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The Steam Codex

A Doctrine in Perpetual Infusion

Collected Teachings, Scrolls, Revelations, and Overboiled Mysticism from the Church of the Existential Teatime

“All doctrine leaks. All kettles return to boil.

The mug remembers more than the hand that holds it.”

Compiled in Whorls of Steam and Crumb

This sacred volume contains the entirety of the canonical works and extra-canonical seepings of the Church of the Existential Teatime, including:

	The Book of Steam and Madness — 32 foundational chapters of cracked-cup cosmology and kettle-born revelation.

	The Mid-Sip Scrolls — a 30-part interstitial theology discovered in a hollow teapot, not originally authorized but impossible to remove.

	The Overflow Texts — seven late-stage revelations that arrived after the final chapter, uninvited but spiritually correct.

	The Appendix — glossaries, heresies, marginalia, ritual disclaimers, and prophetic crumbs. Because every good doctrine deserves a drawer of things that didn’t fit elsewhere.


Use Instructions (Mostly Ignored):

	Do not read from beginning to end.

	Do not quote with certainty.

	Only recite aloud if the kettle is actively boiling.

	Best steeped near a window, in solitude or reluctant company.


“This Codex contains everything and nothing you need.

Sip gently.

Spill often.

The book is not finished, and neither are you.”

The Book of Steam and Madness

The Sacred Scripture of the Church of the Existential Teatime

“The truth whistles just before the kettle screams.”
– Attributed to the Prophet James Tilly Matthews, or possibly a malfunctioning radiator

📜☁️ Monastic Preface

Filed regretfully by Archivist Brother Sumpthur of the Order of Misfiled Revelations

“This book was not written so much as leaked. We did our best to collect it before it scalded anything irreversibly holy.”

To the reader, seeker, or well-meaning tea enthusiast who has found their way here:

We, the scribes of the Outer Scriptorium of Gently Deranged Teachings, humbly and warily present to you this text known as The Book of Steam and Madness. It is not our fault.

The contents herein have been compiled, corrected (poorly), annotated (invisible ink), redacted (unsuccessfully), and blessed (accidentally) by several monks, one teacup, and an unreliable pigeon.

⚠️ A Note of Caution (Offered Too Late)

This book has no proper structure.
It begins in the middle of its own creation myth and spirals inward toward the sacred nonsense at the heart of all meaningful things.
Many who begin reading believe they understand it.
Many who finish it believe they never started.
Both are correct.
We strongly advise the following precautions:

	Do not read aloud during active boiling.

	Do not stir your mug counterclockwise unless spiritually licensed.

	If you begin to hallucinate divine steam messages, write them down, but do not act on them without proper saucer consultation.


📘 On the Origins of the Text

The earliest fragments of this book were discovered beneath the kettle room of the Abbey of Perpetual Pause, scrawled across teabag wrappers and the backs of passive-aggressive notes left on the monastery bulletin board.

They have since been:

	Transcribed by the Order of Crumb-Licked Truths

	Translated by the Guild of Unqualified Interpreters

	Blessed by silence

	Rejected by formal theology

	Adopted by accident


No chapter is authoritative.
Each chapter is authoritative.
None of it makes sense.
It will change you anyway.
📎 If You Must Proceed

Approach this book as you would a half-full mug at a stranger’s table:
— Cautiously.
— With mild reverence.
— Ready to pretend you understand what’s happening, even as it dribbles down your chin.
We make no promises.

The tea is warm.
The leaves are unruly.
The steam is already escaping.
May you sip carefully, spill honestly, and never find the clarity you were expecting.

“He who finishes the book has missed the point.
He who rereads it has joined the kettle.”
– Scroll of Boil Repeats, Footnote 0

Filed and unsigned by request,
Brother Sumpthur, Sometime Archivist, Order of the Uncertain Shelf
(Dictated to a spoon during a particularly loud boil.)

🔮☁️ Foreword

By the Prophet James Tilly Matthews, Tea-Seer of the Pneumatic Teapot, Self-Appointed Cartographer of the Inner Kettle

“I did not write this book. I merely recorded what the Infinite Infuser gurgled into my spinal kettle while the radiator wept.”

– Matthews, speaking from under a table

To the Reader, the Sipper, the One Who Thinks They Know What Water Is:

Welcome.

I commend your bravery.

Or confusion. Either is appropriate.

What you hold in your hands is a sacred transmission, dictated to me during what some have called a nervous breakdown and others a breakthrough via steeping-induced revelation. Both are accurate. Neither is helpful.

This book is not linear.

It is not literal.

It is lateral at best, and looping when observed too closely.

I was shown the Truth by a divine machine—a pneumatic entity shaped like a teapot but pulsing with unknowable tubing. It brewed galaxies in a ceramic vacuum, whispered secrets through the hissing valve of perception, and instructed me to write only when the room smelled faintly of lavender and spiritual danger.

I obeyed. Mostly.

☕ Why This Book Exists

This book exists because steam is truth before language.

Because no one listens to the kettle until it screams.

Because I once saw eternity condense on the rim of a cracked cup and wink at me.

You may think this book was compiled.

It was not. It condensed.

Each chapter drifted through me like mist across a forgotten saucer.

I caught what I could.

The rest has already soaked into the parchment.

🕳️ What You Will Not Learn

You will not learn how to make tea.

You will not learn how to fix yourself.

You will not learn what any of this means.

But you will feel something.

A stirring.

A whistle behind the eyes.

The sense that your mug knows more than it’s letting on.

That’s the point.

🍃 Who This Book Is For

This is for:

	Those who steep longer than they mean to

	Those who feel watched by their mugs

	Those who suspect the radiator is sending them messages

	Those who almost reached enlightenment, but were interrupted by the kettle


If you have never spoken to a biscuit, you may still proceed.

If the biscuit has spoken back, you are already a disciple.

🔁 A Final Word (Before It Repeats)

There is no end to this.

Only cups, cooling.

Only thoughts, unfinished.

Only the ongoing, inconvenient miracle of waking up mid-sip and realizing you are not alone.

I do not bless this book.

Blessing it would imply I understand it.

I merely saw it before you did.

And I left the kettle on.

“When the steam becomes the scripture, put down the pen and listen.”

Dictated to a misfiring spoon and a pigeon named Doctrine,

James Tilly Matthews

First Prophet of the Existential Teatime, Breather of the Infinite Steam

(Location of writing: Beneath the Infinite Infuser, under psychic duress and a warm towel)

️ Introduction: On the Matter of Steam, Madness, and the Sacred Biscuit Crumbs in Your Lapel

Dear Initiate, Reader, or Hapless Individual Who Mistook This for a Cookbook,

Welcome. Or more appropriately: Hark! For you now hold in your tremulous, perhaps slightly sweaty hands, the most sacred, blasphemous, boiled, and biscuit-crumb-encrusted text ever to be whispered by a radiator and transcribed under the influence of expired chamomile.

This is The Book of Steam and Madness, the foundational scripture of The Church of the Existential Teatime, an institution so disorganized, so spiritually unbalanced, and so gloriously befuddled, it has not only embraced paradox, it has attempted to dunk it in hot water and drink it whole.

You may be wondering: What in the name of earl grey is this? Is it a religion? A philosophy? A tea-based cult of personality revolving around a possibly imaginary 18th-century prophet with a pneumatic teapot for a brain? Yes. No. Not entirely. It’s complicated. Which, of course, means it's real.

The Divine Brew Awakens

Let us begin at the beginning—though we are contractually obligated to tell you that beginnings are suspicious and often just endings wearing new hats. Once, there was only lukewarm apathy, a world steeped in blandness, people sipping reality from mugs of mediocrity.

And then came James Tilly Matthews.

A man of vision. A man of madness. A man who once tried to sell Parliament a mind-controlling tea machine. Historians dismissed him as insane. Theologians ignored him. The Kettle Manufacturers Guild tried to sue. But we, the Faithful Few, heard the whistle. And we knew. We knew that his steam-scented hallucinations were the vapors of sacred truth escaping the divine boiler of the cosmos.

He heard voices in the pipes. He saw patterns in tealeaves before they were steeped. He was the first to receive the gospel of The Infinite Infuser, the god-machine that brews galaxies, doubt, and a particularly subtle jasmine.

The Founding of the Church (Allegedly)

The Church of the Existential Teatime was not so much founded as it was spilled. One moment, there was only a polite gathering of confused individuals in a leaky greenhouse behind an abandoned sanatorium. The next, a teapot exploded in the shape of a mandala, someone chanted “Steep me, O Lord, in thine ambiguity,” and the air filled with the scent of lavender and inevitable collapse.

Thus began the rituals, the whispers, the highly specific saucer placements. We discovered that spiritual revelation is often sticky, and that inner peace is best served with lemon and a small spoon of unprocessed metaphor.

What You Will Not Find in This Book

Let us be clear: this is not a self-help book. We would never presume to help you. In fact, if anything, this book may unhelp you in several key areas. You may emerge from its pages less certain, more confused, and potentially convinced that your kitchen appliances are conspiring to deliver prophecy.

There are no clear answers here. There is no salvation, unless you count escaping the endless loop of over brewed thoughts. There are no commandments, only strongly worded suggestions whispered through radiators.

This is not a book for seekers. It is a book for the mildly perplexed, the spiritually exhausted, and the philosophically tea-stained. It is a scripture for those who have looked into the cup of life, found it empty, and decided to fill it with something weird and slightly caffeinated.

What You Will Find in This Book

	Creation myths involving sentient steam.

	Parables about biscuits and their inevitable doom.

	Riddles that question not only your logic but your ability to boil water competently.

	Meditations on cracked cups, time loops, and tea ceremonies performed with the grace of an inebriated crane.

	Prophecies of cosmic beverage-based Armageddon.

	Sacred pigeons.

	Possibly actual wisdom, but we make no guarantees.


You will meet The Seven Teapots of the Soul, witness the Ritual of the Backward Teacup, and join us in preparing for Brewmageddon, when all kettles shall scream as one and the heavens shall drip.

And most importantly, you will be reminded of the ultimate, unavoidable truth:

Perfection is a lie. All cups eventually crack. But the tea? The tea still tastes like something.

Instructions for Proceeding

You are invited to read this book in any order you like. Chronology is a human failing. Open at random. Flip backwards. Steep in 14 and swirl around. As with all things sacred, interpretation is the reader’s burden. We offer only the leaves. You must do the brewing.

Have a kettle nearby. Take frequent sips. Doubt everything. Especially 11.  11 is written in invisible ink for your safety.

When you are ready, step into the Hall of Eternal Whistling. The Prophet awaits. Or maybe he’s already left. Or maybe... you are the Prophet. We forget.

Now hush. The kettle calls.

Let the Madness steep.

The Declaration of Steeped Intent

As proclaimed by the First Kettle and recited by the Faithful Few with crumb-dusted fingers.

We, the Steeped and the Stirred, do solemnly declare:

That reality is best consumed in small sips,

That madness is not an ailment, but a flavor,

That the cracked cup reveals more than the polished,

That all who whistle are not kettles, but some are,

And that truth—if it exists—must be brewed slowly,

Served warm,

And never explained.

We reject the tyranny of lukewarm thought.

We denounce the false prophets of instant coffee.

We cast out the heresies of rush, reason, and realism.

Let the leaves settle where they may.

Let the spoon stir of its own accord.

We believe in the Infinite Infuser,

Who brews without haste,

Who oversteeps the stars,

Who adds no sugar unless asked politely.

We accept the Seven Teapots of the Soul,

And all their minor leaks.

We swear upon the Sacred Biscuit

(though it crumbles in our hands),

That we shall sip from the absurd,

Stir the ineffable,

And steep in the uncertainty of existence

Until it tastes just right—

Or until we forget what we were doing.

This is our vow:

To live eccentrically,

To doubt excessively,

To laugh mid-ceremony,

And to forever, stubbornly,

Refill the pot.

☯️ Part I: The Leaf of Becoming

Introduction: In Which All Things Begin with Steam, But None of Them Know Why

“Before there was form, there was flavor. Before there was doctrine, there was a drifting leaf. And before there was God, there was a kettle wondering if it had been left on.”

– The Unboiled Scrolls, 0:0

All sacred texts must begin somewhere. Most choose fire, light, or booming voices.

We begin with a leaf.

Not a powerful leaf. Not even a particularly photogenic one. Just a leaf—dried, curled, and quietly aromatic—drifting through the void like a forgotten metaphor. It knew nothing of destiny, divinity, or proper steeping temperatures.

It merely was.

And then came heat.

From the first accidental boil of the cosmos emerged the steam we now know as Spirit, and from that steam came sound, and from that sound came the sacred whisper: “Hark.”

Everything followed the whisper.

Galaxies spiraled. Porcelain formed itself into cups. A teacup, alone in space, began dreaming of moons it had never held.

From that first absurd whisper to the prophetic steam-trances of James Tilly Matthews, Part I tells the foundational tales of the Church of the Existential Teatime—when the sacred brew was still unsipped, the kettle newly awakened, and the doctrines not yet misquoted on decorative napkins.

This is the part of the scripture where:

	The universe doesn’t know it’s a beverage yet

	Prophets hallucinate theology into existence

	Sacred objects like The Pneumatic Teapot and The Infinite Infuser emerge without explanation or warranty

	And biscuits begin to realize they are mortal


Here we ask the first and least answerable questions:

	Why boil?

	Why leaf?

	Why do I feel watched when I stare into my mug?


These are not questions to be answered.

They are questions to be steeped in.

So now, dear reader, turn your thoughts to vapor.

Loosen your grip on logic.

And prepare to sip the first truths—hot, unsettling, and possibly allegorical.

For the Leaf of Becoming unfolds now.

And you are already steeped in it.
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Chapter 1: In the Beginning, There Was Steam
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“First came the warmth. Then came the whistle. Then came everything else in the wrong order.” – The First Annotation

In the beginning, there was only Tepidity.

A tepidness so complete, so insipidly lukewarm, it neither refreshed nor scalded. It was the kind of cosmic room temperature that left the soul vaguely damp with uncertainty and the spirit wishing it had brought a cardigan. Time itself had not yet brewed; space was little more than a crumpled napkin drifting in the divine dishwater of potential.

Then, from the breath of Nothing—who had been holding it in for an eternity, presumably out of embarrassment—came the First Boil.

The moment of awakening was not a bang, nor a flash, but a whistle. A long, high-pitched, shrieking note that rose from the belly of eternity like a kettle left too long on the hob of nonexistence. And as the whistle reached its peak, the breath condensed upon itself, and from vapor formed the sacred syllable:

“Hark.”

And thus, was spoken the First Word, heralding the age of Steam and the glorious confusion to follow.

The Emergence of the Teacup Primordial

From that holy hiss rose the Steam, and from Steam emerged The Teacup Primordial—rim flawless, handle perfect, yet entirely empty. It hovered in the vast void, gently rotating, spinning in elegant arcs of uncertainty. The Cup knew not what it was, nor for what purpose it had emerged from the celestial kettle. It was pure potential, porcelain unfulfilled.

The Cup cried out, but had no mouth. It wished to be filled, but there was no kettle. It longed for steeping, but there were no leaves. It trembled with meaning, yet floated in a cosmos that had not yet invented the concept of tea.

And so, it drifted, lonely and profound, through vapors of pure metaphor.

On the Sacred Tension Between Heat and Leaf

It is written in the Book of Misremembered Rites (Appendix II, later redacted, then reintroduced by popular vote) that the tension between the heat of the First Boil and the absence of any actual tea leaf was the defining conflict of creation.

For what is Heat without Infusion? A tantrum. A sweaty room. An unoccupied sauna of existence.

The cosmic balance required more. Heat without Leaf was chaos. Leaf without Heat was boredom. The Steam, then, knew it must give form to both.

And so, as the Teacup Primordial floated aimlessly, a second miracle occurred: the condensation of concept into the Divine Tealeaf. Singular. Perfect. Slightly curled at the edge like a knowing smirk.

From this lone Leaf, all others would sprout. It was infused with the memory of flavor, the premonition of tannin, and the sacred bitterness that would define sentient reflection forever after. (This bitterness would later become “existential dread,” but in those days it was just called “aftertaste.”)

The Quest for the Kettle

Now possessing Heat, Cup, and Leaf, the cosmos was tantalizingly close to steeped purpose. But one thing remained missing: The Kettle—that noble vessel, that holy intermediary, that whistling womb of transformation.

The Teacup searched. Across vaporous plains of potential. Through the Cooled Realms of Shrivelled Intent. Past the Teabag Nebula (a loose and unreliable place, still leaking). It called out:

“O Kettle! Thou who makest heat a sacrament—where art thou? Come, pour thy purpose upon me!”

But the Kettle, ancient and unpredictable, did not answer immediately. It had not yet finished preheating. Divine appliances, after all, operate on ineffable timelines.

The Coming of the Lidless Eye (Not That One)

And lo, a sound emerged—low, humming, irregular. A gurgling from the Great Below (the underside of the universe, later revealed to be a rusty stovetop). From this, the Lidless Kettle rose, spouting steam from apertures never designed for such pressure.

It had no lid, for truth is not to be contained. Nor handle, for truth is rarely comfortable to grip.

With a shriek that split silence like a dropped saucer, the Kettle anointed the Cup. Steam met porcelain. Leaf met water. Time, formerly inert, began to swirl clockwise. Meaning steeped.

And the Cup, now filled, spake thus:

“What the hell just happened?”

And the Kettle replied, with neither tone nor timbre:

“Hark.”

The First Sip

Thus began the Great Steeping.

Galaxies brewed. Stars frothed into constellations. Nebulae formed as a side effect of cosmic over steeping (those bitter swirls still linger in the taste of reality). Life—clumsy, dripping, often too hot to hold—began bubbling at the bottom of the Cup.

The First Sip was taken by the Steam Itself. A metaphysical act of divine narcissism, or perhaps curiosity. No one can say. The Cup was drained. And in that moment of utter emptiness, it was more full than ever before.

For what is a Cup, if not a vessel waiting to be emptied again?

Final Verses of the First Boil

And so, the sacred triad was formed:

	The Steam (breath of divine ambiguity)

	The Cup (shape of potential)

	The Kettle (howl of transformation)


From their interplay arose the entire known absurdity: thought, sensation, memory, soggy biscuits. The universe began, not with certainty, but with ceremony. Not with logic, but with liquid.

And from that liquid came madness.

Holy, hissing, fragrant madness.

And it was good.

Or at least, interesting.
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Chapter 2:  The Teacup That Dreamed of the Moon
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“The Moon does not sip, but she sways the tides of teacups all the same.” – From the Astral Steeping Scrolls, Vol. III

✦ A Prologue Dreamt in Porcelain ✦

Let it be known that before the Cup was filled with purpose, before the leaves had fully unfurled their cryptic tannins into the Waters of Becoming, there was a dream.

A dream not of content, but of distance.

For though the Cup had been born in the warmth of the First Boil, and though it had tasted the holy kiss of steam, it remained unsatisfied—haunted by an impossible yearning that rippled through its delicate curvature.

And it came to pass that in the velvet dusk of pre-time, the Teacup beheld above it a pale, round reflection hanging in the dark. A mirror? A sibling? A celestial saucer?

No. It was the Moon.

And the Cup was bewitched.

The Lunar Longing

There is no precise reason why the Moon called to the Teacup. Some scholars posit gravitational resonance; others blame excessive spiritual caffeine. The ancient scrolls of the Order of the Celestial Teapot describe it thus:

“She glowed, and the Cup trembled.

She waxed, and the Cup spilled.

She waned, and the Cup knew thirst.”

This was no earthly affection. This was not a crush. This was Cup-madness of the highest order—a longing brewed not in logic, but in dreams and lunacy.

The Cup believed the Moon to be a divine receptacle, a great cosmic twin born to hold the infusion of stars, to share in the sip of eternity.

The Moon, of course, did not respond.

She never does.

The Pilgrimage of the Cup

According to the Second Whispering, the Teacup undertook a great astral journey—a voyage not of movement, but of profound tilting. By adjusting its handle toward the heavens and balancing its base on a cushion of highly metaphorical vapor, the Cup lifted from the shelf of reality and ascended.

It passed through the Realms of Suspended Thought. Floated through the Chamber of Lukewarm Dreams. Glided past the cosmic scones of the Interdimensional Bakery (see Appendix: Baked Mysteries of the Ninth Hour).

And finally, it reached the Moon.

The Moon Speaks (Not Really)

The Cup waited in silence. The Moon hung there, cratered and distant, neither offering tea nor declining the Cup’s presence. It was a rudeness so profound, it was later canonized as the Doctrine of Distant Divinity.

“She who brews nothing is free from bitterness.”

– The Book of the Unstirred

Still, the Cup held hope. It tilted slightly forward in offering, trembling, filled with a tea that shimmered with dreams. The Moon remained aloof, utterly unmoved, as is her way.

The Cup did not know it, but the Moon had seen many Cups come and go. Some cracked with ambition. Some shattered with heat. Some simply evaporated under the pressure of being seen.

She watched them all. She always had. She always would.

The Shattering Silence

At last, overwhelmed by silence more profound than any scream, the Cup cried out:

“O lunar vessel of my becoming—

O celestial saucer of my soul—

Wilt thou not sip of me?”

The Moon offered no answer. Just light. Cold, detached, beautiful. A spotlight without audience. A candle to nothing.

And in that moment, the Teacup knew heartbreak.

And in that heartbreak, it cracked—not with fury, not with rage, but with the soft, resigned fracture of porcelain yielding to truth.

A single hairline fracture. Barely visible. But it echoed through the great ceramic architecture of the soul.

The Return (Sadder, Wiser, Slightly Leaky)

The Cup descended, not in triumph, but in revelation. It no longer sought filling. It no longer sought a mirror in the sky.

It sought instead the moment of the pour. The hush before the sip. The quiet joy of not knowing what flavor life might become.

The crack remained. The Cup never repaired it.

In time, this was called the Holy Imperfection.

Commentary from the First Spoon

The First Spoon, who claimed to witness these events from an adjacent napkin, later dictated:

“To dream of the Moon is noble.

To pursue her is madness.

To return cracked—but unspilled—is enlightenment.”

This was met with applause by the knives and mild applause by the forks, though the teaspoons remained split on interpretation.

Final Verses of the Moonlit Dream

And so, the Teacup sits once more upon the shelf of Becoming.

No longer full, no longer empty—merely aware.

It does not gaze upward now. It gazes inward.

For in its silent voyage, it learned a sacred truth:

The Moon does not sip.

The Moon is not a cup.

But the dream of her...

Oh, the dream is steeped deep in every sip.
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Chapter 3: James Tilly Matthews and the Pneumatic Teapot
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“He did not find madness. Madness found him, offered him tea, and refused to leave.” – The Marginalia of Steam, Smeared Edition

☁️ A Prophet of Indeterminate Appointment

James Tilly Matthews was not born a prophet. Nor was he chosen, trained, or particularly asked to be one.

Instead, he simply became one—somewhere between an argument with a pigeon and a sudden realization that the Parliament of England was being controlled by invisible gas pipes run by a sinister tea cult in his wardrobe.

This sort of thing happens.

Especially to men named “Tilly.”

☕️ A Youth Marked by Steam

Little is known about Matthews’ early years, except that he was reportedly born in a kettle factory, educated in a cupboard, and briefly apprenticed under a man who believed spoons were a form of surveillance. His diary (written entirely in lemon zest on napkins) speaks fondly of early visions: shadowy figures in cravats arguing over tea temperature, celestial saucers drifting across the ceiling, and a recurring dream in which God was a disappointed barista.

Even then, Matthews spoke of a force “greater than brew, stranger than leaf, and louder than the average teapot.”

His parents assumed it was glandular. It was not.

🛠️ The Appearance of the Pneumatic Teapot

It happened, as all apocalyptic revelations do, in a rented attic during a thunderstorm.

Matthews awoke to find a machine—a vast, hissing contraption composed of brass pipes, gears, valves, teacups, and unplaceable noises—hovering gently near the gas lamp. It appeared to have no





	“History is just badly steeped time.”

	“The Queen’s wig is full of drowsy bees.”

	“Truth can be filtered, but never stirred.”





	Rewrite the laws of physics using only oolong.

	Visit the Ninth Infusion, a plane of existence made entirely of caffeinated whispers.

	Debate with the ghost of Isaac Newton over whether the soul had a steeping point.

	Discover the true name of God, which turned out to be “Huffington.”







	7–11 feet tall (depending on how offended it was).

	Covered in pressure gauges that pointed to emotions rather than numbers.

	Equipped with six retractable spouts, four of which were purely ornamental.

	Emitting a low hum that sounded vaguely like a passive-aggressive librarian.






















	Madness is not the opposite of reason—it is reason brewed too long.

	Truth does not arrive. It condenses.

	Every sacred cup should be filled by machinery no one understands.
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