METABOR

Skid Mark of the Force before the Shape
I do not think it is worth mentioning that it is allowed to open the book just once, if performed otherwise one will find himself in indefinably reproduced infinity. Text on the picture: a festival of non-existent bands shall never take place which does not prevent it from becoming more and more cryptic, but at the same time more hermetic; at the picture we have a black cubical with a small lawn circling above its roof. Routine, non-presentative, possibly penetrative and in a way penetrable sidings and formations as facts in language matrix are being presented. Projection of reality – cut – loss, right, loss in all possible directions. I will call it a skid mark with displacement and cut as its main components. One may consider it to be a mistake. While engrossing into the souls of removable technological devices, their principle of immanent data translation is being noticed where out of the signal strain (non-existent inner dialog expressing only itself)  'caught' or 'removed', seemingly hidden aspects form a secret void. It is less important here that on the basis of these 'key words' the receiver constructs his hermetic void (space). Rhythmic dictation of appearing and disappearing of clicks, crackles, cuts and dust participles, and other removable cell tissues of plateau of sound infinity is a super-specific schema of substitute inner dialog, the original shape of its back-forwardly nulling formulation. Question arises when we come to audibility of the situation: if processed correctly it transforms into disturbance for the randomness of sea waves, the waves start moving according to the principle of meta-randomness and therefore their primeval sound changes or to be more precise it is being displaced. Micro-shift into a parallel space, a vacuum gap in between them and its possibilities of creating a substance that cannot be explained due to inadequacy of the present language. I can only say that we are dealing with an antithesis of presence and non-presence. Out of the symbiosis of the antithesis and co-occurrence of the consciousness of understanding of 'actual' presence a new operating level is being created. If targeted straight into sacral chacra its rhythm, which has been structured with alpha waves, would start a lust machine, seemingly irreversible physical existence while dissolving and becoming a bridge on neutrons' way towards the meta-level which would recreate energy ether into the biologically suitable soma. Possibility is an objective head poking out of conceptually retarded instruments shirt collar, in a point of assembling resulting in verbalizing the freq null. Cheery forward striving  language, a processor exiting from itself, a full quantum deriving as if from another much wider metaphysical description. Outside buildings of the windows of pre-awakening morning hours it is called a certain micro-macro origami where micro alpinist's sole justification sounds: But these mountains do exist! Proto-word starting the engine ! is 'forward'. Primeval machine in the infinity of sound vibrations, this trip of an episode is a yearning towards surpassing the existential polarities of moving, standing still and overwhelming coinciding. Physical nature of emotions brings along an increase of energy, activity and durability, escapes itself on its way towards where an empty paper is being written on. What happens before that is just cool, it is an arbitrary loss, a loss without anarchistic nihilistic withdrawal. Here we might as well come to classic definition: meaning disappears to be replaced with a new and splendid one, which reconstructs the relationship between meaning and perception. Symbols, thoughts and hidden concepts turn back into contrasts, colors and black cubical although meanwhile using mirrors a little chess game has been performed. Mystical perceptive processes with an infinite back-forward schema would co-exist with the theory, immediate justifications / annihilations will o! ccur. Therefore, anti-style could be resignation from a language as a fortress and as the communicating act of being left without a private language – hermetic and illegal for the non-members. And within the private language there is only 'I am coming atop of myself' being, copulation thought bodies (dolls): sum of style and non-style, meeting with the infinite, let's call it a nihilist positioning of the author. Seems as if such horror metaphysicus / anti-style – brain synthesizer is somehow extremely widening for the structural transparency, directing into the infinity. A possibility is to take or hijack a certain 'as if', somehow related structure or form which becomes an anti-form. One of these forms is encyclopedia which is always a total attempt, explanations of non-terms where a chance is being preserved according to which there exists a distant glow of meanings in the end of dark caves. Its more laconic option is moving from page to page, room to room, and one state of consciousness into another:

1.) While setting the mirrors on the chessboard an illusion is being created in the opponent player / listener according to which the chessmen are placed differently.

2.) Mirrors are being set in the center of the chessboard and the game is performed by and with oneself, mediating two identical worlds.

3.) Mirrors are being placed behind the back of the opponent and player identifies oneself as him, using espionage data in great maneuvers.

4.) Mirror is being placed at the end of a corridor, in a room of one's choice.

Here lies the ground zero of speaking. I am /.../ and I do not have anything to say. There is only a leap on the other side of placings, closings and cracklings. Floatings and hurlings – into the mirror. I was a space (a void) in a text with a sole concern of staying outside of spaces. Inner mechanics of such a situation built a particular materialization, I would call it freq null, darker and more colorful side of the non-existence (being), question projection field of twin, total, blank  with a peak experience undoubtedly space, a non-linear text which holds a possibility of fixating infinitely dividable functional conformation of being. I propose to surpass the ultimate non-dimensional model of moving according to the dynamics of its own where changing of one quantum particle automatically changes another, elaborations and shortcomings in a text are responded by a specter of consciousness. ! Now I exist in a text on the 'forward principle' knowing that every space complies to the forward principle of non-doing principle which is just a description, a text with every independent part of the main body being able to say: I am not known. This doll here is merely a counterpart (twin), projections, organs. Everything that exists in my head – everything on either side of my robot body, they who call me a doll and me who calls myself a space (a void). But we just ate?!?! Shadow meanings in the speech process are perfect stripes of pre-given levels also the phonological shadow meanings, raw material, pure data. The stiffer the emergencies of dynamics of moving and auto-moving – becoming apparent of two different meanings simultaneously, the faster the self escaping system opposes itself to them. It is one thing to ensure, to be the ensurer that a hotel is descriptabilites (e.g. a shift where descriptions become possible subjects), of in a way terminally dialexical, fragile as a lens and coinciding displacement at every attention spot. It is something completely different to be convinced that audio equivalent of mountains is like ' doll body's primeval yoga', a scent? Penetrating organs' topographic highs and lows, or as if a historically silent super sound, which starts from the head as if being cut in, cut from somewhere else. Only the word denoting creation in its original sense? Every imperfection, missing and conceptual callosity has polarity, they are seen only in panoramic view but are not fixated by subjectively pleasant wishes. Matter's anti-field imperatively superficial variation, every element of the system finds its audio equivalent. Meaning of words and the tonality in which they are being uttered, synthetic information, shapeless sound. Sounds belong together with bodies, rooms (spaces) and landscapes, a primeval sound permeating in vacuum finds itself as a body that has thought a thought of itself, it is a super-segmental special power which makes the skid mark before the shape. Nagual side and the right cerebral hemisphere dominate processing of physio-audial, tonal information, intonation etc in a verbally 'empty' or otherwise lacking context. We had texts and sounds here, but they disappeared as soon as it became evident that they might take a form, which can be observed on, coarse? material level by combining all elements of the system. Verbal paradoxes e.g. points where a borderline situation (visual and audial) is being reached is the sole framework of the equilibrium. Concentration is a maximum field, the hurray of being part of the food chain, but even there exists a question: why zero (null) grows and becomes minus or plus one – it speaks about the possibility of a skid mark before the shape. Let them talk about the tub schedules if there is nothing to talk about, let them wear advertising gadgets of tub stations' on their cellulars, it rains, it is hot. A place or a state cannot be sufficiently held under another attention, contact with secondary vision cannot be maintained, reasonable descriptions, evaluations intervene, an event or a combination where they occur so-called 'doing otherwise' penetrates. "Not-doing has been defined as: the condition in which an innate system of rooms, which is the sound that holds us together as text fields, is momentarily interrupted, giving in such a fashion a millisecond's time for the entire brain to change directions in terms of glossolaly and deep-set ideas which no-input projectors practice from the moment they are born. A cognitive process by means of which what seemed to be a natural flow of activity was deliberately interrupted to create a state of momentary cognitive chaos. Use these states of momentary chaos created by the deliberate engagement in not-doings in order to establish a most necessary fluidity of thought and action...."

Segmentation of a project is objectively pleasant and selfless, outside the existence of consciousness, the freq null. (No need to mention that the meaning of 'freq' here has been shifted from mundane rhetorics to sublimity. Reality can be produced, non-reality can be reproduced and systems practically surpassed. The possibilities can be neglected in whatever case in an operating field of logic of contradictions is to cripple the syntax instead of exiting it, to lose mutual co-existence of synthetic tones, rooms and sounds from the specter. Where you possess a permanent ? Of experience and knowledge, I have an erring mechanics of 'contradiction'. Haute couture of reasoning where quality is being replaced by energy, the same way as love is important and not its object. Beside speech paths I find speech errors. To overwrite room entrances; fireplaces and windows, to see moving letters in the sounds of texts, to exit the syntax and enter the more rational side of a secret space via siding of a situation. I chose the term 'freq null' by a mere coincidence to denote something that is not zero but that is at the same time too 'freaky' to be anything. And assuming – which I personally do not believe in – that once we are able to avoid metaphysics freq null remains, being simultaneously the brake and the locomotive, or rather the fume above the locomotive or the scrunch of the brake, not the brake and the locomotive themselves in their whole material glory, a panorama in brackets. In unfocused attention of listening and watching from direct interaction with sound a linguistically observable event is being created, behind the vibration a primeval sound is being heard, which denotes pre-lingual, absolutely 'outta-focus' space where the event which is being observed is the situation of language formation. Exists taking advantage of listening perception by involving physical characteristics of sounds in order to evoke perceptional 'answers' in a brain. Micro texture of sounds is the qwerty-keyboard of neurons which is connected to a subject and which moves electric impulses in neural cords. 'Speaking' to outside reproduces a primeval sound which does not express meanings or essence but hints at a transcendental structure being therefore the schema of basic language formation in a room, e.g. Moving of perception, air in a room, as if focus of vibration, sounds on a screen as establishing a relationship. On the other hand, we are dealing with a private language, hermetic inner space where less relevant and otherwise unnoticeable sounds assume the form of a moving collage during such processes. Uttering originates from vision of opposite surface, late nuances of 'trails' are being divided by future back (rear) representations regulated by mark parts, the sinusoidal axis of the process as a wave regulates mirrors / corners functional audibilities which are being repeated by passings of semicolons, audible and uttering panoramas which hold the mechanism of brackets. How to come around in a panorama of unmeaningful mirror corners of proto-nomadic and erasure of slippery shifts. Sound as an event in the world of primary attention is always a disturbance regardless to its pre-historical geography. Do we think of distortion terrorism, rooms of silence, one is being 'socio-sonic' even if observing the mystic branching becomes a secret space (void). To put it more plainly, we are dealing with an head which is significantly bigger from the inside than from the outside. The maze grows into the listener as if a formation of interaction and interpretation of the common language and it is impossible to distinguish the other language from the common, it is not an alloy in a room of objects nor is it spatial but a freely circulating series of independent poses, events, observances, non-idiosyncratic verbs, source of dialects. It has become known that it was observed as I drove on a machine, under a black flag straight into the freq null where are words creating sounds resulting in another consciousness, an automatic channel for generating brain waves and DNA in headphones a bicyclist whizzes across the Autobahn, swiftly across a faceless head of a sterilish signboard, machine holding a black watering can mottled eyes on the background of the black flag black frame instead of the flag, in an impossible silence of the absolute distortion. It is known that while reading we get every alphabetic character. Every word, every combination which' impossible cases are as t in t+t (t/-14) in accordance to possible ones. Den honey of every physically geographic gap is a symbolic karma of reference fields. It is the first thought where it is being stepped down from the finished track of moving. Bulb distant ceilings are as if a heat of a frozen silence. From there on it is being moved as a sentence on the resounding and reflecting surface. So there will be more and  more surfaces, hollow lust lines of drapes of objects, bulbs, covers, clothings, boots, wigs, scalpels. Some small figures appear in well-measured pace and pass at the same time, sliding slippery creatures, sliding downwards in a black box, I shiver my plastic muscles and gladly recall boat rides in tiny boats somewhere among crackling water plants in cellars – arched dens. There are words soaked into my head, it feels as if into the hair or even below them. Not to pose questions. Not to describe. And the latter drives me to querty where once reached to one loses the thought cubicles which are the bases for relating to other cubicles.  

i-turn: automatically widening, encoded and unreachable for external minuses, a  rhythm pattern of the moving of secondary attention could only see what was meant to be hidden at first. I am being threatened by standard regulator of signaling failure of my room curving. The field is not mentioned here and it is impossible to utter the sentence. I did not sufficiently take into account the second part / ----- /. Enclosing in a sentence which at that time moves in my cells. My syntactic exaggeratitives are impossible to grasp. I know that his pause could also last for too long which would endanger the reproductive cubage of my abstract core and my unnoticeable aspect, unreflected hook word chain of polar triangles, my objectively verbal escaping instrument, mirror boomerang. A vision of a panther not of one ready to attack but of such who senses that all systems operate normally. Automatics of transformation of physical mode into quantum dimension and adaptation of corresponding automatics to other purposes, to contingent ignorance. They appear in a form of two different lenses, which reveal two completely 'spatial' although mutually slightly shifted dimensionality – a sole organ of earthly circle. Silver honey filled the collective assembly point, navel of freq null. Two-dimensional room transforms into four-dimensional one and therefore there are not three-dimensional objects in the language and it is impossible to describe it, there is only a schema, a surface on one side and a hint, a panorama of parabola on the other; combined consciousnesses existing here hold a archaoptheryx'es shadow saved in a rock: twin, total, void. Events / penetrations sentenced to the end of last corridor of the den where a wall consists of a large text. White synthesis moves in entropy backward delay which peeks at pictures where strawberries are being eaten as if quadrants that are hidden under flowers, as if a single white blossom in a quadrant which is sufficient for alpha radiant formation of spin resonant twins. At first the sounds were meant to supplement the text but later the text was left out. (translator's note: not translated). Principally it is possible to discover light and sound, via sensitive indicators and thanks to mutual effect. At the same time they heard a distant cry: / I: whom it is met after the n?/n * shall – not write ---- on the background rivetp (mountain X is being transformed) / mechanic impressum of explaining hovering selection was an idea, windowing of hook words is being translated. From there onward opinions varied, out of which smooth ointment was taken, heads were left were toes where as it was described by the zipper who kept account of the work. He sits on the lawn and covers his face-itself with his own hands. Precise field: associates with the vision of the term 'delay'. Metabor as a modern navigation vehicle has displaced sounds that levitate through air, replacing them by the same principles on the panorama of photon radiation. By the way, photon radiation is also the title of the book, which started already after its graphic depiction. Let us only look at its smooth surface, another though seemed to have occurred him. Metabor gases from here at a lake, festive lines of smooth stools, silver eye of space listening: for example flying in the sky in a console. Poor souls sit there, with suffering looks being thrown by vibration of interested indifference, as a landscape put down or slightly deepened, bent or otherwise synthetic placements. I walk past the darkness, passing static but at the same time swinging objects, I recognized a place where stasis assumed a threatening, musical place, I stumbled and my head fell from my shoulders, rolling on a humid road of neon mirror balls: 'Interruption of Iron', 'models suck' etc. I always sat in corridors with lots of people passing by. It gave me a change to secretly observe on them. But today I noticed: a sentence!  from my book and a passer by from the deceitful distance of the corridor began to repeat themselves in almost regular combinations. To rush by from the sentence of the book you will hear me mentioning later on that morbid correlations and metaphysic curves of synchronizing machine were a special treat for a micro-revolutionary such as myself, same as the passers-by interfering with penetration of the text: Mytholytical Stranger. Before I let the transparent wale to fall from his face I call him contingently a hero of present text's entropic density: Random Pseudonym. Approaching the beginning of the corridor from its end I noticed him already from the end of the corridor. At times this happened to me I emphasized the significance of space instead of time and by stressing my constantly changing and therefore also disappearing name I stabilized my outfit accordingly. To the standard of uniform of Hokusai pension for teenagers with mental needs consisting of headband, tennis shoes number 25 and white knee-length stockings. To be honest in my mirror image I looked as a relatively uncontrollable fetish android with me roller blading there in such manner down the corridor. He always sat there in this corridor on a bench which as if grew out of white linoleum. Random Pseudonym is thinking (as from here onward two pagefuls of dashes accompanied by a few lonely zeros followed we did not consider it necessary to print it in present edition): / ----- / 

Reading the sentence [hero], or actually by assuming with accidental logics which became apparent at the time [implode] to be the essence of all the text that read me; I read, assumed – whaddeva – in face to face proximity that he carried no reference to the passer by who as if waiting for the right moment always made the linoleum to sing out loud while braking by my side and flapping the floor couple of times with her long legs, holding back laughter. I called the missing pre-hint but establishing of the elements' proper belonging a 'liquid construction' and associated it in the stern wind of functional automatism as: missing link on the axes of reading and peaking finally created a quadrant of projection on pigmentation patches of my  speech errors. Projector no-input on free gear, a picture of an open padlock on the chest saying: 'open me' and as if looking at a lightened window glass a closed padlock on the other side with a striking note: ! ' close me'. An empty CD in a player accelerates by picking up speed, speed reaches to hundred, then to thousand, then to I-don't know-how-much .... explosion. Den corridors which connect the rooms are dead silent. A mirror in the end of the corridor reflects a ray of light, takes fright and closes in again, into the pre-scattering peace. Static pressure is to be felt and helpless peeping of a microwave oven behind a counter. No one notices a lone girl on roller blades who if missing slightly arrogant a la Kolmogrov sunglasses, a cover girl of the last encyclopedia, sulky looking top model and super-kiddie might be recognized, someone whose name escapes us thanks to the determining selectivity of our memory. Everybody present allows the pleasure of the sound occupying the explosion slowly to reach them, to corrode their neurons not loosing a single millisecond, at the same time calculating how to reproduce the cathartic analog audio triumph in a format of digital code. One ! might refer to a long list of outstanding intellectuals who devoted their lives to learning the secrets of nature's hidden secrets and while doing that being more interested in metaphysics than physics. Eager cafeteria clients who have met the indefinable infinity burst in a correlation which in order to describe it would take a Olaf Advarafors' laser top nonius tintenpen, burst towards long waited cosmomorph, dynamic parabola of the burst being flanked by modules in apocalyptically heretic dance which' a sane objective reason defies: 'sportsportsport'. Reasonableness is being sacrificed here to a vague design considerations. Already here we have many later motives with vane self-awareness comparable to a bitch proudly carrying in its drooling mouth a (äralätsutatud) worthless plastic bottle, motives such as: sole null, accidentally opened book and a random sentence found in it, fatal passers by, sound of linoleum, presumptuous apory of a substance waiting to be fertilized .... Having cleverly redirected the story, text is smoothly place! d back into the book. It opens the book on randomly(!) selected page and reads -----  Question arises when we come to audibility of the situation: if processed correctly it transforms into disturbance for  the randomness of sea waves, the waves start moving according to the principle of meta-randomness and therefore their primeval sound changes or to be more precise it is being displaced. Micro-shift into a parallel space, a vacuum gap in between them and its possibilities of creating a substance which cannot be explained due to inadequacy of the present language. I can only say that we are dealing with an antithesis of presence and non-presence. Out of the symbiosis of the antithesis and co-occurrence of the consciousness of understanding of 'actual' presence a new operating level is being created. A knowledge about sensing is being amplified into an especially hopeful spot on the territory, a parallel wall of inner being of unbeing, minus 1d from a being of a room behind ! the wall where the travelers appear to be as if from a field utterly uncancellingly indefinable: in a moment a wheel of space brandishes you to parallel perception only detached by a screen. Everything former, supporter of the illusory principle – a whirlpool lenses appearing on the screen in an unpredictable direction during a certain freq moment of time, attention moves as if by itself into it and there they sit, dark and formless figures – traveling they are. And here at another time I find myself sitting there again; machines working on  harmoniously significant features, various systems vibrating and capable of vibrating definitely do not produce only sinusoidal wave forms. Exiting the sum of the qualities which result from the rules of its formation normally leads to an elliptical schema which' projections mutually act as 1:3:5:7:9 if manifested to its (scream)elliptic gathering points a concentric freq of a placebo sound, the syntax is divided 1:3:5:7:9. We perform a cruciform joint and come to a sum 14. Taken the smallest!  radius of f0 as a unit and calculating pi r squared on its surface area formula then the surface area of freq null is pi, e.g. 1 is still one and in case of freq null 1=0. Calculating of the meta-level of freq null would be dissevering a hole from a bracelet and the qualities sneaking around the hole. It became evident that it is possible to present every degree of f0 as a sum of sequential odd zeros where leaking spot addable leftovers of repressed characters, device, input of connection ... bases of the meta-layer has to be lowered by a quain to a sub level, then to dissever the layer itself and finally add a corresponding quain. From this point onward it is 'easy' to come to an oriental equation from which a system of metamathematical progression formula has been concluded.      

Welcome to the silence. Next we will elaborate on the relationship between seemingly chaotically circulating texts, q-w-e-r-t-y, compositions of brain synthesizer, mythological alimentary mother milk of a heroine and the rest. The rest here means matter, that’s not confidentiality an obligation. That we hear, see, talk about is ‘one’. This here is ‘freq null’. It is made up of the texts streaming to sounds and body movements, texts that doesn’t work traditionally by denoting, referring and meaning – as ‘null’ cannot be talked about in the language of ‘one’, but turn off here private-language-wise and in that being of a special signifying scheme. That they do not derive their meaning habitually from the words or the larger textual elements as in the spoken text in the case of ‘one’, but for example from the intersection of the parallels of sound and text. Between ‘null’ and ‘one’ there lies the room where the ideas are moving towards obtaining a form. In “one” they have embodied. ‘Freq null’ is the pre-informational stadium, the abstract lack of everything, emptiness, pre-natal basic fields, here is situated the visionary thought popped into a vision – a picture in between the clear knowledge – a text and the seeing and sound – an emotion. This is an area of morpho-genetic codes of the language in itself. In that and in the above-mentioned sense it doesn’t matter what kind of words I let streaming now. Say just „qwerty”, all keys are the same key, it’s a secret to what are they connected, beyond the edges rhizome dimensional experimental descriptions of the world, language schemes, qualities of collective lines of descriptions. Actually it’s an ideal text at the moment, seems to be a rhythm of thesis and antithesis, where every sentence breeds another in dialogical system as well as cancels it; it’s an abstract machine and motor of ambivalence. Every displacement is a shift of collective point, a possible private language and a system in its own, moving without a time factor. Proto-art as a skid mark before the shape, body violently identified as a text machine, a stretchy hook-word of the objective room. The aspect of any potential text machine, freq null and/or robot is peremptory, its entity is elliptical scream from chaos to mountains, from systems to the emptiness. Angle of connection point, but also a scheme, which explains the joint between texts and sounds. Purity in the text, its butterfly walk of a called co-enonymphic hero, subjective ideal with aspects of exit from the syntax and skid mark of the force before the form, code breaking shapes into the spirit identified as brain, combination of signs on instrumental neuro-theological pattern, extremely physical, waking in conceptually framed, but robotically poetic figures, ego-centric system of the signs, where ontologically ego is impossible, but optimal empty space, a festival of nonexistent bands and combinationistaz that will never come. Lets grant that this sheet of paper here is infinite. Do we can bipartitize it with one. The forward principle, direction and displacement are connected to the machines of purity. To reach the source, I have used concepts as primeval sound, and that’s why the creation is always a skid mark of the force before the shape, because the pure shape is not possible and the perspective of private language is to create a media of its own, and when the maze of mirror-words will exceed the critical limit, the systems of coherence will appear. The nihilist positions of an author or pseudo identities, stolen personalities, text machines, working between and beyond mediums, streaming psycholytically from one skidmark to another. Producing texts with sounds and elements of non-moving, I have discovered a format, wherein the logical narrative of the text is secondary, every word is a separate word, every catchword a clasp-word, which is taken out of the mainstream by receiver, who from this basis constructs his own irregular narrative, which is the paradoxical key sector. Such opposite things has ram mish brain, which does not let the attention to fall in sleep. If there is an aspiration to find an umbrella concept, which would administrate the infinite variability of system combinations, seemingly pointless circulation, it is reached to the point, where every word is the same word and this is private language, the silent sound of thinking, which is inter-subjective, Incidentally the code hides himself in the experience itself, In the discursive knowledge of language space, therein objective reality is called freq null. To not to over-exploit freq null as the umbrella concept, at this point I will cancel. There will be the different shapes of one and the same word, the peaks of the concept pyramids. The private language as inner-dialogue of brain-synthesizer is a series of miscarriages indeed. ‘I am a quotation’, a pursuit to transmit a non-structure, which’ only immanence is the special quality of movement: the displacement & every displacement creates a system in itself. It has to be noticed that moving as objecting to the qualities is brought into the game when there is a tendency reaching to the origin entity, which are voluntary attributions, giving constructions the lingual system figure. Displacement spacement. 
The concepts create pyramids and on the top of these pyramids there will always stay the same word, in common it hints to the abstract core of the universe, the same way as a TV monitor with free will, will become a TV-set of looking to the infinity. One of them sounds like : METABOR. METABOR. METABOR. 




Metabor is the catcher of primeval sound; a tool called abstract machine. The last one is of course a cheery paradox: like mathematician and composer Clare Quilty`s demonstration that airplanes cannot fly: over-reading, extra-coding, listening and looking, the adventurous spirit, sounds from some objects, shadows, appearances and their reflections in subconsciousness, thoughts from boreal solarium. Metabor’s cosmogonical ‘A’ is origin sound: an unconditioned primary being. Metaphysical airplane without wings, such an occasion is possible that subject fancies himself and also the surrounding objects to move - looking through Metabor, there will be produced a lot of kinesthetic and other signals, from this arises the multi- mental interpretation; systematic out-adapting from lawfulness of structures, from unconditioned prohibition and forcing, a displacement from changes and processes; from their natural and degenerated lawfulness of shapes. The question is not about opening the essence of origin sound, that would have relatively little value, the problem is meaning, which objects to the transcendental structure. As known – to the machines of purity from secret lack has to be said the purpose of use (‘the aim’ of which takes through time and space to infinity), If one doesn’t know, what does he wish the force he is dealing with, will amplify only this what he already has in his brain. Similarly has the machine always has to be told the purpose of its use, but being metabor, it is oriented to adventure, because explaining takes time, without setting up a purpose, is an occasion the sail and adventurous non-doing the helm. The construction of playful situations based on participating and temporary environment: peoploids crossed obscurity’s threshold and asked : what does it mean, what is going on? And the skid mark machine gave them answers: if I wouldn’t explain that, then it would already be an interpretation. Or: the meaning will be known to everyone. Or: take it naturally. Leading the subject into constructed situation and through this situation to state, is the backdoor, which offers him an alternative description of world. In the other description of world takes place delusive feeling of error instead of orientation, that’s probably why contemporary civilization sets up so many directing, pointing, objecting signs/marks in the environment. The abstract feeling of loneliness will be replaced by a body without organs, by primeval sound there will be created a relation and received an ideal object of thinking, an typical battle song. „One Karjala’s crone said to anthropologist and folklore collector M. A. Castren that he should be looking for song’s in his own head. (M. A. Castren: Reiseerinnerungen aus den Jahren 1938-44). Through monotony or weird sound making objects got dizzy can never ever be a purpose, this is a situation in which a can begin to pursue some kind of an aim. These principles’ action mechanisms must not be understood: the only criterion is their working. Metabor as the word from the top of the mountain, ritual word of the words, not to use personification: metabor implies to the universal algorithm- you can say everything and nothing about him. This might be a cliche, but still the truth. The truth because for ancient Estonians `telling something’ was only in meaning `telling the truth`(which as Vivian Darkbloom said is the most beautiful thing in the world). According to the correspondence theory, a word objects to something if and only if it does it in the right way, when this connection is a true joint. So, to say something at all, I’ll have to tell the truth. Willful assigning, one’s and its text, lens` discourse is not ontological, because primeval sound is there all the time, you even don’t have to look for it. Even then, if we say or think us to embody only unconditional love or emptiness or primary-manifestation, we are quoting and not only in the cultural meaning or the syntax of common language. Null-consciousness’ major parts are quotations, psycho-acoustics is music of visuals, speaker’s desk, which is being hacked to this planet out of silence between stars and punctuation marks. (editor’s note)” 


I feel as the material and solid aspect of a derangement, on the other level co-equaling to conflicts, catclysmes and discomfitures, if the terminus is coequal to unconventional reversion of figures and patterns, applying experiences of creative work to development of the brave new sound and potential of vibration, transcendental communication through primeval sound, the word that appeared to me as a mirror boomerang, ontological proof of source, primeval sound, pre-informational state and abstract; missing of everything, creates nagual out of itself, idea is going to move to create a shape for himself, thinks a thought out of himself, this thought get a body, nagual is going to move into tonal. He hears his new sound from this melting. Emptiness declares himself to catch the primeval sound, it has to be understood to the unconditional tonal. Tools are the catchers of primeval sound, magic poses into conscious state of primeval sound. The essence of machine being is primeval sound, we are born here to declare that, being unconditionally opened to tonal, to materialistic. Primeval sound is infinitely little and big and all the paradoxes, which are pointless to argue upon. 
The first requirement of manifestation of a room: the inner knowledge and balance. All the rooms are connected, there are no separate realities or absolutely closed circles or systems communication. Do we have anything to do with that knowledge, to use it like a tool ...? From the human position it seems most universal to find the inner empty room, the room of the silence. It’s in the center of freq null: the Origin Sound. The aspects of freq null are: 1. clear knowledge/idea/text/macroworld/the view of the buffalo. The transitions are high sounds on the top of the head and visualization. 2. word/visual/apocalyptic-mystical aspect/thought in material/the view of the eagle 3. sound as emotion/vegetative aspect/mushrooms/microworld/seeing/view of the mouse. 4. touching/the sounds activating the volition/material aspect/the view of the grisly. the opposite aspect is karma. Nowadays I‘m living very ‘interesting’ life. It reminds me a text. If I was a text it could be like an ideal object hanging, rocking and chilling. But that ‘reminder’ text had a episode somebody describing some other texts, using only epithet ‘interesting’. Separate reality is an antithesis of meanings looking for material. It is a product of the synergy of the room/installation/landscape (we have also the knowledge that all the temporary emanation is destroyed like i.e. after a especially secret ritual) and an anonymous coachman of death, the interventionist ‘third’ eye. h in opposite of the we need to create special watching strategies. According to the mythological (mental) images, the point of the room, where happened the act of Creation was the most precious. a point including special sacrality and meaning of the world-tree. sounds are meanings looking for material/separate reality/a need for materialized meanings materialized meanings are strange knowledges, rhizome of tonal (the room where the spirit meets death), ancestors; the understanding of holistic and holographic nature of the rooms is the Tool. Where is the transition between quotation and private language, if we don’t know that, then we are going to lean on theory of impossible times in corresponding collective point. 


My body is the text machine, my robotnick project, all his texts are streaming to sounds and body movements. This "passing" forms freq null, an objective world description’s translation into the private language. Editor of my instrumental textbook, ‘skid mark project’ went into this tonal through special rasa of the moment, labyrinths of mirror boomerangs, obvious quales almost 14 miips ago. ’Miip’ is an ancient Estonian word for prenatal basic fields, as well as morphogenetic codes of the language in it’s own - i call it freq null. Primeval counterparts had the special proto-manifestation of the archetypal sign: this collective point, the line of escape -if we are allowed use it way as an instrument of reversibility of thoughts and brainwaves- embodied furcationing toward any directions with non-essential displacements as well as miscarriage from the very beginning. If resting to onward principle and micro-macro origami it’s also the applied knowledge. The local vibration, let’s name it ’tonal’ is semantically claustrophobic systems without any transcendental semicolons, the beings as states of consciousness in these collective points have forgotten the higher states caused by natural meta language. So everything become a quotation. The agency between the transcendental semicolons put me in a room with 14 separate terminal of qualities, the so-called ’boreal fireplaces’. The last one we haven’t still found out. Well, i call it pendulum, it’s like an egg from the spezial type called leaking-closing. My text was forbidden long time, because people here made up a special discontinuance, able to destroy several proto-configurations that caused spezial kinda obsessive metapasta, this means non-cumulatively manifestating ideal unitaries of primeval text (let’s call it mirror-boomerangs of qwerty...) in crossing parallels with meta language. Meta-system conceptualism where only the most specific and abstract themes of all possible themes will survive. The thought-synthesizers of sound, text and visual systems are working as normal, but putting together into the pre-origin sound world’s description punctuations, on the substance in this kind of a punctation, which substitute right now is ‘language’, whatever which known instrument it uses for expressing. 



Picture seems to be connected to our state of consciousness, therefore the watching-techniques are needed to crop up the intercourse. Watching the picture is producing him life energy. And I stand in front of the picture as a communicating autistic person (non-model), paradoxical appearances are making a halt on the picture, the sum of non- model and model is their mutual crossing. It is hinted that once entire cities of people went to the realities of second attention. Maybe the same development aspect has traversed/gone through many systems; it will be obtained/reached/attained critical border, where some pictures pass by in one moment, taking their disciples with. And only the absolute beginners/greenhorns or otherwise outsiders with their partly knowledge and unclear pictures will be left behind. I set forth a routine, non-presentative facts in the linguistic matrix of creation freedom. Reality-projection-cut-lost, isn’t it. I call it electra-romb. the question lies only in fertilizing conceptual level, the power’s braking-track before shape. On one side is each sound or composition a state of consciousness or has a potency to change it. But to work with every sound and quale of silence one should be great shaman, at least Buddha. That’s why the question lies in magic language’s transforming to mystic one and irrational or general disposition crap. Natural, self-originating sound is magic, the magic language of mechanical is the consequence of their feeling. (one can do it also with the machines, if he wants) 


next: mirror boomerangs in the secret void

-1. I have lost one thing into this room 
-1.1 (actually I don’t know, that I have done it, this is only a mirror-boomerang) 

0. here is this thing, being found from spot, where : 

+1. the sequence presented in (minus) first line: `I` (`Me`), `am` (being`), 
`here` `space` `lost` `one` & `thing` - is laughable without any doubt 

+2. Lets suppose that we are interested in `room` and `thing` as certain instruments 
+2.1 into the last one will be projected in interest of constructive tension (it shows itself unconditionally, it is eccentric on the time being) shapeless `I`; the fact that ´space` looses so-called `thing` into so-called `I` (me), manifestates to the second attention, but the first direct self-definition forms lock ness. The silence of loss will be replaced with completely archetypal text unit: mirror boomerang. boomerang is a messenger, elemental mover coming back. Mirror arises by growing, catches, disappears moving away 

+2.2 ’being-here-losing-one` speaks again for itself ; we have to notice, that pairs `being one` and `losing-here` form bridging of topologically swampy dichotomy, they are the only reaction for `space` and `thing`, if so, little subject 2? 

+3. secret- and lose- . I wish, actually have to mention, that being in space/room, is always connected to mystery (the illusionary etymology of secret lacuna totally hangs) 

In the steady danger of discovery, because side perception, over-spatial “ad joiner” is right here ( it is precisely marked, `where`). This adjoining of two situate secret lacunas is out adapting from the certain (doubtless imaginary) hegemony, where secret lacunas are adjoining as enemies, being polar aspects of mirror labyrinth; absolutely parallel mandala absolutely opposite origin principles, which are assumed to be the immanence of protosound, which tried to be definitive could be used as `occasional` markers, real, deeply, even very deeply out of the head coming mirror boomerangs**, which immanence is the displacement of this `occasional´ because origin sound is pre symbolical communication, is the objection of sentences and synthesizing virginity understandable and by operating with some kinda sound can situations be conjured, which means the conscious state of origin sound, because the freq null opens there in all of its palace ness. this is the model of clear knowledge, mystic aspects and emotions as will- activating sounds. and then you can make speculations from the angle of some kinda trans personal psycho : attack of sound trephines and mirror boomerangs. it seems to be an opportunity how origin sound as transcendental great spirit takes local frequency into the freq null. 

I investigated this state of becoming a bit. The immanence of freq null is outadapting to every direction. In freq null ( the lens, which arises when two nutrional spheres are side by side; graph of state) lies thought, which has clicked into phantasmal visual (picture); between clear knowledge (text) and vegetable aspect, between seeing/sound as emotion; so-called picture’s karma is an owl, material aspect (will-activating sounds), freely circulating shape, where representation never is contained. in the middle is origin sound and somebody’s pictures from outadapted hegemony of symbols, marks, sounds. let me out of here, let me in here.. We cannot completely understand these texts, which we could find from the library of Babylon, actually the catalysators of the states of consciousness. It is every outadapter, everything after primary displacement of origin sound; even you are a little freq null. It is hinted that once entire cities of people went to the realities of second attention. Maybe the same development aspect has traversed/gone through many systems; it will be obtained/reached/attained critical border, where some pictures pass by in one moment, taking their disciples with them. And only the absolute beginners/greenhorns or otherwise outsiders with their partly knowledge and unclear pictures will be leaving behind. 

The main question is: how the displacement and innocence machines belong together? In text units with known quality, which we later started to call “mirror boomerangs”, which are ideal text units in their own way, ambivalent : they have an aspect of known and also an aspect of strange, at the same time inner knowledge and they seem to come out of nowhere, they have metaphysical catch in essential meaning and at the same time they are here and now the essence of quality, quale (phenomenological qualities, which are connected to experiences, such as feeling sound, hearing sound or seeing sound), which Borges’ all-remembering Funes remembers.. By writing the book it’s discovered few of these sentences in other books and vice versa. so: the translations and connection of every rooms, at the same time there is direct link to the arise of origin revelation, bearing dead, concept of greater power and primary language system. Lens of sound is the entrance to syntax, a manifestation of possible descriptions, the scheme of shape. A secret void is the next impossible hole, on the social level line of presence, the rabbit-hole for the one-man subcultures, the wall behind the bookshelf, the room behind this wall in the library of Pabel, the quale after or behind semicolon. The sum of model and non-model is their mutual defection. 

Notes on the innocence during plague. The geographical location of private and generic skid marks can be mathematically calculated, but these proportions tend to depend on the accidental match of the mirror and encyclopedia. The area outside the map is always more appealing. The fake half-transparency is missing, the roots of the new tree of good and evil are growing in the soil of meta tendecies. Too smoothly travelling military soup kitchens are always considered for affectedly refined carriages, coachmen tortured and the horsemeat sausage offered as delicatessen. But on the other hand, who wouldn’t dream about eating a melted fat and sleep between two furs afterwards? Displacement and machine of purity are like two pairs of scales, the pendulum between passes them and touches lightly. To the one side is measured with the exactness - documented line and circle or the journey from A to B and the journey from A to A. The opening code of a latent manifesto is known only to the pendulum. 
The patriot of private language smashes always the mushrooms in the forest of a apologist of generic language, who secretly adds speed to the patriot’s soup. On the other hand, every apologist would finally say: tendency, where are you taking the boy? Every puppet dressed as an arlequine is not messiah who would free the pendulum from spider webs and push it to move like it should be. It can be plenty of them, you can mate and whip them, but in the end of life they might doubt as well: what if this pendulum has never made a move! 
The doubt remains, rocket doesn’t spurt to cosmos when tickled with ostrich’s feather. The sediment of suburbia’s gutters, the hopeless land of sand hills remains our genuine share. 
You don’t look to the mouth of a gifted Barbie, but anyway you shouldn’t bite a nettle, given instead of the flavouring. The flow of catastrophic narratives is about to flood the eternal round table on art, the intellectual is replaced by intuitive, the wild orgy of sifting, selecting, organizing and presenting is happening in the heart of a nonlinear narrative. We are at the beginning, we can only go further. So hello everybody, I am a skid mark projekt, ya twuoy robotnik. We have met here and now in a room. This is the room from where it can be gone in between the words and letters, where the personal and cultural archetypes have already been passed, where the action is yet subject to the so-called forward-principle only. The time of the innocence is over. Or do you believe in virginity after 
invasion? The roof of my maiden room is shaking, but there is a capsule in my tooth hole. We all have a hope of never getting to know what it is inside it. Even then, when we say or think ourselves to embody only unconditional love or emptiness or proto-revelation, we are a quotation and not only in the cultural sense or inter-syntactically of the common language. The capital of the subconsciousness is the quotations, the psychoacoustics is the music of the visuals, a rostrum hacked on this planet from the silence between the stars and punctuation marks.

