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In one way or another, every book reflects its author’s personal experience. This is certainly true of all the books I have written, including not only my collections of stories and essays exploring the intersection of spirituality and religion with metaphysical and ontological horror, but also the three encyclopedias that I have edited and curated (on mummies, the paranormal, and the history of horror literature). Whether I’m writing fiction or nonfiction, and whether I’m working on my own writing or helping to birth a collective work through editorial shaping and visioning, it’s all connected to my core creative fascination. And I know the same is true of you and your writing.

For me, the deeply personal nature of all this is especially pronounced when I write about creativity itself, particularly in relation to spiritual insight or awakening. This was the focus of my previous book on the subject, A Course in Demonic Creativity, and it is likewise the focus here. Writing at the Wellspring takes it in a fresh direction, not by choice, but because this is simply where my understanding and engagement with the topic have led. This is no different from what happens to all of us when we’re creating honestly, from the center of our authentic perception and motivation. But sometimes the quality of personalness is more explicitly visible on the surface of a given work. That’s definitely the case here.

And that’s why I think this book will speak most directly to readers who share not only my topical interests but a sympathetic sensibility. I have never been able to reduce my native fascinations to a single focus, and virtually the entire gamut of what moves me, not only now but over the decades, is reflected in one way or another in the pages that follow. So, I thought I would take a moment in this preface to specify who the book is for, based on who I believe will feel most at home in it because they grok the same things that I do when considering the heady themes of inspiration, insight, and the writer’s path.

This book will most likely appeal to you if you find yourself reflected in any or all of the following:


▪ You feel that true creativity, more than just skill or self-expression, requires listening to something deeper.

▪ You long to create in a way that feels honest, awake, and aligned with your truest self.

▪ You struggle with resistance not just as a block to productivity, but as a spiritual and psychological threshold.

▪ You find yourself drawn to nonduality, inner stillness, or mystical insight, not as abstract philosophy but as vivid recognition.

▪ You’ve glimpsed the uncanny truth that inspiration may not be yours but something that comes through you.

▪ You resonate with the idea of the muse or daemon, an inner presence that guides, haunts, and transforms your work.

▪ You see the signs of cultural unraveling and feel called to respond not with more noise, but with depth.

▪ You sometimes feel becalmed, both creatively and existentially, and find this confusing or even distressing.

▪ You hunger for the kind of writing that fuses the spiritual and the strange, even verging into the shadow realm of the weird, the ominous, and the numinous.

▪ You enjoy exploring the inner lives of other writers and seekers, and learning how they have grappled with the creative mystery.

▪ You sense, perhaps dimly, that your creative path is inseparable from your path of awakening, and that both are leading you somewhere beyond yourself.



For further orientation and grounding, here’s a quick road map:

In this book’s introduction, I explore the strange convergence of personal inspiration and collective cultural crisis, introducing the core concept of living into the dark and proposing that our creative blocks and breakthroughs are bound up with more profound questions of identity, meaning, and metaphysical truth.

Part One, The Call of the Daemon, explores the mysterious nature of inspiration and the deeper forces — psychological, spiritual, and perhaps transpersonal — that shape the creative act. It lays out a view of creativity as a collaboration with a semiautonomous inner intelligence rather than a product of conscious effort, and it examines this muse or daemon as inner companion, creative double, and emissary of something beyond the ego. It also looks at how this figure was ejected from mainstream Western intellectual culture, with harrowing consequences that still shape us today.

Part Two, The Flashpoint of Silence, turns to the role of spiritual stillness in authentic creativity. It investigates how silence, surrender, and the collapse of self-as-doer are often preconditions for creative emergence. It also considers the uncomfortable tension that we can sometimes feel between our creative and spiritual motivations.

Part Three, The Axis of Creation, brings these threads together in an exploration of resistance, creative flow, and the act of writing as a spiritual path. It intensely interrogates and deconstructs the experience of creative block, and it considers how creative practice, when aligned with one’s deeper nature, can become not just a source of personal insight but a sustaining way of being in a time of cultural upheaval. The final chapter presents creativity as a way to preserve meaning and consciousness in a decaying culture by fulfilling one’s unique purpose. It reimagines creative-spiritual practice as a form of quiet devotion, a grounded, even monastic, orientation to life in a disoriented world.

Again, if any of this resonates or connects, this book is probably for you. We’re most likely kindred spirits, so maybe some of what I share here will resonate and help you along your creative path, until it becomes evident that there’s really no path at all, no journey or destination, but just a timeless presence, absolutely here and inescapably now, where creation is continuously unfolding in the very fact of your own being, which takes the appearance of a self and a world, and which sometimes takes the form of writing or creating other things within that dream. I’m glad we found each other in this world of shifting shadows.
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On Writing and Living into the Dark

If a man wishes to be sure of the road he treads on, he must close his eyes and walk in the dark.

— St. John of the Cross (attrib.)

Four years ago, on a warm August morning in the North Arkansas Ozarks, I found myself standing on stage in front of a couple hundred colleagues — faculty, advisors, deans, fellow administrators, my boss (the president) — giving a convocation address to kick off the academic year at the college where I serve as vice president of academic affairs. My theme was creativity, purpose, and the road ahead, as part of a keynote where I was discussing Simon Sinek’s famous concept of “finding your why.” In the process of personalizing it, I found my mostly extemporaneous words turning toward the topic of long-term future goals and how I have always been constitutionally incapable of establishing them.

This brought to mind my most recent employee performance review. At my college, the HR-provided form for writing that annual document contains a question asking employees to reflect on where they want to be, career-wise, five years into the future. It also asks how we plan to get there.

In real time, as I was addressing my colleagues, I realized that what I had written in my last performance review was germane to my chosen topic. So I quoted from it. And now I quote from it again, here, to you, as a way to explain our point of departure in this book as we meld our separate minds together through the medium of the printed word and head into an intense

consideration of writing and creativity in the context of spiritual awakening and the daemon muse:


This is always a question that makes me sound like a distinctly unmotivated person when I try to answer it, because I have no five-year goals. All the best things that have happened in my life, career-wise and otherwise, have been the result of serendipity as I have made a point of living in the present and following the path that presents itself right now. Life knows what it wants from me. Five years from now, I’ll find out what I’m supposed to be doing five years from now. If I have any plan for reaching that, it’s simply to concentrate wholly on this moment, the here and now, and fulfill what it asks of me, in the confidence that this will lead organically and inevitably to what is supposed to be in the future.



If I now tell you that what I said there also describes the way I write, perhaps you won’t find this surprising. But I will say it anyway, for it serves as fair warning that the chapters that follow are doing their own thing and going their own way under their own power. When I wrote them as essays at separate moments in time, and even when I realized they wanted to be assembled into this book, and even as I was organizing and editing them into a manuscript and working to intuit and elicit a through line, I was really just following along. Kind of like you are now.

This overall approach and attitude is what I have come to think of as living into the dark, though I did not share that phrase with my colleagues at that fall convocation. It first came to me in association with another, related phrase: writing into the dark. But that one isn’t original to me. It came from someone else.

On Writing Into the Dark

THAT SOMEONE IS DEAN Wesley Smith, the prolific science fiction, fantasy, and mystery novelist. In the spring and summer of 2019 when I was finishing up my Ph.D. at the same time that my twenty-year collection of supernatural horror fiction, To Rouse Leviathan (featuring two stories co-written with the redoubtable Mark McLaughlin), was about to be published, I found myself reflecting on my writing career, my future in academia, and my life’s general direction. I was also doing a lot of meditating and spiritual reading. I had long been a proponent of something like divine guidance, particularly via the experience of communing with and listening to the inner genius or daemon muse, which we will explore in this book. And I was strongly intuiting the parallels and overlaps between this approach to both creative artistic work and life at large. As I tried to express the matter to myself, I found words and phrases like “blind guidance” and “walking forward into the darkness” coalescing in my mind.

Being a long-time initiate into life’s School of Synchronicities, and knowing that strange and striking coincidences tend to occur around times of transition and intensified inner energy, I should have recognized that I was in precisely that fertile state of mind and soul in which the inner and outer worlds tend to spontaneously, meaningfully align. But this did not prevent me from feeling a jolt of genuine surprise when, a few months into this period of creative and philosophical ferment, an Internet search whose terms I have long since forgotten yielded the phrase “writing into the dark.” And it wasn’t just a phrase. It was the title of a book. The author was Dean Wesley Smith. After investigating it for about thirty seconds, I knew I had to read it.

Smith’s thesis in Writing into the Dark is that novelists can dispense with long-range planning and instead rely on their creative mind to envision a complete story and produce a book. He says that, contrary to widespread opinion, an outline is not necessary. You can simply start writing, establish the story’s initial circumstances, and from there continue to write from the edge of the developing narrative moment, trusting that what happens next will emerge naturally. Yes, there’s a bit more to it than that. Smith develops his idea with additional — and quite savvy and useful — advice about such things as “creative cycling,” what to do if you get stuck, and how to create a “reverse outline” by looking back over the latest section of a draft and making notes about the pattern

it reveals, which can then spur you forward into the next part. Still, in essence, his overall counsel really is that simple: Trust your creative mind. Abandon the attempt to plan things ahead of time. Let the vision emerge as you write. Write into the dark.

In late 2019 when I absorbed all of this, it resonated so perfectly with what I was thinking and feeling that I knew I was really onto something. I recognized that I was in the familiar position of being deeply influenced by seeing/hearing someone else skillfully articulate what I was already trying to state for myself.

In addition to purchasing and reading Smith’s book, I eagerly tracked down and read many articles and blog posts about it, some by Smith himself. I also watched several videos, including a recording of an excellent talk that Smith gave at a conference in Las Vegas where he outlined the entire approach.

Then I came across another video, and this is what made the full connection to my larger set of concerns. Like I have said, the idea of proceeding without knowledge, without a preconceived plan, is broader than just the question of writing and creative artistic work. It expands to encompass life as a whole, linking writing to the world. So that’s why this next video, which I encountered right as I was digesting and appreciating Smith’s advice, drove home the impact of his core concept even more deeply.

The video features fantasy and horror novelist Michael La Ronn on his “Author Level Up” YouTube channel explaining how Writing into the Dark was “the foundational book that changed everything” for him. He says his adoption of Smith’s approach marked a turning point in his writing career, helping him not only to write with greater speed and volume, but to write better by producing more compelling and fully realized novels.

At one point La Ronn offers an effective summary of Smith’s advice on trusting the creative mind, what Smith calls the creative voice: “Creativity comes from the back of the brain.... Others might call it a muse or your subconscious.” La Ronn points out that Smith contrasts the creative voice with the critical voice, which comes from the front of the brain and has the job of keeping you safe. Outlining is an activity we perform with the critical voice. Since that voice’s job is to protect you, it tends to stomp all over its tender, sensitive sibling, heaping criticisms on its spontaneous attempts at storytelling, which represent vulnerability and therefore feel dangerous to the self. Hence, the wisdom of working without an outline, of writing into the dark, which sidesteps the critical voice and lets the creative voice speak freely.

La Ronn identifies the following passage in Smith’s book as his favorite:


[W]riting into the dark takes a belief system in story. It takes a trust that your creative voice knows what it is doing. And it takes a vast amount of mental fight to walk against all the myths and let the fine work your creative voice has done alone and not ruin it with your critical voice.1





Like La Ronn, I appreciate this passage. And being who I am, even as I listened to La Ronn talk about it, I had already begun to brood on the wider, life-level applications of embracing this attitude of trust toward one’s deep creative core — something I had previously written about in A Course in Demonic Creativity: A Writer’s Guide to the Inner Genius — when La Ronn took a turn into this very thing and dramatically broadened the scope of Smith’s advice:


Writing as a belief system. That got me thinking about my relationship with religion. I believe in a higher power. I can’t prove it, though. For example, I could tell you about an emotional experience I had that gives me faith, but you can’t see it. I can’t really convince you that a God exists. Yet I still choose to have my own belief system because of faith. Faith is believing in something even if you can’t see it, even if you can’t prove it. Without faith, you don’t have a belief system. It’s the cornerstone on which any belief on anything intangible rests.

I’m going to get philosophical for a minute, but for me, writing is sacred. It’s as sacred as prayer. When I sit down and write, and simply trust my creative voice and have full faith in it, I’m connecting with something higher than myself, for reasons beyond myself. Because I don’t outline, I never know where my story is going to go, but I trust my creative voice. And it always, always, always comes through for me. It has not failed me, not even once. But that, like belief in any major religion, takes an incredible amount of faith.2



Borrowing a metaphor from Smith, La Ronn compares the experience of using this intuitive approach to write a book — or, potentially, to do anything else — to entering a deep, dark cave without knowing where the exit lies. It’s dark. It’s frightening. You can sense unseen shapes in the gloom that envelops you. A feeling of dread arises. But eventually, if you continue crawling through the darkness with faith that a hidden intelligence is guiding and accompanying you, you will emerge into the sunlight on the other side, filled with a euphoric sense of freedom and fulfillment. And the story of your journey through the cave will be rich and rewarding to share.

Like I said, when I encountered all of this, it dovetailed perfectly and powerfully with the thoughts that were already percolating within me about trusting intuitive inner guidance. So it’s surely no surprise that right then, back in October 2019 when I first read Dean Wesley Smith’s book and watched Michael La Ronn’s video, my thoughts seized upon the idea of “writing into the dark” and modified it to “living into the dark.” I have been using it ever since as an accurate and straightforward description of what I, as this notional separate identity that I call “Matt,” am really doing at any given moment of the day, night, week, month, or year, no matter what object-oriented or goal-oriented activities I may otherwise seem to be involved in on the surface.

It’s a point so central, so crucial, not only to me but to you, and also to the anti-outline (as it were) of this book, that I want to pause on it for a moment to break down the components of the phrase itself, “living into the dark,” and call out some of their implicit and embedded meanings.

On Living Into the Dark

LIVING INTO THE DARK means living with no plan, no rigid goals, no outline. It means foregoing the impossible attempt to plot a path to a preconceived end. It means accepting, even embracing, that the future is unknowable, that all your thoughts about it are pure projection and abstraction. Beyond even this, it means accepting that you will never actually live your way into the future, since the future only ever arrives as a kind of cloud formation in the eternal and evanescent present: always new, always unexpected, always categorically eluding and transcending your mental images of it.

On living...

This understanding and experience of life has unfolded and intensified for me over the span of my five-plus decades. The wisdom that has seemed to want to force itself upon me is that human life is a process of, first, having rigid expectations and assumptions built up about literally everything — about what people, families, and communities are like; about the solidity and givenness of familial, institutional, societal, cultural, and civilizational arrangements; about what you should expect and hope for, what brings pleasure and fulfillment, how you should view the purpose, trajectory, and meaning of your life; about your very own self, who and what you really are, and the relationship between this self and the world — and then seeing these ruthlessly deconstructed and demolished. The agent of this demolition is not a person, people, groups, or a society with some evil or spiteful agenda against you. Rather, the agent is reality itself.

Life, it seems to me, is in essence a massive head fake. From the moment you’re born, it says, “Here’s what I am, and here’s what you are.” And you, being young and naïve, run with it. You accept what it tells you. You receive its enculturation. And then at some point, life suddenly, shockingly crows “Gotcha!” and makes an impossible slam dunk at the opposite end of a playing court you didn’t even know you were on, after which the walls and floor crumble away and you find yourself hurtling endlessly, weightlessly through the empty space of an infinite jeweled cosmos like the doomed astronauts spilling out of the shredded spaceship in Ray Bradbury’s “Kaleidoscope.” Living into the dark means living with full, acute awareness that this is all the case. It means letting this awareness suffuse and transmute your sense of everything.

In the case of a book on writing and spiritual awakening that starts with an introduction devoted to this theme, it means writing without a definite plan, assembling and editing contents as they want to be assembled in the moment, making adjustments and then meta-adjustments as they suggest themselves, leaving key redundancies intact among the individual chapters/essays instead of smoothing and editing them out, because each piece is really a different colored pane in a stained glass window refracting the same dark light, and generally letting the thing have its head and run where it will. Just like I’m doing right now.

If at this point you’re still with me, I can only assume this approach speaks to you on some level.

... into the dark

I want to say something, too, about the term “dark.” In this book, and in much of my writing career over the past quarter century — and in my life as a whole — “dark” carries a welter of interlinked connotations that are in full effect here.

The dark in the evocative phrase at hand means dark as in unseeable and unknowable, not available to perception, cognition, or direct awareness — much like the darkness of the unconscious mind, ever unknowable to the conscious ego except as a shadowy presence that always accompanies, precedes, and stands behind, looking over the ego’s shoulder, as it were.

It means dark as in the darkness that, in the perennially evocative imagery of Genesis 1, “covered the face of the deep” in the primordial state of uncreated chaos before God spoke and shaped it into an ordered cosmos.

It means dark like the numinous shadows and gloom of Gothic and supernatural horror, which conceal, embody, and emanate all the heady, paradoxical potency of Rudolf Otto’s mysterium tremendum et fascinans, the awesome divine mystery before which we tremble with helpless fascination and dread. It means dark as in Abram’s transformative encounter with Yahweh in Genesis 15: “As the sun was going down, a deep sleep fell upon Abram, and a deep and terrifying darkness descended upon him. Then God spoke to him.” I have actually always been partial to the rendering of this verse in the Douay-Reihms 1899 American edition, where the divine visitation is described as “a great and darksome horror.”

It means dark as in the fertile yin soil of the creative unconscious, which can manifest as the muse, the daemon, and the inner genius, not only in pretty words with overtones of mythic symbolism, but in actual firsthand experience.

It means dark like the “cloud of unknowing” that, in the words of the anonymous author of the classic fourteenth-century Christian contemplative treatise bearing that title, must always “remain between you and God” in this life, “preventing you from seeing him in the clear light of rational understanding, and from experiencing his loving sweetness in your affection.” The author advises us to reconcile ourselves to waiting in this cloud, this ignorance, while continuing to long for God. “For if you are to feel him or to see him in this life, it must always be in this cloud, in this darkness.”

It means dark as in the apocalyptically unsettled tenor of our present collective cultural moment in the first half of the twenty-first century of the so-called Common Era, when God, the universe, fate, the zeitgeist, name your higher power, seems hellbent on demonstrating to all of us the aforementioned emergent meta-principle of crumbling cosmos and reversed expectations.

These are some connotations of the word in question within the context of this book, my other writings, and, as I have said, our lives. Having caught the drift, you can surely articulate more of them yourself if you feel so led.

The Daemon at the End of the World

AND SPEAKING OF THE apocalypse, there is a question that inevitably presents itself in an age like ours to people who read and write books like this: What good are things like writing and art? Don’t they stand revealed as comparatively frivolous in a world that is coming apart at the seams?

Because the world, as you have probably noticed, is flinging itself to pieces. This is the felt and lived experience of millions, even billions, around the globe in the twenty-first century. Since the turn of the millennium, and really for quite some time before that, human societies all over the planet have entered a period of intense collective crisis marked by seismic cultural convulsions of a pointedly apocalyptic cast. In such circumstances, aren’t we being a little too precious, aren’t we being heedless and self-absorbed, if we give attention to our little creative projects and desires? Don’t bigger and more important things call for our attention instead?

In a word: no. Quite the opposite, in fact. In a world of apocalyptic breakdown and a rapidly immanentizing eschaton, creative artistic pursuits become all the more important. This is especially true right now, amid the centripetal forces that have turned contemporary life into a convincing facsimile of a dystopian dark age that threatens to smother the creative artistic impulse under the collective weight of a dying civilization. Far from being a time to abandon writing and art, this is a time to double down on them, and to seek clarity on what they are for and how they can help us.3

Enter the daemon, already mentioned above. At this cultural moment, the old concept of the writer’s daemon, the artist’s muse, the thinker’s inner genius, returns with an offer to help us find and fulfill our individual and collective creative destinies in a way that is healing and constructive. To adopt the discipline of the daemon muse by relating to creative energy and calling as a separate, collaborative intelligence is to embark on a kind of monastic path, a way of life that is devoted to sheltering, nurturing, and bringing forth each person’s unique gifts so that they can meet the world’s specific needs at a crucial inflection point in history. Such a discipline may even enable the laying of cultural seeds that will come to fruition on the other side of the apocalypse, in some far-future renaissance. I will return to this theme and say more about it in the final chapter.

Moreover, this approach to creativity in writing, art, and life directly confronts the deep nature of the crisis itself, since one way to understand what’s happening is to recognize it as the inevitable result of a collective daimon run amok and turned monstrous because of fateful decisions, reaching back to the eighteenth century and the birth of modern science and social structures, that excluded the daemon muse and the visionary powers it represents from our collective map of reality.

In sum, as the world grows weirder and more disturbed, the discipline of the daemon muse may enable us to heal that fateful rupture and find a life of meaning and purpose by fulfilling our unique callings right in the midst of a new dark age.

There Is No Grand Scheme

IN THESE WAYS AND OTHERS, my whole life has been an experience of living into the dark. As Thomas Ligotti once wrote in his short novel My Work Is Not Yet Done, “There is no grand scheme of things.” Or rather, there is a grand scheme — and it’s one that I, that we, can only read in reverse, never ahead or straight-on, for it is part and parcel of that numinous darkness. 

So all these things, plus more, serve as the starting point for this book. Which is to say that I have no plan here, other than to remain true to my sense of guidance by personal interest, natural affinity, and inner gravitational attraction. I hope you approach these pages with the same intent. In 1981, Bill Moyers asked Dame Rebecca West to identify the mood of the present age. She paused a moment, then replied, “A desperate search for a pattern.” I would argue that the same still holds true for today’s collective mood, only more so. And I would argue that following your daemon muse into the darkness, trusting the given path of your unique life experience, which you can only see illumined a single step ahead — if even that far — as you walk into the shadows of the unknown, provides the only pattern, or at least the only true and sound one — as opposed to the false narratives, worldviews, and life maps that are constantly clamoring to enter our heads and hearts from the outside — that is available to you. In a profound sense, it is the only true path and pattern that any of us has ever had available.

I should add that this darkness that has decided to talk about itself so much here at the beginning — the darkness into which, as it was for Seamus Heaney, everything I know is a doorway, and into which I am now and have always been living and writing — is not always or even usually foregrounded in the pages that follow. Many other themes and interests assert themselves throughout. But it does stand perpetually and pervasively behind the scenes, moving in and as the shadows at the edges of the lit stage, leading ever onward toward that final reunion and fulfillment whose inevitability has entranced me with longing and terror since before I had those words to describe it.

I might also note that this same luminous, numinous darkness is now and always has been your own constant companion. Eventually, in some unique form suited to each of us, we all encounter it. We are all forced to acknowledge it, though we tend to tamp it down, cover it up, and deny or ignore its truth. The name we usually give to this act of repression and denial is “living my life.”

My point is that we are all, in our separate ways, consciously or unconsciously, living into the dark.

Darkness and Light

AND YET... AND YET... beyond even that nicely poetic-sounding extremity, which is so tempting for me to leave as the last word of this introduction, there is still something further: the ultimate reversal, the ontological jiu-jitsu flip that reality employs to finally floor us. This occurs when we pass through that barrier of shadow, crawl through the dreadful cave, come out on the other side, and blink in astonishment at the blinding pure glow of what we had always — and to be fair, given our circumstances, had always inevitably — mistakenly dreaded as a fearsome darkness, when it was really the only pure light there ever has been or ever could be.

It is with that flip that I invite you to turn with me to the matter of writing, creativity, waking up, and the question of what they all have to do with each other, and of how finding out the unique answer in your own life can tell you who you really are and what you’re really here to do.

Matt Cardin

Pyatt, Arkansas August 2025

NOTES


	
Dean Wesley Smith, Writing into the Dark: How to Write a Novel without an Outline (WMG Publishing, 2015), 39.


	
This and the previous two quoted passages are transcribed from Michael La Ronn, “Writing into the Dark: Write a Book Without an Outline!” June 22,




2018, YOUTUBE, 09:47.

	On this point, I can’t help pausing in a footnote to recommend a truly necessary book: Reclaiming Art in the Age of Artifice by J. F. Martel. The book argues that art, contrary to received modern opinion, “precedes the formation of culture and even society” and “is free of politics and ideology,” and thus provides a connection to a primal, transcendent reality that acts as “a force of liberation wherever it breaks through the trance of humdrum existence.” Originally published in 2015 by North Atlantic Books, it was republished in a new edition by Basic Books in 2025 with a new introduction by Donna Tartt, which underscores its significance. I provided a blurb for the original edition, and I still stand by every word: “This is a fascinating and invigorating book. In explaining art as a concrete expression of a mythic reality that is simultaneously beautiful, awesome, terrifying, numinous, and sublime, J. F. Martel fuses a high metaphysical and ontological vision with a rich sensibility that is equal parts mysticism and weird horror. What’s more, he offers a dead-on diagnosis of our present cultural moment as an ‘age of artifice’ in which political and commercial concerns have hijacked the power of art and forced it to serve the demons of hype and propaganda.”
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