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 Adrift somewhere between the
two great oceans of the world, there is a time-disabled land: Fata
Morgana. Its hovering, indecisive, and vertical landfall is sired
by distortion, and its coastline is disguised as a mirage to avoid
confusing it with the horizon's allure of promise. On its highest
promontory sits a prison, the wet-faced stone of its construction
constantly shedding tears of mist. Inside this granite sorrow are
countless officials, guards, and their respective families; all of
whom, in different ways, stand guard over the prison’s sole inmate:
Eidos.  
 
 How and when Eidos arrived there no one knows. He does not know
himself. It is so long ago that, now, no one cares. He does not
care himself. He is there and so are they. All of them, except the
prisoner, either live in the future or in the past. The past
continues to take care of itself, and so will the future when it
becomes the past. It is only the present that requires tending.
That task falls to Eidos; he looks after the present, and the
people who guard him take care of him and look after everything
else. That is the arrangement. It suits everybody except Eidos, but
he cannot change this arrangement. That is why he is the prisoner.
And that is why they are not.
 
 The wing of the prison that houses Eidos has seven cells. Every
morning when he awakes he is never entirely certain which cell he
will find himself in. Usually he is in the same cell as the day
before. He can remain there for days, sometimes for years. On other
occasions he finds himself in a different cell each morning.
Sometimes, he has been in six of the seven cells all in one day.
Sometimes, he has found himself in more than one cell at a time. He
has never been in all the seven cells at once. The most he has
managed is five.
 
 He has never been in Cell 7. He does not know what is in it,
and he does not want to know. Six cells are enough for one life. He
has always thought that. Because he only has one life, he is
content with that number.
 
 In those cells where he is young he once imagined that in Cell
7 he would become the Sandman. But in other cells where he is old
he knows that the seventh cell is beyond his imagination. He
doesn’t care now what is in there because after all this time he
knows that he will never awake in Cell 7.  
 
 Whatever cell he finds himself in is who he is for that day.
Each room is a life, of sorts. He has lived them all many times,
one at a time, sometimes a few of them together when he has found
himself in more than one cell at once. He has never lived all the
lives simultaneously. The most he has managed is five. He can
remember them all individually. He cannot, however, remember them
all simultaneously.  
 
 Nor does he remember going from one cell to another. For him
there are no corridors or passageways between the cells. He is
always in a cell. He can never remember being between rooms, on his
way from one to another. There are no in-between lives for him. The
only lives he knows are inside these cells.  
 
 Each cell is entirely made of glass, that at times is a mirror,
at other times crystal clear. Whatever lies between them is always
cloaked in an almost impenetrable darkness; what exists in these
gaps he therefore does not know with any certainty. However, if
there are corridors and other rooms between the cells then he
thinks that is probably where the people who take care of him live.
He doesn’t know. They have never told him. He did in the past
occasionally think he saw shadowy faces looking at him, but that
could just have been a trick of light and shade. Unbeknown to
Eidos, although everyone in the prison can see him, over the years
most of them have stopped looking. He is easy enough to care for so
no one is worried about keeping a constant watch over him. They
know he cannot escape. He knows he cannot escape.
 
 Because he never knows how long he will stay in each cell, he
is always busy. He keeps busy for another reason. He is chronically
shy. Because he is always on his own he does not know if he is
lonely. He therefore cannot remember if he is shy because he is
lonely. He only knows that he is shy. They may both be the same
thing. He doesn’t know. That is why his name is Eidos, and that is
why he is a prisoner. He can only imagine that being shy is the
same thing as being lonely.  
 
 He has always known that the present itself, in all its
fullness, is a shy thing. If it were not shy then he suspects that
the noise of its energy would swamp the universe and drive
everything before it. If it were allowed out of its glass cell it
would erase history, and it would stall the future. It would then
make everyone lonely, because they, too, like him, would have no
past or future.
 
 He also belongs in this prison. Everyone knows he would be a
danger to society were he ever to be freed. He knows that himself.
He will never be released. He knows that, and so do his guards and
their families. He and the present have this in common. They are
forever bounded on all sides, being constantly squeezed between
yesterday's echo and tomorrow's siren. In this confinement they are
in peril of becoming nothing more than a membrane, a sliver of time
evacuated of any meaning and content. The battle for them both,
therefore, is to maintain dimension. The present does so through
its quixotic temporality; Eidos, for his part, does so through the
power of his imagination.   
 
 The only thing that ever leaves the prison is what he imagines.
He imagines different things in different rooms. However, not all
the things he imagines leave the prison. Some things he hides from
the guards. So far they have never found these stashes. He hides
them so well that it is doubtful if they will ever discover them.
Hiding some of the things he imagines is one of his two secrets.
The other secret is how he is able to imagine things when locked up
in a cell each day. He knows why and how he is able to hide some of
what he imagines. But he does not always know why and how he is
able to imagine anything in the first place. Sometimes he thinks he
knows. Perhaps sometimes he does know. At other times he thinks he
does not know.  
 
 It is this knowledge of something, and this knowledge of
nothing, that makes him what he is. That is why his name is, Eidos:
he imagines everything and is himself imagined by everything, but
he is not always sure how this process occurs.
 
 The actual existence of this conundrum, imagining and being
imagined, is the only thing that he knows he really knows for sure.
He does not know why it exists he only knows that it does. And that
is all he really ever thinks he can or ever will know for sure. 

 
 That is why he is the only prisoner.
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Eidos awakes in CELL 1. He had
been here before, but he cannot remember when. It is a long time
ago, that much he knows. And he knows that he has been here more
than once. He also knows that he will be in this room again. 

 He is always, at first, a child in this cell. His main task,
the one he does whenever he appears in this place, is to imagine a
space for himself as a child. He knows that making a space in the
world is the work of the young. There are many types of spaces he
needs to make. He knows he cannot make them all in this room, but
he can make most of them.  
 
 The first one he imagines is the space that surrounds and
contains childhood. He always has trouble imagining this type of
space. When he first imagined it, the first time he was in this
room, whenever that was, he found it very painful. It is not
painful any more, but it remains difficult to imagine; yet he
starts because that is what he does best. He imagines that he is a
child in a vast library.  
 
 In this library are books on every subject. The library
stretches beyond the imagination of the child, but not beyond his
eyesight. He picks up a solitary book lying on a small desk. It is
a book on how-to-read. It tells him on the very first page that
because he opened this book and read these words he has become a
Reader. This is a thrilling moment. He has already become something
and he has only read a few words. From that moment on he decides
that reading things is how he will become things, later he will
also come to realize that there are things to be read that are not
just words. Everything can be read.  
 
 But at the moment the Reader does not know this, so he is only
reading words. As he reads, he cannot wait to see what else he is
going to become. He decides that every page has something new on it
that he can become. When he turns the page he is told that, no
matter what else he becomes in life he will always be the Reader.
This is another thrilling moment for him. He feels very happy and
comforted by the thought that he will never lose this first
becoming.
 
 He reads that there are two basic methods of reading. The first
is called, Memory Reading. It will be a long time before he finds
out what the other method is. However, at this moment he learns
that the first method is where every thing is read that is in the
book. Afterwards, all these things can stay in the mind of whoever
is reading them. These things can also be told to almost anyone,
particularly to those people who have not read the particular book
in question.  
 
 The book tells him that it is best to read things more than
once so that every thing can be remembered. This double reading he
learns is also good in helping a reader forget things that are not
worth remembering. He is not told what things are worth forgetting
or how to forget them. He is only told that he will find this out
for himself as he reads more and more.
 
 The Reader looks up from his book and sees a very long row of
wooden shelves, the longest in the library, all of which have the
words Memory Books printed on every rung of their horizontal
frames. He wonders if he will live long enough to get to the end of
this row. He decides that who ever built the library must have
thought of that too. So, it must be possible to get to the end and
still be alive.
 
 He wanders over to the first shelf in the row and takes down
the nearest book. It is a very big and heavy affair. He notices
that all the books that he can see in all the shelves are about the
same size as the one he is holding. He looks at the cover of the
book and its title tells him that between its pages he will learn
what are the best things to remember about everything.  
 
 He opens the book and the introduction tells him that not
everything in books is worth remembering, except in the book he is
holding. Everything in this book he learns is worth remembering.
Later, after he has read thousands of books, he will discover that
every book in one fashion or another starts off with the same
observation.
 
 So what, he asks the book he is holding, is worth remembering
in a book and what is not. The book tells him that the first thing
to remember about a book is whether it contains something that its
reader does not know. If it does not, then there is no point in
reading that book in the first place. But how, he asks the book,
does a reader know if a book contains anything he does not know
unless it is first read. The book tells him that, after he has read
many books that contain nothing new, he will become very skilled at
knowing what is not in a book before he reads it.  
 
 The Reader is very pleased to discover this fact. He realizes
that who ever built this library knew that not all the books in it
contained things that a reader did not know. Therefore, the Reader
concludes it will not be necessary to read every book in the
library. Perhaps the more a reader in this library reads, the more
books he will not have to read.  
 
 He also realizes that there must be a point when he has read so
many books that he doesn’t need to read any more, because all the
books that he has not read will contain things that he already
knows. He also realizes that the faster he gets on with his reading
the faster he will be able to see what is at the end of this
library. He will be able to find out what comes after books. He
will be able to find out what it is also possible to become while
still remaining forever a Reader.
 
 He decides that this first fact he has found out means that he
can put down this book and pick up the next one. He is keen to see
if there is anything in this next book that he does not already
know; after a few pages it tells him that what is in the first book
he can forget about remembering.  
 
 He picks up the next book and it too starts off by telling him
the same thing as the book he has just put down. He picks up the
next book, and the next, and discovers that they also start off by
telling him that the previous books are not worth remembering. He
decides that all the books in the library are like that.
 
 The Reader goes back to his little table and sits down and
thinks about what he has learned so far. He concludes that if all
the books in the library are about the books before them insofar as
they start off by telling the reader that the previous books do not
have to be read, then the task of a reader is to find the Last
Book. If he can find the Last Book then he can skip all the books
before it, which is every book except itself.  
 
 But as he glances up at the library he realizes that its books
are not arranged alphabetically, or chronologically, or by subject
or author. Therefore, the Last Book could be anywhere in the
library. He also realizes that this being the case then the next
book he reads could be the Last Book. The task for any reader
therefore is to be constantly on the lookout for the Last Book. But
what would the Last Book look like he wonders. He decides that he
will just know it’s the Last Book when he finds it.  
 
 As he gets up to choose another book, he sees for the first
time the name of the library blazoned on the wall near the first
row of shelves: 
The Library of the Last Book. As he picks up the next
book, he hopes that not every book in this library is the Last
Book. If each is, then he knows that he will never leave this
library alive. Just to put his mind at rest he picks up the next
book to the one he is still holding. With a sigh of relief he sees
that it starts off by telling him that the other book he is still
holding is not the last word on the subject. So there must be only
one Last Book after all.
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