
 

The Centre of the Infinite 
  - excavations of time and space 
 
 
I fell. 

I fell until I heard the thud of my excited body crashing through that unbroken surface. 

Unbroken and ever changing.  

Waiting patiently, bound to its eras, it rippled for a moment before returning to a tacit 

shimmer.  

Something felt different. Something was different. This impression made by some invisible 

force, unheard and unseen, ordained to its inevitable wearing away by that erosive flow we 

call time.  

This fragmented moment begins to break down almost before it has happened. As if it 

already knew its fate. Wreckage becomes rubble, rubble becomes sand and sand becomes 

the indefinable landscape that smothers entire epochs. 

I’ve read, I read, I will read; dizzy from my fall I fail to orient myself below that surface. And, 

 

 

 

       below that surface 

  a torrent of words, letters and faces                    
surge the liquid. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
Surging me. 



 

 
Swept up in cross currents, the spool of chain woven from a lifetime of thoughts 

subconsciously unravels; my anchor, plummeting through the eternal deep. 

I navigate this uncharted passageway, each link of chain one of Hansel’s breadcrumbs, 

allowing me to see where I have been. Without succumbing to the natural impulses of birds, 

each bond yielding to the chemical instincts of materiality.  

 

Rust and decay plague my every move 
as I negotiate each winding turn, 

the entangling web of corroded metal 
opening more diverging channels, 

denies any return. 
 

 

 

 

 
Echoes of Laughter 

‘And no one knows the where's or why's 
But something stirs and something tries 

And starts to climb towards the light’i 
 

 
The faint echoes of laughter still rolling round each angular turn, still unperceived by my 

many fellow explorers. This is no deep bellow of laughter protruding from a powerful gullet, 

the only laughter that, one might assume, can be sustained within this infinite repository. 

Instead, we are confronted by the placid hollowness of a repeating giggle.ii Seldom more 

than once do we let out that overwhelming surprise at the same scénario-comique before it 

becomes too familiar, too foreseeable, too known to us to provoke such an unexpected 

inner upheaval.iii  

The documentation of a world. Existence reduced to letters, words, sentences, paragraphs, 

pages, books and ghosts. The crystallized fortress of paper and ink that continues to be 

constructed as it collapses around me, 



 

 

I am the Architect.  
I am the Mariner. 

 

 

Onward I trawl for the meaning of meanings. In the absence of any beginning how do I 

locate an end? Methodically, I believe, as my search persists from one point to another 

through this, the unbridled ocean of data extending out to my horizon  

and beyond. 

 

‘If one thing matters, everything matters’iv, a man proclaims. 

 

Though I seek to avoid the ramblings of others searching for meaning in the shadows; as 

whatever they may dredge from the darkness to build their worlds (and we are in the realm 

of building worlds here) could also hold significance for me, yet never in equivalences.  It has 

become diluted, as if gazing blurrily through ghostly vapors at vestigial fragments from a 

world I now question was ever my own. 

 

 

I am the misplaced mariner, nowhere to be found. 
Obscured, off course yet still I search.  

I am the Mariner seeking solid ground. 
 
 
 

 
And when I find this reliable terrain? 
 
 

I am the Mariner. 
I am the Architect. 

 



 

 
Is it enough to lay my foundations sturdy? Living in hope that the earth in which they stand 

is good and true, that they lay sufficiently deep enough to withstand roaring winds and 

crushing waves; that they themselves do not become fodder for those other ravenous sea 

explorers?  

 

 

 

I build and I build and I build and 
I build and I build and I build and 
I build and I build and I build and 
I build and I build and I build and 
I build and I build and I build and 
I build and I build and I build and 
I build and I build and I build and 
I build and I build and I build and 
I build and I build and I build and 
I build and I build and I build and 
I build and I build and I build and 
I build and I build and I build and 
I build and I build and I build and 
I build and I build and I build and 
I build and I build and I build and 
I build and I build and I build and 
I build and I build and I build and 
I build and I build and I build and 
I build and I build and I build and 
I build and I build and I build and 
I build and I build and I build and 
I build and I build and I build and 
I build and I build and I build and 
I build and I build and I build and 
I build and I build and I build and 
I build and I build and I build and 
I build and I build and I build and 
I build and I build and I build and 
I build and I build and I build and 
I build and I build and I build and 
I build and I build and I build and 

 
… 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

The repetition of my effort is reflected within each room’s six-sided walls. And when I stop 

to marvel at my wondrous creation I cannot shake the feeling of being trapped inside a die, 

with only the familiarity of those same six faces, eternally repeating, for companionship. And 

these dice it seems cannot afford any certainty for their own stability, the limits of possible 

movement remain undecided. 

 

But what architect could resist the temptation of natural light? 

 
 
The hexagonal lattice of each grain of sand 

is exemplified through each windowpane,     

as it frames, 

the uncertainty of that awesome-red-terrain.v 

 

 

‘No archive without outside.’vi 

Indeed, an outside is a necessary coordinate in the creation of an infinite recording. The 

space of the library is but a single axis, let’s say x, while the space outside the library is y, and 

the space of immateriality within my mind becomes z. Within this fictional plane the book of 

infinite knowledge lies at the intersection of space and time. We designate this as zero; the 

only place we could possibly refer to as an origin, however falsely we believe the existence 

of this dwelling to be, this point of reference may aid to hinder the onset of our inner 

madness for a little while longer. We may find that this graph, as all worthy graphs should, 

forms itself into a map. No topographical map of the earth’s surface, its coordinates must 

remain in constant motion and the objects it describes can never occupy the same space or 

time twice; it is a celestial map. Each wordless reverberation across it offers an elegant hope 

to solitary men in their search for purpose, and the eternal traveler may examine this 

celestial graph of immeasurable knowledge from any place or time and trace those 

impressions left by that holy echo from disordered order to ordered disorder. vii 
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‘Another common convention for coordinate naming is to use subscripts, as in x1, x2, ... xn 

for the n coordinates in an n-dimensional space; especially when n is greater than 3, or 

variable. Some authors (and many programmers) prefer the numbering x0, x1, ... xn−1. These 

notations are especially advantageous in computer programming: by storing the coordinates 

of a point as an array, instead of a record, one can use iterative commands or procedure 

parameters instead of repeating the same commands for each coordinate.’viii 

 

An array is a maneuverable element that offers the possibility of very rapid change. A record 

is more stable, more fixed to its purpose. We regard it with more authority as if it were 

chained in place with iron shackles. With only the most daring among us attempting to 

unpick its locks. 

 

Archives are built from solid foundations of recorded forms, not the sand of arrays. 

 

[Red Sea translates from the Greek Erythra Thalassa, the direct rendition of which in Latin 

translates to Mare Erythraeum referring simultaneously to the northwestern part of the 

Indian Ocean and a central region on the red planet Mars.] 



 

A cosmic network of interweaving sand dunes extends before me like some chaotic red 

carpet; a majestic welcoming of unbounded fear holding no promise of navigation aside that 

which my own desire can chart. 

The awesome-red-terrain. 

(I use the word awesome here in its archaic form, that which instills a feeling of sublime 

reverence.) 

 

Even the remotest particle of sacred sand trembles with each new echo. 

 

 

There are Millions of Suns Leftix 

As our sun ages, burning brighter and hotter than anyone had dared to dream, the 

intensifying heat unexpectedly ignites paper and vitrifies the rolling sands. Paper becomes 

that which is precious, more valuable than all the jewels beneath the earth, more important 

than life itself. For a time on billboards everywhere the words were screamed at us. 

 

 

Paper is life. 
 

I step outside my paper dwelling; there is no salvage from the burdening heat as I set out 

across the vermillion sands. People of seemingly limitless age working since the beginning of 

time, that abstract concept invented around the point those first explorers wandered into 

the abyss, continuing their painstaking operation to catalogue each grain of silica within this 

immeasurable expanse. I myself sift through, ‘panning for knowledge’, rescuing each particle 

I regard as important from the silent wilderness. To be placed high upon those towering 

scales, weighed against the emptiness of the future in order to determine its value. 

Lifetimes spent looking for answers to shifting riddles, ‘how could one possibly archive water 

that knows no boundaries?’x 

 



 

Notes on Kepler-22B, and the hundreds of other earth like planets orbiting similar suns are 

being recorded. We look to the heavens for answers to our puzzles, all the while paper 

towers rise higher and higher and the red wastes expand further into their own void.  

Continuous audits and reports, charts and diagrams, maps and records are produced of 

worlds beyond our own. We looked to Mariners of the red planets Mars, Venus and 

Mercury. NASA’s Mariner Program, robotic probes sent forth to compile endless lists of data. 

Status: 

Mariner 1 

Destroyed shortly after liftoff. 

Mariner 2 

Defunct after successful mission, occupies a heliocentric orbit. 

Mariner 3 

Malfunctioned. Derelict in heliocentric orbit. 

Mariner 4 

Communications lost after bombardment by micrometeoroids. Derelict in heliocentric orbit. 

Mariner 5 

Defunct. Now in Heliocentric orbit. 

Mariner 6 

Defunct. Now in a Heliocentric orbit. 

Mariner 7 

Defunct. Now in a Heliocentric orbit. 

Mariner 8 

Destroyed in a launch vehicle failure. 

Mariner 9 

Shut off. In Areocentric (Mars) orbit until at least 2022 when it is projected to fall out of orbit 

and into the Martian atmosphere. 

Mariner 10 

Defunct. Now in a Heliocentric orbit. 

 

 
Link - There are Millions of Suns Left into Towards the Infinite Fear via the heliocentric orbits 

of these defunct exploratory spacecraft.  



 

How can we define the centre of this storehouse of testimony or even say whether a TRUE 

centre of anything can really exist? Are we to work out from the centre into the voided 

expanse? Do we spend our lifetime attempting to find the centre so that we may begin our 

journey? Or is the centre simply any point we begin with? Are we all spiraling out from the 

centre of this archive unable to travel back along our expanding orbits through the plethora 

of infinitesimal associations? Is this the fear of the infinite archive?  

Archive Fever / Archive Fear. 

 

Towards the Infinite Fear 

Out of the rolling ocean we have clambered to our feet, progressing faster and faster, 

extending from the wake of our past, heading in the only possible direction, the infinite 

future, the infinite fear. What if these solid foundations become eroded over time by storms 

and winds, by war and indifference? An entire race of beings so helplessly bound to our 

knowledge, our sorrow and regret, are driven mad by this great loss. Dependent upon this 

prison we once called a shelter, our punishment that only the archive can inflict. Our 

knowledge, our past, our future, filled with doubtless uncertainty as we grasp our tools and 

inscribe frantically, making desperate attempts to remember uncounted life times of 

understanding.  

Beneath treeless skies, they work tirelessly, the days burning sun beats a pounding rhythm 

upon their brains, pulsing with each mark made, their only reprieve is the lesser heat of 

countless flickering candles as they grasp ever further back at corroded memories through 

the darkness. 

 

 

“Paper…we need more paper!” 
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Appendix 

Out of the Rolling Ocean the Crowd 

  Out of the rolling ocean the crowd came a drop gently to me, 
  Whispering I love you, before long I die, 
  I have travel'd a long way merely to look on you to touch you, 
  For I could not die till I once look'd on you, 
  For I fear'd I might afterward lose you. 
 
  Now we have met, we have look'd, we are safe, 
  Return in peace to the ocean my love, 
  I too am part of that ocean my love, we are not so much separated, 
  Behold the great rondure, the cohesion of all, how perfect! 
  But as for me, for you, the irresistible sea is to separate us, 
  As for an hour carrying us diverse, yet cannot carry us diverse forever; 
  Be not impatient—a little space—know you I salute the air, the 
      ocean and the land, 
  Every day at sundown for your dear sake my love.x 

 
- 

Oswald’s rule states that in general it is the least stable polymorph that crystallizes first.    

- 
 
The chart denoted the area or possibility. 
The x axis intersected the y axis. 
The z axis was missing. 
The z axis was lost. 
They had dedicated their lives to finding this missing part of time. 
They felt it was an important task. 
They felt it meant something. 
A task worth living for. 
The search carried on for millennia. 
As explorers died, others took their place. 
They had no faith, no belief in what they were doing. 
Right and wrong had no meaning in their minds. 
They searched the external world, collecting, arranging, improvising. 
A pseudoscience. 
A stitching together of this worlds apparitions. 
Cartographers of the oblivion. 
 

 

 

 


