Ode to a Friend Living in the Embrace of Paradox
(Thirteen ways of looking at dis-ease)
For JR
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The end of his meditations was sudden, though it was foretold in certain signs.
First (after a long drought) a faraway cloud on a hill, light and rapid as a bird;
then, toward the south, the sky which had the rose colour of the leopard's mouth;
then the smoke which corroded the metallic nights; finally, the panicky flight of
the animals. For what was happening had happened many centuries ago.
-Jorge Luis Borges

There have been many ends of the world. Fears and claims of the curtain’s close
often arise around the seams of political events and natural calamities as well as
perceived time, the cleaving of centuries and millennia thinning confidence in the
absolute, too-close readings of ancient architectures and too-little understanding
of more recent languages. Each instance of uncertainty in the future creates a
porous moment, where all things static and straitened are allowed to rise and
separate, gravity lulling imperceptibly and allowing a breath. In these moments,
any landing is possible.
The origin of the term cognitive dissonance is rooted in the psychological study of
a small UFO religion called the Seekers, whose prophecy was foretold through a
practice of automatic writing by Dorothy Martin of Chicago. In the mid-century,
true believers in the planet Clarion and its warning message prepared for the
world’s ending through a great flood. When the sun rose on December 21 of 1954,
the Seekers were forced to reconcile reality with false promises, sitting in the
discomfort of that in-between state. The everydayness of cognitive dissonance,
our continual re-acquaintance with the calibration of perspective, might be seen
as a gift. In l'heure entre chien et loup, when shadows distort and the ends and
beginnings of a day meet in a point of infinity, we can know simultaneously abyss,
a miss, listless stirring; “I could be bounded in a nutshell and count myself a King
of infinite space.” This “hour”, when canine approaches lupine, foreshadows a
return to anterior states of consciousness. Dominant senses change, privileging
diffuse feeling over visual acuity; digressing into the creeping fog that lives
between desire and consummation, feral, shedding the familiar. What are we
afraid of?
In the apocalypses of art history, the picture plane is divided: heaven on one side,
hell on the other, and in the sliver of the middle is judgement. Whether a utopian
or pessimistic heralding of the future, the intermediate is a space that breeds
hybridity, where inventive logic and inter-species commingling might occur. Just
as in a Boschian Hell, the world and its beings merge and expand, alien and
sapien; a man with the limbs of a tree, flayed skin fusing with a cloud, a bird
whose beak is the lower half of the human body it swallowed. In this hour shared
between dog and wolf, an apple shrinks and springs forth a flowering of mould. An
old house splits and peels, softening into the ground. A cirrhotic liver decompensates. Tiny rips appear in the muscle of the coronary wall. Spiderlike vessels

spread across the skin. A murmuration of birds break apart from the landscape,
rhythmically joining and separating in fluid calamity, existing at once as both
open and closed, many and one.
Within this magical hour, the dimension of time limits us. Loosening the grip on
linear certainty, relaxing capitalism’s perceptual and linguistic chokehold on
temporality, we might not have to capture and revisit time, save or waste it,
measure it and spend it. It would no longer be able to get away from us, becoming
immediate only upon death; intangibility, proprioceptively, resisting fixity. What
might lurking malaise disclose if we observed it without fear? If the infinite
possibility of portent was banal? If stimulation of the vagus nerve induced no
parasympathy? Would it mean passive unease as a refuge from the lurking
formless behemoth threat of contemporary atomised fear (See Appendix)? A place
of silence or a place of screaming? Or is that just the wind?
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Appendix of Potential Threats*
Aging
Agoraphobia
Asteroid impact
Being a stranger
Bioterrorism
Bread and butter pericarditis
Cauliflower ear
Chocolate cyst
Cyber intelligence
Dangerous animals
Dark night of the soul
Depersonalization
Derealization
Drowning
Economic crash
Ego-death
Emotional blackmail
Ennui
Environmental degradation
Experimental technology accident
Geomagnetic reversal
Global pandemic
Hostile aliens

Human overpopulation
Indifferent medicine
Loss of autonomy
Loss of objective consciousness
Loss of vision
Malware
Megatsunami
Mineral resource exhaustion
Monoculture
Naturally arising pathogens and
Neobiota
Nihilism
Nuclear war
Nutmeg liver
Piracy
Popcorn ileitis
Russia
Sleep deprivation
Solar flare
Strawberry cervix
Supercaldera
Superintelligent AI
Water scarcity

*Symptoms
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