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Preface

People who open a book like this are often looking for a ritual that already contains the way. A sequence they can take over. After that, the experience would be read instead of made.

A ritual here is not a warning and not a trick. It is the form in which this hardware takes a task up at all. From a recognition comes a protocol. The protocol is repeated, in the same state: place, what happens, how, with whom, and the weights that hang on it. What the senses report. When it was. What you felt while it happened. If that goes through often enough, and the world talks back, force settles on the line. It goes bright. The next step carries better. What is only explained stays dark, or runs in a circle. The brain accepts the task because it arrived often enough in the same state.

For a place that does not carry, I use two steps. First, one back. Distance from the thing. The time the distance gives makes visible what is under the foot and what is not. Sensing, time, and feeling fit together, or they fall apart. That is the recognition. From it comes the protocol: an action that loads the same state every day. Not the speech at night. The step in the morning. The ritual is this protocol, applied until the line is the cheap direction.

The exercises further back are protocols of that kind. For my hardware. Every head puts the night out differently. What you find here is a report on how the foot sets down, when the place holds and when it gives. The same way, at the clock, at the wall, in the night, in the exercise. First the distance. Then the raw report. Then load only what has already run. The route that comes of it is mine. It stands here as a report. If yours runs differently, you have done nothing wrong. You have another machine. The form is the distance, and after that the daily loading. The contents hang on what has really run in you.

The pictures from engineering are comparisons. Related, not identical. They help me sort what I see. They are not the thing.


Summary

A report on how rhythm, boundary, and night run in one particular hardware. The same scene, each time from another distance. The question stays small: Is there still a track under the foot?

In the black room there are tracks. Bright, because something really happened. Pale, because they are rarely used: the place remains, the connection fades. Black, where sensation, time, and feeling never bound together. There the runner rows. The unrest that comes then has a place of its own. Sleep, money, quarrel, pain lie elsewhere. What arises here often gets another name afterward. Restlessness. Being wrong. Everything has to change, now.

Who is speaking here says where the pictures come from. The world comes in as pattern, the filter is thin. By day, programs. By night, what there is to see in oneself. The human, read as a machine, out of affection for the build. A motor idling is not lazy. A small vehicle is not afraid. It is only wired that way. Many models tally with each other. None sits alone in the control room. A voice wins even when another drops out. Nothing is added. The same gap lets a door be leaned shut from the inside. Becoming aware adds no voice. It notices the tally. Remembering is a fitting-together, not a playback. What has no track a prediction can set down on eats space.

The clock is the rhythm you tear without need. A Saturday until half past eleven, a Monday still looking for the marks. Whoever cannot choose the calendar owes this chapter nothing. What comes in unfiltered is still a stack in the evening, and whoever has little buffer pays the slipped clock sooner. The stomach likes a predictable load and is no stage for dream theories. An open loop eats the focus in the afternoon. The Friday the Monday cannot find is a gap in the address, not in the ability.

What only hangs on is the boundary that is fast and easy to fool. Two brushes, a rubber hand, seconds, a pulse. A car, a title, a profile: years, the same drawer, another mechanism. A fault at the edge that speaks in your own voice. The alarm keeps running when the map is already right. The explanation arrives as a second clock.

The wall is the step that does not start. The process calculates the now. Sitting is cheap, standing up is dark. Two edges, idle and burn, and between them the middle gear, the boring one. A line that wins for a long time eventually votes against leaving, even when it went well. Repetition lowers the threshold. Wanting changes. The ritual strengthens the picture of what is wanted. The speech at night does not. Neither does the loop that only ends the lack it made itself.

What makes a line bright is use, with the world's answer. Clear is not the same as used. The night takes the brightest line in the room.

The night tidies and rarely invents. Switching costs, staying is cheap, coming by itself is the cheap case. At the threshold the switches fall apart. Three housings lie on it. None is a way in. Three outputs of this hardware: film, speech, text. A night in which speech came on, because three things already lay on one line. That was a situation. Not a tool.

Six exercises, one minute, the same rule. Protocols for this hardware, left raw. If it gets more interesting, the timestamp is already gone. Pick one. No seventh, no sequence. The next door would already be a route.

At the end the world outside stays as it is. A part of the unrest becomes sortable, not quieter. The floors rhyme and remain separate jobs. What a way is stands after that as a test. The walking was already there. Standpoint, aim, difference, and the time until the next check test whether a route can still be walked. For me this test hangs on an open surface. The core stays black. The book does not prescribe the branches. Change is made by covering over. Without an expiry date the plan stays a wish. A regulator with a deadline. Two foreign protocols, read as form, right in their loop and not therefore yours. Repeatable, or it was a story. At the very end an assumption that proves nothing. The many layers are potential, not a form already fixed. The one who looks is formless. The same question, to the sky, to the machine, and to the process you already are. Three times open. The only finding is the small one: someone is looking here. The bright lines are the ones something really happened on.


The Black Room


THREE STATES

Input: sensing, time, feeling.
Bright: run often. Carries the step.
Pale:   rarely used. Strength fades.
Black:  never bound together. The runner rows.

Pitch black. No walls. No floor pretending to be a floor. In this black there are tracks. Some shine so bright that the next step is already on them before you go looking. Some are a strip, thin, but there. Some are only dots, and when you step there you notice at once: the place hardly holds you.

On the tracks runs one who keeps the beat. He is what looks. He is not the track. He chooses none and adds nothing. He only notices whether there is still something under the foot.

THE EMPTY ROOM

[ The runner ]
                             │
                             ▼
              Is there a track under the foot?
                             │
        ┌────────────────────┴─────────────────────┐
        ▼                     ▼                    ▼
    ▓▓▓▓▓▓▓▓              ▒▒▒▒▒▒▒▒             ········
    [ Bright ]            [ Pale ]             [ Black ]
    Run often.            Rarely used.         Never bound.
    Carries the step.     Carries worse.       Runner rows.

A track like that goes bright for a boring reason. In a life, something has really happened often enough. You walked. You spoke. You have already touched a problem three times today, with your hands or with your head. Somewhere a song hangs, and on the song hangs a summer, because the summer was really there, with heat and with a particular street. The body lays force on a line that knows the way. Not because you firmly resolved to. Because you used it.

It goes pale when you rarely use it. The place remains. The connection between fades. The next step carries worse. Think
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