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Say the world is a smudged charcoal drawing. Slit from its frame,
smuggled out of the Vatican. Don't say it couldn't happen. Who
would know.

Say the world can't remember yesterday, or why its four corners curl
up. Now, imagine a man who can't either, sitting at one of the
world's ragged edges, considering that sea we call Night, and Time.
From a waterstair he sketches by scraps of moonlight a crumbling
wall he will one day call Point of Grace. Mist and dreamdrift beckon
and elude.

Say you are he, or someone like: You wonder, fear, hope, all the
usual. Mornings you wake clutching a duct-taped duffel; inside, you
find a tin box of pencils, a swollen sketchbook, buckled drawings,
scribbled warnings: Overstayed here. Don't go back. Maybe one day
they will seem no stranger's dreams.

Is this so hard, really? No, nor should you mourn this moment's
passing, a light already lost. Only offer what thanks you can, turn up
your collar, and go on.
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