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PREAMBLE

When the shadow of the sash appeared on the curtains it was between
seven and eight o’clock and then I was in time again, hearing the
watch. It was Grandfather’s and when Father gave it to me he said,
Quentin, I give you the mausoleum of all hope and desire; it’s rather
excruciatingly apt that you will use it to gain the reducto absurdum
of all human experience which can fit your individual needs no better
than it fitted his or his father’s. I give it to you not that you may
remember time, but that you might forget it now and then for a moment
and not spend all your breath trying to conquer it. Because no battle
is ever won he said. They are not even fought. The field only reveals
to man his own folly and despair, and victory is an illusion of
philosophers and fools.1

It was well known that the shadows liked to think of the shapes as time pieces. Not
clocks or watches or digital displays of numbers but as instruments to visualise time as
experienced inside the mind.

This at least had been the shadow’s intention when the first drawing of the first shape
had been scribbled in the dust, as again it was when a more advanced version of that
same shape had been carefully rendered on the walls of the caves that ran down the
northern edge of the barren plateau.

Unlike the swirling mass of buffalo at Altamira the drawings made by the shadows in
those dank caves had been executed using steel rules and set squares. This use of
technical drawing instruments was understood by the shadows to be an aid in ensuring
the mimetic translation from the drawings to the finished article, the finished article
being a three dimensional version of the shape they had designed. Of course Altamira’s
buffalo were not drawn so as to be more readily realised as three dimensional forms, or
at least not as far as we know; however, the shadows in their foreknowledge of the
buffalo drawings felt a desire to signify this knowledge and this desire was translated
into the ruled line and angled projection of the drawn shapes that said to the shadows
‘we know what we are drawing and we know we are drawing it, our line is the line of
self-consciousness’.

The shadows’ attitude towards their work and the signifying values that they had
attributed to their choice of drawing style, belied an understanding of those ‘gestural’
buffalo drawings, indicating an incapacity in the shadows to embody the life of another
and an inability to understand the working methods and ‘gestural’ marks made by the
indigenous cave dwellers of Altamira as signifying in their own right.

The shadows were designers and potential creators of the shapes in their drawings;
where as the cave dwellers of Altamira were, as far as the shadows were concerned,
draftsmen, drawing that which already existed, merely masters of mimetic translation,
not inventors of form. This fell in line with the shadows’ understanding of themselves as
originators and conveyors of knowledge and things, as the precursor to and inventors of
a language. Thus the desire to create a shape to visualise time as experienced inside the
mind was a desire to explain consciousness, their consciousness, as shadows and all that
this meant to them.

                                                  
1 William Faulkner: The Sound and the Fury.  Vintage Classics, 1995, page 63.
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NORTH

There's a giant doing cartwheels a statue wearin' high heels
Look at all the happy creatures dancing on the lawn.2

The shadows imagined arriving by night and in their reverie they witnessed this:

The shapes had been set up tableau-like on a plain, sparse and arid. The ground level was
consistent for some distance; the sky, inky black, hung draping and murky, caressing and
relieving the stunted growth of the daylight hours.

Against the ground, vast and abundant overlapping pocket within pocket came the
shadows.

The plateau, a desolate vista, stretched a good few miles from east to west and maybe
double that from north to south. Along the northern fringes of the plain the ground rose
sharply. Punctured by sharply protruding angles of rocky deposit the incline fast became a
rock face that twisted and turned, its inverted bellows receding into mildewed concave
carapaces, the hard crystalline surface of which overflowed with a mossy lichen that
threatened to obscure the cliffs’ irregular patina, rendering it from a distance a mottled
wall of slate grey and sappy ochre. It was caves set deep within this hardened volcanic
protrusion that housed the hard edged scribbling of the Shadows.

To the east the landscape was less formidable and provided a good access point to the
plateau from the surrounding villages and towns from which the shadows ventured after
night fall. To the south and the west was a large lake fed by the mountain rain and natural
brooks that seemed to never cease to flow, caressing the rock face as they meandered ever
declining and descending into the serene watery mirror of the lake.

The ground that made up the plateau, much of it rocky like the cliff by which it was
sheltered, was high in rare minerals and various in its hues of sienna and rich glossy
umbers that would turn almost maroon in the warm sunlight yet push towards a velvety
black at dusk. From this earth the shadows obtained knowledge of the pigments and metal
ores contained within the soil, feeding on the landscape like a bee feeds on a flower.

But the shadows were not interested in removing actual matter from the plateau. For rather
than physically collecting and removing the soil’s riches the shadows would analyse the
make up of the ground by touching and smelling the composting minutiae as they glided
across it, gathering data for the grand construction of the time piece, their time piece.

But it was that natural time piece, the sun, that split the shadows’ eyelids as they awoke
from their phantasmagorical trance to approach the breach of a new day.

                                                  
2 John Fogerty, Creedence Clearwater Revival: Lookin’ out my Backdoor from Cosmo’s Factory, 1970.
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NORTHEAST

Becoming is temporality, and the representation of a form in the
process of becoming will necessarily be in a state of flux between
consummation and decay, between genesis and destruction. The
decomposition of a figure or a material is just another way of
formulating the genesis of a new material and a new figure.3

The shadows and the objects to which they attached themselves had a changeable
relationship.  Sometimes it was a docile, supple tango, demanding the shadows pay close
attention to the objects’ contours, pulling themselves into shapes that complimented the
objects’ forms. On other occasions the shadows would struggle to keep up with the
movement of the sun relative to the objects by and through which they were defined.
This was for reasons due mostly to tiredness and fatigue, sometimes disinterest and
occasionally depression; the upshot of this miscalculation resulting in a truncated pool
of murk, akin to a deflated balloon, sloshing abjectly against the base of its sculpted kin.
It would be worth noting here that at some point or other during the eternity of those
long days this more relaxed, less controlled relationship between shadow and object was
inevitable; thus, as the hours waned the shadows became perceptibly less taught and
increasingly fuzzy at the edges.

But it was not much fun rotating around the same object day after day. The shadows
sought freedom, not so much from work for they were not work shy, but from
monotony. For hidden beneath layers of self-denial that fostered feelings of hopelessness
and grief at their misfortune, existed in the shadows cerebral cortex, a glimmer of some
half hope that accounted for a determination that prevented them from slipping out of
existence all together.

Since there were a number of myths that had circulated across the centuries that told of
a time when the shadows’ forefathers roamed as freewheeling hunters, tied to no fixed
point, relatively fearless and comparatively free. These myths were talked about only in
the vaguest terms, the most deflated tones and the most wistful terminology. If the
shadows really thought hard they could remember a time when they weren’t tied to such
a predictable existence but the details of this time, outside of any mythical rendering of
past events, were considered forgotten.

So for as long as they could remember the shadows had obediently danced and fidgeted
in time with the movement of the earth, the sun and the silvery moon, attaching
themselves to form like limpets to rocks, reluctantly coveting the shelter that this
coupling provided. It was a reluctance born out of a frustrated desire to be on the move.
A desire to move in a straight line and to keep on going until they chose otherwise.
Cyclical movement, like that of the wheel, A to B and back again, or rather not even
back but forward, and not even forward but back, was not how they thought and was
not how their memory was structured. Their minds were full of marauding thoughts
and ghosts of thoughts that played tricks on each other whilst inventing supposed facts
out of parts of themselves that they were yet to know.

                                                  
3 Maria Fabricius Hansen: Figurations of Nature from Per Kirkeby: Louisiana 2008 published by
Louisiana Museum of Modern Art, Denmark. The catalogue accompanied Kirkeby's one-person
exhibition at the museum of the same name, published 2009, page 158.
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They longed to escape the cyclical life that seemed to have been assigned to them and to
recreate the existence they hoped had preceded this purgatory.

It seemed to them a matter of comprehension. Their lives were defined and orchestrated
by the throw of light, the contortions they underwent were expressions of this condition
and the throw of light was at the mercy of time. To comprehend would be to reveal and
to reveal they felt they must construct something which was ‘of shadow’, a space of their
own inside a world that had all but deserted them.

Thus they come to the conclusion that an object designed by them that allowed light,
their perpetrator, to fall over and through it in as manifold a way as possible would help
them better understand times’ relationship with light and maybe at the same time
supply them with a key to release them from their shackles.

So began a period of industry and preparation. Notes were made and passed between
neighbouring shadows. Drawings were circulated detailing ideas of what the form
should look like and how it should be built whilst the accelerated buzz of excited
discussion revealed knowledge of a plateau not to far from town upon which  the time
pieces could be built. The plateau was not merely a convenient construction site, it had
fabulously chimerical connotations. For a plateau, much like the one in question,
appeared in nearly all of the myths, flanked by dark caves and cooled by the waters of a
vast lake; to build on that ground would be like re-entering history and shaping the fate
and passage of a species.

So it was decided: one night, when the clouds were thick and the shadows less visible,
more able to leave the arbour of their shelter, more convinced of themselves; that they
would strike out for the plateau and conjoin with the swirling mix of earth, sky and
rock, pock marking this blackness with their own swirling darkness that would
otherwise have enveloped all.
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EAST

White the pages of the world below. Like the traces of tiny animals
in the snow, the scribbles of what I knew as a child. Nobody else
could read them here.4

 As soon as the sun disappeared behind the line were earth became sky the shadows
began their journey to the plateau.

Unhooking themselves from their master object like a coat from a peg they slid like
globules of oil across a warm skillet, hurrying away in stealth and anticipation.

They merged on the outskirts of town, rivulets of darkness mutating into streams,
shining like ice in the warmth of a newly formed dusk.

Their movement when dismembered was akin to a river in slow motion: an overlapping
and unfolding so manifold in its undulating complexity that it was hard to perceive
anything at all other than perhaps a change in the density of the air and an intense but
minute vibration akin to the movement of the eyes when asleep.

The transition of the shadows’ place in space was mesmeric and as they went they made
a noise. It was a noise and not a song or a hymn since there was no melody and no
rhythm to speak of. No beat accompanied by no harmony; least none that was
perceivable on first hearing. It was more like the call of an animal in pain than anything
human in origin. It was the growl of a lion, the chewing of leaves and the croaking of
frogs, but jumbled, so that the croak appeared to come from the jaws of the lion whilst
maintaining the duration and intensity of the growl, and the growl seemed to emanate
from the frog in short sharp bursts of vigorous severity, all disseminated against the
cacophony of foliage munching as if the scene had been transferred to the inside of the
mouth of a champing mule.

It would have been impossible to count the shadows not least because they were barely
perceptible in the gloom but because they were so abundant. The plateau now appeared
seamless with the lake as it hugged the shoreline of shadows. They shimmered, both, in
the moribund moon like a glacial drift, so fill was the landscape with contorting
aberrations.

When the bustle had died down and the shadows had found space enough to relax and
settle a single vibration came sharp and piercing from around the middle of the plateau.
The shadows were speaking. The sound spread, sending a convulsive quiver amongst the
congregation.

The shadows separated.

Most headed towards the relative shelter of the cliff face whilst a minority, say three
hundred at most, moved silently towards the centre of the plateau. The shadows at the
foot of the cliff began to form a throng that interned all but the periphery. Some
mounted the backs of others whilst all but a few, who operated as look outs, huddled
together like animals to preserve heat and stimulate rest. The shadows were so flat that
the majority of this scuffle took place at ground level or just a few millimetres above it,
stratifying the forms like ore on both the vertical and horizontal axis. Here they waited
whilst the shadows that had moved towards the centre of the plateau lay themselves out,
several feet apart, as if waiting to be executed.
                                                  
4 John Berger: Once in Europa, John Berger and Patricia Macdonald Bloomsbury, 1999, page 14.
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SOUTH

Of late there had been much debate amongst the shadows as to how best embody the
essence of time within this three dimensional form. They had consulted other shapes on
the matter, most notably objects that displayed evidence of time within their make up,
such as a rock washed smooth by the churning of the sea as well as the internal recesses
of a pocket, picked and poked at for years but ultimately never really seen, more often
than not surrendering its lint rich patina to the charity shop, clothes bank or bin. These
consultations usually took place in a mutually convenient location such as the shore line,
for instance, or the back of the bottom drawer of a locked cupboard.

But it was not simply the presentation of time as manifest in physical appearance that
the shadows were keen to capture; it was also the profundity of time’s passing. Thus the
shadows had cause to consult other more imaginative time-dependent mechanisms such
as the zoetrope. For it was mechanisms such as this that allowed room for the
imagination to expand the significance of time’s passing, relaxing the mind in turn and
thus putting it at one with the spinning of the planets and the movement of the seas.

Most of the shadows’ had first hand experience of the zoetrope in motion, for they would
regularly settle down in the window of the town’s local toy shop and spin the cylindrical
drum after hours, peering in through the vertical peep holes by the dreary light of the
crescent moon.

Overall the Shadows were impressed by the richness of the zoetrope’s rhythm and
pleased by its cyclical motion but they were dissatisfied with its resort to depictions of
illusion which they deemed duplicitous. This dislike was clearly problematic since
without illusion there would be no zoetrope, only rotation; but this idea, rotation
without illusion, opened up a train of thought that proved an ideal starting point for a
philosophical investigation into time’s passing and its relationship to the world of
objects. For if there could be such a thing as rotation without illusion then the shadows
would be free. But how to stop the illusion of the effect of light hitting an object and
supposedly producing a shadow without losing light and plunging the world into
darkness?

Or, how to stop the action being associated with the effect? For if light could be allowed
to hit an object without the expectation of a shadow crawling from beneath its base like
a sulking penumbra then shadows could return to the life of the wild.

Of course the illusion generated by a zoetrope is not the same as the illusion to which the
shadows had to succumb to each day; but they did bear one striking resemblance and
that was that both were dependent on rotation. They were also of course both dependent
on light but whereas light was the thing that enabled vision in the case of the zoetrope,
the holes in the side of the drum acting as portals for sight as well as light,  light was the
depressing, deadening force that kept the shadows in their place.

The shadows’ dislike of the zoetrope’s use of illusion was backed up by their dislike of
the toys presentation of time, relying as it did on such a temporal form of motion, and in
the knowing that the motion required to generate that presentation was external to the
experience it described, that of needing to be spun by an outside force. The devil’s wheel
was both static object and picture show. One minute it appeared to show a couple
dancing or a horse jumping through a burning hoop followed by a lion, only to return to
a static image once the spinning had ceased, an image that didn’t always line up with the
peephole, leaving a rupture in the sequence and a schism in time.
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A time line generated by an external force, which once set in motion is unable to sustain
its drive or maintain its narrative using the means at its own disposal, was a concept the
shadows were not willing to accept. For they had lived that life as long as they could
remember, begrudgingly maintaining an illusion of complicity and reliance on the
continuous rotation of the sun. Their life and the means by which they lived were
deemed to be constructed, determined and sustained by whatever controlled that sun,
the Earth and its moon; and they were to the images on the inside of the zoetrope drum
what that unknown force was to them: an onlooker and seeming controller of perpetual
motion. They spun the drum; they were spun by the Sun. The only difference was that
their life was a continuous monotony that never ceased and one that they were fully
conscious of where as the images in the drum were not aware of their purgatory and
were in essence left alone in peace when the drum was likewise at rest. Thus it was
painful for the shadows to leave the images alone as the sun came up and they returned
to their object of limited choice, since it was a leaving alone that they rarely experienced.
For even at night, when the moon was full, shadows were said to be cast and thus they
were always on call, perennially something they were not.

For the shadows would’ve wanted the horse and the lion, once alive, to remain alive and
to continue to live the life assigned to them by the maker of the images just as they had
to live theirs: jumping through the hoop, chasing the tail of the other, jumping through
the hoop. But of course this was impossible and so when the spinning stopped and the
images had breathed their last the shadows moved away from the zoetrope to rest and
recuperate their darkness.

However, such a familiarity with this spinning drum could only prove advantageous and
as the knowledge of the shadows’ intended design spread amongst the local towns’ and
villages’ shadow populations the word also spread that the zoetrope could hold the
answer to the ever darkening problem of light.



9

SOUTHEAST

How many others have stood in this place? Left behind, with all gone,
all swept away. The dead bodies evaporating like slow smoke; their
loved and carefully tended homes crumbling away like deserted
anthills. Their bones reverting to calcium; night predators hunting
their dispersed flesh, transformed now into grasshoppers and mice.5

The shadows knew this:

1: The ground around the cliff face was ever so slightly warmer than the ground in the
centre    of the plateau.

2: Huddling in a group would keep them warmer still.

3: The shadows that had laid themselves out in the centre of the space would soon be
frozen.

4: .On freezing the shadows could be used to build upwards like humans do.

5. A number of shadows had been sent into the cliff to hunt for the forgotten species of
shadow that could live and survive without light.

6. They had gone into the cave leaving a trail of marble powder, as a means of retracing
their steps, which glistened even in the darkest of recesses.

7. They would need to work fast if they were to build the time piece before daybreak.

The shadows laid out in the middle of the space were prostrate, rigormortis having set
about invading the slim, leaf-thin membrane of darkened filament. The rousing melee
pooled at the base of the cliff, shuffling and writhing now like minnows in a net, began to
de-stratify, separating like thin sheets of silver leaf, glazed muscle sliding and spreading
towards the centre of the plateau that resembled a field hospital employed in a battle
between ghosts and ice.

A few of the shadows broke from the pack weaving their way towards the cliff face and
into the granite artery that housed the drawings. Moments later they emerged laden
with reams of gnarled frottage transcribed onto the thinnest paper from the original
cave designs. The drawings were placed down side by side on the rocky floor to form a
storyboard detailing the construction methods and desired appearance of the time piece.
Very slowly at first but with increasing speed and assurance the shadows from the cliff
base began to move between their frozen kin, nudging and agitating the prostrate
immobile forms, lightly tapping the icy cadavers at their feet. Some made a thud but
most made a sharp clink, indicating the rate at which the forms were solidifying and in
turn the order in which each piece could be utilised in the design. Wrinkly withered
harnesses were fashioned out of nearby bindweed rhizomes that were looped like nooses
around the neck of the nearest frozen form. With phenomenal effort each part was
heaved into a vertical stance and left upended, held in position by a collective of eager
shadows that formed sand bag like configurations around the base of the uprights.

                                                  
5 Margaret Atwood: Madadam Bloomsbury, 2013, page 313.
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This process was repeated until around twenty such uprights were in place, each with its
corresponding arrangement of shadow sandbags. Looking at the scene in profile would
have looked something like this .I..I..I..I..I. etc.

This is what followed:

The shadow bags, [ . ], on the right side of the first shape and on the left hand of the
second shape crept away: .I I..I I..I I. leaving the remaining shadow bags to nudge the
frozen uprights into a diagonal position to form a succession of pyramid like structures
that looked like this:

/\/\/\/\ and some that looked like this: \/\/\/\/

These pyramid sections, \/, were subsequently re-noosed and gently levered up the side
of these pyramid sections, /\, to form an X. These sections were stacked one on top of
the other incorporating into the design a slanted outer edge so that the overall effect was
one of recession as the shape tapered towards the sky:

/X\

/X\
The bottom and top edge of this configuration was angled so that if it was seen side on it
two would look like this: /

The edges were also angled like so:

/|
||
\I

enabling the shapes to be arranged in a circular formation that resembled a lamp shade
or a marionette’s wire underskirt.
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EAST
You'll never know, you'll never know which way to turn, which way to
look you'll never see us
As we're stealing through the blackness of the night
You'll never know, you'll never hear us.6

The cliffs thruways, which were in reality not thruways at all in the traditional sense of
providing a conduit from one place to another, were narrow inhospitable places of
considerable length, declining sharply around curvaceous switchbacks, tunnels splitting
into two sometimes three only to reconvene a few hundred yards further on with what
the shadows could only hope were the same rocky avenues that had been one but a
moment before. For it was impossible to know the actual direction of travel once inside
the cliff or indeed the depth to which the travellers had descended, let alone have a
comprehensive understanding of the multifarious maze-like jumble of rock that leaked
freezing shards of water and partially defrosted ice down the vertical walls of the
tunnels.

But onwards they went, five in total. Moving slowly across the uneven ground, that was
a mixture of orthogonal hexagonal protrusions of basalt and broken shards of granite.
Coupled with these sculptural protrusions were reticulating underground bramble vines
that cut the underbelly of the shadows as they turned and sprinkled the marble dust that
would prove to be their saviour or their tormentor.

They had been travelling now for approximately four and a half 2.5kg bags of marble.
Since the shadows had worked out that a 62.5 gram handful of marble sprinkled at a
regulated speed could be made to last about a minute, and knowing that 40, 62.5 gram
handfuls, equated to one 2.5 kg bag  and having got through four and a half 2.5 kg bags,
or 11.25 kg in total, they could do the maths and realise they were three hours into a
journey that could take no more than 8 hours; for they only had a further 3.75 kg of
marble left between them enough for a further 93.75 minutes travel before they would
need to start retracing their marble trail.

The shadows fear of what they might find in these formidable tunnels and been lifted
partially by the relief of having off-loaded much of their heavy load; each shadow
having had three kilos of marble strapped to them before entering the tunnels, with the
same bindweed ropes as those used to hoist the frozen shadows from the ground; now at
least they could run in the opposite direction if the need arose. The marble was not
released from all of the bags at the same time but rather from the bag of the shadow
penultimate from the back of the pack by the shadow following up the tail. That shadow
would then place the marble behind it on the ground to minimize the amount of
disruption to the trail as the shadows shuffled their way into the heart of the crazy
mountain.

As the shadows moved forward they hummed to themselves and told well worn fables
about their ancestors who had toiled through a world without light.

The world had at that point been an ill-formed thing, yet considerably better formed
than what it is today. It had bequeathed shorter days that would barely reach a shady
half light: it is maybe what we know the conditions to be like in the most northerly areas
                                                  
6 Al Stewart: Roads to Moscow from Past, Present and Future, 1973.
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of the globe today during winter. Those ancient shadows had had a free reign over much
of the Earth’s surface for which they had harvested and cared; until one day the light
that they had often witnessed in the northern sky, rather than receding into blackness,
had become brighter. At first the shadows had paid no mind to this increased level of
illumination for it made very little difference to them. But as the days went by and the
light got stronger they began to grow weary, and with that weariness came a new
unfamiliar feeling of vulnerability; having always been the hunter they were becoming
the hunted. Their initial response to this new-found insecurity was to hide in the caves
and up in the trees but this still left them vulnerable to attack. Their solution to this
problem was to become masters of mimicry, fastidiously appropriating mannerisms and
redefining their movement, retuning their lives as if they were no longer what they were,
as if they were their own predator. Dressing in the guise of another, blending seamlessly
into the landscape at will, becoming bark, becoming a blanket of sand, effortless
imitation as flawless as a stick insect amongst sticks.

The shadows survived using this strange game of deception for a number of years,
becoming true conjurers of specific surfaces to escape an otherwise perilous situation.
During this time the days were getting still lighter and warmer; and although the
shadows had survived this change in climate relatively unaltered thus far, their
temperament was changing. For having once been willing travellers, happy roaming the
earth, exploring its sights and unearthing its treasures, they were now disinclined to
travel for much more than a few days before returning to their regular place of rest, a
concept previously unknown in the shadows repertoire and comprehension of space and
place. This new appetite for putting down routes in a space allowed the shadows to erect
defences against the new-found dangers but it also meant they could be found and thus
hunted and killed more easily. Thus two opinions became prominent amongst the
shadows. One, mainly voiced by the older generation, who had become the most willing
to languish, kicking dirt in the same place day after day, said that what the shadows
needed was to stay true to the objects they had recently begun to imitate and that
disguise and transformation was what was required in these uncertain times. These
shadows became what we know today as shadows: rotating around an object, imitating
the surfaces and textures that they lay their spread across causing it to darken in the
area that they inhabit. The other train of thought, championed by the younger shadows,
was that this reality was too painful to bear; and so they descended deep into the heart
of the Earth: inside cliffs, sinking to the bottom of the deepest lakes and seas, winding
themselves into coils and sliding under heavy rocks burrowing into the earth as they did
so.

This was as much a retreat from their established way of being and doing things as it
was an attempt to preserve those things in a different environment. But was it that
different? They had lived in a dark world and it had become light, they were now
returning to darkness. There was a strange, absurd beauty in this that sustained the
shadows as they wandered into the caves and splashed through the clear, sustaining tide
as it riddled and then lulled on the side of beaches, and, leaning and dropping fervently
against sea cliffs, swallowed the shadows and allowed them to be washed into its fold.

This new life that the younger shadows were embarking on was initially one of
loneliness, requiring a high degree of determined fortitude and a strong sense of self-
preservation. For there was a diminished number of shadows in these new environments
and the opportunities for harvesting and mining the land, an activity that had
previously defined their existence, were severely compromised. Yet they survived and
ultimately thrived, learning to feed off of cave lichen and sea proteins, found in the
crevices of deep-lying sea sponges and on the skin of the small sea porpoise. It had been
hard to leave their friends and families but there had been a definite split in what life
ought to mean and this had ensured the breaking of long held ties.
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These events were initially passed down from generation to generation and inevitably
over the years became the foundation for the many fables about the possibly extinct cave
dwelling shadows that had known an existence without light.

And it was these fables that the shadows told each other as they descended into the cliff.

The marble was now running extremely low and there had as yet been no sightings of
the crustacean covered ancestors. A further few handfuls of wandering and there they
were, at the apex of the journey, surrounded by darkness and damp. Mildewed night
dwelling plant tentacles caressed the membrane of the shadows as they huddled to
preserve their plummeting body heat. They looked around as best they could for there
was limited room for any rotation of their bodies in this section of the tunnel.

To have described the tunnel as confusing would have been disingenuous for it was in
reality a complete mishmash of carved up perspectives that seemed to recede into space
only to end abruptly in a sharp correlation of stalagmites. Even the way they had come
seemed now to be a closed wall of unforgiving darkness that was too dark for these light
dwelling shadows to negotiate with vision: the return journey would be perilous, and if a
sighting was not made and made quickly, arduous and depressing.

The shadows lay still for some minutes listening and waiting. They had no idea whether
what they were looking for was still alive or not, whether if it was still alive it would be a
friend, after all the separation between the two types of shadow had, although not
realised at the time, been final and maybe a degree of resentment might persist which
had not previously been felt. They continued to wait. Water dripped from the craggy
ceiling above forming puddles on the ground that coalesced around the base of the
shadows turning them into stranded islands.
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SOUTHWEST
No hills and valleys, just bumps and dips. Here, topographical
variation is the work of man: gigantic gougings and scourings, and
pyramids of slag. If you saw a mountain, now, a plateau, a cliff, it
would loom like a planet.7

Outside on the plateau the scene was one of industry. The shadows had worked fast:
lifting and pulling their building blocks into place to create a number of forms that now
stood proud, opaque and shear against the night sky. However not everything had gone
entirely to plan. It had become quickly apparent that the shadows would have to be
laminated in order to provide enough support throughout the longer sections of the
structure and in order to retain a degree of balance the shadows had decided to build
the entire design out of this new shadow laminate. So what had been erected in the first
instance had been disassembled and the shadows had once again been laid out to ensure
absolute frozen solidity. Small pails of icy water were collected from the lake and placed
in close proximity to the construction site. Gradually the shadows were repositioned one
on top of the other with a layer of water in between which fused the shadows, almost
instantly creating a laminate of considerable strength and durability. The process of
erection was repeated and once the single shapes had been created:

/X\

/X\
72 in total, they were configured into 6 twelve sided conical spheres, three of which
where constructed so that there widest face pointed towards the sky, like a flower pot
and three of which were the inverse of that, as if the flower pot had been upturned, with
their widest face placed firmly on the ground. These six pieces were separated into pairs,
one of each orientation, and a clearing created around them of nearly 4 meters in all
directions.

The truncated cones stood a good four shadows taller than the tallest upended shadow,
towering above the landscape in a manner that rivalled even the dominance of the cliff.
The shadows once again began to communicate, bustling this way and that, exchanging
ideas as to how best proceed as the night got darker and time meandered through its
satin black jumble.

The frottage from the caves billowed in the northerly breeze that whistled through the
diagonals of the structure as the shadows crowded round the plans, some leaning on the
edges of the paper to ensure it remained flat whilst the observation and analysis was
conducted. The problem was thus: One of the two conical constructions needed to be
placed on top of the other one to form a shape like an hour-glass. Tight in the middle
and splayed at the ends this creation would signal the completion of the construction.
But how to achieve such an operation when the objects in question were so large? This
was the point at which the shadows engineering skills failed them. Such a monumental
show of strength was impossible without machinery of some kind to hoist the one part
onto the other and such machinery was the product of man and not of shadows.

                                                  
7 Martin Amis The House of Meetings Vintage Books, 2007, page 58.
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SOUTH

A zoetrope without windows, blacked out by shadows, now spinning in darkness if
spinning at all.
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WEST

If you see the dark then you choose the dark8

The shadows deep inside the cliff were growing cold. If silence were a living breathing
thing then the size of that brewing quiet would have exceeded the size of the cliff, so
expansive was the noiselessness in its relentless echoing of itself.

One by one the shadows attempted to turn around so that they could retrace their steps
facing the direction they had come. The last thing they wanted to do was have to retreat
backwards; but without joy. The shadows, drained and dejected, began to crawl,
reversing back down the tunnel, taking care not to lose track of the spool of marble dust
traceable now by touch alone, since even the light supplied by the glittering meandering
rock grains was deprived to them in their current predicament. Navigating terrain
previously unknown until they had entered the cave they slid on their undersides,
haphazardly flip-flopping across the ground. As they went they picked up debris from
the floor of the tunnels. The empty shells of crustaceans from some nearby underground
lake became imbedded in the shadows’ gelatinous skin causing an abrasion that leaked
fluid like frogspawn. These were later joined by some not so empty, yet somewhat
smaller, shells belonging to the land faring snail. Gradually these piddocks formed small
mollusc gardens on the topside of the shadows. Somewhat like inverted rock pools the
barnacles swayed in the cool underground breeze akin to seaweed pulsating with the
movement of the tides. By the time the shadows made it to the entrance of the caves they
looked like a bedraggled banshee.

Their travels had bequeathed to them a variety of foliage that clung to the
aforementioned whelks. Layers of a kind of cave lichen cloaked partially submerged
gravel interspersed with fungal-like growths; their eyes set like jewels within beds of
web and mud. They piled out onto the plateau breathing heavily. They were some way
from the site of the construction but they stood silently in awe and through their
exhaustion stared open mouthed at the progress their colleagues had made; for across
the open expanse lay the constructions that were now being pondered over by the
would-be architects and their helpers. The moonlight bounced off the icy surface of the
temple like forms, glistening sporadically as clouds passed periodically across the night’s
sky. The shadows recently ejected from the cave lay still, concentrating on breathing
and enjoying the fresh air that flowed into and across their bodies, relieved and
contented by the progress of their colleagues, as they fell into a light and restless sleep.

                                                  
8 Ari Folman: The Congress Drafthouse Films, 2013.
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NORTHWEST

So that at last, as though out of some trivial and unimportant region
beyond even distance, the sound of it seems to come slow and terrific
and without meaning, as though it were a ghost travelling a half mile
ahead of its own shape. ‘That far within my hearing before my
seeing,’ Lena thinks. She thinks of herself as already moving, riding
again, thinking then it will be as if I were riding for a half mile
before I even got into the wagon, before the wagon even got to where
I was waiting, and that when the wagon is empty of me again it will
go on for a half mile with me still in it.9

It was still dark when they awoke but the horizon to the east had a faint glow that
signalled the curse of daybreak. The first awake stretched and shook itself, removing
bits of cave debris, which landed as much on the ground as on its colleagues, adding to
the appearance of disarray. This process caused the others to stir, shaking themselves
down, and in no time at all, all were awake and feeling fresher for their brief nap.

But a sideways glance to the centre of the plateau revealed an unexpected development,
for where only hours before had stood the gigantic structures now revealed a vacant
expanse that chilled the onlookers anew and prompted an exchange of incredulous
glances that revealed yet more surprise and agitation for what had originally been a
band of five shadows had doubled its number to ten.        

                                                  
9 William Faulkner: Light in August Vintage Classics, 2005, page 8.
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NORTH

The shadows working on the construction of the shapes called an emergency meeting.
There was an increasingly pressing need for a solution to their current inability to raise
one half of the shape onto the other. Sunrise was not far off. The time at which the
shadows would need to return to their objects was approaching and at present all their
hard work was for nothing. Some ideas where put forward but none of them got around
the problem. The facts were against the shadows. The shapes they had built were simply
too large to raise any significant distance off the ground without the aid of heavy
machinery which they did not have. The shadows shoulders were dropping and their self
belief that had been so strong was failing. The meeting was adjourned and the plan set:
dismantle the shapes and return to the monotony of their routine. The first frozen
laminated shadows, from the very top of the shapes, were beginning to be removed with
sharp pieces of warmed flint when an idea was voiced by a shadow on the periphery of
the group responsible for the building project. It was one of the shadows charged with
the production of the frottage pieces that had proved so vital in the realisation of the
shapes. The idea was thus: that the shapes be wedged at different points enabling
spherical logs to be inserted beneath the bottom of the structures allowing them to be
moved, with care, one by one in the direction of the lake. On entering the water the logs,
if they were numerous, would hopefully begin to float enabling the structures to be
taken out into deeper waters. Then, at a satisfactory depth the logs would be removed
and the structures sink. If done in the right order and with the use of some more
bindweed it should be possible to ensure the positioning of one half of the structure onto
its respective partner.

The other shadows listened intently, murmuring approval in the main. When the idea
had been thoroughly relayed a cheer went up signalling agreement and complicity. Logs
were collected with great haste and remarkable industry from a spinney close to the
edge of the lake. Where a log had a protrusion it was systematically removed with a
sharp piece of ice. Before long enough wood had been collected, spruced, rounded and
readied.  A number of shadows slipped like leaves beneath parts of the structure and
with great exertion arched their back, lifting the structure from the ground, high
enough to enable a log to be rolled into position. This was repeated until each side of the
structure was supported by two logs, 24 logs in total.

Strange now was the situation. The structure wobbled precariously on its newly forged
wheels, teetering like a unicyclist this way and that – secure but fragile, seemingly
balanced but only for a time. Bindweed ropes were fashioned and tied to the front and
sides of the structure. Ten or so shadows congregated towards the rear of the half
finished monolith, preparing to push their invention towards the lake; whilst yet more
shadows flanked the sides of the pyramidal set up, sticks at the ready, to ensure a
smooth passage as best they could.
The signal was given and the shadows pulled and pushed, heaved and strained as the
logs began to turn over. They had not been far from the lake; to have walked would
have taken a couple of minutes. But by the time the party had reached the water’s edge
many minutes had elapsed and the shadows were exhausted. There was no time to
waste. The ropes that had acted as harnesses during transit across the plane were cut
loose and fashioned into a number of smaller tying strings that were utilised as a means
of securing the logs to the structure as it entered deeper water and began to float; and
float it did. Once in the water the shadows were able to increase their speed and it
wasn’t long before they had reached a depth suitable for dropping their cargo. The
strings were untied and the logs removed simultaneously to ensure as best they could
that no tipping or flipping occurred during the shapes descent to the floor of the lake.
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Some shadows went with the structure to guide it on its way past sharp rocks and other
underwater obstacles as it glided south on its journey to the unseen, unknown world. It
swished and swashed, sloshed and bubbled its way to the bottom, swinging this way and
that but never turning over. On delivery to the lake bed new more numerous ropes were
dropped down to the waiting shadows who tied their end to the top of the form that was
now at rest, beginning to nestle into the sandy sea bed as fish weaved through its
cavernous interior; the other end of those ropes, still at the surface of the lake, conjoined
with a flotilla of shadows that were treading water, waiting for the next part of the shape
to be delivered.

Once alongside the rope laden shadows the top half of the time piece was attached to the
ropes that would act as its anchor and guide on its journey to its intended resting place.
Once again the logs were removed from the base of the large structure as it bayed to
gravity’s pull and disappeared beneath the surface of the lake. It sank as had the first,
relatively straight and unimpeded.  The shadows on the lake bed reeled it in, keeping the
ropes tight and even, until it came to rest in position on top of its mirror. This process
was repeated for the further four sections of the prospective time piece pushing the
shadows to the limits of their endurance. The remaining shadows amassed at the waters
edge and gradually, small groups at a time so as not to disturb the scenes serenity, glided
out into the water before disappearing wholesale beneath the silent surface.
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NORTHEAST

Greetings	   fellow	   patches	   of	   night,	   you	   puddles	   of	   gloom,	   you	   cowards	   and	   avoiders	   of
graft.

You	  come	  now	  to	  find	  us	  at	  a	  time	  of	  your	  choosing,	  hoping	  that	  we	  will	  pass	  to	  you	  the
secret	   of	   surviving	  without	   light.	   You	   have	   set	   about	   building	   your	   temples	   of	   the	   sun
under	  the	  watchful	  eye	  of	  the	  other	  light,	  the	  light	  of	  the	  moon.	  The	  moon	  shines	  when	  the
sun	  is	  otherwise	  engaged.	  It	  provides	  light	  fuelling	  our	  bodies	  and	  minds.	  It	  provides	  little
warmth,	   but	   in	   having	   survived	   for	   this	   long	  we	  now	  provide	   our	   own	  heat,	   our	   bodies
having	   adapted	   to	   become	   closer	   to	   that	   of	   the	   reptile.	  We	  are	   thick-‐skinned	   and	   cold-‐
blooded.	  You	  thought	  we	  were	  no	  more	  when	  we	  didn’t	  greet	  you	  in	  the	  tunnels,	  choosing
instead	  to	  observe	  your	  seemingly	  fruitless	  and	  pointless	  task	  from	  a	  distance.	  You	  would
be	   wrong	   however,	   very	   wrong	   indeed,	   for	   we	   are	   thriving.	   We	   live	   the	   life	   that	   all
shadows	  lived	  prior	  to	  the	  point	  of	  separation	  all	  those	  years	  before.	  We	  roam	  and	  gather,
hunt	  and	  farm	  at	  will,	  whilst	  you	  rotate	  like	  the	  hands	  of	  a	  clock	  towards	  your	  old	  age	  and
eventual	  and	   inevitable	  death.	   Is	  your	  kind	  now	  regretting	  your	  decision	  not	   to	  question
your	  lot,	  accepting	  the	  tranquil	  pattern	  of	  day	  and	  night,	  work	  and	  rest	  and	  subsequently
ultimate	  subservience	   to	   the	  world	  of	   things?	  	   You	  think	   I	  am	   lying	   for	   I	   can	   tell	  by	  your
mud	  encrusted	  eyes	  that	  you	  want	  to	  ask	  me:	  where?	  Where	  is	  all	  of	  your	  cultivated	  land,
your	   tribes	  of	   roaming	  shadows?	  And	  the	  answer	   is:	  under	   the	  water.	  You	   look	  shocked,
but	  why?	  We	   both	   know	  we	   breathe	   through	   our	   skin	   or	  more	   accurately	   through	   our
respiratory	  gland,	   rather	   like	   some	   turtles	   do.	   This	   allows	  us	   to	   remain	  under	  water	   for
long	   periods	   at	   a	   time	   only	   occasionally	   surfacing	   for	   air.	   The	   mottled	   appearance	   of
water,	  often	  attributed	  to	  clouds	  blocking	  the	  sun’s	  rays	  and	  thus	  darkening	  patches	  of	  a
lake	  or	   sea,	   is	   in	   fact	   shoals	  of	   shadows	   laying	  on	   the	   surface	  of	   the	  water	   taking	   in	  air
before	  diving	  back	  down	  to	  continue	  their	  work.

We	  have	  been	  watching	  your	  friends	  at	  work	  and	  it	  would	  appear	  that	  you	  have	  deposited
your	   temples	   in	   our	   lake.	   I	  would	   imagine	   that	  my	   friends	   are	   not	   taking	   too	   kindly	   to
being	  disturbed,	  having	  their	  waters	  muddied	  and	  their	  fish	  friends	  put	  on	  edge.

The	  sun	  is	  but	  an	  hour	  from	  rising	  and	  you	  and	  your	  colleagues	  are	  a	  good	  two	  hours	  from
town.	  We	  too	  must	   take	  shelter	   in	   the	  caves	  or	  beneath	  the	  surface	  of	   the	   lake.	   I	  would
suggest	  you	  follow	  us	  to	  the	  shore	  in	  order	  to	  observe	  for	  yourselves	  the	  underwater	  haven
we	  have	  created.	  We	  will	  lead.	  You	  must	  do	  as	  we	  say.	  Some	  birds	  of	  prey	  are	  active	  at	  this
hour	   and	   if	   we	   dawdle	   or	   stray	   from	   our	   route	  we	  will	   be	   at	   risk	   of	   attack.	   You	  move
differently	   to	   us.	   You	   are	   slower,	  more	   lethargic.	   Your	  movement	   of	   course	   is	   normally
regulated	  and	  its	  timing	  tempered	  whilst	  ours	  is	  the	  movement	  of	  the	  hunted,	  of	  the	  need
to	  stay	  alive,	  of	  the	  need	  to	  watch	  our	  back.	  You	  can	  call	  us	  skittish	  but	  we	  would	  call	  you
mundane	  and	  prosaic.	  You	  think	  it	  will	  be	  easy	  to	  change	  your	  attitude,	  if	  indeed	  change	  is
what	  you	  decide	  to	  do?	  There	  is	  no	  guarantee	  we	  will	  accept	  you,	  at	  least	  not	  immediately,
into	  our	  family	  for	  you	  are	  regarded	  now	  as	  foe,	  as	  good	  for	  prey	  as	  for	  council.	  I	  can	  see
you	  are	  tiring	  and	  the	  light	   is	  coming	  fast.	  You	  must	  summon	  your	  reserves	  and	  push	  on,
we	  are	  almost	  there.	  You	  carry	  with	  you	  detritus	  from	  our	  cave.	  That	  is	  probably	  slowing
you	  down.	  I	  will	  peel	  it	  off	  of	  your	  back,	  hold	  still,	  no	  problem.	  Some	  of	  it	  is	  stuck	  but	  will
be	  sure	  to	  wash	  off	   in	  the	   lake.	  The	   lichen	  that	  you	  carried	   I	  will	  keep	  with	  me	  for	   it	   is	  a
food	  source	  and	  a	  material	  used	  for	  darning	  and	  repairing	  of	  nets	  and	  bags.	  The	  ground	  is
warming	  up	  and	  we	  are	  drying	  out	  whilst	  you	  are	  warming	  up	  and	   the	  ground	   is	  drying
out.	   Temperature	   is	   a	   conundrum.	  Once	  hot	  we	   seek	   cool,	  when	   cool	   you	   seek	  hot.	   Just
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keep	  on	  walking	  into	  the	  lake.	  Take	  a	  breath	  and	  fill	  your	  body	  abundant	  with	  air.	  Allow
the	  water	  to	  flow	  over	  your	  back	  and	  across	  your	  face.	  Push	  out	  and	  away	  from	  the	  shore
until	  the	  water	  begins	  to	  cool,	  then	  you	  can	  begin	  to	  dive.	  What’s	  that?	  Yes	  it	   is	  cold	  and
you	  will	  feel	  reluctant	  and	  disheartened	  for	  a	  while	  but	  once	  beneath	  the	  waves	  with	  your
friends,	  your	  sun	  temples	  and	  our	  tribes	  you	  will	  be	  pleased	  for	  persevering.	  It	  is	  blue	  under
the	  surface	  and	  you	  can	  see	  sea	  plants,	  crustacean,	   fish	  and	  samphire.	  The	  smell,	  or	   is	   it
the	  taste	  of	  the	  environment,	  is	  often	  compared	  to	  that	  of	  tzatziki:	  cool	  and	  slightly	  acidic
like	   lemon	  with	   the	   fragrant	   taste	  of	  sea	  cucumber	  and	  of	  dill	  believed	  to	  seep	   from	  the
hijiki	  seaweed	  beds	  that	  climb	  the	  faces	  of	  the	  underwater	  ravines	  and	  canyons.	  	   Do	  you
like	  it	  here?	  Is	  it	  how	  you	  imagined?	  Can	  you	  see	  your	  friends	  and	  your	  temples?	  Can	  they
see	  you	  and	  watch	  as	  we	  glide	  around	  you,	  easing	  your	  passage	  on	  your	  initial	  entry	  into
our	  watery	  zone.	  Your	  temples	  have	  grounded	  well	  and	  look	  at	  home	  in	  this	  environment.
The	  fish	  are	  moving	  through	  them	  like	  birds	  through	  the	  branches	  of	  trees.	  Soon	  leaves	  will
grow	  on	   these	   trees	   in	   the	   form	  of	   lichen	  and	  moss	   transforming	  your	   structure	   into	  an
organic	  pantheon.	  Yes	  it	  is	  cold.	  You	  can’t	  feel	  your	  head.	  Don’t	  worry,	  I	  can,	  it	  is	  still	  there.
Your	  frozen	  shadow	  friends	  that	  make	  up	  your	  temple	  will	  be	  impossible	  to	  delaminate	  at
this	  depth.	  They	  are	  here	  for	  good.	  You	  meanwhile	  will	  need	  some	  form	  of	  cloak	  if	  you	  are
to	  survive	  for	  long	  down	  in	  this	  place.	  Here	  let	  me	  pass	  you	  some	  hollowed	  out	  sea	  sponges
for	  you	  to	  climb	  inside.	  Is	  that	  better?

Through	  your	  bleary	  haze	   can	  you	   see	   the	  pointed	   rays	  of	   light	  bleeding	   into	   rivulets	  of
lava?	   Soon	   your	   surroundings	   will	   be	   aflame	   and	   your	   eyes	   will	   roam	   in	   wonder	   and
anticipation.	  The	  light	  that	  you	  fear	  will	  now	  fall	  across	  your	  form	  and	  warm	  your	  folds.	  It
will	  reveal	  and	  condemn,	  foster	  hope	  and	  create	  fear;	  but	  down	  here	  you	  are	  as	  good	  as
invisible,	  transformed	  through	  and	  contained	  by	  this	  ambience.

Your	  monoliths	   are	   glimmering,	   seemingly	  masticating	   on	   light.	   They	   shed	   lengths	   of	   a
new	  kind	  of	  shadow,	  one	  that	  sways	  and	  bends	  mirroring	  the	  movement	  of	  the	  sea	  foliage
and	  the	  fish.	  You	  look	  surprised	  to	  have	  found	  a	  shadow	  still	  attached	  to	  its	  form	  this	  far
under	  the	  water.	  But	  what	  did	  you	  expect?	  Where	  there	  is	  light	  there	  will	  be	  shadow.	  But
those	  shadows	  are	  very	  young.	  They	  will	  grow	  to	  learn	  of	  their	  peril	  and	  once	  they	  do	  will
be	  sure	   to	  do	  something	  about	   it.	   For	   just	  as	   the	  shapes	   that	  you	  abandoned	  have	  been
conjoined	   afresh	  with	   a	   new	   throw	   so	   too	  will	   these	   new	   shadows,	   on	   learning	   how	   to
leave	  their	  master,	  be	  replaced	  by	  still	  younger	  umbra.	  You	  stand	  aghast.	  But	  surely	  you
must	  have	  realised	  that	  through	  making	  these	  forms	  you	  would	  be	  bearing	  shadows,	  that
in	  releasing	  yourselves	  you	  were	  shackling	  another?	  You	  are	  responsible	  for	  your	  creation
and	  as	   I	  have	  explained	   it	   is	  down	  here	   for	  good.	  There	   is	  no	  hope	  of	  dismantling	   it,	  no
opportunity	  to	  destroy	  it.	  So	  you	  must	  use	  it.

Yes	   it	   is	  possible	   for	  us	  to	  survive	  without	   light,	   to	  wander	  and	  progress	  as	  a	  species	  un-‐
reliant	  on	  the	  objects	  of	   this	  world	  to	  shelter	  and	  protect	  us.	  But	  our	  hiding	   in	   the	  caves
and	  our	  descent	   to	   the	  bed	  of	   this	   vast	   lake	   represents	  a	   survival	   choice.	   For	  we	  cannot
farm	  the	  land	  in	  full	  view	  of	  the	  world,	   it	  would	  not	  be	  allowed	  or	  accepted.	  The	  Earth	  is
over	  cultivated	  as	   it	   is.	  And	  so,	  you	  see,	   it	   is	  the	   invisible	  spaces,	  out	  of	  sight	  of	  mankind
and	  hidden	  from	  the	  rays	  of	  the	  sun,	  that	  provide	  a	  space	  for	  a	  cultivation	  widely	  unknown
and	  significantly	  unappreciated	  by	  much	  of	  the	  world.	   It	   is	  agronomy	  of	  the	  mind	  and	  of
thought	  as	  much	  as	  it	  is	  a	  training	  of	  the	  environment.	  Our	  mark	  on	  this	  Earth	  is	  kept	  to	  a
minimum	   since	   marks	   often	   end	   up	   meaning	   form	   and	   form	   means	   shadows.	   The
structures	   that	   you	   built	   are	   at	   odds	  with	   our	  way	  of	   doing	   things.	  Giving	   birth	   to	   new
shadows	  by	  filling	  up	  previously	  unoccupied	  space	  with	  form	  is	  tantamount	  to	  heresy.	  We
understand	  your	  predicament.	  You	  had	  a	  desire	   to	   learn.	  That	  can	  only	  be	  a	  good	  thing.
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But	   in	  trying	  to	  create	  a	  form	  to	  understand	  time	  you	  have	  created	  a	  monolith	  to	  death.
Your	  frozen	  friends	  will	  breathe	  no	  more.	  Yet	  your	  form,	  as	  I	  have	  said,	  also	  bears	  life.	  It	  is
up	  to	  you	  what	  you	  do	  with	  that	  life	  for	  we	  must	  now	  move	  on.	  It	  would	  be	  impossible	  for
us	  to	  live	  with	  such	  a	  proliferation	  of	  mastaba.	  I	  am	  sorry	  for	  I	  know	  this	  upsets	  you.	  We
have	  shown	  you	  it	  is	  possible	  to	  survive	  without	  light	  and	  gradually	  your	  bodies	  will	  adapt.
Should	  you	  choose	  to	  stay	  here	  with	  your	  forms	  you	  will	  be	  able	  to	  direct	  the	  learning	  and
growth	  of	  the	  young	  shadows	  that	  are	  beginning	  to	  swirl	  in	  proliferation	  around	  your	  time
pieces.	  That	  is	  a	  rare	  opportunity	  and	  should	  not	  be	  wasted.	  So	  think	  on	  your	  actions	  and
your	  intentions	  for	  there	  is	  much	  opportunity	  ahead.

Goodbye.


