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DATE DUE BORROWER'S NAME

This EDF edition was designed

in two-page reader spreads. For

a prime viewing exXperience,

e get your FDF reader 10

pleas

display THO-PAGE with COVER.




THE FORTY YEARS OCEAN

WRITTEN AND DESIGED. B 1.© B S ||V E:R

THIS EDITION IS FOR PREVIEW ONLY AND HAS NOT BEEN EDITED.
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eAll art is az;tobz'ogrépbicdl.

. The pearl is the oyster's autobiography.

— FEDERICO FELLINI
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I HONESTLY DON'T

know what would possess me to write

and design two books documenting forty years of my life. What's
the point? Who would read them? ‘Do they really need to weigh-
in at 400+ pages? eAs I write this 1 am eight months and 200
pages into this project. 1've poured my beart and soul into these
books and I truly wanted to be able to reply to these legitimate
questions. Earlier, 1 jotted down a list of what I thought might be
semi-cogent answers. eAnd I still bave no idea. 1 only know that
I'm moving far too fast to turn this ship around. Should you decide to
voyage with me through the pages of this book, you will find that
life basn’t always been pretty. ‘But the words and imagery you'll
discover along the way are unadulterated. e And coming from me
that's saying a lot. I've made a pretty good living out of making
things look a whole lot better than they actually are. In some cases,

the 'things' included packaging and identities for businesses. In




other cases, they were masks for my own emotions. Either way,

I've tried to stay as unrefined as possible in how I reveal my

personal musings to you. In this, the first of two books, I've

decided to approach things dg’fﬁerentbﬁ I am combining words
I've scrawled out on journal pages and napkins with images
I've sketched out on anything that wouldn’t run from me.
Though the imagery has been manipulated to fit the format of
this book and certain names bave been replaced by asterisks,
the lion’s share of the content remains true to its original form.
You will also discover that, in contrast to most other books,
I've made a few wunorthodox decisions regarding the design
of this one. For instance, there is no table of contents. There
are no chapters or sections. There are no page numbers. cAnd
there is no chronological order to the story. Instead I've used a

few subtle color and mood gradations for the sake continuity.
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I went this route because none of my journals or sketchbooks are
designed with structure and order in mind. M)y intention was to
tell a story that feels thrown together much like my own life has
been. I suspect life basn’t been any more ordered for you. I wanted to
create something that you could flip through from cover to coverin
one sitting- or just a few pages at a time whenever the mood strikes.
I suppose my ultimate aim for this project is a personal one. 1
thought that somehow in the process of sifting through decades
of my own life’s story I would be able to make some sense of the

past and move forward knowing that, though some of the days 1

left bebind me were dark',-': ihe brightest days still lay abead. ‘But

more than that, 1 boﬁe that you will find both commiseration

and inspiration enough to tell the story of YOUR life someday.
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4 ~ASE IN APRETTTE / .- -
: DEQQ’A"E'W T G A Charlie and Frankie Silver were the ideal young

v SL{&{ ﬂ— _ me KE AGG'_K married couple, s0 the legend goes; he was strong and
WL T handsome, she was kind and beautiful They lived an

idyllie life, with their baby daughter, in a little
cabin in the woods of Burke County, North Carolina.
But things changed quickly when Frankie learned
that Charlie had been seeing other women. Allegedly,
one night in December 1831, she methodically and
brutally murdered Charlie in his sleep. That is the

_____ legend of Frankie Silver, the reality is even darker.
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THE LENOIR | TOPIC.
WEDNESDAY, MARGII 24, 1896.
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Mergasion Paper. |

We publish, by mqueu». the fal-
lofwing confession of Francis Silvers,
who was hanged in this|place on the
12th of July 1838, for the murder of
her hushand.| Some of! our readers
will remember the fnctso in the case.

This dreadfal, t!ark and dismal day
Has swept my glories all away,

My sun goes my daysure past,
:And I must leave this world at last|

Ob! Lord, what will beconie of me?
I am condemned vou all now see,
T'o heaven or hell my koul mu ust fly
All in & moment when I die.

Judge Dauviel hns my wnu nee puss'd,
Those prison walls I leave at last,
to elieer my r]roop\ng head
= lIF

'm numbered with the dead.
But oh] that Dreadful .:Tn
Shall I that awfol sentdnee hear:
“Depart ye cursed down fo! hell
And forever there to dulell’l?

I know ‘that ]l]ﬁ]‘lhl] ghosts I'Tl seel

e M0 s their flesh in thisery,
: -them and there attended be
murder in the first ﬂngrep

There shall I meet th\LJ“\&lm nfal face

Y hose blood Ispilled upgn this place;

h flaming eyes to me hefll e
ou take my| Il‘e- uway?

Natire ‘1 o/r/?f
r..«mh .‘.’?j’M&r 1573
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[
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Calaur of hair jﬁww!”{u/ﬂ’;’_

LTINS,
srkn ae specal faanuiry /w *x

Cadour of axes

71 - [ dear an

" dear enc,

es with terror lo u)' heart,

blooming d'\\‘h away,
o time to E'ruir toy pray,
u fall on his héad
of ‘bear them in his stead?

3¢ S
lous thought that first gave
o |
ke me take my hu§aand s life,

thaand days I spent my time
g how! to commit thiscrime,

a duck and doleful night
is body) ont of

k1] see me and on e, gaxo
#raful how you spenfl \Oilrdsjs
And ndver commit this alwfnd crime,

Y to_serve your G ofl inl time,

(Xo. of previous Parteait....

wone) g My mind on solemn snh}mts roll;

Azdittle child, God blesk its sonl!

CONVICTIONS.

Whers and When, * | Offence.

,_éwm_ E; ia’; ..w: .‘z-j f!ﬁmyf

All you that are of Adams riice,
LanoL my faultsthis child 4 olsgmw

¥ )arewc]l g,ood people, you allnow see
What my-bad conduct’s bronght on

5 mwf%! j{j’[‘u dis cEstahe and disgrace
tare this werld of hnmnn race.
e — |







TODAY WE LEFT SPOKANE AND ARRIVED AT OUR NEW HOME IN SEATTLE.
1 DON'T REMEMBER BEING THIS DEPRESSED. [AST NIGHT, T WENT TO THE
SPOKANE INTERNATIONAL AIRPORT WITH TWO FRIENDS SO WE COULD
SAY OUR GOODBYES. WE PARKED OUT AT THE END OF THE RUNWAY (WHERE
WE PROBABLY SHOULDN'T HAVE BEEN), STRETCHED OUT ON THE HOOD OF
THE CAR AND WATCHED AS THE PLANES FLEW OVER OUR HEADS. WE DIDN'T
SPEAK MUCH BUT WE SAID MORE IN OUR SILENCE THAN WORDS COULD
EVER HOPE TO SAY. MY FRIENDS GAVE ME A FEW GIFTS. ONE OF THEM WAS A
P.M. DAWN CASSETTE. TVE BEEN LISTENING TO A SONG CALLED PAPER DOLL
SINCEWE GOTTO SEATTLE THIS AFTERNOON.TPREFER HEAVY METAL TO R&DB
BUT THERE'S SOMETHING ABOUT ‘GOODBYE’ THAT FINDS YOU LISTENING
TO SAD SONGS YOU COULDN'T GIVE A SHIT ABOUT BEFORE. AND IT’S NOT
LIKE YOU LISTEN ONCE OR TWICE AND SAY ‘THAT’S A REALLY SAD SONG AND
NOW 1 FEEL BETTER ABOUT MYSELF. NO. YOU MUST POP IN THE TAPE AND
GIVE YOURSELF AN EMOTIONAL BLUDGEONING. THAT’S HOW IT’S DONE.

— SEPTEMBER 1992






We were on our way to Wallowa, Oregon to see grandma and grandpa

gilver when I made that fateful decision. My life has never been

at nim in the rear view mirror as he unleashed a torrent

recalcitrant drool about something I'm sure he thought to

had long since trailed off somewhere far beyond my ability

hear an attached voice. I turned to stare out the window anjy

As I took in the beauty that existed only outside the car, deel

within the cog-works of my twelve-year-old mind the jury had

reached a verdict. It was unanimously-decided that my father
would never enter my private world again. His words would have
no meaning and his anger would find no audience, It was a forever-
moment. I looked back into the rear view mirror and studied my
fatner’s flapping jowls with the detached sterility of a surgical
scalpel. Then his eyes caught mine. He must have seen something
in them because he stopped shouting, looked away from me and
didn't utter another word the entire trip. I was blood-drunk!
But this new-found power to rule and live deep inside my owr
private world would not come without consequences that wou

take the better part of twenty years to unfold complet
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I began creating language systems
when I was about nine years old.
MYy friend and I used them to send
secret messages to each other while
engaging in ‘defend-the-fort’ war
games with our brothers. The sad
thing is, they never did much good.
Older brothers have a way of getting
around even the most ambitious and

enigmatic systems with brute force.

I NAMED THE
ALPHABET SYSTEM
ON THE RIGHT
“DEADREDIC”
(PRONOUNCED
‘DAY-A-DREDIK).

IT IS BASED ON

A COMBINATION

oF HEBREW,
ARAMAIC AND
AKKADIAN. It
WILL BE FEATURED
SOON IN THE FILM,
The Son and the

Sycamore (2017).






WHO KNEW THAT TOP SECRET MESSAGES

COULD BE DELIVERED TO AGENTS VIA BIONIC SPARROW? THE TRICK IS WRAPPING THEM IN SILLY-PUTTY AND
TINFOIL. IF THAT DOESN'T WORK, THERE IS A FAILSAFE MECHANISM. SHOULD THE MESSAGE ARRIVED DAMAGED AND
INDECIPHERABLE, SIMPLY PRESS THE BUTTON UNDER THE BIRD’S LEFT WING AND PRESTO! THE SPARROW WILL ‘TWEET’
THE CONTENTS OF THE MESSAGE TO YOU IN A LANGUAGE OF YOUR CHOOSING. AT LEAST, THAT'S HOW | HEARD IT...

“Don’t freak out on me. I'm doing
this to protect you.” YARKO SAID.
“Listen closely! I need you to help
me shoot a film blowing the lid
off of ‘Black Diamond'. Above
ground? It’s families and children
as far as the eye can see. Below

the surface? Agents. Hundreds of
them. Look, Jobn, you know who
Edward Snowden is? Well, we
were kidnapped when we were
kids by a joint task force comprised
of CIA and Mossad operatives

to unearth a Triad faction at the
Port of Seattle. I've got a meeting
in China Town tomorrow. Hey,
let’s just act normal around the

interns for now.” YARKO PAUSED
BEFORE OPENING THE DOOR TO
THE CAFE. “I'll also need you to
whip up some credentials for me by
tomorrow night”. YARKO WOULD
GO ON TO TELL ME THAT HE
RECEIVED THE TIP-OFF FROM

A ROBOTIC SPARROW AND I
WOULD SPEND THE REST OF THE

DAY IN SILENCE, NURSING THE

DULL ACHE IN MY STOMACH
AND TRYING TO KEEP MY FOOD
DOWN. YARKO DISAPPEARED A
WEEK AFTER THAT MEETING. |
NEVER HEARD FROM HIM AGAIN.
Hi1s DAD FINALLY FOUND

HIM IN LAS VEGAS LIVING
UNDER A BRIDGE. IT WASN’T
THE ONLY STORY OF ITS KIND.
MY OWN FATHER HAD BEEN
INSTITUTIONALIZED WITH
PARANOID SCHIZOPHRENIA
SHORTLY BEFORE HIS DEATH.
I’D FIND OUT LATER THAT

IT WASN'T THE FIRST TIME.
MENTAL ILLNESS IS THE
WORLD’S DIRTY, LITTLE SECRET.
MOST OF US ARE ALRIGHT WITH
LIVING IN A DARK WORLD AS
LONG AS THERE ARE BRIGHT
MINDS TO LIGHT THE WAY.

BUT WE NEVER IMAGINE THAT
THE BRIGHTEST MINDS ARE,
THEMSELVES, THREATENED BY
AN ENCROACHING DARKNESS.
WE DREAM UP A WORLD WHERE
LIGHT AND DARK PLAY WELL
TOGETHER. WHERE THE LION
LAYS DOWN WITH THE LAMB. A
WORLD WHERE FRIENDS SPEAK
AND SPARROWS CHIRP.







ot nooL
YESTERDAY. BARELY.

| WAS BACKSTAGE
GETTING READY AND
WHEN THEY CALLED

~ MY.NAME, MRS.

¥

G N sf;[i:g

"PHEEEEW" WHICH
PRETTY MUCH SUMS
UP MY HIGH SCHOOL

SUCCESS. NOwW I'LL




SPEND THE SUMMER
FINDING A JOB SO |
CAN BUY A DECENT
DRUM KIT. THEN I'LL
TRY TO GET A BAND
GOING SO | CAN SHOW
. ALL THESE DOUBTERS
y ¥ .
THAT YOU

¥ ¢

" ROCK STAR! |

R - "

2 . ¥
SOUNDS CLICH BUTL_'!?O
ME IT'S LOOKING LIKE
THE FUTURE IS WIDE
OPEN. THE WORLD

AWAITS! — juNE 1990
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TETRA.GRAM.MA.TON: the four Hebrew letters usually transliterated
YHWH that form a biblical proper name of Ged.

2 o)

THE MISSION THAT SHALL NEVER BE UTTERED
RECENTLY, I RESCUED AN OLD HARD DRIVE PACKED WITH FADED
MEMORIES. I WAS SHOCKED (AND PERHAPS EVEN A BIT MOVED)
WHEN I DISCOVERED A HAND-WRITTEN LIST 1 HAD SCANNED

INTO MY COMPUTER YEARS EARLIER TO PRESERVE IT. THIS WAS A
SPECIAL LIST. THE LIST HAD BEEN METICULOUSLY CRAFTED BY A

oue

8-gram-

TEN-YEAR-OLD BOY WHO TRULY LOVED (GOD AND WANTED VERY
MUCH TO FIND HIM. I HAD KNOWN THE BOY QUITE WELL. LONG
AGO, WE SET OUT ON COUNTLESS ADVENTURES TOGETHER AND I
WANTED VERY MUCH TO FIND THE BOY AGAIN. WHILE HIS
AMBITIOUS LIST SEEMED MORE INTRIGUING NOW THAN WHEN I
HAD LAST SEEN IT, IT WAS THE FINAL ENTRY THAT DREW MY
ATTENTION. IT ONLY HINTED AT SOME VEILED OBSESSION WITH
TOUCHING THE FACE OF (GOD. THIS BOOK IS THE STORY OF THE
BOY'S LIFELONG JOURNEY TO UNCOVER THE SECRETS TO THE
MEANING OF LIFE USING TOOLS ONLY TEN-YEAR-OLDS CAN WIELD.

»®
e

THINGS TO DO BEFORE GOING TO HEAVEN:
1. Be the youngest best-drummer on Earth

Tet

2. If not, be the youngest best-drummer in USA
3. Draw a picture so well that people think its a photo.
4. Write the music that plays when Jesus comes back (*see Star Wars music)
5. Memorize the whole Star Wars script
6. Get a pet wolf and name him Snaggletooth (*see Star Wars, again)
7. TOP SECRET MISSION!! ("see Tetragrammaton)
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I HEARD A

GUN
SHOT

AT 2 OCLOCK THIS

MORNING

I WENT TO SEE IF sxkskkkk WAS
ALRIGHT. I OPENED THE DOOR

TO THE GARAGE AND

EVERY TEIIING

SEEMED TO BE IN ORDER

NO SPENT SHELL CASINGS. NO DANGLING ROPE.

— JOURNAL ENTRY, MAY 1997






1d onion to the eye
changed by o

the room alone, — too ner

tnesses, — to fake the pudding up,

with the goose, —a sup
young Cratchits became 11\1{1‘ All ¢
rors were supposed.

e copper.
as the clu)th

It is sunny in v

1 1 )
the straight ana

}'r[_'.\l'_'.‘l' :_‘II'II:i rhl.'- (
for riches in Ebenezer’s remains
st the op of a funéral
r would attend always left me
athless. Dic Ghost of
Christmas-Yet-to-Come has done

more to teach me about the loneliness

“of hell than any sermon Ive ever

listened to.  — Juiy 2013 | Marvsy




Opening of the seventh seal REVELAT!ON,

11 And all the angels
stood round about the
t ] ¢ the el-

> four beasts,
the throne

and power,

be unto our
God for ever and ever.
men.,

13 And one of the elders
answ ing unto
me, What are these which

in  white
robes? and whence came
they?

14 And I said unto him,
Sir, thou know And
he said to me, These are
they which came out of
great  tribulation, and
have washed their robes,
and made them white in
the blood of the Lamb.

15 Therefore are the:
before the throne of God,
and serve him day and
night in his temple: and
he that sitteth on the
throne shall dwell among
them.

16 They shall hunger no
more, neither thirst any
more; neither shall the
sun light on them, nor
any heat.

and God shall wipe away
all tears from their eyes.

CHAPTER 8
ND when he ha

opened the seventh
seal, there was silence i
hea about the space of
half an hour.
2 An
angels which stood be.
fore God; and to them
were given seven trum.
pets,
3 And - another
came and stood at thd
altar, having a golde
censer; and there w
given unto him much i

ints upon the gold

tar which was before {]
throne. ‘

4 And the smoke of thd
incense, which came wit
the prayers of the saints
ascended up before Gaod|
out of the angel's hand.

5 And the angel took

the censer, and filled if

with fire of the altar, and
cast if into the earth: and
there were voices, and
thunderings, and ligh
nings, and an
6 And the se
ich had

17 For, the Lamb which | 7 Th
is in the midst of the|ed.

throne
and shall lead them 1

shall feed them,
to |




APTLY NAMED THE CITY OF
A THOUSAND MINARETS
CAIRO SCRAPES THE SKY WITH CRESCENT
MOONS CRAFTED OF STONE AND VARIOUS

METALS. GREEN LIGHTS DOT THE LANDSCAPE
WHEN THE SUN SETS. GREEN IS THE COLOR
OF FRESHNESS FOR ISLAM. IT REPRESENTS

A TURNING FROM IGNORANCE TO

ENLIGHTENMENT. MOST MOSQUES, THE ISLAMIC
WORLD OVER, PLACE GREEN FLORESCENT
LIGHTS ON THE MINARETS WHICH CAN BE

SEEN FOR MILES. THE CALLS TO PRAYER WHICH

REVERBERATE FROM THESE TOWERS WASH
THE CITY FIVES TIME A DAY. TO HEAR THEM
ALL AT ONCE FROM THE CENTER OF THE CITY

IS A SPIRITUAL MEMORY YOU CARRY WITH
YOU FOR THE REST OF YOUR LIFE. THOUGH I
AM A CHRISTIAN AND FIND MYSELF AT ODDS

WITH THE RELIGION OF ISLAM, I HAVE HEARD

NOTHING MORE MESMERIZING IN MY 39

YEARS ON THIS PLANET. THERE IS SOMETHING

AWE-INSPIRING ABOUT THE SINCERITY OF
THIS FAITH AND IT'S MANIFESTATION IN THE

VOICES OF THE MINARETS.



- THE PEOPLE OF CAIRO

HE WALKWAY ALONG THE NILE RIVER is amazing during the day. At night, it is blissful.

Gone are the flotsam and jetsam that line the river banks, the discolored swirls of algae that

taint the surface with a murky brown and the heavy smog that cloaks the majesty of the

life-blood of this sprawling metropolis. At night, all the scars that mar this river are healed.

Lights dance their way across the surface. Feluccas swish by leaving the mesmerizing
music of waves on the banks. Tonight I find a quiet garden along the corniche and sit for a Turkish coffee. ENTER
ISMAIL. He’s a curious 4-year-old enjoying an evening stroll with his mother. He watches me film the lights on
the river with my Creative Vado HD pocket cam. After about 2 minutes he can stand it no longer. He comes to
visit. His mother urges him not to bother me but he will have none of it. He simply must get his hands on this
fascinating device. And he does. First, for about 40 minutes he insists on being the star of the show. And he is.
Finally, after coaxing him to say “Salaam” to all my friends back home, I allow him a couple of minutes to sit
behind the camera in the director’s chair. Once the camera is in his hands he becomes riveted by any movement
in the display. His favorite subject? His own hand waving madly in front of the lens. Once he figures out the
mechanics of the thing he takes to filming my shoes. Then I'm directed, in Arabic, to walk and he follows along
with the camera focused intently on my shoe laces. Satisfied with his feature film, Ismail has decided to show his
masterpiece to his mother. She is, as all mothers must be, overjoyed with her son’s work. She thanks me in very
broken English. I leave Ismail with a bottle of water which I really didn’t need and a half-eaten Mars bar which

I really didn’t want. Ismail leaves me with a lesson in simplicity and thankfulness..which I shall never forget.



hen Egyptenters the mind you mightimagine sweeping
deserts, the dusty busts of pharaohs-past, monumental
pyramids and a bright cloudless sky. Having been there
[ found plenty of all four. But what I never expected to
find I discovered just inside the places often glossed
over in a tour bus. I found people. Real people. Not touts and guides. There
were those, of course. But [ met the work-a-day citizens of a nation hanging
in the balance of prosperity and corruption. The people who live just a little
deeper beneath the cogworks of society were the reason I chose Cairo. I
found ‘Mahmoud’ sitting a block away from our hotel. He sat there everyday
just watching life go by. Mahmoud met every ‘salaam’ Corbin and I threw at
him with enthusiasm. He would stand up and lift his dusty hands to the sky
and imbue us with peace as we left our hotel to explore each day. He expected
nothing in return. He was just a happy man in an uncertain world existing
only as a living reminder to passers-by that life really is what you make
it. Mahmoud did much more than brighten our day, he taught us a lesson

in contentment. And all of this without the whisper of an English word.

NOTE: LESS THAN TWO YEARS AFTER LEAVING CAIRO, MAHMOUD WOULD
FIND HIMSELF IN THE CENTER OF A CITY GONE MAD AS FOREIGNERS DESCENDED

UPON THE CITY TO PROTEST MOHAMED MORSI, THE 'PUPPET OF THE WEST".









EAST JERUSALEM

THE CITY OF DAVID

YOU HEAR THINGS ABOUT East
Jerusalem. After all, the media must
have its ratings. We stayed in a guest
house inthe Muslim Quarter expecting to
see lots of action and experience plenty
of harassment from local Arabs. Neither
happened. While there was no shortage
of hustles being run by shop-keepers,
hospitality and genuine intrigue
regarding Americans was the rule. We
walked around all hours of the night and
felt perfectly safe in every part of town
within the walls of the city. Soldiers are
everywhere. But even without them |
suspect that Arab charm and warmth
would be made manifest at every turn.
It's just in their nature. This is all aside

from the fact that there is a struggle here between governments and some select groups, of course. But on the
whole, good natured people are the majority. One thing | found in my travels both in Israel and Egypt is that Arabs and
Egyptians never make light of the foibles of another. For example, | was a bit over ambitious on one of my walks around
the Old City and slipped on the ancient stone steps leading up to the ramparts. A group of Arab youth were sitting just
feet away from me. Rather than point and snicker as most western teenagers would (myself included), they all stood
up in unison and made their way over to me to make sure | was alright. There may exist any number of reasons why
this happens as a rule but that fact that it happens at all endears these people to me. The Muslim Quarter is a treat to
the senses. And the people that live here are among the most unique | have ever encountered.



JERUSALEM

THE HOLY CITY
HOW MANY BOOKS HAVE

been written about this ancient city? How
many movies made, songs recorded? More
than I care to research to be sure. We
entered Jerusalem through the Lion’s
Gate. Our hotel had been built into a
structure just inside the city wall, 100 paces
from the gate itself. Most visitors enter
through Jaffa Gate but we were so taken by
our surroundings in the Muslim Quarter
that we didn’t even make to Jaffa Gate
until a day later and it was undergoing
some construction. Though you may have
settledinto Israel days or even weeks before
going up to the City for your first visit,
you will find yourself at a loss for words to
describe the place to anyone who might be
waiting back home. Your nose is the first
sensory receptor to have an analysis report
rushed upstairs to the brain. First in line to greet you are the aromas of bread, spices, coffee, tea, roasted lamb,
olive oil, mildew, wet dog, body odor, melting plastic, diesel, sulfur, leather and in some places sewage (with
all species of mammal known to mankind well-represented in the olfactory assault). After a time it all blends
together to create the memory you will carry with you forever. The smell simply becomes known as Jerusalem.
Many of the sounds you will experience are not unlike those you hear in other places you may have visited in the
Middle East. Calls to prayer, brash invitations to peruse a shopkeeper’s wares and thousands of footsteps falling
on stone. But there are other sounds that, when combined together, remain exclusive to Jerusalem. Cathedral
bells, Torah canters, Jewish children singing on their way to school, Franciscan monks chanting somewhere
deep within catacombs unseen, traditional Arabic music, clanging metal, the squeaky wheels of old carts and,
unfortunately, diesel equipment for construction which is always going on in the Old City.










EIN GEDI

SPRING OF THE KID

FOR ALL OF THE RESEARCH I
did on Israel before going, I never
imagined I would stumble upon a
paradise as spectacular as Ein Gedi.
The air was dry and the temperature
perfect and every morning the sun
peeked over the hills of the Dead Sea
region around 6 AM and washed the
desert sands and the surface of the
seawithlight. The botanical gardens
of the Ein Gedi Resort are second to
none. Painstakingly manicured and
pampered by volunteer staff, these
lush, green grounds beckon travelers
to sit beneath the shelter and shade
of its towering palms and listen to
the music of birds most visitors have
neverheard frombefore. Surrounded
by massive cliff walls on one side and the ever-still Dead Sea on the other, the oasis feels like it very
well could be the planet’s’ last hold out against the encroaching travail of modernity. This absolutely
must be close to what Heaven will be like. In February, the weather is so mild you almost forget you
are feeling anything. It is a perfect stasis for the nerves, which are in charge of handing over detailed
reports on things like temperature to the brain. And that’s a damn good thing considering the brain is
far too busy processing the splendor of the place and weighing it against the very high likelihood that
you are asleep dreaming. There are people who travel from all parts of the world (and perhaps even the
universe given the nature of the human creatures that find themselves here) just to stay in this oasis.
They are just not as interested in visiting Jerusalem or Tel Aviv or any of the other historically
and culturally-significant sites for which Israel has become known.




THE COAST

OF THE MEDITERRANEAN

SUNNY TEL AVIV IS THE
pulsing center of energy that keeps tiny
Israel firing on all cylinders. Commerce,
culture and community all converge in
this thriving metropolis. Tel Aviv is
a very unique addition to the world’s
largest cities and, at the ripe old age of
60, it is the youngest city of them all.
Nestled alongside the ‘Big Orange’ is
Yafo, the ancient sea port. Our hotel
was centered in this culturally-diverse
berg. We relished every second we spent
traveling in and out of time through the
'wormbhole’ as we traversed its narrow,
winding alley ways. But just minutes
north of the mostly-Arab Yafo, we were
reminded that 2010 still exists. Tel Aviv
fostered our first experience in middle
eastern cuisine. Falafel, Sambich, Hummus (like nothing you've ever tasted in the States) are found on every corner.
It’s no wonder Starbucks didn’t work here. Although initially I lamented this fact, I found many more interesting
alternatives to the monstrosity of a coffee chain. And, for the record, a cappuccino in Israel turns out to be a latte
in many places and a cup of coffee with milk in others. In other words, best to leave your time-tested, barista-
approved ordering jargon at home. It has no power here! One of the best cups of coffee I had on this journey was
in a little cafe in a neighborhood called Neve Tzedek. Built in 1887, this neighborhood was among the first to be
built in the sand dunes outside of Yafo. It is a very unique community and its houses are as individual as the artists,
musicians, poets and craftsmen who live in them. In short, Tel Aviv is a constant reminder that western life reaches
far beyond the city limits of New York, London and Paris. Like they have throughout most of the world, the ideals
of the West find their way to ancient lands surrounded on all sides by sand, surf and the ruins of civilizations which
once stood in defiance of change. The difference in Tel Aviv is that it maintains its identity as a community of
people inextricably tied to their surroundings and to a deep, rich history they cannot (and never try to) escape.










THE NILE & THE CITY

FOR THOUSANDS OF YEARS the Nile River
has been the life-source of the cities and villages
along it’s fertile banks. And nothing has changed.
But more than a sustaining artery, the Nile is a
gathering place for families and community. We
followed a family all the way from the local mosque
2 miles away after services on a Friday. Along the
way, they purchased pita bread, hummus and
water for their evening on the river. The Feluccas
(modeled after ancient boats) line the banks with
a qubtaan (captain) standing at the ready for each
vessel. This is a very busy time for felucca owners.
Countless tourists ride these boats every day but
the volume of foreign travelers amounts to nothing
when compared to the sheer number of locals who
flock to them on Friday. Corbin and I were, at

times, mistaken for worshipers and were offered
access to certain feluccas seemingly reserved for
locals. However, because we wanted to observe the scene from the outside, we politely turned the offer down. And, of course,
once our American accents were detected the touts and craftsmen moved in. But by then, we were seasoned journeymen in
the art of polite-yet-firm dismissal. Up on the 26TH oF JuLy bridge, we settled in for a spectacular show of Cairo weekend life.
The aromas of freshly baked bread, cardamom, cinnamon, coffee and diesel fuel held us spellbound as we leaned against the
buttresses of the overpass staring down into the water. My mind, without hesitation, juxtaposes this scene with any number
of American cities. What is different here? There is no pushing or shoving; no demands to yield right-of-way; no frustration
etched on the faces of the massive throngs of people meandering slowly to destinations unknown to us. Not today anyway.
Today is Friday. And Fridays are for families.



GIZA CITY

THE PYRAMIDS AT GIZA

YOU CAN'T POSSIBLY TAKE ABAD photo
in this part of the world. The vast desert,
the ancient tombs of the Pharaohs and
local people out selling their wares are
enough to keep even the point-and-
shooters occupied for hours. Corbin and
| went to the Pyramids without a guide. A
mistake we will not make again. We got
hustled. Period. And it almost took away
from the experience if not for the fact that
standing next to these huge monuments
is experience enough for anyone. Yes,
there were too many tourists. Of course,
it was unmercifully hot. Yes, we know
that the men who claimed to be “security
guards” were nothing of the sort and we
did ride a camelwhose owner tried to bilk
us out of millions (or at least hundreds).
But even after all of this, the Pyramids are a must-see for any traveler who finds himself remotely close to Giza. It's
just a given. Now, the city around the Pyramids is another matter altogether. It is becoming increasingly difficult to take
photos without modernity creeping its way in. Pizza Hut and KFC are literally a stones-throw away. Massive parking
lots filled to bursting with tour buses surround the tombs. Gift shops at every turn beckon tourists in to purchases one
last brass Tutankhamun bust for Mom. Because God knows you can't find them anywhere else in the country. When
you go, late evening or early morning are the best times to visit. The truth is, you need a guide here. Have your hotel
provide one or get one online before you go. That said, all hassle aside, the Pyramids are not to be missed.










THE LONGCHAMPS

HOTEL ON ZAMALEK, NILE RIVER

TO HELL WITH FIVE STAR hotels 1 say. The
Hotel Longchamps in Zamalek, Cairo is about
as gaod an experience as [ have had in any hotel
I can call to mind. Located in the northern part
of an island in the Nile River, the hotel is in a
perfect spot for shopping, dining and grabbing a
cab to just about anywhere in Cairo. We spent the
entirety of our Egypt trip right here. Hebbe, the
owner, runs a tight ship. The place is decorated in
European manner with local relics displayed here
and there. We spent a good deal of time out on
the back terrace looking out over the city sipping
iced tea (or in my case, Stella Artois). The service
here borders on stalking, And that’s a very good
thing. If you find yourself lacking for information
on the best places to visit in Cairo just go to the

front desk and they will set you up with a driver
and supply you with an arsenal of tips regarding
general safety, local customs and dealing with touts. Hebbe has even been known to walk with her guests out to the street and barter with
cabbies to keep her customers from getting ripped off (and let’s face it, you will eventually get taken advantage of if only because you are a rich
Westerner). The hotel is a secret gem in the middle of a city where it can be hard to find a clean, inexpensive and full-service home-away-from-
home. If you base anywhere in Cairo, set up here.
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S0, yesterday I tried

TO BLEACH MY LEVTS

I DIDN'T WANT TO GO BUY A NEW EXPENSIVE PAIR
(OR SO THAT MOM WOULDN'T HAVE TO; ONE OR THE
OTHER). | POURED BLEACH IN THE SINK AND ADDED
SOME WATER. THEN I PUT MY PANTS IN AND LET THEM
SIT FOR AN HOUR OR TWO. I TOOK THEM OUT AND
RINSED THEM OFF REALLY WELL AND PUT THEM IN
THE DRYER. TODAY I TOOK THEM OUT OF THE DRYER
AND PUT THEM ON. YEAH, | SMELLED SOMETHING
'‘BLEACHY' BUT IT WASN'T SO BAD. | RODE THE BUS
ALL THE WAY TO SCHOOL (IT TAKES ABOUT AN HOUR
FROM DOWNTOWN). WHEN | GOT TO SCHOOL, | WENT
TO FIRST PERIOD (MR HAFFERKAMP'S CLASS) AND
EVERYONE WAS SMELLING THEIR ARMPITS. A GIRL
YELLED, “WHAT SMELLS LIKE BLEACH?". SO I SMELLED
MY PANTS BUT | DIDN'T REALLY SMELL ANYTHING.
THEN MR HAFFERKAMP TOOK ME ASIDE AND ASKED
IF I'D LIKE TO GO HOME. WHAT TEACHER ASKS A
STUDENT IF HE WANTS TO GO HOME AND EXPECTS AN
ANSWER OTHER THAN ‘HELL, YES, ]l WANNA GO HOME!'?
SO I RODE THE BUS HOME KNOWING THAT | SMELLED
LIKE BLEACH. EVERYONE ON THE BUS WAS SNUFFLING
LIKE THEY ALL HAD COLDS. NOW THAT I THINK ABOUT
IT EVERYONE ON THE BUS RIDE IN THIS MORNING HAD
A COLD, TOO. TODAY, EVERYONE GETS THIS BRILLIANT
IDEA TO START CALLING ME ‘CAPTAIN CLOROX. LESSON

LEARNED. DON'T BLEACH YOUR PANTS.

OH...AND A SPACESHIP EXPLODED TODAY.

FJanuary 28, 1986




I don't believe in anything he says.
He keeps trying to play inside my mind.

I never liked the little white coat that he wears.

I don't like white of any kind.
And I will not disturb the stillness.
I will not deny the illness.

20 WHen someone
I will obey the rules, your highness.
I will not rock the boat, [ promise.

XArh r ’ f e )

When I make my great escape

I['ll visit you even if only for while. | !
I'll tell him everything he wants to hear - ]
then hide the truth will more denial.

Then I will cause a small distraction.

And I will wait for his reaction.

Then I'll crash through above the window.
And I'll meet you beyond the meadow. Bér s

Listen quietly.

It’s something normal people do.




MNormar PeorLE

IS EXCERPTED FROM THE

SHORT STORY

The Willows of Sullen Creck

By Joun SiLver (1226)

In 1931, in the Deep South, a young boy was dropped off
on the steps of a mental institution run by Dr. Chad
Horowitz. When asked for his name, the nine-year-old
would only shout "L" in reply. Horowitz ran a battery of
extensive tests on the boy and somehow arrived at the
dreadful conclusion that a frontal lobotomy was in order.
Modern medicine would later discover that patient "L" was
afflicted with autism of the savant variety. The boy tried to
communicate with Horowitz about "the numbers" — his
way of demonstrating that he was normal. But the doctor
had eager interns to condescend to and went ahead with
the operation.

"L" did not survive the procedure.

I read about this story in a 1934 Oxford University
psychiatric textbook (don't ask me why I was reading such
a book - I haven't the slightest idea). In ‘95 I started
sketching-in music for an album based on L's story. As I
wrote and explored, the bleak investigation led me though
two of the darkest years I've ever walked through. I
became obsessed with L's plight and dozens of other
children who grew up in that era of psychiatric barbarism.

For a while, I lost my way.

The lesson I came away with was a memorable one: there
are some story's that storytellers should never look into.
Period. The album was shelved and I am only now listening

to snippets of the music that came out of those days.



1l kpow 1 promised you 1'd stay avway
this dark room put Something deep ﬂo

compels me, draws me, pumbs my mind. ~& :
1igquid poisom kills the pain that lve Tt

so hard to deny.

Open up
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N A PERFECT WORLD,

YOU COULD ADDRESS A PHILOSOPHICAL QUANDARY

IN PERSON TO EVERYONE WHO WAS INTERESTED IN HEARING
YOUR TAKE ON IT. BUT I'VE FOUND THAT NOTHING GETS TO
THE HEART OF THE MATTER LIKE A STORY. AND WHILE THE
WRITTEN WORD IS POWERFUL, A FILM THAT TAKES THE FORM
OF A PARABLE IS A POTENT MESSAGE THAT YOU TEND TO
REMEMBER LONG AFTER YOU LEAVE THE THEATER. THIS IS
WHAT I'M TRYING TO ACCOMPLISH WITH TISAAC THE ROMAN.
IN SHORT, IT’S THE STORY OF THE CHURCH AS PORTRAYED BY
ISAAC, A YOUNG JEWISH BOY GROWING UP IN FIRST-CENTURY
JUDEA. HE GETS ARRESTED AND TAKEN TO THE FORWARD
CAMP DURING TITUS' SIEGE OF JERUSALEM AND WITNESSES
THE FALL OF HIS TEMPLE. THEN HE GETS CARTED OFF TO
ROME AND HAS TO DECIDE HOW MUCH OF ROME HE WANTS
TO ABSORB AT THE EXPENSE OF HIS JEWISH IDENTITY. IT’S

REALLY A STORY ABOUT THE PROVERBIAL FORK-IN-THE-ROAD.



JERUSALEM COUNCIL
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AFTER THE FALL

Once the Temple falls, we see a sudden
shift in the movement of the zealots

to the north

B

format with real, heart-felt p

attached to the project. | didn’

settled on a much more casual approach.

As each new Timeline scene opens, the presenter will
g an observer’s-
. As he begins to
transition from topic to topic, the Timeli
a really interesting way. If he is standi
about the Qumran Scrolls, for instance, the camera might
dolly-in on one of the scrolls he is holding, and then dolly
(or zoom) back out leaving th \ o find themselves
in the first century with one of the Essene scribes holding
one of the original documents in the same
previously held by the presenter. After that, the Timeline
might appear in-setting as the presenter is still talking with

the viewers off-camera as the his




THE MORNING SUN BRINGS with it

the hope of new adventure, Fresh fire for
the soul of a young bay. But as with boys
the world over; the razor-sharp edge of
imaginarion is quickly tempered in an icy,
cold cistern overflowing with the reality of
daily cheres. On this particslar morning,

young Isaac leaps from his straw bed
S dressed for the day and grabs a quick bite
B ] (2 . . - I . ‘ ; 4 of breakfast before joining bis mather in

the fields, It was there, a heart full of
daydreams and a hand full of weeds, that

Isaac first saw bim;

the

X
Bronze (pins
294-364 AD




INVESTIGATION: CA

2oughly twenty-four minutes

of the d-ucumentar_,
the case-files of key

“EACH ANIMATION WILL
BE RICHLY-ILLUSTRATED

AND EYE-CPEMING

I'M WILLING TO BET
MOST FOLKS DIDN'T
KHOW MUCH OF WHAT

THEY WILL DISCOVER

1N THESE FOLDERS.”
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ONE OF THE IMPORTANT ASPECTS OF AN
INVESTIGATION INTO THE REAL ORIGINS OF
ANY MOVEMENT 18 THE ROLE P‘LAYED BY
ITS FOUNDERS, LEADERS A‘ND DETRACTORS.

In the story.of the Church there are plenty of all three,
Thedifficult part of the who's-who investig ation wasnot.
for lack of evidence or actors — it was the pa\_fnsréking
process of distilling it all down to two-hours-worth of
narrative. Each case file will contain six major points
of interest concerning the named and each animation
will last about a minute or so long. The animation
sequences for the files will be very engaging, putting
the viewer at the investigator's desk — as,_if they
were actually thumbing through thereports and
the photos of the evidence: These animations could
very well hold the attention of a Nile River Gnat.
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IT REALLY DOES JUST TAKE A

| CAMERA AND AN IMAGINATION TO
TELL A RIVETING STORY - HEAVY

| EMPHASIS ON IMAGINATION.

A gr

from odd a

up in church with both parents workin

feacon, an elder and final

worship team. It

| telling this partic

| - John Silver eventually picked up piano. |

3
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esire to show younger
ry-tellers that truly nothing

nds between the human
spirit and his goals, as lofty as

they may be. An undertaking

really does just take a camera

and an imagination to tell a

to encourage any one, of z

nd in any station of li
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writer. Isaac the Roman is his first film.

ilver has been looking at life

to open his eyes. He g

in ministry. His father was
mother served on the

5 John the luxury of

to tell it. Whether it is a song,

a painting, a novel or a film -

since the day | w

away from the watchful eyes of
protective father by

ar W.

That was thirty-

a friend to se

ears ago and | haven't
single film project
| set out to create until the one

you're reading about now. The

have imagined way back then. |
hope, on the other of this
adventure, I'll have the honor of

telling 5 y!

THER, WITH
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WARDEN REINVILLE

TO DR. EBERSTARK

IN THE WILLOWS

ALLOW ME TO WAGER

A GUESS ABOUT THE REAL NATURE OF OUR
'SMALL PROBLEM', DR. EBERSTARK. NOw,
YOU'VE GOT YOUR EVERYDAY, RUN-OF-THE-
MILL DILEMMAS MORE ALONG THE LINES

OF RODENT INFESTATIONS, LEAKY ROOFS

AND RUSTY PIPES. THEN WE CAN INTRODUCE
WHAT YOU MIGHT CALL A CONUNDRUM
INTO THE MIX. SAY SOMETHING LIKE —OH, I
DON'T KNOW — MISS LILY BURNING EGGS ON
SUNDAY MORNING. THESE ARE ALL A TYPE
OF 'SMALL PROBLEM'. YOU, HOWEVER, AREN'T
WEARING THE COUNTENANCE OF A MAN
BEARING SUCH PEDANTIC CONCERNS. SO, IF
YOU'D BE SO KIND, TELL ME JUST HOW SMALL
THIS 'SMALL PROBLEM' OF OURS TRULY IS. AND
I'D BE REMISS IF I DIDN'T REMIND YOU I AM

THE ONE WITH THE GUN THIS TIME 'ROUND.






NATURE S SARTING GIFT.
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SEFER TORAH

THE TORAH SCROLL

THE TORAH SCROLL IS A LONG SCROLL WHICH
contains the entire text of the Five Books of Moses, hand-voritten by a pious scribe
in the original Hebrew. It is rolled np around two ornate wooden shafts, attached
1o either end of the scroll. Kept in the Ark_of each synagogue, the Torah scroll is

routinely read alond in all synagognes, and in its presence we offer prayers and
blessings for all those in need. We read from the Torah scroll four times a week ,
on Shabbat morning, Shabbat afternoon, and on Monday and Thursday
morningss In addition, the Torah is read on many Jewish festivals, the first
day of the nevo Hebrevw month and fast dayse



3 .'.,/:::‘ v

A
2

A -
LL¥

-';“—%

- .



ONE OF THE OLDEST SYMBOLS OF THE JEWISH FAITH
is the menorah, a seven-branched candelabrum used in the Temple. It has been
said that the menorah is a symbol of the nation of Israel and its mission to be "a
light wnto the nations.” (Isaiah 42:6). The sages emphasiz.e that light is not a
violent force; Israel is to accomplish its mission by setting an example, not by
using force. This idea is highlighted in the vision of the Prophet Zechariah who
sees @ menorah, and G-d explains: "Not by might, nor by power, but by My
spirits” (Zechariah 4:1-6). The lamp stand in todays synagogwes, called the
Ner Tamid (lit. the continnal lamp; usnally translated as the eternal flame),

represents the menorah.



AENORAH

. LAMP STAND







AND THE LORD SHALL BE SEEN OVER

THEM, AND HIS ARROW SHALL GO FORTH

LIKE THE LIGHTNING; AND THE LORD GOD

SHALL BLOW THE SHOFAR, AND SHALL MOVE

IN STORMY WINDS OF THE SOUTH.

ZECH 9:14

9%
SHOFAR

RAM'S HORN




1530
MEGILLAH

SCROLL OF ESTHER

THE SCROLL OF ESTHER, KNOWN AS THE MEGILLAH,
is chanted in the synagogue on the eve of Purim and again the next morning.
It is the last of the five scrolls that form part of the third division of the
Bible, known as the Ketuvim, or Writings. Megillat Esther tells the story of
the salvation of the fews of the Persian Empire. The Scroll of Esther is
universally knovon as the Megillah, not because it is the most important of
the five scrolls, but due to its immense popularity, the prominence that is
given to its public reading, and the fact that it is the only one that is still
generally read from a parchment scroll. At one time, it was normative for
every Fewish household to possess a Megillah, and much time and skill
were devoted to the production of beautifully illuminated texts and elaborate

wooden and silver cases that would house the scroll.






THESE COMMANDMENTS THAT I GIVE

YOU TODAY ARE TO BE UPON YOUR

HEARTS. IMPRESS THEM ON YOUR

CHILDREN. TALK ABOUT THEM WHEN YOU

SIT AT HOME AND WHEN YOU WALK

ALONG THE ROAD, WHEN YOU LIE DOWN

AND WHEN YOU GET UP. TIE THEM AS

SYMBOLS ON YOUR HANDS AND BIND

THEM ON YOUR FOREHEADS. WRITE

THEM ON THE DOOR-FRAMES OF YOUR

HOUSES AND ON YOUR GATES.

— DEUT 6:7-9
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MEZUZAH

THE DOORPOST

MEZUZAH is of Biblical origin
and therefore carries great weight.
And you shall inscribe them on
the doorposts of onr house and on
your gates” (Dents 6:9, 11:20).
What is to be inscribed? Divine
instruction is very clear: "The
words that I shall tell you this
day”: that you shall love your
God, believe only in Him, keep
His commandments, and pass

all of this on to your children.
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EVERY SYNAGOGUE. IT IS

OFTEN ASSOCIATED WITH
THE MENORAH WHICH
STOOD IN FRONT OF THE
TEMPLE IN JERUSALEM.
IT IS ALSO ASSOCIATED
WITH THE INCENSE ALTAR
WHICH STOOD IN FRONT

OF THE ARK. OUR SAGES

228 CALLED THE NER TAMID A
NER TAMID SYMBOL OF GOD'S

THE ETERNAL LIGHT
ETERNAL PRESENCE IN

OUR IN OUR LIVES.
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TALLIT

“PRAYER SHAWL

THE TALLIT IS THE ROBE WITH
WHICH THE WORSHIPPER IS
WRAPPED DURING PRAYER AND
HENCE OFTEN REFERRED TO AS
A "PRAYER SHAWL,” THOUGH
THIS IS NOT THE TRADITIONAL
JEWISH NAME FOR THE
GARMENT, WHICH WAS NOT
ORIGINALLY ASSOCIATED
PARTICULARLY WITH PRAYER.
IN THE BOOK OF NUMBERS
(15:37-40), THE ISRAELITES ARE
COMMANDED TO PUT TZITZIT
("FRINGES"]) [ASHKENAZIC
PRONUNCIATION: TZITZIS] ON
THEIR GARMENTS IN ORDER TO

REMIND THEM OF GOD'S LAWS.



WHEN WE SET OUT TO START THE CAMPAIGN TO RAISE
FUNDS FOR THE SHORT FILM, THE SON AND THE SYCAMORE,
| WAS VERY EXCITED TO REVEAL THE PLANS FOR THE
MESMER’S MASK. | ALREADY KNEW THAT WE WANTED TO
COMBINE SEVERAL ELEMENTS FROM ANCIENT CULTURES
INTO THE THING. | WORKED WITH MY BROTHER, NATHAN,
A MASTER CARPENTER, TO BEGIN GATHERING DIFFERENT
METALS AND WOODS FOR THE MASK'S DESIGN. BRONZE,
PEWTER, SILVER, TEAK, EBONY AND OTHER EXOTIC
MATERIALS WERE ROUGHED INTO THE THEME. | COULDN'T
WAIT TO SEE THE FINISHED PIECE. WE WERE LOOKING
FORWARD TO REWARDING THE LARGEST CONTRIBUTOR
WITH THE FINAL MASK ONCE WE HAD SHOT THE FILM.
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I'M HAVING ONE OF THOSE DAYS WHERE YOU SIT TSIDE AND STARE UP AT THE

SKY. THESE KINDS OF DAYS ARE ALWAYS DANGEROUS FOR ME. AFTER A WHILE
I GET TO THINKING. GOD SPEAKS THE WORLD INTO EXISTENCE. HE CREATES
EVERYTHING THEN SETS ASIDE A GARDEN WHERE HE LOVINGLY FORMS HUMANITY
WITH ONE FLUID MOVE OF HIS HAND. HE IMAGINES A BRILLIANT SYSTEM OF
LIGHT AND DARK FROM WHICH LOVE — THE ACT OF CHOOSING LIGHT IN THE
FACE OF THE DARK — CAN BE REALIZED AND GRAPPLED WITH BY HUMANITY
AND DEMONSTRATED TO THE CREATOR. THE ESSENCE OF LIGHT AND DARK IS
MASTERFULLY POURED INTO TWO TREES. IT IS LEFT TO MAN TO CHOOSE. BUT AFTER
MINING THE DEPTHS OF GOD’S CREATIVE GENIUS I'M LEFT WITH ONE QUESTION.
“SERIOUSLY, GOD? YOU'VE DONE ALL OF THIS WORK ONLY TO LET ONE
LITTLE TINY REPTILE GET THE DROP ON YOU?” HERE’S TO HOPING THE
ANGEL GUARDING THE GATE HAS A BETTER HANDLE ON PEST CONTROL BY THE

TIME WE ALL GET BACK HOME. BECAUSE I AIN'T GOING THROUGH THIS AGAIN.

— MAY 2011









EVEN AFTER DADS DEATH

| COULDN T BRING MYSELF TO CRY.

IF YOU THINK GRIEF IS DIFFICULT TRY EXPLAINING TO
YOUR GRIEF-STRICKEN LOVED ONES WHY YOU DON'T APPEAR AS
DEVASTATED AS THEY ARE WHEN A FAMILY MEMBER
DIES. I THINK IT'S JUST THAT I AM SO CONVINCED OF
THE REALITY OF AN AFTERLIFE THAT MY EMOTIONS
HAVE NO SAY IN THE MATTER. BUT WHAT'S TRULY
SAD TO ME IS THAT MANY PEOPLE LIVE THEIR LIVES
WITHOUT DREAMING OR HOPING FOR ANYTHING
MORE THAN THE WORK-A-DAY EXISTENCE THEY'VE
GIVEN THEMSELVES OVER TO WHILE THEY ARE LIVING.

— JULY 2014









T've always been haunted by the notion that I'm : i

living on borrowed time. When you grow up listening 9e 4 ©

as others are told the stories about how you spent ]
your infant life in a hogpital bed surrounded by
doctors with clipboards full of flatline records yet
here you are, alive and kicking twenty-five years

later, you might just discover that...

— NOVEMBER 2001
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Solitude bas its benefits. I can
accomplish far more working on
my own than I can with even the
most competent co-workers and
colleagues. My family is another
matter altogether though. I used
to try to convince myself I could
live without my family around.
I'd fantasize about living in a
monastery and praying all day
while making wine and chocolate.
Or traversing uncharted jungles
and deserts. Or writing book after
book in a secluded cabin in the
mountains. ‘But the truth is I am
keenly aware that I need to have
people I love around me even

if they aren’t saying anything.
Even if we aren’t in the same
room. The most annoying traits
of a person you love become the
sweetest melody when you’ve been

away for too long.










IN MY STUDIES TODAY

I've stumbled across yet another etymological phenomenon
that bears investigation. In Hebrew, from everything | can
gather, ANI is used by humans in day-to-day transactions
with other humans. It means 'I' exist because 'you' exist while
ANOCHI means 'l' exist because | EXIST. Only God can relate
to that pronoun. Again, theology on the god-ship of Jesus is
not the issue. | found the Anochi statement in The Delitzsch
Gospels and | can't help but wonder if the sacred pronoun has
been read back into the translation. Do we have a source
other than theology that has JESUS saying these words? If
not, this is a huge theological misstep. At the very least,
we are offending a people who fervently worship the One,
True God of the Universe. But it is much worse than that. We

are making a god of someone who never intended to be one.



| WAS LISTENING TO

A HYMN CALLED
"THE WONDERFUL
CROSS" WHILE | WAS
STUDYING ABOUT THE
SIGNIFICANCE THE
CROSS WOULD HAVE
HAD ON THE ORIGINAL
FOLLOWERS OF
JESUS. | CAN'T HELP
BUT WONDER IF HE
HAD BEEN EXECUTED
TWO MILLENNIA
LATER, WOULD WE
THEN BE SINGING

A HYMN TITLED

"THE WONDERFUL
ELECTRIC CHAIR"? IT
MAKES YOU THINK A
LITTLE BIT ABOUT
WHAT WE WEAR
AROUND OUR NECKS.
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BEING DIAGNOSED WITH A MENTAL
DISORDER IS NOT QUITE LIKE GETTING
NEWS THAT YOU HAVE CANCER. UNLESS
YOURE BEING TOLD YOU HAVE FULL-
BLOWN SCHIZOPHRENIA (IN WHICH CASE
YOU WOULDN'T BELIEVE THE DOCTOR
ANYWAY SINCE HE PROBABLY WORKS FOR
THE CIA), THE DIAGNOSIS COMES AS A
RELIEF. |l REMEMBER WHEN DR. HAYKIN
PUT A NAME TO MY MOODS SWINGS. THE
FACT THAT OTHER CREATIVE NUT JOBS
SUFFER  FROM BIPOLAR COUPLED WITH
THE FACT THAT THERE ARE MEDICATIONS
WITH SUCCESSFUL TRACK RECORDS FOR
MANAGING THE DISORDER MEANT
THAT I HADN'T YET BEEN GIVEN OVER
TO COMPLETE INSANITY. THE DIAGNOSIS

WAS A LIGHT AT THE END OF THE TUNNEL.

— JOURNAL ENTRY, OCTOBER 2006
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WHILE | WAS RESEARCHING THE SORDID HISTORY OF THE ROMAN
EMPIRE, | WAS INTRIGUED BY SOME OF THE CRAZY METHODS OF
EXECUTION EMPLOYED BY DIFFERENT EMPERORS. CRUCIFIXION WAS
NOT A ROMAN INVENTION (THOUGH THEY DID PERFECT IT). THE
GREEKS FOUND USE FOR NAILING SOMEONE TO A TREE AFTER THEY
SAW IT DONE EFFECTIVELY IN PERSIA. ANOTHER FORM OF PUNISHMENT
FOR SLAVES AND TRAITORS IN ROME WAS TO PLACE A MAN INTO A SACK
WITH A SNAKE, AND PIG AND A DONKEY. THE SACK WOULD BE SEWN
SHUT AND THROWN INTO THE SEA WHILE SPECTATORS WATCHED AS THE
CREATURES INSIDE FOUGHT THEIR WAY OUT. BUT WHAT INTRIGUED ME
MOST WERE ASSASSINATIONS OF THE CLOAK-AND-DAGGER VARIETY.
MOST OF THESE INVOVLED POISON. THIS WAS ALSO THE WAY MORE

THAN A FEW EMPERORS WOULD CHOOSE TO END THEIR OWN LIVES.
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CRAZIEST DREAM LAST NIGHT! L1KE
YOU'D EXPECT A KID TO HAVE ONLY
MORE VIVID, I FOUND MYSELF
DANGLING FROM A CLIFF ABOVE THE
OCEAN, FOR SOME REASON I waAsN'T
AFRAID OF DYING BUT I HAD THIS
OVERWHELMING FEELING I HAD BEEN
LEFT BEHIND., THE WEIRD THING
1S THAT ALL THESE SAVAGE,
MASK-WEARING NATIVES WHO HAD
BEEN CHASING ME HELPED ME BACK UP
ONTO THE LEDGE. EVEN THROUGH
THEIR MASKS I COULD TELL THEY
WERE SAD FOR ME., THE LEADER OF

THE GROUP KEPT ON SAYING







AMBITION IS A MAN; WISDOM
IS A WOMAN AND YOU’RE JUST
THE BOY THEY USHERED IN.
THERE’S NOTHING YOU CAN DO
NOW. WELCOME TO THE GAME
OF LIFE. SETTLE DOWN,
SETTLE DOWN, CHILD!

SNEAK\DOWN INTO THE GREAT
ROOMAND LOOK BEHIND THE
PAINTING. REMEMBER THE
NUMBERS AND PUNCH THEM
ALL IN. OPEN UP THE DOOR,
REACH UP AND FEEL AROUND
INSIDE. WHAT’D YOU FIND,
WHAT’D YOU FIND, CHILD?

TRUST IS AN ILLUSION. FAITH

IS JUST A METHOD OF COPING
WITH DATA THAT YOU CAN’T
ABSORB. WE’VE GOT A LITTLE
PROBLEM. YOU’RE JUST THE
ONE WE’RE LOOKING FOR. STEP
RIGHT UP, STEP ON IN, CHILD!

KEEP YOUR FAMILY IN THE
DARK. HIDE YOUR FRIENDS
DOWN IN THE CELLAR THEN
FOLLOW THE TRAIN TRACKS
THAT LEAD OUT OF TOWN.
MEET ME IN THE HOLLOW; DEEP
WITHIN THE FOREST. COME ON
HOME, COME ALONE, CHILD !
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Tonight, I am overcome

WITH THE FEELING THAT IHAVEN’T ACCOMPLISHED WHAT ISET

out to do today. To be honest, I'm experiencing this guilt two or three
times a week lately. The absurdity of this notion comes to the fore
when I'look back over the last 24 hours and find that I completed tasks
it could very well take a few people a couple of days to complete. For
example, yesterday I prepped my drum student for the recording
studio and worked out rough spots until he could play the song all
the way through. Then I restructured the Pro Tools work-flow so
we could lay in the keys and acoustic guitar tracks without having to
use an external mic system. Last night I watched avideo on drawing
the human form (a deficit in my creativity up to this point). After a
few minutes, trading impatience for focus for once in my life, I had a
solid ‘wire-frame’ and began roughing in the rest until I was satisfied
I had learned a new skill. This morning I laid in the rough version
of a musical score for a short film. While the file was rendering, I
worked on six panels of imagery for 740270 book set. Then, while
the PDF proof was processing, I went outside to write a few more
paragraphs for the book. And in the face of all of this, I managed
to do laundry and clean the bathroom and the kitchen. But it was
not enough. The overwhelming torment of life under the tyranny
of time is that I have very few friends I can share this feeling with.
Any talk of lofty aims and accomplishments is met with vociferous
repercussions. Over-achievers are branded pompous elitists for life.

— JOURNAL ENTRY, MAY 2015
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Tribune Gneaus nearly fell over. Could bhe bave
heard the messenger correctly? He glanced over

at Uespasian to see if the stalwart general’s

reaction lined up with bis own. ‘Uespasian took
a moment to gather bimself then immediately

dismissed his attendandts. Gneaus shuffled bis
feet. Once the command tent bad been cleared,

the general looked over at Titus and bellowed out
a laugh so bardy Gneaus nearly collapsed again.

— FROM ISAAC THE ROMAN BY JOHN SILVER
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CHRONOBIOLOGY

FROM THE ANCIENT GREEK XPOVOG (CHRONOS, MEANING "TIME"),
ANDP'BIOLOGY, WHICH PERTAINS TO THE SCIENCE OF LIFE.

CIRCANNUAL
CIRCALUNAR
CIRCADIAN
CIRCATIDAL
ULTRADIAN

INFRADIAN
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I've never considered myself to be an illustrator. 1
couldn’t draw a buman face to save my life. §o much
of this stuff requires patience and focus; Two traits 1
bad difficulty bringing out and nurturing with any
amount of success. So, I stuck to what I loved doing
when I was young. ‘Doodling and digital art. The
trouble is I find myself chasing after certain themes.
Trees, natural elements and scientific anomalies.
These are the things that will hold my attention and

somebow they manage to find their way into my work.
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LETTERING & TYPOGRAPHY

......................................................................

EARLY IN MY CAREER | HAD OPPORTUNITY TO LOOK over the shoulder
of one of my lettering heroes, Bruce Hale. He was a client of the packaging
firm where | worked as a designer back in 1995. One day | worked up
the nerve to show him my portfolio. I'll never forget that day. He sat
quietly thumbing through each page and every now and again he would
sigh. My emotions ebbed and flowed every time he took a breath until,
finally, he closed the book and handed it back to me. Without looking up
at me he scratched his head (like those genius mathematicians do when
they are highly annoyed). | asked him what he thought of my work. He
pointed to my book and said “I think you need some guidance.” My heart
sank. | thanked him politely and began walking back to my office. “Which
means...” | turned and looked back “...that | have a lot of work to do.”
My creative ambitions and the means to bring them to life took a
significant turn that day. Bruce went on to become my mentor and

friend. And | owe him a debt | couldn’t repay in a thousand lifetimes.






THE ROMANS. I THE PORTILI.
WITH A LANDLESTICK

THERE’S LONG BEEN CONTENTION ABOUT WHO KILLED JESUS.
Although it appears on the surface to be cut-and-dried, the issue of execution
does pose a slight problem to the rhetoric I heard growing up. I believe it is clear,
based upon the evidence, that Pilate was a cruel bastard. He wanted up the food
chain as quickly as possible. Jesus was making noise. It all gave Pilate a headache.
To him, Jesus was just another rebel miracle-worker and would-be-messiah and
that meant undue pressure from the higher-ups back in Rome. I have no problem
believing that Pilate killed Jesus and that his blood-drunk goons enjoyed every

minute of it as they always had. They were rewarded for their delight in it. The

Jews didn’t have the luxury of capital punishment. But something stands out to

me as I uncover some of the more intimate operations of the Temple at that time.
If the Jews didn't have the power to execute someone for violating Torah, how is
it that we have a sign on the entrance to the Holy Place that reads: “Any foreigner
who passes over from the Court of the Gentiles into the Temple area proper has
only himself to blame for his subsequent death.”? Though I really do love the idea of

asign like this - it does leave one to ponder the things he learned in Sunday School.

— EXCERPTED FROM THE GREAT(S) DIVIDE | BY JOHN SILVER
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THE REZIS'T’ORY OF CHARLIE & FRANKIE

-




When my father passed away,
be left me all of the Silver family
records dating back to 1490.

I wasn’t prepared for what 1
would discover among the dusty,
mildew-tinged papers. One of
the stories I found was one I'd
beard about before. In the 1830’
my great, great uncle, Charlie
Silver, was one-part tail-chaser
and two-parts drinker. His
wife, Frankie, was all-parts fed
up with bhim. So, she took an

axe to his neck while be slept by
the fireplace with their infant
daughter in bis arms. The sordid
tale bas become a permanent
part of N orth (arolina bistory.
They found parts of poor ol’
Charlie’s body at different times
and in three different locations.
eAs a result, be is buried beneath
three grave markers. That is

the reason behind the title of the

feature film I am writing.
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BLACK OCTOBER

| THINK ONE OF GOD'S MORE PERPLEXING ATTRIBUTES IS HIS
PENCHANT FOR VEXING US WITH DEEP CREATIVE DESIRE BUT
ONLY ALLOWING IT TO BE FUELED TO ANY MEANINGFUL DEGREE
BY TRAGEDY. JUST AS HE CREATED THE WORLD OUT OF DARKNESS
| FEEL LIKE HE EXPECTS US TO WORK OUT OF OUR PAIN AND FEAR
TO BRING SOMETHING WORTHWHILE INTO EXISTENCE. OF COURSE,
AS WITH ALL MY SPECULATION, THIS REASONING COULD JUST
AS EASILY TURN OUT TO BE A PILE OF SHIT. EITHER WAY, AS | WAS
REFLECTING BACK OVER BLACK OCTOBER, THE MONTH THAT KICKED
OFF A YEAR OF THE MOST INTENSELY PERSONAL SUFFERING | HAVE
EVER EXPERIENCED, | NOTICED MY SONGWRITING HAD CHANGED.
THE LYRICS BECAME MORE SPIRITUALLY REVEALING AND THE TONES
MUCH DEEPER AND DARKER. AS OF THIS WRITING, | AM RERECORDING
AND MASTERING TWELVE OF THOSE SONGS FOR RELEASE IN 2016
IN THE FORM OF AN ALBUM I'M CALLING DARKER DAYS REVISITED.

— JOURNAL ENTRY, JUNE 2012
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1 READ A BOOK LAST WEEK
AND ¥OU WERE FELLING ME HOW UNREALISTIC
THE SEITING WAS. I HEARD A SONG
YESTERDAY AND YOU TOLD ME HOW iT WASN'T
WORTHY OF THE AIRPLAY 1T GOT
LAST NIGHT I CALLED A FRIEND TO TAKE MY
MIND OFF OF YOU AND YOU LECTURED ME

ABOUT HOW I SHOULD HAVE BEcN

MORE ASSERTIVE

ON THE PHONE. EVEN THE STONE I SEE AT M™
TEET AS I WRITE THIS iS SUBJECT TO YOUR CRITICISM

ALL OF THIS AND YOU DON'IT EVEN KNOW

I EXIST Y§F &

— JOURNAL ENTRY, MAY 1999
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I've been fﬁ;imﬁ(ﬁ of ‘Ut pl, t?ﬁf
agam today. | just can’t magine
what 1930 wedicine did to that
poor kid. | did some research
on turn-of-the-century medical b G
procedures. If furnt wy Stomack. The Warns for d Ox for 1
Even antient meditine wad more HOSRTrAL POX MEN7AL) DIsOR RS

- bwwane; At Least for Hie wealtly
tlastes of tociety. And why does
it teew only orplians got Hies
kind of treatment? Normal, ron-
of-the-mill kids got ,rawe:‘&ng
loteto decent Lealth. care. buf
 gou were a poor, howeless, or
‘Tetarded’ kd i Awerica o Hie
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~ The first scientitf'ic report
of lobotomy applied as a
psychosurgical treatment
for severe mental disorders-
was written by the :
Portuguese neurologisf.
Egaa Homz J.n 1936.

[l = PSYCHANDHOLOCAUST.
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WHEN 1
WAS A KID

I DREAMED OF TEACHING.
THIRTY-FIVE YEARS LATER
IT'S HARD TO BELIEVE I AmM
ACTUALLY LIVING OUT THAT
DREAM. IT's NOT WHAT I
THOUGHT IT WOULD BE. AT
THE AGE OF EIGHT, HUMILITY,
JOY, RAW NERVES AND AN
OVERWHELMING SENSE OF
RESPONSIBILITY TO GET THE
FACTS RIGHT NEVER ENTERED
INTO THE EQUATION. THE
POSSIBILITY THAT PEOPLE
WOULD ACTUALLY LISTEN
AND APPLY THE KNOWLEDGE
IN THEIR OWN LIVES WASN'T
A CONCEPT I UNDERSTOOD.
NOw, WHEN I LOOK OUT AND
SEE PEOPLE GASP AT IDEAS
AND EPIPHANIES IT MAKES

ME FEEL VERY SMALL.
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| WAS SEVEN

! WHEN | SAW. STAR WARS FOR THE FIRST
TIME AT THE DRIVE-IN. THAT WAS THE

DAY MY INNER WORLD CHANGED. MY

STORY UNFOLD ON THE BIG SCREEN,
MY IMAGINATION WAS UNLOCKED. AS
SOON AS IT CAME OUT ON TELEVISION
A YEAR OR SO LATER | RECORDED

IT ON AN OLD CASSETTE RECORDER
SAND WROTE DOWN THE ENTIRE SCRIPT

VERBATIM. | SHOULD HAVE KNOWN THEN

NGS WOULD START GOING SIDEWAYS

IN MY SOCIAL LIFE AS | GREW UP.



INT. - MILLENNIUM
FALCON - COCKPIT

Over the shoulders of
Chewbacca and Han, we
can see the galaxy
spread before them.
Luke and Ben make their
way into the cramped
cockpit where Han

continues his calculation. -

HAN

Stay sharp! There are
two more coming in;
they're going to try to
cut us off. :

LUKE
Why don't you outrun

them? | thought you said

this thing was fast.

HAN

Watch your mouth, kid,
or you're going to find
yourself floating home.
We'll be safe . enough
once we make the jump
to hyperspace. Besides, |
know a few maneuvers.
We'll lose them!

Quad Laser Cannon

Equipment
Access Bay (4)

Deflector-
Shield
Projector

Sensor —
Dish

Front View

5 |

L Forward Floodlight
— Quad

Laser Cannon

— - Cockpit

Escape Pods

Armor Plating
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LIFE IS A SHADOW ON A SUNDIAL

HANDS SPINNING 'ROUND A CLOCK, TICKING DOWN
THE END \\ LOVE IS A TEARDROP IN THE OCEAN \\
A BLANK PAGE IN THE FIRE; ASHES IN THE WIND
AND | CAN SEE THE DIM REFLECTION OF THE STARS
WITHIN THE SKIES \\ WHERE EXCITEMENT AND
CONFUSION BOTH COLLIDE WITHIN YOUR EYES \\
WHEN WHO WANT AND WHAT YOU DREAM ARE
NEITHER HERE NOR MEANT TO BE \\ YOU'RE NOT
ALONE AND COME ONE DAY YOU SHALL BE FREE
FEAR IS A VOICE WITHOUT A SONG A STORY WITH
NO ENDING,; A DREAM WITHOUT THE NIGHT \\ PAIN
IS ALOVE THAT BURNS IN SILENCE A WORD SPOKEN
IN SECRET, A HOPE KEPT FROM THE LIGHT OF DAY
| CAN HEAR THE VOICE OF REASON SHOUTING DOWN
THE SONG OF GRACE \\ WHERE DESPAIR AND DEEP
DESIRE ECLIPSE THE LIGHT UPON YOUR FACE \\
| ONCE STOOD WHERE YOU ARE STANDING TAKE
MY HAND AND COME WITH ME \\ | PROMISE YOU IN

THE END YOU SHALL BE FREE



The slip 15 fallmy.
THE WORLD IS BURNING.

‘We are decaying; everyday one step closer to worm food.
It appears that the source of this carnival of corruption
had been gestating in the belly of a talking snake and
was born when it struck up a conversation with a couple
of unwitting passersby. ‘Don'’t get defensive. I'm just
telling you what I've been told. Do 1 believe it? ‘Well,
as it bappens, the answer to your question will fill the
remaining pages of this book. e All I know is that when
we were first given life by our (Greator we were home.
eAnd now we aren’t. So, it seems to me the object of the
endgame is to get back there. To Return. This book is
not a map to the gates of Eden. It’s not a star-chart to
Heaven. Most will rightly tell you only one ‘Book has
that distinction. Of course, even that ‘Book only works
to the degree you know what it means. eAnd most who
tell you the Book is map of the Master Plan can'’t even
tell you what it says let alone what it means. It should
perplex the bell out of us. So, if you understand most
of what the Book says and that it means what youve
come to believe that it means, then the one you hold in
your hands isn’t for you. If you are just as stymied as 1
am - and, like me, you won't be satisfied until you are as
close to the truth as you can possibly be without having
already ‘Returned - then I wrote this book for you.













TH1s ENTRY (AUGUST 1990) WAS
THE PRECURSER TO THE UNREQUITED
(JJ. Siuver | R.E.D. ENT. | 2014)

IS A DANGEROUS GA g
WHEN YOU ARE RIEND. HE o o
HELD TOGETHER BY DESIRE WILLCOME ./} .|
UNDONE IN THE END. PAY ATTENTION TO THE ~ m:]_, i

SIGNS, HEED THE ' /- AND REMIND- +- ----5«7{1'«/ -
YOURSELF TO STILL YOUR RACING MIND. " "'/ G
DON’T GIVE IN WHEN YOU FIRST FEEL THE / s J;" o

RUSH OF UNLEASHED WHENYOU/  * 77

SEE THE ONE YOU Ve il




Of all of the ailments that
plague bumanity, fear is the
strongest and the bloodiest.
But the most vexing and
debilitating? Limerence. It is
a drug shot into your veins
when you're not holding a
needle. It is a circus in the
mind of a zen master. It is
Wdz'ng at the gates of bell
when you can’t remember
sinning. Limerence is a
; f.mem'zer’z'zing train wreck.
Limerence is everything a
‘crush’ aspires to but has no
hope of becoming. Limerence
is as real as ADHD but even
fewer people believe it exists
- or that you can suffer from
gt. Itis predictable but never
arrives on schedule or departs
_ soon enough. Limerence is the
eAutism of the Heart.

— DECEMBER 2002







SITTING IN THE STUDIO FOR THE FIRST TIME WHEN YOU'RE A PIMPLY-
FACED SIXTEEN-YEAR-OLD SHOULD BE UNNERVING. IT WASN'T FOR ME. |
FELT LIKE A RACEHORSE WAITING FOR THE CHUTE TO OPEN. | SAT BEHIND

THIS MONSTROUS TAMA DRUM KIT, POPPED ON THE HEADPHONES AND

UNLEASHED A VIOLENT ASSAULT ON THE SNARE DRUM. IT SOUNDED LIKE A

CANON IN AN AIRPLANE HANGAR. | WAS LIT UP, OFF AND RUNNING!
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EVERYONE STANDS BEFORE ONE OF TWO THRONES.
IF, WHILE YOU WERE HERE, YOU ACCEPTED THAT
A LOVING, ETERNAL FATHER SITS UPON ONE OF
THEM YOU WILL FIND HIM THERE. I[IF YOU REJECT
THAT NOTION OF GOD BECAUSE HE WAS CRUEL AND
SADISTIC THEN YOU WILL STAND BEFORE THAT GOD.

IN FRONT OF THE THRONE OF THE

GOOD GOD

YOU WILL FIND ALL OF THE PEOPLE WHO EVER LOVED Him

IN FRONT OF THE THRONE OF THE

MALEVOLENT

ONE YOU WILL FIND ONLY A MIRROR



TO TELL XOU THE TRUTH I DONT:KNOW WHAT THE-WHOLE

® ON TROVERSY

XB ABOUT 1 HAVE MADE FAR MORE FRIENDS HERE THAN I EVER DID IN THE CHRISTIAN SCHOOLS

IT S NOT THAT THESE FRIENDS ARE







An addiction is a recurring compulsion by
an individual to engage in some specific
activity. The term is often reserved for drug
addictions but it is sometimes applied to
other scenarios, such as problem gambling
and compulsive overeating. Factors that
have implicated in precipitating an
addiction include: genetic, biological, phar-
macological and social factors.
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ed New Decree I Give to You...

We take a political stand with a substance resembling faith hoping the unseen
evidence will earn us a wink and a nod from the one we claim is the Author and
Finisher of it. When, in truth, we agree He’s the Author — but we’re finishing
what He started. We live in a city on a hill where we let our little lights shine
so that young people who wake up in darkness every morning can catch a
glimpse of hope. If only they didn’t live so gosh darn far down in the valley
below. Traveling in the wind and rain is not good for little lights. We believe
in the righteousness of God so much that we’d rather die than put ourselves
in the position of coming in contact with a contagion so unrighteous that - to
our estimation - even God would be incapable of washing off our clothes. We
believe in changing the world without first healing it. We stand for charity and
offer the less fortunate and sandwich and a tract but no home because street
people are unsafe and unpredictable these days. Good thing we’re safe - and
predictable. We are confident in the craftsmanship of our custom-forged
Biblical armory. Yet every time we draw our double-edged Swords of the Spirit
they keep cutting off our Belts of Truth. Thankfully for us, the Almighty
invented duct tape. We believe Jesus saved us from hell by shedding His own
scarlet-red blood. Thankfully for us red is the color of the Republican party.

WE ARE AMERICANS. WE ARE CHRISTIANS.

‘But thankfully for me, I still have a purple beart.



YOU'RE SO HOLLOW INSIDE

YOU STRUGGLE TO COMMIT;

YOU FIND IT HARD TO DECIDE

WHERE THIS WILL END

YOU'RE A CHARMER OF SOULS

THE MAN BEHIND THE CURTAIN;

THE STAR OF THE SHOW

YOUR OWN BEST FRIEND

IN THE LIMELIGHT AGAIN

NOBODY REAL IS EVER WATCHING

BUT THE PEOPLE WITHIN

YOUR MIND WILL DO

WITH YOUR HANDS IN THE AIR

THE CROWD IS GOING WILD

AND THE AUDIENCE DESERVES YOU

THERE'S A HOLE IN YOUR SOUL

JUST FILL IT UP WITH ANYTHING

TO REGAIN CONTROL

YOU MIGHT SUCCEED THIS TIME

IF YOU'RE UNCOMFORTABLE WITH

THE EMPTINESS INSIDE YOU

JUST BELIEVE IN THE MYTH

THAT YOU'LL BE JUST FINE

YOU'VE GOT NOTHING TO GAIN

DON'T DISTURB THE ANESTHETIC

TAKING OVER YOUR VEINS

JUST DRIFT AWAY

BUT WHATEVER YOU DO,

REPEAT THE CYCLE DAILY

FIGHT THE OBVIOUS TRUTH

YOU'RE BETTER OFF THAT WAY

YOU'RE AWAKE ENOUGH TO SEE

THAT EVERYTHING YOU NEED

IS OUT OF REACH BECAUSE

YOU'RE PRIDE GETS IN THE WAY

YOU'RE AT YOUR PLACE

BEHIND YOUR DOOR

YOUR BLOOD CRIES OUT FOR MORE

THE MEDICATION THAT

KEEPS THE WORLD AWAY

YOUR CONSTANT LUST FOR SKIN

WILL SEND YOU OFF AGAIN

LOOKING FOR SOMETHING

THAT YOU SWEAR YOU NEVER KNEW

BUT IN THE MORNING WHEN SHE'S GONE

YOU'LL FINALLY SEE SHE PLAYED ALONG

SHE'S JUST AS EMPTY;

SHE FEEDS THE WAY YOU DO -

CONSUMES YOU THROUGH AND THROUGH

— THE GLITCH | J.J. SILVER 2004
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M'Y_'CREATIVE FRIENDS ABOUT BEING A CONSERVATIVE

‘ARTIST. MOST OF THEM SEEM GENUINELY SHOCKED
(AND THEN REPULSED) WHEN I GIVE VOICE TO ALMOST
AI\;z OF MY POLITICAL VIEWS. BUT I LIKE TO THINK
I HAVE A RELATIVELY OPEN MIND. THERE ARE ONLY
TWO ISSUES THAT HAVE ME DIGGING MY HEELS IN:
ABORTION AND RELIGIOUS FREEDOM FOR CHRISTIANS
EQUAL TO THAT GIVEN TO EVERY OTHER RELIGION.
BUT ASIDE FROM THOSE TWO STANCES, I PREFER TO
IMPLEMENT AN OBSERVE-AND-DECIDE METHODOLOGY
TO SOCIAL ISSUES. BUT MORE TO THE POINT, WHEN
DID MY COLLEAGUES COME UP WITH THIS CRAZY
NOTION THAT SOMEHOW CONSERVATIVE ARTISTS AND
MUSICIANS SHOULD TURN IN THEIR CREATIVE LICENSES
SIMPLY BECAUSE WE STAND BY OUR CONVICTIONS
AND DECIDE FOR OURSELVES WHICH SOCIAL ISSUES

ARE MOST CONSISTENT WITH OUR BELIEF SYSTEMS?

— JOURNAL ENTRY, JUNE 2002
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| FORGOT TO FEED MY CAT THIS MORNING. |
SLEPT IN FIVE MINUTES LONGER THAN |
USUALLY DO. SUE ME! | GO TO SIT OUTSIDE TO
WRAP UP A BIT OF WRITING. SWEET FRANKIE
(OR AS | NOW CALL HER, '‘LAMASHTU’) COMES
OVER AND SITS RIGHT AT MY FEET. WITHOUT
WARNING, SHE DROPS A LIVE FIELD MOUSE
BETWEEN MY SHOES AND PLOPS A PAW ON
ITS HEAD. WHEN SHE IS SATISFIED SHE HAS MY
FULL ATTENTION, SHE GRINS BROADLY AND
LOWERS HER FIENDISH FACE TO THE HELPLESS
CREATURE AND TAKES AN ELEPHANT-SIZED
BITE OUT OF ITS STOMACH. THE MOUSE LET
OUT A SQUEAL THAT | SHALL NOT SOON
FORGET. BEING EQUAL PARTS FILMMAKER
AND BOY, | CAN’T IMMEDIATELY LOOK AWAY.
FINALLY, WHEN | CAN NO LONGER BEAR THE
BARBARISM, | GO TO HER FOOD BOWL. EMPTY!
SO, | REMEDY THIS AND TRY TO MAKE PEACE
BUT DEAR OL’ FRANKIE TOSSES (NO KIDDING)
THE HAPLESS, NEAR-DEAD CREATURE INTO
THE BUSHES, KICKS DUST AT ME WITH HER
BACK FEET AS SHE PASSES AND SITS DOWN
TO BREAKFAST...ER...LUNCH. NOW, | KNOW IN
THE WILD ALL IS FAIR IN LOVE AND WAR BUT
| DO BELIEVE FRANKIE BECAME A MURDERER

THIS AFTERNOON. AND | BECAME A "YES’ MAN.

La-ma§-tu;

was a female demon,
monster, malevolent
goddess or demigoddess
wno menaced women

during childbirth and,

if possible, kidnapped
children while they were
breastfeeding. She would
gnaw on their bones

and suck their blood, as

well ag being charged
with a number of other
evil deeds. She was a
daughter of the Sky

God Anu.

— AUGUST 2012
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IN 1988, | HAD MY FIRST EXPERIENCE WITH AN
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APPLE COMPUTER IN GRAPHIC ARTS CLASS.

ON EVERY DESK WAS THIS SMALL, GRAY BOX
BRANDED WITH A HALF-EATEN APPLE AND

THE WORDS MACINTOSH SE BELOW THE

SCREEN. TWENTY-SIX YEARS LATER, THOUGH

THE MODEL NAMES HAVE CHANGED, | STILL

DON'T KNOW EXACTLY WHAT THIS THING DOES.
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THE VICTORIOUS BATTLE TO AND PURIFY THE

AND THE ALTAR WOULD RESULT IN SCORES OF

LOST LIVES. BUT AS THE VICTORS ENTERED THE CITY THEY

WAVED PALM FRONDS AND SHOUTED TO THE

HIGHEST. HOWEVER, THEY ALSO NEGLECTED TO DEAL

WITH THE SYRIANS IN THE OVERLOOKING THE

TEMPLE AND IT WOULD SOON COME BACK TO BITE THEM

EXCERPTED

FROM MY

STUDY NOTES
ABOUT THE
MACCABEES
WHO FINALLY
EXPELLED THE
GREEKS FROM
THE TEMPLE IN

JERUSALEM.



I HAVE FINALLY DECIDED
TO COUNT MY BLESSINGS. IT
WAS EITHER THAT OR COUNT
THE NUMBER OF DAYS I'VE
BEEN HELD HOSTAGE BY
MY OWN REGRETS. BECAUSE
NO MATTER HOW HARD WE
TRY TO CONVINCE OURSELVES

OTHERWISE, ALL OF US ARE

JOURNAL ENTRY, MARCH 1999
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THERE ARE OGNLY

that have the power to freeze all of the operational
centers of my nervous system if I dwell on them for too
long. The fear of incarceration and the fear of coing
to war. Naturally. wnile some are drawn to norror films
involwving subject matter ranging from chainsaw
massacres to nouses innabited by demons, I tend to
cravitate toward movies where an innocent man cets
framed and imprisoned or stories where an artistic and
overly sensitive draftee neads off to bpattle and
becomes the first casualty of the war. My list of fears
isn't a short one but these two scenarios have been
xnown to xeep me up at night planning for my
inevitable escape from the land of the living shouald
anyone of them introduce themselves to me personally
in any form outside of the boundaries of the silver
screen. To nave your freedom ripped away from you is
bad enougn. But the thougnt of being trained and then
expected to kill another human being I've never met
before — to me that’s the stuff real terror is made of.
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PLAYED DRUMS AT A
party with eAllen and Josh tonight.

THERE WERE OVER 200 OF US CRAMMED INTO
A WAREHOUSE WAY OUT IN THE VALLEY.
MIKE RIGGED UP A KEG OF BUDWEISER AND A
DRINKING STRAW-TYPE-THING FOR ME TO SIT

ON WHILE I PLAYED. BIG MISTAKE! AETER THE

FIFTH SONG (I DoN’T WANT TO BE PRESIDENT, I

THINK) [ PUT MY FEET UNDER THE KICK DRUM
AND GOT DIZZY. I FELL BACKWARDS AND THE
WHOLE KIT CAME DOWN ON TOP OF ME. I was
LAUGHING TOO HARD TO SHOW JUST HOW
PISSED OFF I REALLY WAS. THEN THE SHERIFF'S
DEPUTIES SHOWED UP. THEY WERE PRETTY
COOL ABOUT EVERYTHING AND JUST MADE
US GO HOME. AT FIRST, Il FIGURED THEY JUST
DIDN'T FEEL LIKE FILLING OUT 200+ REPORTS ON A
FRIDAY NIGHT. BUT LATER I LEARNED JASON’S
DAD WAS ONE OF THEM. I GUESS SPOKANE IS THE

GOOD OL’ BOY CITY OF THE NORTH AFTER ALL.

— JUNE 1991




Last night I began the arduous process of committing to film the most
intimate moments of my emotional life. After confiding in my therapist that I
was usually in good spirits whenever I came to visit her but that I was a mess at
night, we agreed that capturing the rough moments while I was experiencing
them was the best course of action. Trouble is, when the darkness strikes I
don’t really feel like hitting the record button. In fact, I don’t really feel like
doing much of anything. But I did it anyway. And the same dynamic came into
in play like it does once I start doing something. I found it easier to go on with
the ‘confessional’ once I got started. But after watching the two I recorded, I
concluded that if someone who doesn’t know me ever saw them, they might
be inclined to believe that I was as despondent as Robert Smith (of The
Cure, for those uninitiated with what I call the ‘melancholo-goth’ music of
the nineties). So, here’s to another episode of The Lost Book of fohn: Unbound

which airs tonight on a broadcast network you probably don’t have access to.

— APRIL 2014









I Have eA Purple Heart.

...............................................................................................................................

URBAN LEGEND SUGGESTS THAT BLOOD, WHEN EXAMINED UNDER PROPER LIGHTING,

APPEARS TO BE BRIGHT RED — BUT IF YOU COULD CUT OPEN A VEIN WITHOUT

EXPOSING IT TO OXYGEN, YOU MIGHT FIND ‘BLUE BLOOD’. FOR THE PURPOSES OF

OUR STORY, HERE'S ANOTHER WAY TO LOOK AT IT: I AM LIBERAL-HEARTED AND

CONSERVATIVE-MINDED. IJUST CAN’T BELIEVE WE CAN LEAD HEALTHY, PRODUCTIVE
LIVES UNLESS OUR INCLINATIONS ARE TEMPERED BY COMMON SENSE.

For instance, homeless people bave been a blemish on the face of the
earth to the patricians of every society since the dawn of civilization. Fulius
Caesar used it to bis advantage. Give the poor and destitute what they
need (or what they want depending on how desperate things are looking on
the Senate floor) and make ‘friends on the street’ for life. The patricians
(read ‘conservatives’) argue that generosity enables the riffraff to continue on
existing in a state of unchecked debauchery. Plebes (read ‘liberals’) suggest
that if you care for the down-and-out you are walking in the footsteps of Fesus
and Gandhi (in secret, they also bope the altruism will someday be revisited
upon them). So, how did Jesus bandle this conundrum?

UNFORTUNATELY FOR THE RED IN ME, JESUS OFTEN WENT BLUE. | HATE BELIEVING
THIS BECAUSE I AM LOATHE TO HAND MY LIBERAL FRIENDS A BLANK CHECK (OFTEN
FOR GOOD REASON — BLUE PEOPLE ARE NOT GREAT WITH MONEY). ONCE, WHEN
APPROACHED FOR MONEY BY A BEGGAR ON THE STREET, PETER REPLIED: “SILVER
AND GOLD HAVE I NONE. But sucH As I HAVE GIVE I THEE!” THEN HE PROCEEDED
TO PREACH TO THE GUY. BUT JESUS NEVER TOLD HIM TO PREACH AND THE EVIDENCE
SUGGESTS THAT JESUS WOULDN'T HAVE APPROVED (WE SHOULDN'T BE SHAKEN BY
THIS; PETER WAS FOREVER DOING THINGS THAT MADE JESUS SCRATCH H1s HEAD).
A CENTRAL TENET OF JUDAISM IN THE FIRST CENTURY WAS ORCHESTRATED AROUND
CARING FOR THE POOR, THE WIDOWS AND THE ORPHANS. NO QUESTIONS ASKED.

— JOURNAL ENTRY, JUNE 2007







OME FROM SCHOOL FOR LUNCH BREAK ONE DAY AND THIS CAR

PASSES ME SOME KID FROM SCHOOL YELLS SOMETHING AT ME I COULDN'T
D. WHEN I GOT BACK TO SCHOOL, THE SAME KID, #*¥¥kk COMES UP
TO N FRONT OF MY FRIENDS AND SAYS '| HEARD YOU CALLED ME A FAGGOT!'.

[ saip, 'DID I?" HE REPLIED, 'YOU DON'T HAVE THE RIGHT TO TALK SHIT ABOUT
PEOPLE!" I sAID, 'DON'T I?’ HE COMES BACK WITH, 'YOU SHOULDN'T SPREAD
RUMORS, MAN!" TO WHICH | REPLIED, 'SHOULDN'T I?’ AFTER A SHORT PERIOD OF
SILENT TENSION s##xkx SPOKE AGAIN, 'OH, WE'RE FIGHTIN’, DUDE! WHY WOULD
YOU BE SHOOTING YOUR MOUTH OF ABOUT SHIT YOU KNOW NOTHING ABOUT?' |
SAID, 'l DIDN'T’. HE STARED AT ME BLANKLY AMIDST A THRONG OF ONLOOKERS
WHO HAD GATHERED FOR THE SHOW. THEN HE HELD OUT HIS HAND AND SAID,
'ALRIGHT THEN, WE'RE COOL’. | GRASPED HIS HAND, SHOOK IT AND SAID ‘WE ARE'.
AT THAT, THE CROWD DISPERSED AND THE TEACHERS WHO, MOMENTS BEFORE,
WERE SPRINTING TOWARD THE SCENE, BROUGHT THE THREAT LEVEL BACK DOWN TO
DEFCON ONE. | TURNED AROUND TO SEE MY FRIEND, s« WITH HIS ARMS HELD
OUT AT HIS SIDES IN DISBELIEF. 'SILVER, YOU SHOULD HAVE CLOCKED HIM! BUT
| THINK MY WAY OF HANDLING THINGS WAS MUCH MORE ENTERTAINING FOR ME
THAN CLOCKING %% WOULD HAVE BEEN FOR ##i4+x NONETHELESS, | LEARNED
SOMETHING ELSE THAT DAY. | LEARNED TO TAKE THE BACKROADS HOME. OH, YEAH
- I ALSO LEARNED THAT | CAN BE AN ARROGANT PRICK SOMETIMES AND THAT
sk PROBABLY SHOULD HAVE CLOCKED ME BECAUSE ABOUT TEN YEARS LATER IN
A BAR SOMEONE ELSE WOULD. NOW I CHOOSE MY WORDS MORE...STRATEGICALLY.




#47 - THE DOG DUDE

........................................................................................................................ .

If you frequent urban coffeehouses across the country you're bound to come
across The Dog Dude. There are exceptions so pay close attention to the
official description. In order to be The Dog Dude, the Dude will be over 50.
He will be wearing either a wool sweater or a wool-lined jean jacket (if it's hot
outside a NASCAR t-shirt is often substituted). The beer gut is optional but
it helps increase the chances that you are actually witnessing this spectacular
anomaly and not a cheap imitation. Now, we turn our attention to the most
important element: The Dog. The Dog will be either a Mastiff, Newfie or St.
Bernard. Any other breed and you may be looking at The Poodle Princess,
The Shepherd Sheriff or, God help you, Chihuahua Charlie. If you see him, turn
around and slip out sideways. If you've already ordered your latte, leave it. All
| can say is that there is no way out of a Chihuahua Charlie conversation (which
usually involves aliens and The New World Order). One of the most intriguing
experiences that comes with an authentic Dog Dude encounter is listening in
on The Question Game. Everyone loves a big fluffy dog (except for little boys
who usually turn and run for the men'’s room which vexes me - but the numbers
don't lie, folks!). To the right, | have listed the top ten questions and the

answers to each as rendered by The Dog Dude, himself. In order of frequency...




1) DOES HE BITE?

“Only little boys and girls who ask questions!”
(This is followed by a forced Luciferian laugh).

2) WHAT’'S HER NAME (usually asked by a little girl)?
"HIS name is...” (Typically, The Dog will be named
Tiny, Sam, Beau or some combination of the
three. | did know of one Dog named Capone
which is cool but unfortunately bounces him right
out of The Dog Dude category).

3) CAN | PET HIM?

“Sure! Why would you ask that? | mean, it's not
like he's ever torn into anyone’s flesh so badly that
| had to perform an amputation and cauterize the
arm socket with a curling iron a few years back in
Raleigh, North Carolina. Nope! Nothing like that
atall. You can just pet your little heart out!”

4) | BET HE EATS A LOT!

As this is not a question, The Dog Dude will only
smile and nod sarcastically; a clear indication you
are looking at the real McCoy.

5) HOW OLD IS HE?

(To a man) “Oh, ‘bout eleven or twelve. Not that
old”. (To a woman) “Four years, 2 months and 3

days. How old are you, Darlin"?"

Here's where things start to a bit tricky for The
Dog Dude because the Professional Armchair Dog
Breeders (or PADB) begin to arrive from either the

local PETA satellite office or a nearby Petsmart.

6) OH, IS HE A...(insert genus-specific Latin

nomenclature here)?

“I don't think so. He's a mix of somethin’ 'r other.
Just a regular ol’ mutt”.

7) AWWW! IS HE A RETIRED SERVICE DOG?
“Retired from what service? He hasn't worked a
day in his lifel Who are you people?”

8) CUTE CANINE! WERE YOU IN THE SERVICE?
“Who are you asking? Me or him? | was in the
service for twenty-five years! This mutt hasn’t
done anything for anyone! All he's done is eat
and shit for as long as | can remember”.

9) (Asked by a coffeehouse manager) SIR, IS HE A

SERVICE DOG? IF NOT, I'LL HAVE TO ASK YOU

TO PUT HIM OUTSIDE.

“Yes! He's a retired cadaver dog. But he'll be
back on duty in about two minutes if you don't
get back behind the counter and put on another
pot of Sumatral”

10) (Asked by a police officer five minutes later)

SIR, CAN YOU STEP OUTSIDE WITH ME?

Unfortunately, due to circumstances beyond my
control, | never get to find out how this game
ends. But it's always been entertaining to watch
The Dog Dude wave to the nice officer with his
middle finger extended as he and Tiny Sam-Beau
peel out in his fabled 1978 Ford pickup. | do hope

The Dog Dude makes it back in tomorrow.
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DMITTING TO FUELING A STEREOTYPE

isn’t easy. But, like a lot of Americans, before I went to the

Middle East, I subscribed to the notion that most Arabs were
simply disgruntled and impoverished n’er-do-wells who set out to right every
perceived injustice by harassing Israelis or blowing themselves up around as
many people as possible. But once I saw the grandeur of some of the mosques
in Israel and Egypt, I wanted to dig deeper into this ancient culture and see
what contributions to progress might have come out of it. The religion of Islam
I was prepared to cede as an acceptable form of cultural contributionand I even
thought I might discover that it was originally a peaceful movement not unlike
my own. Even literature would have been larger in scale in my opinion going
in. After all, you'd expect that people of any book would have been masterful
storytellers. But what caught me off guard was the enormous contributions to
medicine and science. Not to mention those rendered toartand architecture. Of
late, I am obsessed with the Islamic parchment manuscripts detailing medical
and scientific procedures. My new favorite explorations are those that have me
reverse engineering some of the more ornate illuminated texts of the ‘Moorish’

medieval age that brought hope to so many in the barbaric West of the day.

— JUNE 2010



I've always wondered

How I WOULD GO ABOUT LOOKING FOR A WEALTHY
ARTS PATRON TO FUND ALL OF MY PROJECTS. HOwW WwWAS
THIS SORT OF THING DONE UP UNTIL NOW? AFTER A BIT
OF LOOKING I FOUND WHAT AMOUNTS TO A DEFINITION
OF SORTS. IN A LETTER, SAMUEL JOHNSON DESCRIBES A
WEALTHY PATRON OF THE ARTS AS...

“One who looks with unconcern
on a man struggling for life in
the water, then, once the man

bas reached the shore, suddenly

encumbers bim with belp”.

SO, IT SOUNDS LIKE NOT MUCH HAS CHANGED.

— AUGUST 2000
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Turkish Coffee

IS A METHOD OF
PREPARING UNFILTERED
COFFEE. ROASTED
AND THEN FINELY
GROUND COFFEE
BEANS ARE BOILED IN
A POT, USUALLY WITH
SUGAR, AND SERVED
IN A CUP WHERE
THE GROUNDS ARE
ALLOWED TO SETTLE.
AT PRESENT, IT IS
FOUND IN THE MIDDLE
EAST, NORTH AFRICA,
THE CAUCASUS, THE
BALKANS, BALI, AND
EASTERN EUROPE.
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RavAluf LT GENERAL THE IDF IS AN
Auf MAJOR GENERAL INTEGRATED FORCE
Tat Aluf BRIG. GENERAL WHEREAS THE AIR FORCE
Aluf Mishneh  COLONEL AND NAVY HAVE THE
Segen Aluf  LT. COLONEL STATUS OF BRANCHES

RavSeren MAJOR
Seren CAPTAIN

Segen LIEUTENANT
S.Mishneh SECOND LT.

ISRAEL'S STANDING ARMY IS CONSIDERED BY EXPERTS TO BE ONE OF THE
MOST FIELD-TESTED IN THE WORLD. Few protectorates can boast as many
successes. It was messy at first. The Hagana and Palmach units of the 1940’s were
little more than community militias trying desperately to protect the tracts of land
they either purchased or had been granted by way of UN resolution. Surrounded
on every side by enemies, Israel is uniquely qualified to give advice on knuckle-
to-knuckle battlefield engagement to and defensive tactics. Lately, the has army
received a lot of bad press (mostly by western journalists 'wh_b_ come to the table with a pro-
Palestinian bent). But when you are perpetually attacked by those who live'a_l'hong your population, constant
wariness about the motives of anyone who isn't a "Sabra". is :th'e way day-to-day life unfolds. Are there
embarrassing PR moments for Israel as aresult of overly-ambitious soldiers and officers? Of course! At the
end ofthe day, theyare humanbeings. It’'sashamethe world expects themto be superhuman; If they fall short
of that goal even once, they are treated like the world’s dark horse. Nobody wins in the game of perception.
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an individual to engage In some specific THE GOVERNOR, HOWEVIR, WOULD NOT COMMENT ON THE LIKELIEOOD OF A STAY BEING GRANTED
activity. The term is often reserved for drug | . ; TO THE PRISONER. IT APPBABS HE WILL BE TRAPPED IN TL'IS LIFE FOR SOME TIME.
addictions but it is sometimes applied to e

other scenarios, such as problem gambling

and compulsive overeating. Factors that

have been implicated in precipitating an

addici

macological and .,oual factors.

HER THE NARCOTIC BE ALCOHOL OR MORPHINE OR IDEALIS

— CARL |

L and head into th

ard out before we go




FEBRUARY 12, 1996

‘When society judges a

PERSON BASED ON LAWS IT DOESN'T UNDERSTAND, HOW
CAN THE JUDGMENTS HOLD WATER IN THE LONG RUN? I
GET THAT OUR MORAL COMPASSES POINT NORTH (SO-TO-
SPEAK) BUT WHEN WE DON'T KNOW HOW SOCIETAL RULES
ARE PASSED DOWN FROM PEOPLE TO PEOPLE OR HOW THE
LAWS WERE IMPLEMENTED IN EARLIER ERAS OR WHAT
ISSUES THEY ADDRESSED, WE ARE SORT OF GRASPING
AT STRAWS BASED ON A FEELING. FOR INSTANCE, HOW
IS IT THAT THOSE WHO ARE OPPOSED TO ABORTION
ALWAYS SEEM TO BE IN FAVOR OF CAPITAL PUNISHMENT?

eAs fire when thrown into water is cooled
down and put out, so also a false accusation

when brought against a man of the purest

and holiest character, boils over and is at
once dissipated, and vanishes and threats of
heaven and sea, bimself standing unmoved.

— MARCUS TuLLIUS CICERO




JERUSALEM, 70 CE. ON A WARM AUGUST NIGHT IN JERUSALEM,
A FOOTMAN FROM LEGION V MACEDONICA FOLLOWS THE PRESSING
THRONG OF LEGIONNAIRES OVER THE EASTERN WALL. WITH A HEAD FULL
OF ADRENALINE AND A HEART FULL OF VENGEANCE, HE LEAPS OVER THE
SOREG INTO THE TEMPLE COMPOUND. HE CLIMBS THE STEPS AND PASSES
THROUGH NICANOR GATE AND WATCHES THE CHAOS UNFOLD. THE SOLDIER
SEES A SMALL APARTMENT ATTACHED TO THE SIDE OF THE TEMPLE. THE
DOOR SWINGS OPEN AND A SERVANT OF THE PRIESTHOOD DASHES OUT INTO
THE MADNESS. WHEN THE SOLDIER NOTICES THE SERVANT HAS HIDDEN A
SIZABLE AMOUNT OF TEMPLE TREASURE IN THE FOLDS OF HIS ROBES, HE
EXCHANGES LIGHT FOR LANCE. WITHOUT BLINKING, HE TOSSES HIS TORCH
ACROSS THE THRESHOLD OF THE OPEN DOORWAY INTO THE APARTMENT,
GRIPS HIS SPEAR IN BOTH HANDS AND GIVES CHASE. WHAT YOUNG QUINTUS
RUSTICUS OF LEGION V COULDN'T POSSIBLY HAVE KNOWN IS THAT HIS
ACTIONS THAT FATEFUL NIGHT WOULD CHANGE THE CENTER OF CIVILIZATION
AND THE FUTURE OF FAITH FOREVER. AND JUST LIKE ALL OF THOSE WHO
AFFECT TIME AND SPACE TO ANY REAL, TANGIBLE DEGREE - THE LEGACY
OF POOR QUINTUS FADES WITH THE SETTING SUN. BUT HIS WORK LIVES ON.
DAYS LATER, THE ONCE-MIGHTY TEMPLE IN JERUSALEM IS REDUCED TO
ASHES BRINGING TO AN END THE PARAMOUNT JEWISH SACRIFICIAL

SYSTEM AND USHERING IN SOMETHING FAR MORE — COMPLICATED.

— FROM THE INTRODUCTION TO ROOTS OF REDEMPTION




PHARISEES

~ Called Prushim in their native tongue, these

teachers of the Law and Prophets were seen as
representatives of the people and often clashed
with the upper-class Sadducees.

'SADDUCEES

* The Sadducees or Zaddukim (after high priest,
Zadok) were more politicians than theologians.
‘Often working with Rome rather than bucking

~ them. They also rejected the idea of an afterlife.

ESSENES

So disturbed by the impurity that had befallen
Jerusalem, this sect made for the desert to live
their lives separate from “The Others”. The
Essenes held to an apocalyptic view of Messiah.

WAY-FOLLOWERS

Known as H’Notzrim by the Judeans, this upstart
band of brothers followed their master, Yeshua,
even after his crucifixion by Rome and continued
on as a strictly Jewish sect until around 125 CE.
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My long-standing obsession with all

things apothecary and alchemical

began with THE ELDER SCROLLS game,
MoRrROWIND. I was fascinated by

the fact that in the game you could gather
reagents and solvents and whip up potions

to mend yourself and poisons to maim

others. I even had a scaled down chemistry
lab in my house for experiments. For potions
of course. (Jertainly not for poisons —

at least none that I care to admit to.
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ONCE UPON A TIME,

I played a video game for so long in one
sitting I was seeing red numbers in my
sleep. ‘But the most significant indicator
that I needed a break was when I tried
to pyro-blast a ninja-lootin’ cop who
wrote me a ticket for walking across the

railroad tracks instead of the crosswalk.

Obviously my magicka pool had been
depleted because be slapped a ticket into
my curled right band, oblivious to the
amount of deep concentration that dual-
casting requires. I\ evermind the cost
of training the spell in the first place!




CURRENT QL

THE FIHAL Jo

© vawioc | picusoge | accoroget | oo







THE MASSIVE AUROCH BULL STOOD

chewing its cud as it always had before. But this time, it was facing east rather than staring
Isaac in the face like a mindless mule. Like before, the bull stood upon the brazen altar in
Jerusalem. Isaac could see the order of Levites lined up behind the animal at the base of the
altar. But tonight, something rather peculiar happened. Rising slowly from the other side of
the bull was a silver menorah — each of its seven branches tipped with a red rooster feather.
It wasn’t until he came to realize that the menorah was attached to the head of a woman
draped in white robes that Isaac began wishing he was somewhere else. Her head was covered
in a white, linen scarf that wrapped around and concealed her lips. In fact, the only portion
of her face not shrouded were two sapphire-eyes sunk deep into a face as pale as the moon.
Once the deathly-white maiden had ascended the steps of the altar, the Auroch was the
only thing separating the two participants in what was slowly becoming a nightmare.
And just when Isaac thought it couldn’t get any worse the atmosphere took on a sinister
tone. The fabled Levite choir began singing with the fullness of ten legions of angels —
in Latin. Isaac felt sick. The woman stared icy-shards into his soul and spoke in three
different tongues with the voices of two men and one woman. Though Isaac only

recognized one language, all three slithered their chilling counsel around his heart.

HIGHEST ABOVE, WE OFFER YOU THE BLOOD
OF THIS ANIMAL IN EXCHANGE FOR THE
FORGIVENESS OF THE SINS COMMITTED BY
THIS TREACHEROUS YOUNG BOY. PLEASE
ACCEPT OUR HUMBLE OFFERING EVEN AS HE
REJECTS YOUR HOLY DECREES!

FROM ISAAC THE ROMAN | JOHN SILVER | 2010-2013
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325 CE

WHILE THE HEBREW ROOTS MOVEMENT

in the West appears to be marching to the beat of its Evangelical counterpart,
something new is stirring in the East. As much as a reinterpretation of ancient
forms of music and worship can be called ‘new’. Even more significant is
the method of this exploration. In an effort to combine authenticity with art,
young l|sraelis are reaching over the wall. This unique form of collaboration
can only be found in places like Israel. It's true that Western artists are not
strangers to cross-cultural collaboration. World music icon, Peter Gabriel,
has built an entire record label around the idea. But while Gabriel and others
scour the world looking for undiscovered musicians, only people like Yuval
Ron actually risk their reputations — and even their freedom — by partnering
with Iranian Muslims, Palestinian Christians and Orthodox Jews. In Israel,
just getting a musician through a checkpoint for rehearsal can be an ordeal.



WHEN | WAS A DESIGNER AT COSTCO
WHOLESALE, 1 USED TO SIT THROUGH
THESE PRODUCTION MEETINGS EVERY
MORNING. JUST TO PASS THE TIME (NOT
THAT I WASN'T LISTENING, OF COURSE!),
I WOULD DOODLE THE HOUR AWAY.
THE ILLUSTRATION ON THE RIGHT OVER
THERE CAME FROM A ROUGH PATTERN
OF SWIRLS AND LEAVES | HAD DRAWN

ON THE BACK OF A PRODUCTION BOARD.
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Bencath this tree, behind thi
I've found a place to watch
I'm safely uninvolved

You are always there to draw me out
I'm a soul enslaved within this vidous doud
The rain becomes my savior

Don’t draw me out, don't call me out again
Let me dream of things impossible and close my
eyes 10 the anger of the sun.

Deny my breath, refuse your own
You've found a place to cause the sky to fall
I'm fearfully withdrawn.

Inside again, reside again
You'ne 80 angry when you'ne on the outside
The rain withdraws its favor.

Don't draw me cut, don't tear me out again
Let me dream of things impossible and cdose my
cars to the calling of the sun.

JDY LENDS A KIND OF

Inside | hide from blewe,
In here, secure from shame.
Don’t try to shatier my defenses.

IO OUR SURROUNDINGS Qutside i's mssch o cold toddey,
ma L e Out there pry valor slips sway
1 meed to keep within those fenoes.

Don'tdeaw me out, don't rip me out again
Lot me dream of things impossible and cdose my
heart to the warming of the sun.

After a great deal of thought and prayer, |
have decided to go on histus. | am letting
go of all of my creative endeavors, both
professionally and personally to wri

what | hope will become the culi

of everything I have kearned my short W
year journey here on earth. Thank you'all
for 12 years of design business and for all
of the fan support for the Fallenbrooke
project which remains unfinished. It's béen
a hell of an experience! | will get in touch
with each of you who have stood beside
me throughout this season of change.

Both johnsilveronline.com and
fallenbrooke.com will remain live sites
but will not be updated. Please feel
free to contact me at the links below.
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Rev. Donald R. Silver

THE TWO OPENING
TRACKS ON THIS ALBUM
HOLD SPECIAL MEANING

FOR ME. | WROTE THE
FIRST SONG IN THE
HOURS FOLLOWING MY
FATHER'S PASSING. HE
WAS FOND OF THE
ORGAN, UILLEANN PIPES
AND BILLY GRAHAM.
THE NEXT SONG WAS

WRITTEN SHORTLY

THEREAFTER. 1 WAS
AWAKENED BY A DREAM

WHERE I FELT SCARED
AND ALONE. JUST
BEFORE WAKING UP 1
SAW MY DAD'S FACE ~ HE
TURNED TO ME AND

SAID, "NOT YET, SON -

Wait for the Dawn."



WAITING FOR THE DAWN I

THE ARRIVAL

RUSH IN; IT'S YOUR FOR THE TAKING

LAST CHANGE BETTER SWALLOW IT DOWN

BREATH IN THE CIRCUMSTANCES

YOU ONLY WANT WHAT YOU HAVEN'T YET FOUND
YOU'RE FREE TO BE WHO YOU COULD NEVER BE
WALKING SOFTLY WITH YOUR FEET ON THE GROUND
COME ON IN THE DOOR’'S WIDE OPEN

JUST LEAVE YOUR HEAD OUTSIDE -

COME TAKE YOUR HEART FOR A RIDE

WAIT FOR THE DAWN
MISUNDERSTANDING IS JUST
ANOTHER DOOR LOCKED WITHIN
WAIT FOR THE DAWN

NO USE PREDENDING

THAT YOU WILL EVER

FIND ANOTHER WAY HOME

WAIT FOR THE DAWN

YOU CAN'T STAY FOREVER

AND YOU CAN'T START OVER AGAIN
WAIT FOR THE DAWN

(ANOTHER LIFE FLIES OVER
WHEN THE DARK SETS IN :
EVERYBODY WAITS WHEN THE

REST NOW: | KNOW YOU ARE WEARY
EVERY ONE NEEDS A SECOND-OR TWO
HEARTS FORGED IN THE FIRES OF HEAVEN

YOU'RE FREE TO SEE WHAT YOU HAVE NEVER SEEN
EYES OPEN AND THE SENTINEL GONE ——
WELCOME HOME! THE FIRE'S STILL BURNING
JUST LEAVE YOUR LIFE OUTSIDE -
PUT ON THESE GARMENTS OF LIGHT












27 YEARS AGO, | FOUND MYSELF SITTING BEHIND A
‘DRUM KIT IN A STUDIO FOR THE VERY FIRST TIME

ﬁ\ﬁ ;@ = ‘.
Ng By - B

v o] -',,....
Aed 1I-

THAT SAID. LAST YEAR | DID SOMETHING |
NEVER THOUGHT I'D DO; | BEGAN MENTORING
ANOTHER DRUMMER. AS OF LAST WEEK, THA1
SAME DRUMMER, CHRISTIAN THOMPSON, SA1
'DOWN AND RECORDED HIS FIRST DRUM TRACKS

THE UPCOMING ALBUM, ‘INTO THE EVERAFTER' IS MY
FIRST ATTEMPT AT COLLABORATING WITH OTHER
MUSICIANS ON MY OWN PROJECT. CHRISTIAN
BROKE GROUND BY BEING THE FIRST ONE OUT OF
THE OTHER 23 MUSICIANS INTO THE STUDIO TC
KICK OFF THIS YEAR-LONG RECORDING PROCESS

— JUNE 2015



WHEN IT COMES TO MESSIANIC JUDAISM

One of the things

I noticed right off the bat was this cloak-and-dagger
atmosphere surrounding messianic scholarship. In
Israel, you might understand the precautions Fewish
(Christians take given the vitriol they are often subjected
to by anti-missionaries there. ‘But in the §tates, it can seem
a bit arrogant — even paranoid. Inquiries for information
even as mundane as a statement of faith are met with
suspicion. SMessianic congregations in general are atreat
for the senses. The music, the tradition, the symbolism
and the liturgy seem warmer and more celebratory than
many of the evangelical services I grew up in. However,
there tends to be an accompanying snobbery that comes
with it; “You say Jesus we say YESHUA. ENot stopping
to think that in the larger story, both eupbemisms are wrong.
eAfterall, Jesus was bis Greek/Latin name, YESHUA was
bis street name; The name his mom and dad gave him.







THE SKINNY
s -

Studies have shown
that reduced-fat drinks
may not be as filling
therefore consumers end
up compensating for the
lack of calories by eating
or drinking more. We
need a certain amount
of calories in our bodies,
people! Say it together:

“Breve! Breve! Breve!”

pel



#32 - THE DRUG OF CHOICE

........................................................................................................................ .

Caffeine, like nicotine, is a stimulant. Throw 30mg of e Adderall into
the mix andyou have arecipe for a300-pagenovel writtenin 60 minutes
or less. You can compose a concerto in a day or so and paint a few
dozen 10x10° canvases inside of a week. eAlright, I'm not saying they
any of them will be perfect works of art but the story unfolds the same
way. I know these things because I have undertaken all three artistic
feats under the influence those same three drugs (before you start
chanting ‘meth-bead’ you should know that the latter was prescribed
by a reputable physician). Sitting bere at a coffeebouse in Seattle,
it’s interesting to see more than a _few writers pecking away on their
laptops and a bandful of filmmakers pouring over a script. Eventually,
I think I'll write a book about all of the things you see and hear in a
place like this. That is, once I get all the other projects off my plate.

JOURNAL ENTRY, SEATTLE, SEPT. 2011




THE AREA KNOWN AS
THE FERTILE CRESCENT
INCLUDES MESOPOTAMIA,
THE LAND IN AND
AROUND THE TIGRIS AND

EUPHRATES RIVERS.



'SMOKE BY DAY; WE FOLLOW FIRE
WE WALK AMONG BRONZE SERPENTS; DELIVERED FROM
UP FROM THE DEEPEST VALLEY INTO THE MOUNTAIN A
WE CARRY HEAVY STONES; WE BUILD A CITY THERE

FROM THE DUST; FORMED BY HAND
FROM THE GARDEN; COMES THE MAN
ACROSS THE ogAN UPON THE SAND
THEN UP THE MOUNTAIN; TO | FOLLOW -






IT’S COLD. DAMN COLD! AND WHEN YOU ARE THE FIRST TO GET

eﬁ THERE - ARRIVING BEFORE THE SCORES OF CATHOLIC FAITHFUL
- IT CAN MEAN THE START OF A PERFECT DAY. UNTIL YOU STEP

INTO THAT WATER. I BAPTIZED CORBIN IN THE JORDAN ON HIS

I3TH BIRTHDAY. IT REALLY WAS UNMEASURABLE IN TERMS OF
BEAUTY AND PERSONAL SIGNIFICANCE. BUT I CAN HONESTLY
SAY THAT I'VE NEVER SEEN A KID ACKNOWLEDGE JESUS AS HIS
LORD AND SAVIOR, GO INTO FULL IMMERSION AND COME OUT

OF THE WATER AND INTO A HOT SHOWER FASTER IN MY LIFE!
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' wot really sure hen my penchont for
found-obects started. 5 begur nsing them in
artiorh requfor(y after 3 fod on nrgent
request from o desigm cfient o create
pachaging for o recpeled both accessories
produet [ine being sofd exclusively af Fred
Weger. Sor inmagery, F actually remember
peeling off o [eaf that fad hitched o ride on
the bottont my shoe. § scommed if inv axd if
became the cemtraf mage for the thofe fime.
Ghings [ihe thot bow't hopper bery ofter ~
batt tofert thep do if makes me smile and toke

myself less seronsly, Ghat’s nof o bad thing.



WHEN WE WAKE, WE
WONDER WHERE WE WILL
WALK. WHILE WE WALK,
WE WONDER WHAT WE
WILL WITNESS. WHEN WE

WITNESS, WE WONDER WHO
WE WILL WELCOME. WHILE
WE WELCOME, WE WONDER
WHAT WE WANTED. WHEN
WE WANT, WE WONDER
WHY WE WOKE.

— APRIL 14, 2010






There are many who would call their mother a 'hero’ In the absence of a
father (or in his presence if he is not much of one), a mother can serve as
the sole inspiration for a child who many consider to be a dreamer. My
mom was a classical pianist whose teacher and mentor owned some of the
only original Mozart notations in existence. Dr. Hans Moldenhauer was
a German-born pianist and composer. My mother came under his tutelage
at the age of five. By the time she was 17, Dr. Moldenhauer had created a
protégé and was ready to take her to Carnegie Hall. But then a man named
Donald came along. He proposed to her. Moldenhauer's heart was broken.
He called my mom’s grandmother (who was raising her) and begged her to
'talk sense to Donna'’. My great grandmother refused to stand in the way of
love. Though she didn't know it at the time, my mother had chosen a life of
heartache over a life of prestige and notoriety. She chose to suffer quietly.
She is the exception to the rule. She is not a hero. She is the voice of God
on earth in my ears (and my soul). She didn't ask for the job. God just gave
her a child with a terminal illness (at least by medical standards in the
70's). Not only did she have to watch over me but she did so while working
as an ER nurse’s aid at the hospital where I spent the first four years of my
life. She remained focused on providing care to patients and managed to
maintain a professional rapport with doctors and nurses even as her son
lay dying in the next room. Technically, this would be a conflict of interest
but her bosses and co-workers allowed (and all but ran interference for) the
inconvenience. It seems I was a popular distraction for more than a few of
them. But more pressing demands on my mothers patience would come as
I grew older. Even after the miraculous recovery, darker days lay ahead.










| = "4 —)
WHY MAN MUST FIND HIS WAY THROUGH THE DARKNESS LEFT BY THOSE
H
O CAME BEFORE. A DARKNESS LEFT BY THOSE WHO NOW LIVE FAR
BEYOND THE REACH OF FISTED HANDS AND POINTED FINGERS

TO CARRY ON, HE MUST LOOK INTO HIS OWN HE AR

INTO THE DARKNESS, IT WILL BECOME A FLAME

AND ONCE THE FLAME, SMALL AND INADEQUATE AS IT APPEARS, HAS
BANISHED WHAT LITTLE DARKNESS IT CAN, AND JUST BEFORE THE FLAME
BEGINS TO SPUTTER AND FADE, THE MAN WILL OBSERVE A CURIOUS WONDER,;
IN THE LIGHT THAT REMAINS, HE WILL BEGIN TO SEE THE FACES OF OTHERS
PRESSING IN ON HIM. OTHERS CARRYING THEIR OWN FADING FLAMES. IF THE
MAN IS FORTUNATE, HE WILL COME TO REALIZE THAT HIS WAS NEVER A
SOLITARY SPARK. AND IN THAT MOMENT, THE SPARK THAT BECAME A FLAME
WILL BECOME A FIRE. ONLY THEN CAN THE JOURNEY TRULY BEGIN.






‘Heaven

IS NOT FOR ME.

NOT THE PLACE THAT WAS DESCRIBED
FOR ME AS I GREW UP ANYWAY.
Fluffy clouds; looking up, I've seen my fill
of the under-bellies of plenty of them just by
nature of living in Seattle. I can’t imagine
how things could look any different topside.
Harps; they remind me of new age, crystal-
carrying enchantresses who play weddings and
rotary halls for extra cash. Gold is overrated
and my surname renders any celebration of its
worth a conflict of interest. ‘Recently, I've
been delving deep into the Fewish concept of
the afterlife. This version suggests that we
aren’t going ‘up there’ at all. Heaven is coming
to us. “The World to Come’ is a healed world.
eAn earth restored to its former glory. It is
Home’ without talking snakes and forbidden
fruit and curious children who pluck the
latter baving given the former an audience.
Gan &den (The Garden in Eden) was always
a place I wanted to live. To my delight (and
surprise) Eden 2.0 will be even better than
its predecessor. Since my discovery of the
possibility of this sort of afterlife, my sadness
for the ones I love who bave crossed over the
ancient rivers into Paradise bhas turned to
hope. MYy fear of death bas diminished and
now only the fear of any pain that might
come before it remains. — Arxir 2010






Written in loving memory of my perplexing, frustrating, confusing, at times
disappointing yet always well-meaning father, REv. DONALD R. SILVER.

DEDICATED TO MY MOTHER, DONNA, WHO HAS BATTLED AND BEATEN
CANCER AND WHO CONTINUES TO OUTWIT THE DEALER OF THE HAND OF
CARDS SHE’S BEEN PLAYING SINCE CHILDHOOD - IF NOT JUST TO KEEP HER
CHILDREN OUT OF TROUBLE. ALSO TO MY INSPIRING, FAITHFUL, HILARIOUS,
TALENTED, GOOD-FOR-NOTHING, YET ETERNALLY-BLOOD-BOUND SIBLINGS
AND EXTENDED FAMILY; INATHAN SILVER, MATTHEW SILVER, HEATHER
SiLvER (PARKER); CORBIN, CALEB, CELINA, CHRISTIAN, ALYSSA, BENJAMIN;
Ricu, Mikg, RANDY AND KERRI. TO MY YOUNGEST-OLDEST BEST FRIENDS
SINCE BIRTH; NNATE (AND REBECcA) MILDREN AND KiMMmIE CORRELL
(OLSEN). AND FINALLY, MY PASTOR AND FRIEND, AARON THOMPSON AND MY

RABBI AND HEBREW MENTOR, OSCAR RICHARDSON.

Without all of you, I would be without all of you. ‘But more to the point, I
would be an unbappy bermit carving cryptic pbrases into the walls of a one-
room cabin in the woods. THANK YOU, EVERYONE.



ALL OF THE ARTWORK AND JOURNAL ENTRIES IN THIS BOOK WERE CREATED BY

AND REMAIN THE PROPERTY OF JOHN J. SILVER (© 2012). THE LosT BOOK OF JouN

LOGO AND ALL OF ITS ITERATIONS ARE RESISTED TRADEMARKS OF 30 SHEKELS
ProjecTs™, LTD. ALL COPY AND WRITTEN WORKS, EXCEPT WHERE QUOTES ARE
ATTRIBUTED BY NAME, BELONG TO JOHN SILVER AND 30 SHEKELS PROJECTS™,

Ltp. FOR GENERAL INQUIRIES AND BOOKING PLEASE CONTACT THE AUTHOR.

_]OHN@THELOSTBOOKOFJOHN.COM WWW.THELOSTBOOKOFJOHN.COM
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Hey, GEntus! THIS IS THE BACK OF THE BOOK. THERE’S NOTHING HERE. ALL THE WORDS AND PICTURES ARE ON THE INSIDE. WHAT’S THAT? YOU'RE
LOOKING FOR PUBLISHING LOGOS? LIKE I'D MESS UP PERFECTLY GOOD LEATHER WITH A LOGO. TURN THE BOOK OVER AND OPEN IT UP AGAIN BEFORE
SOMEONE SEES YOU. }IONES'I LY, THOUGH I APPRECIATE YOUR DEDICATION TO THE ART WORLD. TIIANKS FOR THAT. NOW, THEN...THE BOOK...TURN IT OVER.
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