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 November 17, 2020: feeling hopeful,  

in the face of the great second wave, looking out over the Pacific hiding from a 

tsunami, my eyes part the clouds and wait for a gamma-ray burst from ancient 

galaxies, reading and reading the news of altered realities, stolen elections, 

breathing the breath under threat, coughing, asthma, watching for positive 

feedback loops that will turn us into Venus. But then I talk with aAron Munson 

and Alice Major, poet, on Zoom. 

 aAron’s hair is getting longer and so is mine. And both our beards are white on the chin. 

We talk about all of these pressing concerns. We are telling Alice about a collective aAron and I 

have been daydreaming about since the day we met: Distant Early Warning. He reads Marshall 

McLuhan’s words: I think of art, at its most significant, as a DEW line, a Distant Early Warning 

system that can always be relied on to tell the old culture what is beginning to happen to it. We 

came together to talk about climate change, but instead we talk about splintering realities,  

(here is the root of the root  

and the bud of the bud  

and the sky of the sky  

of a tree called life; 

which grows higher than the soul can hope  

or mind can hide)  

and this is the wonder that's keeping the stars apart  

i carry your heart (i carry it in my heart)i  

 

We are watching this come to a head in America right now.  

So much of me experiences anger, frustration, loss, screaming at imaginary Beings,  

beating my hands on phantom walls, breathing in hollow apparitions, 

empty, emptied, emptiness, 

looking into the void, waiting for visions, ILLUMINATION,  

hope, anything. 

How do we negotiate reality now?  

Distinctions where there are no distinctions? 

 

aAron changed my life today when he said: 

where do we begin to negotiate a shared reality?  

maybe we both look out at a tree.  

He says: do you see that bird? 

I say: yes, I see that bird. 

He says: okay. Let’s both look at that bird and share it for a while. 

This is the beginning of Distant Early Warning. This is part of visionary art in the 21st 

century. This is how art changes the world. This is how the negotiation begins. Erecting Worlds, 

creating ferries between lost islands. Portals into different universes 

 



Of you or me, or crumpled abyss,  

sharing a breath together as we share a bird, 

sitting in the Bodhi tree, the Being of Being.  

Okay. Now let’s look at something else and share that together. 

So we continue to share experiences and a bridge forms that can be traversed  

back and forth, 

back and forth, 

back and forth. 

Mental tissue spreads. Over to there, now over to here, 

then they start to overlap. 

We start to look like a mycelial network. No distinctions between me and you, but 

one.  

Visionary art creates a World for us to inhabit. To leave our lonely islands, and enter into 

a shared World. I look across this World and I see you. The World creates space for 

spaciousness: invitation. Then I look at the Earth,  

feel the sand between my toes,  

look at the sky, blue, bluer than normal, like the sky above Sombrio Beach,  

warm warm sun, sheltering magnetic field, 

the air in harmony with my breath, 

in and out, 

love, 

as I look to you, across the chasm, but 

this is the World of an artwork, the realm of imagination, fantasy 

so I lift my hands and collapse the chasm, and stand next to you, 

we look out at the expanse, 

we share this moment, 

this moment within the visionary artwork. 

  

 With each artwork, we draw a DEW line in that moment, then in the next, negotiation,  

breath to breath, moment to moment, being to being we are. 

 

 
 

i E.E. Cummings (1952). 
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