collision of two
      absolutes. Absolute suffering leads to  is the means to  absolute beauty. Neither absolute should be subordinated to the other. But this is not how it is: the suffering is
      subordinated to the value of the art produced. Thus the essence of horror underlies our realization of the bedrock nature of the universe.

    

  

  


  This passage was written by the American novelist Philip K. Dick in 1980. Taken alone, the handful of lines might seem to be an extract from a lucid and elegant fugue on
  metaphysics and ontology  an inquiry, in other words, into matters of being and the purposes of consciousness, suffering, and existence itself. This particular passage would not strike
  anyone versed in philosophical or theological discourse as violently original, apart from an intriguing sequence of metaphorical slippages  printed, forged, extracted, converted
   and the almost subliminal conflation of the universe with a work of art.


  What makes the passage unusual is the context in which it arose and the other kinds of writing that surround it. Despite a tone of conclusiveness, the passage represents a single inkling,
  passing in the night, among many thousands in the vast compilation of accounts of his own visionary experiences and insights that Dick committed to paper between 1974 and 1982. The topics 
  apart from suffering, pity, the nature of the universe, and the essence of tragedy  include three-eyed aliens; robots made of DNA; ancient and suppressed Christian cults that in their
  essential beliefs forecasted the deep truths of Marxist theory; time-travel; radios that continue playing after being unplugged; and the true nature of the universe as revealed in the writings of
  the ancient philosopher Parmenides, in The Tibetan Book of the Dead, in Julian Jayness The Origin of Consciousness in the Breakdown of the Bicameral Mind, and in Robert
  Altmans film Three Women.


  The majority of these writings, that is to say, are neither familiar nor wholly lucid nor, largely, elegant  nor were they intended, for the most part, for publication. Even when Dick,
  who was an autodidact if ever there was one, recapitulates some chestnut of philosophical or theological speculation, his own philosophical and theological writings remain unprecedented in their
  riotous urgency, their metaphorical verve, their self-satirizing charisma, and their lonely intimacy (as well as in their infuriating repetitiveness, stubbornness, insecurity, and elusiveness).
  They are unprecedented, in other words, because Philip K. Dick is Philip K. Dick, one of the more brilliant and unusual minds to make itself known to the twentieth century even before this (mostly)
  unpublished trove now comes to light.


  Dick came to call this writing his Exegesis. The process of its production was frantic, obsessive, and, it may be fair to say, involuntary. The creation of the Exegesis was an act
  of human survival in the face of a life-altering crisis both intellectual and emotional: the crisis of revelation. No matter how resistant we may find ourselves to this ancient and
  unfashionable notion, to approach the Exegesis from any angle at all a reader must first accept that the subject is revelation, a revelation that came to the person of Philip K. Dick in
  February and March of 1974 and subsequently demanded, for the remainder of Dicks days on earth, to be understood. Its pages represent Dicks passionate commitment to explicating the
  glimpse with which he had been awarded or cursed  not for the sake of his own psyche, nor for the cause of the salvation of humankind, but precisely because those two concerns seemed to him
  to be one and the same.


  The attempt eventually came to cover over eight thousand sheets of paper, largely handwritten. Dick often wrote through the night, running an idea through its paces over as many as a hundred
  sheets during a sleepless night or in a series of nights. These feats of superhuman writing are astonishing to contemplate; they impressed even an established graphomaniacal writer like Dick, who
  had once written seven novels in a single year. The fundamental themes of the Exegesis come as no surprise. The body of work that established Dicks reputation  his forty-odd realist
  and surrealist novels written between 1952 and his death in 1982  concerns itself with questions like What is it to be human? and What is the nature of the
  universe? These metaphysical, ethical, and ontological themes enmesh his work, even from its very beginnings in domestic melodrama, science fiction adventure, and humor, in an atmosphere of
  philosophical inquiry.


  Dick increasingly came to view his earlier writings  specifically his science fiction novels of the 1960s  as an intricate and unconscious precursor to his visionary insights.
  Thus, he began to use them, as much as any ancient text or the Encyclopedia Britannica, as a source for his investigations. Never, to our knowledge, has a novelist borne down with such eccentric
  concentration on his own oeuvre, seeking to crack its code as if his life depended on it. The writing in these pages represents, perhaps above all, a laboratory of interpretation in the most
  absolute and open-ended sense of the word. When Dick began to write and publish novels based on the visionary material unearthed in the Exegesis, he commenced interpreting those as well. So, as
  these writings accumulated, they also became self-referential: the Exegesis is a study of, among other things, itself.


  Fully situating this texts genesis within the flamboyant and heartbreaking life story of Philip K. Dick is beyond our reach in this introduction. We commend you to Lawrence Sutins
  Divine Invasions: A Life of Philip K. Dick, published in 1989 and thankfully still in print. Sutins biography finds its limitations only in the sense that neither he nor any other
  commentator in the years immediately following Dicks death, however persuaded of the unique relevance and appeal of his writing, could have predicted the expansion in its reputation and
  influence in the subsequent decades.


  What will be needed by a reader coming to the Exegesis, however, whether familiar or not with Dicks great novels, is a brief encapsulation of what both Dick and Sutin call
  2-3-74  meaning, simply, February and March of 1974  for the simple reason that Dicks endless sequence of interpretations derive from that initial period of
  visions and a handful of external experiences that surrounded them (some of which, frankly, challenge credulity).


  Whether interpreting a happening, memory, vision, or dream, Dick in his haste rarely bothers to set down the source events as scrupulously as we might wish  testament to his eagerness to
  begin his fierce private excavation of their meaning. After all, he understood to what he referred. Except for those lucky instances when Dick retraces his steps to their source, or in the
  letters to others that (mercifully for the reader) represent this wild journeys inception point, Dick explicates events, but rarely narrates them. Sutin observes:


  
  
    
      The events of 2-3-74 and after are unusual, even bizarre. There are scenes of tender beauty, as when Phil administered the Eucharist to [his son] Christopher. There are
      instances of inexplicable foresight, as when he diagnosed his sons hernia. And there are episodes, like the Xerox missive, that foster skepticism. For some, the visions and voices will
      constitute evidence of grace. Others, both atheists and religionists, will doubt 2-3-74 for these very reasons.

    

  

  


  So, what happened to Philip K. Dick in 1974? Among the mysterious events he chews over in these pages, the first, dark precursor to his visions was a break-in at his home in San Rafael,
  California, in November 1971 when someone blew up the file cabinet in his office. Candidates range from drug dealers to Black Panthers to various clandestine authorities, a few of which undoubtedly
  had Dick on their watch lists. Dick never settled on a single explanation for the break-in, but his fascinated, terrified rehearsals of this event set the stage for the deductive explosion to
  follow. It was then that Philip K. Dicks life began to resemble, as many have observed, a Philip K. Dick novel.


  Then to 1974: Dick now lived in Orange County, with a wife and young child. After receiving a dose of sodium pentothal during a visit to the dentist for an impacted wisdom tooth, Dick went home
  and later opened his door to a pharmacy delivery-girl bearing a painkiller and wearing a gold necklace depicting a fish, which she identified as a sign used by early Christians. At that moment, by
  his testimony, Dick experienced anamnesis  that sudden, discorporating slippage into vast and total knowledge that he would spend the rest of his life explicating, or
  exegeting.


  Yet that doorway meeting with the fish necklace was only the first vision. In March Dick enjoyed two separate, unsleeping, nightlong episodes of visual psychedelia, the second of which he
  describes memorably as hundreds of thousands of absolutely terrific modern art pictures as good as any ever exhibited . . . more than all the modern art pictures that exist put
  together. Next, he found himself compelled to perform a home baptism on his son, Christopher. Then he was visited by a red and gold plasmatic entity, which he came to call,
  variously, Ubik, the Logos, Zebra, or the plasmate. He also heard dire messages on his radio (which played whether or not it was plugged into the wall).


  Readers will learn here of the Xerox missive  a mailed broadside of some sort, possibly from an ordinary basement Communist organization, which Dick understood as a dire
  test of his new and visionary self-protective instinct: it needed to be disposed of. Dick believed that he was inhabited by another personality with different habits and character, someone more
  forceful and decisive than himself  in the Exegesis he auditions various candidates for this role  who steps in to fire his agent and field the Xerox missive. Our hero sees
  Rome, Rome, everywhere, in a vision of iron bars and scurrying outlaw Christians; he came to call this vision of the world the Black Iron Prison, or BIP for short. A cat died, and the
  apartment was flooded with memorial light. Most stirring, a pink beam informed Dick of a medical crisis that threatened the life of his son, a diagnosis confirmed by doctors.


  Beyond 1974, he endured voices, visions, and prophetic dreams too numerous to list here  all to be enfolded, by the writer, into the cascade of interpretation of those earlier events. A
  reader will learn how readily and fluently a new revelation transforms Dicks sense of the core facts of 2-3-74, which never sit still but adapt to a flux of analysis,
  paraphrase, and doubt. Illuminating them fully was Dicks subsequent lifework. Why should it be simple for us?


  2.


  The journey of the Exegesis from a chaos of paperwork stored, after Dicks death, in a garage in Sonoma, California, to this (noncomprehensive) publication is still, if
  not as unlikely as its creation in the first place  what could be?  a saga in itself. When Dick died in 1982, the Exegesis was still a pile of papers in his apartment. Dicks
  friend Paul Williams, then executor of his literary estate, sorted the fragments into the ninety-one file folders that still house it. (Williamss provisional organizational choices, in the
  absence of other guides, remain evident in the form in which we present the material here.) The Exegesis spent the next several years in Williamss garage in Glen Ellen.


  It is difficult to overstate the degree to which Dicks reputation had gone underground in the 1970s and 1980s; it had never been very far overground to begin with, and his stature with
  publishers was nonexistent. Working with Dicks agent, Russ Galen, Williams found remarkable success inventing Dicks posthumous career as we now know it, guiding the out-of-print
  novels into republication and a place in literary culture more secure than Dick probably ever imagined for himself. A number of unpublished novels  coherent, finished manuscripts that in
  almost every case had already made the publishers rounds and been rejected  were also brought to light.


  The Exegesis, an unruly and unlikely manuscript that threatened to defy editorial ambition, remained terra incognita. Its first scholar, Jay Kinney, published a Summary of
  the Exegesis Based on Preliminary Forays in 1984. Estimating the document at two million words, Kinney defined requirements for its publication: transcription from the handwritten pages; an
  attempt at chronological resequencing; and selecting out the most coherent portions. He rightly called this prospect staggering. With Williams and a few volunteers,
  Kinneys venture at least accomplished the photocopying and inventory of the eight-thousand-plus pages. At one point a distributed transcription effort was begun by mail  swarm
  scholarship before the Web. Kinney, in his article, also suggested that the published Exegesis could be the basis for the founding of a Dickian religion, mentioning the name L.
  Ron Hubbard. His intent may have been flippant, but the notion seeped into the chatter and proved more hindrance than incentive to scrupulous investigation of the material.


  Next, biographer Lawrence Sutin edited 1991s In Search of Valis: Selections from the Exegesis, a volume that thrilled and frustrated a core of seekers for whom the text was
  increasingly taking on the status of legend. Less than three hundred pages long, In Search of Valis presented an array of enigmatic morsels that, for some, only raised questions as to what
  might be in the other 7,700 pages. When Paul Williams relinquished his role as literary executor in the mid-1990s, the Exegesis and other PKD manuscripts went into the custody of
  Dicks children. For them, the unpublished trove was fraught, since it attracted unwelcome attention and threatened to undermine their fathers growing academic and literary reputation
  with its disreputable aura of high weirdness. For some of Dicks admirers, even the novels written in the wake of the 2-3-74 revelations are at best a footnote to what they regard as his
  seminal writings and, at worst, an embarrassment. (An interesting Exegesis subplot consists of Dicks reactions to meeting some of his earliest admirers in academia, whom he refers to as
  the Marxists and who were clearly perplexed by his metaphysical preoccupations. I proved to be an idiot savant, he writes, much to their disgust.)


  The present editors have navigated this maze of perplexities in possession of a few useful axioms. One is that, putting aside any of the peculiarities earmarking his work or the circumstances of
  its creation, Philip K. Dick was one of the twentieth centurys great novelists. This makes the eventual public availability of his unpublished notes, journals, drafts, and other surviving
  papers not only desirable but inevitable. This is as true of Dicks Exegesis as it is of the notebooks of Dostoyevsky or Henry James. If the fate of such material is to attract fewer readers
  than the writers novels  and who would wish otherwise?  it is nevertheless of clear importance that it emerge. Yet another axiom is this: the whole of the Exegesis is
  unpublishable, short of a multiple-volume scholarly edition issued at a prohibitive price or (more likely) in an online form.


  Another belief we held going in: the Exegesis is terrific reading, of a kind. We might say, If you take it for what it is, or, If you care for this sort of thing, but
  those terms beg the question of what sort of thing it exactly is, and we are at a loss to answer that question. To give yourself to it completely, as Kinney and Sutin
  and ourselves  most especially the tireless Pamela  have done, demands a degree of mania and stupefaction we would not wish on another human (though we will undoubtedly not be the
  last). But to give yourself to it in part, at leisure, and in a spirit of curiosity can be entrancing. And to become entranced by it is  contradicting ourselves now  to want more. One
  last axiom, then: in the compromises and sacrifices that this effort, by its nature, imposed, we will satisfy no one. We have set another foot on Everest, reached a slightly higher station than
  others before us. But not the summit. That admission leads to a declaration: this book spearheads an effort to transcribe, reorganize (or, more rightly, organize), and, eventually,
  provide scholarly access to the entirety of the writing left behind by Philip K. Dick after his death. Much of what we excluded was repetitive and boring. Some was tantalizing but opaque, or defied
  excerpt. But no one will need to take our word for this forever.


  
  3.



  
  
    
  
      
        Determinist forces are wrong,


        Though irresistibly strong.


        But of god theres a dearth,


        For he visits the earth,


        But not for sufficiently long.

      

    

  

  

  


  or:


  
  
    
  
      
        Determinist forces are wrong,


        Though irresistibly strong.


        But of god theres no dearth,


        For he visits the earth,


        But just for sufficiently long.

      

    

    

    

  


  Science fiction writer Tim Powers recited these two limericks from memory, then explained, Hed call you up at eleven in the morning and say, I just figured
  out some stuff  I just figured out the universe  why dont you come over. Possibly hed written until six A.M., then
  slept from six to eleven. Id say, Ive gotta go to work. Write it down so you dont forget it. One day I said, Oh, yeah, and can you write it as a
  limerick? When I showed up he gave me two versions.


  In the last decade of his life, Philip K. Dicks friends and visitors became, one after the next, confidants of the iconoclastic human being who was both scribbling out the Exegesis and,
  in many senses, living it. These eyewitnesses offer evocative accounts that amplify the texts human dimension; its tenderness, monologuing obsessiveness, irascibility, seductiveness,
  despair, irony, voraciousness, curiosity, anger, and wit, and above all its doubt and certainty, were Dicks own.


  Tim Powers continued: Every day was starting again from zero. It was never cumulative. And every now and then hed say: Its all nonsense. Its all acid
  flashbacks. Hed be down, terribly depressed. For one thing it would mean hed wasted years. Then hed be off again. He called me one day and said, Powers, my
  researches have led me to believe I have the power to forgive sins. I said, Well, who have you forgiven? He said, Nobody . . . I forgave the cats sins and went to
  bed.


  Cartoonist Art Spiegelman, then a young fan who considered Dick the only living writer I wanted to meet, made his first visit to Dicks apartment in February 1974: It
  was one week before the vision. I planned a trip from S.F. to L.A., but he wasnt answering his phone. We did our day at Disneyland, then I thought: I cant not ring his
  doorbell. I stayed for three days. He was charming, eager for someone to talk to about his work. Only later did I find out hed been in a deep funk. Wed talk, Id fall
  asleep, hed go in and begin typing, and then Id wake up and wed begin talking again.


  I think I have one of the earliest manifestations of what became the Exegesis. I wish I could find it. We wanted a collaboration with Phil for Arcade magazine  he gave us
  something sort of essaylike, clearly religious. It concerned taking Christopher to the hospital. This was the first clue I had that he was off in that territory, but I cant remember it being
  a very big deal in 7475. He didnt seem obsessive, didnt seem manic.


  Later, visiting to recruit him for Raw magazine, I thought: This guys on the skids somehow. The apartment was the worst version of the Philip Marlowe housing complex.
  But he was studying Aramaic. I was struck, thinking, Thats intense! Theres not too many people doing that. Yet it didnt seem like a good influence on him  he
  seemed burdened by all this stuff. Crushed. I do remember expressing excitement about one idea, and he lit up. Hed figured out why evil exists on earth: we were in a bubble, and God
  couldnt get to us. I liked that image, and we talked about it for a while.


  Painter and cartoonist Gary Panter offered a word-portrait: Phil was pixieish and self-effacing, always ready to make himself the butt of the joke. He sat thinking with his head back and
  lips pursed a little. He smiled small before he smiled big. He had long fingers like a piano players. White hairy chest peeking over his top button. His skin was pale. His lips were red. His
  cheeks had a tiny blush. He was like a clever fox, but tired, like he didnt sleep much. He told me more than once about the miracle of his intuiting his sons potentially fatal
  internal hernia. Hed take a big breath before he spoke because he knew the sentences would be long. His hands were lithe and expressive, often mirroring each other palm to palm. He had
  soulful, heartful eyes. With other people he couldve played other roles, because he was a theatrical and prankish person. He laughed a lot.


  Tim Powers alludes to a notion found in other accounts as well: that in its latter stages the Exegesis journey seemed to converge with a foreshadowing of its authors death. I do
  remember that around Christmas of 81 he was convinced that the world would end in a couple of months. And it did, for him. I thought: Not bad  you were close.


  4.


  Anyone interested in suggesting a medical, psychiatric, neurological, or pharmacological context for the experiences and behavior surrounding Philip K. Dicks Exegesis
   and by behavior we mean, of course and above all, the writing of the thing itself  will be spoiled for choice. Dick offers a wealth of indicators suggestive of bipolar
  disorder, neurological damage due to amphetamine abuse, a sequence of tiny strokes (it would be a stroke that killed him in 1982), and more. Within these pages, Dick mordantly speculates on a few
  himself.


  The decades since Dicks death have been fertile ones for popular neurological case histories, frequently of creative people (call it the Oliver Sacks era). It is likely that had Dick
  lived longer, he would have been drawn to project his own neurological metaphors for his visionary experiences; in particular, it is hard to imagine that his restless mind would not have been eager
  to explore what Eve Laplante, in her 1988 article in the Atlantic Monthly, called The Riddle of TLE (temporal lobe epilepsy). The cause of electrical seizures in the brain less
  dangerous, and more diagnostically furtive, than grand mal epilepsy, TLE is associated in certain cases with hypergraphia (superhuman bouts of writing) and hyperreligiosity (an unusual
  degree of concern with morality, philosophy, and mysticism, sometimes leading to multiple religious conversions, in Laplantes words). Among the historical figures whose profiles are
  suggestive of a retroactive TLE diagnosis are Dostoyevsky, St. Theresa of Avila, Emanuel Swedenborg, and Van Gogh.


  Temporal lobe epilepsy has, reasonably enough, drawn attention from Dicks biographers, and we should not hesitate to mention it here. Yet, given just a brief paraphrase of Dicks
  history, neurologist Alice Flaherty, author of The Midnight Disease: The Drive to Write, Writers Block, and the Creative Brain, cautioned that one of any number of medical causes
  might easily account for Dicks hypergraphia  a TLE diagnosis is far from a foregone conclusion. Indeed, it is worth noting that Dick described hallucinatory experiences of one kind or
  another going back as far as grade school; that his earliest writings prefigure the ontological and moral concerns exhibited after 2-3-74; and that his boggling literary productivity during his
  aspirant years and first ascendancy, from 1952 to 1964, could easily be labeled hypergraphic. Dicks Exegesis is a site, then, where we reencounter one of the defining mysteries
  of our scientific age: the persistent elusiveness of a satisfying description of the full activities of mind  that is, consciousness  even as the mechanism of the
  biological brain yields itself increasingly to our understanding.


  5.


  Dicks pursuit of the truth of 2-3-74 was destined, like Zenos arrow, for no destination. Years before his death, it became apparent that these activities would not
  cease until the pen fell from his hands, no matter his periodic attempts at closure. Here ends four years and six months of analysis and research, Dick wrote. Time is unmasked
  as irreal; 1,900 years are disclosed as aspect of one underlying matrix . . . my 27 years of writing the same themes over and over again fits into place; 2-74 and 3-74 is comprehensible, as is the
  overthrow of Nixon; the transtemporal constants have been explicated . . . perhaps I should destroy the Exegesis. It is a journey that reached its goal. Dick wrote those words in 1978; they
  occur on the first page of an entry that would continue for sixty-two more.


  In the end the Exegesis can be viewed as a long experiment in mind-regarding-itself. The puzzle that Dick can never solve in this effort is that of his own exegetical efforts. This mind writes
   why? More and more it may seem as if in describing the macrocosm Dick describes the Exegesis: the two are coextensive. Each falls victim to repetition and entropy; each grows by
  reticulating and arborizing; each, for its renewal, requires divine intervention in the form of language. The same questions apply to both: What saves the universe from running in useless circles
  until it drops? What separates the living spark of meaning from the inferior bulk of chaos and noise? Does the universe evolve or devolve? If the system is closed, then where does
  the new originate?


  We found ourselves struck by the notion that Philip K. Dick was, for all his garrulous explications, an aphoristic writer, in the vein of E. M. Cioran or Blaise Pascal. What disguises his
  aphoristic gift is, simply, the scaffolding he left in place. Every impulse, every photon of thinking collects on the page; it is left for the reader to isolate the spires.


  
  
    
      What lies hiding within each object? A garden, so to speak.


      There are no gold prisons.


      The schizophrenic is a leap ahead that failed.


      To remember and to wake up are absolutely interchangeable.


      All that is colossal is fraud.


      The physical universe is plastic in the face of mind.


      Reality lacks discretionary power.


      Whats got to be gotten over is the false idea that an hallucination is a private matter.


      One day the masks will come off, and you will understand all  it came to pass, and I was one of the masks.

    

  

  


  Each of these fine provocations is embedded somewhere in the Exegesiss pages, together with more extensive sequences of aphoristic invention and self-contained parables
  too lengthy to quote here. We invite readers to discover their own.


  Jonathan Lethem and Pamela Jackson


  


  Editors Note


  Your humble scholars have wandered into a land that makes a mockery of scholarship. Dicks own centrifugal and chaotic methodology was more than infectious; it rewrote
  our attempts to rewrite it. This volume, then, reflects an enthusiastic foray on the readers behalf. The larger purposes of archival scholarship could only have been answered with a
  completely transcribed and fully cross-referenced Exegesis  a thing not bindable into the pages of a book. In the name not of apology but of transparency, we offer an account of our
  compromises and the decisions that made them possible.


  We chose chronological ordering, yet this is a text that defies chronology. Dates were frequently determined only by internal clues or references and so should be regarded as approximate and
  open to revision by future scholarship. We kept folders intact, despite recognizing these as an artifact of Paul Williamss archiving rather than Dicks own ordering. In places where
  this led to conflict with chronology, we relocated parts of folders; these are noted. Excerpts are identified by bracketed numbers at the top [folder number: page number in folder]. In folders
  where Dicks own page numbering suffices, we retained these; in folders with multiple discontinuous numbering sequences, we have renumbered the pages to create a single pagination for the
  whole. Note that folder numbers do not reflect chronological order; they represent the order in which Williams picked up the pages. Inventive inconsistency is our hallmark here: we were affixing
  numbers to chaos. Bracketed ellipses indicate some of our excisions and elisions, providing a glimpse of the scope and nature of our editorial choices. Other excisions go unmarked in favor of
  readability.


  The Exegesis began in 1974, with letters and short pieces, and grew steadily. The early pages form an epistolary detective novel, plunging the reader into the 2-3-74 revelation: Dick began his
  interpretations even as clues in the form of dreams, voices, and visions poured in. Soon, his letters grew longer and denser, some accompanied by enclosures of further typewritten
  notes; short pieces with recognizable beginnings and ends gave way to the extended theoretical speculations and open-ended meditations that characterize the Exegesis proper. By the
  end of this period, Dick was typing twenty-plus pages at a go  single-spaced, with minimal margins and paragraphing. We have largely offered the earliest entries in full; as longer, more
  meandering entries begin, in early 1975, we transition to the method of excerpting used for the remainder of the book: selecting discrete chunks of varying lengths, from a single paragraph to
  several pages (with or without some internal trimming).


  Dicks text is given interpretive, personal, and unsystematic annotation by the editors and these others: Simon Critchley, Steve Erickson, David Gill, N. Katherine Hayles, Jeff Kripal, and
  Gabriel Mckee. These annotations are identified by their authors initials. Following the text and an afterword by Richard Doyle, we offer two aids to a readers comprehension: a series
  of individual notes on nomenclature, translation, sources, and editorial interventions; and a glossary of some of the most frequently seen terms, including Dicks neologisms. This glossary
  was prepared by the editors, annotators, and the Zebrapedia Group, under the guidance of Erik Davis, but it includes material developed by Lawrence Sutin for his 1991 volume. A modest index follows
  the afterword.


  Let us be the first to say that the notes, glossary, and index are incomplete: nothing short of a Vast Active Living Intelligence could sort all of Dicks avenues of reference and
  citation. For one small example, among many, of the challenges in an annotators path: Dick often quoted English sources from memory or altered sources as he hurriedly copied them out; his
  use of German and Latin is willful and imaginative. In consideration of sanity (our own) and time and space (which are after all the same thing), we have offered the gist of his intentions, as we
  understood them, rather than unraveling his errors. A few names have been disguised in these pages to ensure the privacy of persons not wishing to be named.
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  Folder 4


  [4:1] In Ubik the forward moving force of time (or time-force expressed as an ergic field) has ceased. All changes result from that. Forms regress. The substrate
  is revealed. Cooling (entropy) is allowed to set in unimpeded. Equilibrium is affected by the vanishing of the forward-moving time force-field. The bare bones, so to speak, of the world, our world,
  are revealed. We see the Logos addressing the many living entities.1 Assisting and advising them.2 We are now aware of
  the Atman everywhere. The press of time on everything, having been abolished, reveals many elements underlying our phenomena.


  If time stops, this is what takes place, these changes.


  Not frozen-ness, but revelation.


  There are still the retrograde forces remaining, at work. And also underlying positive forces other than time. The disappearance of the force-field we call time reveals both good and bad things;
  which is to say, coaching entities (Runciter, who is the Logos), the Atman (Ubik), Ella; it isnt a static world, but it begins to cool. What is missing is a form of heat: the Aton.
  The Logos (Runciter) can tell you what to do, but you lack the energy  heat, force  to do it. (I.e., time.)


  The Logos is not a retrograde energetic life form, but the Holy Spirit, the Parakletos, is. If the Logos is outside time, imprinting, then the Holy Spirit stands at the right
  or far or completed end of time, toward which the field-flow moves (the time flow). It receives time: the negative terminal, so to speak. Related to the Logos in terms of embodying word-directives
  and world-organizing powers, but at a very weak level, it can progressively to a greater degree overcome the time field and flow back against it, into it, impinging and penetrating. It moves in the
  opposite direction. It is the anti-time. So it is correct to distinguish it from the Logos, which so to speak reaches down into the time flow from outside, from eternity or the real universe. The
  H.S. is in time, and is moving: retrograde. Like tachyons,1 its motion is a temporal one; opposite to ours and the normal direction of universal causal motion.


  Equilibrium is achieved by the Logos operating in three directions: from behind us as causal  time  pressure, from above, then the final form, the very weak H.S. drawing toward
  perfection each form. But now equilibrium as we know it is being lost in favor of a growing ratio of retrograde teleology. This implies we are entering, have entered, a unique time: nearing
  completion of the manifold forms. Last pieces are going into place in the over-all pattern. The task or mode of the H.S. is completing. Not beginning, not renewing or maintaining, but
  bringing to the end, to the close. An analogy would be the transit of a vehicle from one planet to another; first stage is the gravity of planet of origin; then equilibrium of both planets in terms
  of their pull; then the growing pull of the destination gravity-field as it gradually takes over and completes the journey. Beginning, middle, end. At last one senses the receiving field engage,
  and then correct.


  When I wrote Ubik I constructed a world (universe) which differed from ours in only one respect: it lacked the driving force forward of time.3 That
  time in our own actual universe could weaken, or even go entirely away, did not occur to me because at that point I did not conceive time as a force at all (vide the Soviet astro-physicists
  theory2). I thought of it in Kantian terms. As a mode of subjective perception. Now I believe that time, at this point in the expansion of the universe
  (or for some other reason[s]), has in fact actually begun to weaken, at least in ratio to certain other fields. Therefore, this being true, a measure of the
  Ubik-experience could be anticipated. I have indeed had that experience, or a measure thereof. That is, time still drives on, but counter forces have surfaced and impinge, laying bare the
  Ubik landscape  only for a few moments, that is, temporarily. Then time resumes its sovereignty.


  What one would expect is two fold: (1) Material (e.g., information, images, weak energy fields, etc.) from the future leaking or bleeding back to us, while we continue on. (2) Abrupt lurches
  back on our part to recent prior time periods, like a needle on a record being anti-skated back to a prior groove, which it has already played, and then playing on from there as if nothing
  happened.4 The latter we would not be consciously aware of, although subcortical responses, and perhaps a vague sense of amnesia, dreams, etc., would tell us
  that something was wrong. But the leakage back to us from the future, not by us but to us, that we would be aware of (calling it ESP, etc.), and yet be unable to account for
  it.


  But what is most telling is that in March, at the initial height of the Holy Other pouring into me, when I saw the universe as it is, I saw as the active agent, a gold and red
  illuminated-letter like plasmatic entity from the future, arranging bits and pieces here: arranging what time drove forward. Later I concluded that I had seen the Logos. What is important is
  that this was perceptual to me, not an intellectual inference or thought about what might exist. It came here from the future. It was/is alive. It had a certain small power or energy, and great
  wisdom. It was/is holy. It not only was visible around me but evidently this is the same energy which entered me. It was both inside and out. So the Logos, or whatever it was, this plasmatic life
  form from the future which I saw, satisfies, as near as I can fathom, most of the theoretical criteria above.5


  Also, the official Catholic/Christian theories about the Holy Spirit so depict it: moving backward from the end of time, pouring into people. But if the Holy Spirit can only
  enter one, is only inside, then what I saw that was gold and red outside, like liquid fire, wasnt the H.S. but the Logos. I think its all the same thing, one found inner, one found
  outer. What difference does it make? Its only a semantic quarrel; whats important is that it comes BACK HERE FROM THE FUTURE, is electrostatic and alive, but a
  weak field. It must be a form similar to radiation. [. . .]


  However, that which caused me to see differently and to be different must be distinguished from what I saw and became. A bioplasmic orgone-like energy entered me or rose up in me and caused
  changes in me; that is one enormous miracle . . . but the heightened awareness caused me to see a different universe: one which contained the red and gold living threads of activity in the outside
  world, a world enormously changed, very much like the world of Ubik. But I feel a unity between the force which changed me and the red and gold energy which I saw. From within me, as part of
  me, it looked out and saw itself.


  Letter to Peter Fitting,3 June 28, 1974


  [4:6]


  Dear Peter,


  [. . .] In regards to some of the intellectual, theoretical subjects all of us discussed the day you and your friends were here to visit, I recall in particular my statement to you (which I
  believe you got on your tape, too) that the universe is moving backward, a rather odd statement on the face of it I admit. What I meant by that is something which at the time I could
  not really express, having had an experience, several in fact, but not having the terms. Now, by having read further, I have some sort of terms, and would like to describe some of my
  personal experiences using, in a pragmatic way, the concept of tachyons, which are supposed to be particles of cosmic origin (I am quoting Arthur Koestler) which fly faster than light and
  consequently in a reversed time direction. They would thus, Koestler says, carry information from the future into our present, as light and X rays from
  distant galaxies carry information from the remote past of the universe into our now and here. In the light of these developments, we can no longer exclude on a priori grounds the theoretical
  possibility of precognitive phenomena. And so forth (Harpers, July 1974).4


  I had been for several months experimenting with something I read about while doing research on the brain, in particular new discoveries on split-brain phenomena, for my novel A Scanner
  Darkly; I had come across the fact that the brain can transduce external fields of both high and low frequency providing that the thermal factor is quite low. Also, I had read about which
  vitamins in megadosages can improve neural firing and produce vastly increased brain efficiency. I began attempting, on the basis of what I knew, to bring on both the hemispheres of my own brain
  using the recipe for megadoses of the water-soluble vitamins; at the same time I tried again and again to exclude the ordinary external electrical fields that we customarily tune into: man-made
  fields, which we consider signal, and at the same time I tried to directly transduce what we usually think of as noise, in particular weak natural electrical fields.


  One night I found myself flooded with colored graphics which resembled the nonobjective paintings of Kandinsky and Klee, thousands of them one after the other, so fast as to resemble
  flash cut used in movie work. This went on for eight hours. Each picture was balanced, had excellent harmony and possessed idiomatic style  that of a well-known nonobjective
  artist. I could not account for what I was seeing (this took place in the dark, and was evidently phosphene activity within my eyes, but the source of the stimulation of the phosphenes was an
  enigma to me at the time), but I was certain that those tens of thousands of lovely, balanced, quite professional and esthetic harmonious graphics could not be originating within my own mind or
  brain. I have no facility with graphics, and besides, there were too many of them; even Picasso, whose style predominated for over an hour, never actually painted so many, although he very likely
  saw that many in his own head.


  In later studies about the brain I learned of an inhibiting brain fluid called GABA, which when its effect drops drastically, which is to say when an external stimulus causes disinhibition and
  firing of a programmed sequence up to then is inhibited, such colored graphics are often experienced. So I concluded that massive  unique in my life, in fact  disinhibition had taken
  place, although I could not identify the external stimulus, nor comprehend the programmed or engrammed sequences. At the same time (in the days following) I found myself possessed with enormous
  energy and did a lot of unusual things. This, in fact, is what probably raised my blood pressure so much that my doctor had to hospitalize me. I was constantly active, and in
  new ways. This tends to confirm the theory of massive disinhibition and unused neural firing along hitherto unusual neural pathways, perhaps an entire hemisphere of the brain held in readiness
  until then  I did not know for what.


  All this may have been induced by the huge doses of water-soluble vitamins I took, gram after gram of vitamin C, for instance. But I doubt it. At the same time as I experienced the release of
  psychic energy (to use Esther Hardings phrase, picked up by Jung), I became conscious of pathic language directed at me from all creatures, and finally, as it spread  and this is the
  point Im getting at  from the direction of the sky, especially at night. I had a keen intuition that information of some kind was arriving at us all, in fact bombarding us, from
  sidereal space.


  For a time I imagined that an ESP experiment had somehow by accident involved me: the long-range transmission of graphics. I wrote to a lab in Leningrad and told them about my experience, having
  at the time the feeling that the point of origin of these signals was far distant, and hence in the USSR. Now I believe the point of origin was even farther: I think that I somehow for a short time
  transduced tachyon bombardment, which comes to us constantly, and which animals utilize to engram them into performing what we call instinctive actions. I had been consciously trying
  to transduce external weak fields, which I know to be possible, and I know that when this is done successfully the brains efficiency is increased; however, I had no preconception of what
  fields I might transduce  except that I felt they would be natural and not man-made  and what information, if any, they might contain. I was hoping only for increased neural
  efficiency. I got more: actual information about the future, for during the next three months, almost each night, during sleep I was receiving information in the form of print-outs: words and
  sentences, letters and names and numbers  sometimes whole pages, sometimes in the form of writing paper and holographic writing, sometimes oddly, in the form of a babys cereal box on
  which all sorts of quite meaningful information was written and typed, and finally galley proofs held up for me to read which I was told in my dream contained prophecies about the
  future, and during the last two weeks a huge book, again and again, with page after page of printed lines.


  Without the tachyon theory I would lack any kind of scientific formulation, and would have to declare that God has shown me the sacred tablets in which the future is written and so
  forth, as did our forefathers, back on the deserts of Israel under the sky as they tended their sleeping flocks. Koestler also points out that according to modern theory the universe is moving from chaos to form; therefore tachyon bombardment would contain information which expressed a greater degree of Gestalt than similar information about the present; it would, thus
  at this time continuum, seem more living, more animated by a conscious spirit, to us giving rise to the concept of God. This would definitely give rise to the idea of purpose, in particular purpose
  lying in the future. Thus we now have a scientific method of considering the notion of teleology, I think, which is why I am writing you now, to express this, my own sense of final causes, as we
  discussed that day.


  Much of this printed-out information arriving in dreams has had a teaching, shaping and directing quality; it tends to inform and guide me, and make me aware of what I should do. It literally
  educates me, and Im sure each small creature, each bug and plant and animal and fish, has the same sense of it. Ive watched my cat, now, as he sits out on the sundeck at night; he is
  beyond doubt considering the sidereal world above him and not moving objects below  when he comes in the house an hour or two later he seems modified, as if he has been taught during that
  period and knows it. I think this happens to us all but I managed consciously to transduce above the threshold of awareness, which is unusual but not unique, and became aware of this constant
  natural and normal process which shapes all life from the future, as Koestler describes. It is often described as the Divine Plan, or better yet Continual Creation. Any
  such terms will do, but I regard it for my own purposes as a continual informational printout from the future which directs us all, not in the coercive sense that the past does, but experienced
   and rightly so  as volition. As so to speak, free will. This term sounds right to me each morning when I wake up and reflect on the pages of print Ive seen during the night; I
  am not forced to do what the information brings to my attention; I am free to consider it, digest and understand it, and, with its assistance, act on it.6


  For well over two months I was convinced that the Holy Spirit, which is to say God, was directing me, and in a sense this is true; it is a matter of semantics: at one time
  these would have been the only terms we had available to us; we would have talked about a divine vision and so forth. What I think now is that more modern terms can be better applied; the future is
  more coherent than the present, more animate and purposeful, and in a real sense, wiser. It knows more, and some of this knowledge gets transmitted back to us by what seems to be a purely
  natural phenomenon. We are being talked to, by a very informed Entity: that of all creation as it lies ahead of us in time.


  Cordially,


  
    Philip K. Dick

  


  P.S. In terms of Ubik (not the novel but the force described in my novel) perhaps I was already becoming aware of this total coherence which the universe is moving toward and which bombards us
  backward, so to speak, with information about itself, thus giving us a certain awareness of itself. I would think that for purely fictional purposes the description given and the name given in the
  novel would be more rather than less accurate vis--vis the tachyon theory, which is connected with the theory that the universe is moving from chaos to form. Ubik talks to us from the
  future, from the end state to which everything is moving; thus Ubik is not here  which is to say now  but will be, and what we get is information about and from Ubik, as we receive TV
  or radio signals from transmitters located in other spaces in this time continuum.


  I see no objection to interpreting the meaning of the force Ubik this way. Nor in interpreting the purpose of the novel Ubik by saying that in it I was trying in a dim and unconscious way
  to express a series of experiences I had had most of my life of a directing, shaping and assisting  and informing  force, much wiser than us which we in no way could perceive
  directly; where it was or what it was called I did not know; I knew it only by its effects: in Kants terms, it is (or as I understand now will be) a Thing-in-Itself.


  Thus I would express the purpose of the novel  my purpose, anyhow  to be a fictional statement containing a presentation of this directing presence which I arbitrarily chose the
  name Ubik for. That Ubik (or more accurately the future total Gestalt of purpose and Meaning) may well have written the book through me is possible, but only in the sense that all
  creatures from grasshoppers on up, in particular small creatures such as grasshoppers, are written through, by what we call instinct, rather than
  writing their lives. However, I do think one could say this; rather than having it read: Ubik, by Philip K. Dick, one could put it this way:


  
    PHILIP K. DICK


    By


    Ubik

  


  In a sense I am joking, of course, but in a sense I am not.


  I dont feel I was picked by a Future Force, as its instrument, etc., bidden to make manifest its word, etc., any more than when you are watching a TV program the transmitter
  has picked you. It is broadcast; it just radiates out in all directions and some people tune in, some do not; some like what they see and hear, some reject it. All I did was to transduce, as all
  creatures do. I just gave what I received a local habitation and a name, as Shakespeare put it.


  P.P.S. One aspect of regarding this as an information transmission and reception-transduction system (like a teletype) might at last throw some light on the otherwise puzzling phenomenon of
  glossolalia when seized by the Holy Spirit. In my reception of tachyon bombardment (assuming this is what it is, of course) I frequently either fail to transduce properly (error at
  the receiving end) or else there is a lapse of accurate transmission (as if the teletype operator has his fingers on the wrong line of keys, etc.). When that happens, instead of seeing, in my
  dreams, the perfectly articulated English prose passages which would be the result of all components functioning correctly, I get gibberish like this: meaningless names and
  words and sequences of numbers which have no significance. Unless one is very, very careful to factor out, to use a scrupulous reject circuit of some kind (I suppose this would come
  with practice) one is confronted with the task of making sense out of random or inaccurate integers. I give these actual examples:
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  Considering the distance over which these packets of information travel, and their velocity, much contamination, signal-loss and other familiar invasion of the material
  contained must take place  cross-talk from other fields, so that when the tachyons at last impinge on us even if our transduction is superb (as in the case of mystics and
  saints) there would be something quite less than a perfect meaningful construct. I suppose that out of these etoin shrdlu type of ramblings (or whatever you get on a linotype when
  your fingers go from left to right) the various Names of God are constructed; they supply the spurious and dogmatic Holy Writ such as the Mormons treasure as their inspiration.


  If you recall the weird word found on deserted Roanoke Island in 1591, which was CTOSYOAN, carved on a tree and everyone mysteriously gone,  well, look I did it
  just then; I had my fingers one key to the right on my keyboard: the word is CROATOAN; I was copying it from my text book and had my eyes away from my hands. Thus
  marvelously proving my point. But for centuries scholars have been trying to figure out what Croatoan means. Probably it means nothing; the terrified colonists of the island, faced by
  one or more hostile forces (famine, Indians, plague, etc.), had an inspiration and left the island for some other sanctuary, believing that those letters spelled out something meaningful. Perhaps
  the Cosmic Teletype Operator turned his head for a moment, as I did, and erred.


  In my novel Galactic Pot-Healer theres a girl character named Mali Yojez. Not being able to think of another name, I hit keys at random, and used what I got. Years later a
  burned-out freak who had read the book looked at me with secret insinuating accusation and said, pointing to these letters-used-as-a-name, Thats me youre writing about there in
  your book. I pointed out that Mali Yojez was in no way his name. Its a code you used, he explained, to cover over my name so I wouldnt know. But I do
  know. I then pointed out that I had written and published the book years before I ever met him; at that his all-knowing paranoid glee increased. That just proves how clever you
  are, he said. You even knew about me in advance. You see what I mean, Peter.


  Ive reinserted this into the typewriter because just as I was about to mail this, it occurred to me that according to my tachyon theory, I could well have anticipated
  meeting the above-mentioned burned-out freak. This brings to my mind my strange and eerie feeling that my novels are gradually coming true. At first I laughed about this, as if it was only a sort
  of small matter; but over the years  my God, Ive been selling stories for 23 years  it seems to me that by subtle but real degrees the world has come to resemble a PKD novel;
  or, put another way, subjectively I sense my actual world as resembling the kind of typical universe which I used to merely create as fiction, and which I left, often happily, when I was
  done writing.


  Other people have mentioned this, too, the feeling that more and more they are living in a PKD novel. And several freaks have even accused me of bringing on the modern world
  by my novels.


  Well, a case could be made here for my above tachyon theory, I guess, although I hadnt thought of it until now. Let us say that I am inspired by a creative entity outside my conscious
  personality to write what I write. (I had imagined it to be my subconscious, but this only begs the question, What is the subconscious?) There is no doubt that quite frankly I do not in any real
  sense write my novels; they do come from some non-I part of me. Often they contain dreams Ive had (this was true of Lovecraft, Ive heard). If tachyon bombardment was inspiring my
  novels, then it would stand to reason that the world  it is really all the same world which my books depict, as has been pointed out in critical essays many times  it would stand to
  reason that, as the years pass, my books would, so to speak, come true. They are about the future in two ways: they describe it fictionally, like S-F tends to do, and, they being inspired by
  tachyon information about the actual future (or possible several alternate futures) depict on-coming reality. Isnt our world now somewhat like the world in Solar Lottery, my first
  novel? And other, later novels of mine even more so? I do not wish to be in one of my own novels, by the way. So this isnt wish-fulfillment. Anyhow, Im not the only person whos
  noticed that the world seems to be getting like my novels; it was pointed out to me recently that if I had waited another year to bring out Flow My Tears it would have been out of date
  (actually it was by-and-large finished in 1970).


  Several times Ive had the uncanny experience of meeting people who resemble persons, characters, Id previously made up for my novels. In Flow My Tears theres a 19
  year old girl named Kathy, as you recall, whom Jason meets; she is a girl of the gutter, so to speak, living a quasi-illegal existence. The next year, 1971, I in fact did meet a girl, the same age,
  living a life so similar to that of the girl in the novel as to frighten me  frighten me that if she reads the book ever she may sue. Her name  Kathy.


  I am not the true and actual source of my own fiction, and Ive always wondered what the source was. John Denver, the current folk singer, says he doesnt compose his many songs;
  Theyre out there in the air somewhere, he says, and I just fish them in. Well, my novels arent out there in the air; theyre in my unconscious
   or are they? Maybe Denver is right; its coming at us from a standpoint physically outside our brains, not down deep below the surface. In point of fact, S-F is often thought of as
  future history, and this notion is one Ive combated, with great irritation, over the years. And yet Im faced with the fact that time and history have caught up with me,
  which is perhaps one reason why you and others were disappointed with Flow My Tears; I waited too long to bring it out. Put another way, the gap between my vision and
  the actual world has gotten smaller and smaller over the years; when I wrote Solar Lottery it was a vision that no one else had, but how can I claim my vision in Flow My Tears to be
  unique in the same way? I could do as well by getting my information from newspapers, perhaps. How strange. How frightening, to me, anyhow.


  And yet, as of this March, with the sudden bombardment of the non-objective graphics, perhaps I have once again regained contact with the authentic future; for example, the work Im
  engaged in now is a sequel to Man in the High Castle, at last  Ive wanted to do that for 12 years, but never come up with an idea good enough. Based on my experiences from
  March of this year on, I believe I have indeed, finally, come up with an idea good enough, and am deep into it. I feel that the external creative force which Ive discussed throughout this
  letter, whatever its source, whatever its nature, has inspired me as I have never been inspired before. More important to me than what it is, what its called, is the quality of its
  inspiration to me and the effect on my writing. Well, from these experiences over the past three months I do have a terrific idea, I think the best of my life, and in no way will it be anything you
  can read about in the present day newspaper. Perhaps what has happened is nothing more or less than a sudden return of the old force of creativity which animated me in years past and novels past. .
  . . Whatever it is, God bless it, and I am grateful for it. Wish me luck  and also, let me know what you think of all this; I value your opinion uniquely.


  Letter to Claudia Bush, July 5, 1974


  [4:13]


  Dear Claudia,


  Since I last wrote you (sending on the 7 page letter to Peter Fitting plus the 2 page letter to you) I have continued to have the same dream again and again which I mentioned: a vast and
  important book held up before me which I should read. Yesterday, for example, since Tessa and Christopher had gone off on a picnic, I took several naps and had four dreams in which printed matter
  appeared, two of them involving books.


  For three months, virtually every night, Ive had these dreams involving written material. And within the last few days it became obvious that a specific book was indicated. That the
  ultimate purpose of all these dreams was to call my attention to an actual book somewhere in the real world, which I was to find, then take down and read.


  The first dream on July 4 was much more explicit than any before; I took down my copy of Robert Heinleins I Will Fear No Evil, a large blue hardback U.K.
  edition, for two men to look at. Both men said this was not a book (or the book) they were interested in. However, it was clear that the book wanted was large and blue and hardback.


  In a dream a month ago I managed to see part of the title; it ended in the word Grove. At the time I thought it might be Prousts Within a Budding Grove, but it was
  not; however, there was a long word similar to Budding before Grove.


  So I knew by the first part of the day yesterday that I was looking for a large blue hardback book  very large and long, according to some dreams, endlessly long, in fact  with the
  final word of the title being Grove and a word before it like Budding.


  In the last of the four dreams yesterday I caught sight of the copyright date on the book and another look at the typestyle. It was dated either 1966 or possibly 1968 (the latter proved to be
  the case). So I began studying all the books in my library which might fit these qualifications. I had the keen intuition that when I at last found it I would have in my hands a mystic or occult or
  religious book of wisdom which would be a doorway to the absolute reality behind the whole universe.


  Of course the possibility existed that I didnt have the book in my library, that I would have to go out and buy it. In several dreams I was in a bookstore doing just that. One time the
  book was held open before me with its pages singed by fire on all sides. By that I took it to be an extremely sacred book, perhaps the one seen in the Book of Daniel.5


  Anyhow today I looked all day around the house, since Tessa has been sick with a sunburn, and all at once I found the book. The three month search is at last over.


  As soon as I took down the volume I knew it to be the right one. I had seen it again and again, with ever increasing clarity, until it could not be mistaken.


  The book is called The Shadow of Blooming Grove, hardback and blue, running just under 700 huge long pages of tiny type. It was published in 1968.6 It is the dullest book in the world; I tried to read it when the Book Find Book Club sent it to me but couldnt.
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