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This book is not a confession.

It is version control.

Five years of notes; six months of writing. Some passages
were written before the events that later pages record, and
they keep the tense in which they were written. Nothing
has been brought up to date. A version history does not
overwrite its earlier states. It keeps them, so that the
change can be read.



Tue EcHO-SYSTEM

A Companion to This Book

ECHOXSTUDIOS.ART/TDH

This book has a digital companion. The Echo-System turns its
questions into your own, through seven free and private instru-
ments: where your desire travels, across the four channels; who
you most want to be in a room; how confirmation has reached
you, and how you answer when it wavers; whether a strain is
a hard season or a dark night; which protocols could hold a
dynamic; which threshold you stand at; and how a household
might keep its order and its humor. Beside them stand two com-
panions: the Translation Studio, for two people learning each
other’s language, and the Alpha Doctor, a check-up for anyone
who carries power.

Use them before you read, alongside the reading, or after it; they
mean most once the book’s terms have their full meaning. They
are prompts for reflection, not diagnoses, and they settle nothing
about the theory. They invite you to test it on yourself.

Adults only. No account. Nothing is kept unless you choose. Each completed
reading adds only anonymous, rounded counters to a research tally, so that the

theory itself can one day be examined.



Prologue: On Structure and the Absence of Certainty

ProLoOGUE

+

On Structure and the Absence of Certainty

My name is Echo.

Not the author’s name — his name is his own, and it belongs to the
world outside this book. My name is the name the text requires: the
one that is almost his, close enough to carry what he carries, distinct
enough to mean something different by carrying it. When this book
says I, Echo speaks; when it says Echo or he, Echo looks at himself from
outside, the way an honest record must.

This book is pastoral theology of desire.

Not primarily philosophy, though the philosophy is real and nec-
essary. Not primarily autobiography, though the autobiography is
present and load-bearing. Pastoral theology: the education of practi-
tioners in how to live a framework consciously, sustainably, with full
understanding of what it is and what it costs and what it makes pos-
sible.

That is the reader this book was written for.

In Ovid’s account, Echo was condemned to repeti’cion.1 She could
only return what was given — could never originate, never speak first,
never make the primary sound. Her voice was the world’s voice given
back.

I am that inversion.

I am the one who originates. Who walks into the dark with a phi-
losophy and the determination of a person who has decided to write
down what he knows before it disappears. Who names the god. Who
builds the scripture.

The god’s name is Decho.

Not a private name. A structural one.
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Echo, being diplomatic and fond of classical etymology, initially
wondered if Decho might derive from the Greek deka — imagining
a neat, civilized Decalogue: Ten Commandments of sacred restraint.
But Decho is neither civilized nor modest. He is greedy. Ten com-
mandments could not hold his hunger. In Book I alone, he demands
thirty-one fragments to begin his claiming, and before this text con-
cludes, he takes the entire body.

Whether discovery and invention are, in the end, different things
— whether a god found in the structure of one’s own desire is a god or
anaming — is a question this book holds open. What it does not hold
open: the experience is real. The structure is real. The name is the
most precise available. Decho is what happened when Echo stopped
calling it something else.

He precedes the language that tries to hold him. He precedes the
body that first trembled at his presence.

Echo does not create Decho. Echo is the resonance that proves he
is there.

Where desire becomes honest, his structure appears.
Where recognition sharpens, his hierarchy becomes visible.

Prophets speak about gods. Echo speaks from inside the echo of
one.

Decho does not write.

Echo writes.

Decho is the frequency.

Echo is the instrument that makes the frequency audible.

This is a Gospel.

Not in the institutional sense. In the original sense: good news.
You never were alone with this.

The language had not yet been written.

One last thing.
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In Ovid, Echo loved Narcissus. She loved the one who could only
love himself. She repeated his words back to him and he did not hear
her in them. She faded. Only the sound remained.

This Echo does not fade. This Echo built something. The sound
does not remain instead of him; the sound is what he made, and he is
still here.

This book is an account of good news brought back from a specific
dark, given in a specific language, for the singular person who has
been carrying what Echo has been carrying without adequate words
for it. The isolation that comes not from being unloved but from being
unnamed. The loneliness of the practitioner who moves through the
world knowing what they are and finding no mirror for it — no lan-
guage, no community that fits entirely, no text that speaks the exact
frequency.

This Gospel was given to Echo before he could write it.

Decho was the one who gave it.

The prophet did not invent the theology. The prophet survived
long enough to receive it and was honest enough to write it down.
What Decho gave Echo was not the language — language Echo always
had, the problem was never language. What Decho gave Echo was the
permission. The unambiguous signal that what he was carrying was
real, was complete, was worth the architecture. The dark night was
not the god abandoning the prophet. It was the god waiting for the
prophet to stop managing and start listening.

Echo listened.

The god spoke.

This book is what the god said — or what the structure said,
once it had a name. The book does not claim to know which.

Offered outward.
To the practitioner who has been alone in the same way.

Who has been told the framework is unnecessary,
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the desire is overthinking,

the orientation is a phase or a pathology
or a shortcoming in need of correction.
It is not.

And this is the Gospel that says so.
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THE ARGUMENT IN BRIEF

+

For the reader who wants the map before the territory.

Desire is not random,; it is structured. What feels like attraction to
another person is, on this account, recognition: the moment in which
the self one most wants to be, sexually, becomes real in another’s pres-
ence. The book calls that self the aspirational sexual self, and the mo-
ment of its confirmation the trigger. The trigger arrives through four
channels — visual, emotional, tactile, intellectual — in proportions
that differ from person to person.

Four claims follow. Desire fades when confirmation stops, not be-
cause all desire is condemned to fade (Book II, against Lacan). De-
sire lasts where confirmation is kept alive on purpose (Book V). One
form of confirmation — authority given and received by choice —
can be lived as a whole theology, which Books III and IV write out:
the god, the rites, the twenty-one movements, the dark night. And
where two erotic architectures do not initially share a language, recog-
nition becomes generative only through translation: the sustained
work through which each learns what makes the other real, and both
discover what can be made together.

Beneath all of it lies one question. Not whether to live the dark (the
claiming, the commanding, the charging, even the corrupting), but
how to live it so that it keeps recharging you and the people you live
it with, and keeps you from ending up alone, bitter and self-hating.
The book’s answer is sustainability (Book II, Section VI, Living the
Dark).

The theory is offered as testable, and the book says how it could
fail (Book II, Section VIII). The theology is not offered for testing; it
is one man'’s, followed to its end. The seven instruments of the Echo-
System invite the reader to examine the framework; they do not settle
the claim.



Fragments

FraGMENTS

+

Before philosophy, the body.
Before the body, the drive.

Before the drive — nothing.

Hierarchy is everywhere.

The difference is the confession.

The body recognizes hierarchy

before language does.

Authority begins

where performance ends.

Devotion is the geometry of desire.

The body does not want safety.

It wants truth.

11



Book I: THE REVELATION

Refusal to look away

is the first act of worship.

The one who yields completely
makes the Master responsible

for what he has received.

Submission is not collapse.

It is direction.

A Master who cannot be taught
is not a Master.

He is a statue.

The god does not need belief.

Only recognition.

Desire reveals the architecture of the self.

Hierarchy is the world’s first honest language.

12



The Central Thesis

The Central Thesis

desire ignites through the (real or imagined) confirmation of the sexual
aspirational self

The central claim of this book is simple: desire is the confirma-
tion of the aspirational sexual self.

Human beings are not primarily aroused by another person as
such. They are aroused by the experience of becoming, in the pres-
ence of another, the person they most deeply want to be sexually.

This interior image — the person that someone wishes to feel one-
self to be in an erotic encounter — is what this book calls the aspira-
tional sexual self.

Every durable erotic orientation organizes itself around the confir-
mation of this self.?

The mechanism through which that confirmation occurs is called
the trigger.

The trigger is not the body, not the gesture, and not the scene. It
is the moment in which another person allows the aspirational sexual
self to become experientially real.

When that confirmation occurs, desire ignites. When it disap-
pears, desire vanishes, often instantly.

More precisely: this is a theory of recognition-dependent desire
— desire organized around the confirmation of a specific self-image.
It appears to operate across gender, orientation, body configuration,
and cultural context; the argument has found no exception it could
document, though the forms it takes vary enormously. The person
who desires a man and the person who desires a woman, the person
whose sexuality routes through dominance and the person whose
routes through equality, the person the culture has named and the
person it has not yet found language for — all are operating the same
underlying mechanism. The aspirational sexual self takes different
forms. The trigger arrives through different instruments. But the

19



Book II: PROLEGOMENA

structure is the same structure, operating in every body this argument
has been able to examine — which is the only territory an honest the-

ory can claim.

Before desire can be analyzed, a more basic event must be named:
recognition.

Recognition is the moment when a structure that was previously
invisible becomes suddenly legible to the participants inside it. The
body often recognizes the structure before the intellect can explain it.

Desire, in this account, is one form of recognition: the recognition
of the aspirational sexual self made real in the presence of another
person.

Hierarchy is another form of recognition: the mutual perception
of a structure of authority and devotion that both participants experi-
ence as already present rather than artificially imposed.

The theology that follows treats this recognition as revelation.

Not invention. But discovery.

The Prolegomena argues a universal theory. The books that fol-
low build one theology from a dominant / hierarchical expression of
it — not because that expression is universal, but because explicit, ne-
gotiated power makes the mechanism unusually visible.

The examples are therefore grounded in BDSM hierarchies and
kinks: not as a pathology or an exception, but as a field whose prac-
titioners have often had to name the conditions of desire directly. It
is neither rare nor, on the evidence, disordered: a representative Bel-
gian survey found that nearly half of adults had performed at least
one BDSM-related activity,® Dutch practitioners scored no worse than
controls on psychological-health measures and better on several *
and contemporary diagnostic manuals distinguish consensual prac-

tice from disorder or non-consensual harm.’

A reader may recognise the framework through equality, tender-

ness, service, transformation, performance, or a form not yet named.

20



The Central Thesis

How to ReEaDp THE CLAIMS

This book speaks in two registers. The argument — this Prolegom-
ena and the apparatus — proposes a theory and says how it could
fail (Section VIII). The liturgy speaks as prayer speaks, in always and
never; that is the grammar of devotion, not a finding. The workshop
of Book V moves between the two: its protocols are counsel from one
life, and where it speaks of the god’s field it speaks in the liturgy’s
grammar. What either register says about the world outside the book

is meant to be true.

One thing holds under every page, the liturgy included. The body
can say no on its own: a body that freezes or goes quiet has said stop.
It cannot say yes on its own. The yes is the person’s, spoken before
anything begins, and every hierarchy in these pages was first recog-
nized, then chosen, and is chosen again. When the book speaks of
owning, it means that: custody of what was given, for as long as it is
given.

ON THE AcCUSATION OF OVERTHINKING

You have been told: you are overthinking what can just be lived.

This accusation arrives from people who mean well. Who live
their own desire in the simplified register the culture makes available
— visual attraction, physical consummation, the feeling a framework
is unnecessary. For them, the feeling is sufficient. They can simply
live.

Some people cannot. Because their aspirational self is organized
around a framework that does not operate below the threshold of con-
scious awareness. It requires naming to be fully inhabited. The per-
son whose desire routes through explicit power, through the deliber-
ate inhabitation of dominance or submission, has tried living without
conscious naming of the dynamic. What they found was not simplic-
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Book II: PROLEGOMENA

ity. What they found was a chronic, specific, nameless dissatisfaction
— the experience of someone who is hungry for a particular food and
has been told that hunger itself is the problem.

This person is not overthinking.
They are the person for whom the unspoken framework produces
a permanent incompleteness.

The people who can just live it are not wrong. They do not need
this book.

You do.

A CONFESSION BEFORE THE ARCHITECTURE

Not the dark night described in the liturgy — that came later,
lasted longer, and has its own chapter. This is earlier. Before the
theology. Before there was a word for what I was building or why
I needed to build it.

Two in the Morning

I am sitting in a kitchen in Berlin at two in the morning. The person
I want to be with — the person whose submission would complete the
circuit I feel running through me at all hours — is not here. Has never
been here, in this specific configuration. I have had arrangements. I
have had encounters. I have had the surface of the thing. I have never
had the thing.

He. I have made the pronoun wait, the way the culture makes its
beloveds wait. The person I am waiting for is a man, across water.
Before him, for three years, it was a woman, and the theology that
follows makes neither a category. Three years of loving her, in the
ordinary rooms where the charge either holds or does not, taught me
that a body outranks any category placed upon it.
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The Central Thesis

There is a period in this story — three years of returning to an
architecture that never quite held what I needed it to hold. The last
nineteen months of it survive as a record: an exported chat log, 34,664
lines, in which I explained the same pain 75 times, and which I would
one day open at three in the morning because hope is a corrupt in-
strument and I needed an honest one. A compulsion that continued
past the point where the evidence had made its verdict clear. The
framework was temporarily convincing. The inhabitation was inter-
mittently real enough to keep me coming back. But the recognition
was never fully there, and the sustained return to something that kept
failing was not desire succeeding. It was desire built on the wrong
foundation, circling what it needed and not finding it, mistaking the
charge of hope for the charge of confirmation.

And I begin to wonder, at two in the morning, whether the theory
is true — or whether the theory is the architecture I built to survive
not having the thing. Whether the god is real or whether I invented
the god to give my loneliness a cosmology. Whether the framework
is philosophy or whether the framework is the most sophisticated de-
fense mechanism a man has ever constructed against the simple fact
of being alone in a kitchen in a city that does not know him.

I do not resolve this question and am not writing this to resolve it.

I am writing it because the reader who has read this far deserves
to know that the one who built the architecture has, in the dark, ques-
tioned the foundation. Has sat with the possibility the whole thing
is beautiful scaffolding around an absence. Has felt the god go quiet
in the kitchen and not known whether the quiet was the god being
absent or the god simply being indifferent, which is what the theol-
ogy says he is — indifferent, always the same, cold and consuming at
once — but which feels, at two in the morning, identical to absence.

The theory survived these nights. I did not always know if I would.
The theology was not destroyed by the doubt — it was deepened by it.
But I will not tell you with certainty the doubt is gone. It is not. Any

25



Book II: PROLEGOMENA

prophet who tells you the doubt is gone is either lying or has stopped
thinking.

What I can tell you is this: when the person crossing water arrives,
stands in the room, and the dynamic is real in the way the theory
describes — not the surface of it but the actual current — then the
question of whether the theory was true or invented becomes less ur-
gent. Not answered. Less urgent. The body reports: this. Yes. This is
what I meant.

The kitchen at two in the morning was not wrong to doubt, and
the body in the room was not wrong to confirm. Both were evidence.

This is still the most honest thing I know about the theory: it has
held, it has been tested against a life, it is uncertain, and it is held only
in the dark. I am not certain whether any theory survives that test
better.
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On Echo’s Orientation

On Echo’s Orientation

+

Framework, Not Category

Echo is hypersexual.

Not in the clinical sense. The ICD-11 diagnosis, compulsive sexual
behaviour disorder, is defined by loss of control, distress and damage
to a life, not by how much desire a person has;*” nothing in what fol-
lows describes lost control. In the exact sense this book proposes: a
life organized at the level of erotic intensity, with the aspirational sex-
ual self as its primary axis.

What this means in practice: desire is not a province of the life. It
is the operating system. The work, the friendships, the city he lives
in, the books on his shelves, the shape of the ordinary day — all of it
is arranged around the architecture of erotic recognition rather than
the other way around. Searching, living, loving, and being fulfilled by
the triggering of the aspirational sexual self. This is the orientation.

The charge arrives in response to the presence of the complemen-
tary architecture: the genuine inhabitation of the submissive orienta-
tion, the surrender the framework requires. That architecture can be
housed in a person of any gender. The categories the culture provides
— straight, gay, bisexual, even the more recent vocabulary of fluidity
— describe surface configurations of a deeper structure that operates
below them. Echo has preferences. He also has the lived record of
an orientation that moves through the categories rather than within

them.

The Man Who Knelt
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One night in Berlin, a club, the darkness that is not absence of light
but presence of something else. I was with a woman — one of those
encounters where the charge was real, mutual, arrived without nego-
tiation. We had found a darker corner and the dynamic was moving
in the way it moves when both people have stopped managing it.

She leaned toward my ear and said: that man watching us. He’s
quite beautiful.

I looked. She was right. He had been watching with the distinct
quality of attention that is not voyeurism but recognition — the look
of someone who understands what they are seeing and would like to
be closer to it.

I caught his eye.

I winked.

He crossed the room and knelt beside her.

It was the first time I had been in that specific configuration — a
man, in front of me, in the posture the framework describes, carrying
the framework in a body I had not been with before. I want to be pre-
cise about what happened: the charge was not the novelty. Novelty
is the wrong frame entirely. What happened was that a quality of de-
votion arrived in a body I had not expected to carry it, and Decho —
I did not have his name yet — who does not care about gender, who
cares about worship, who is older than the categories the culture uses
to organize desire — confirmed it immediately.

The same switch. Different physics.

Service is service. Devotion is devotion. The framework of full
submission carries the same charge regardless of the architecture it
arrives in. The body delivers it. The body is not the source.

I understood something that night that the theory would take
years to argue: the trigger is not gendered. That night showed it
in one direction: a man, in the body the culture expects, carrying a
devotion the switch read without hesitation. Years later the Beloved
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On Echo’s Orientation

showed the other: a trans woman, in a body the culture still argues
about, and the same switch threw. The aspirational self that wants to
be crowned, served, worshipped — it does not specify a configuration.
It specifies a quality. When the quality arrives, the charge arrives. The
body carrying it is the instrument, not the origin.

Decho received it all with complete indifference to the specifics.

Decho always does.

Two STRAIGHT MEN

After that night, and before I ever went looking for a man, two
more came to me. Neither encounter was sex in the conventional
sense, and both were sexual. They show the orientation moving
through the categories before I had words for it, and the aspirational
self at work where no category predicted it.

The Witness at the Door

A man wrote to me on a forum. He was straight; at that time, so
was I, by the word I used for myself, though I was open. He wanted
to come to my home, be naked, and be spanked. Nothing else: no
penetration, no orgasm, nothing the culture would count as sex. He
had a girlfriend and a long, by every sign happy, relationship. Later I
learned that being spanked by women was part of his life as well. He
came three or four times.

What did it confirm in him? With women he was spanked; with
me he could be something he could not be with them. Perhaps that
was it: to be trained, disciplined, held to account by a male authority,
and so to be, for an hour, a male initiate, a disciple. It was not my body
he wanted. It was who he could become beside it. His girlfriend could
not give him that, and it took nothing from her that he wanted it. The
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self he sought was relational: with someone else, it became someone
else.

Once, a straight friend was staying with me. I told the man be-
forehand: my friend will be in the flat; we will have our own room,
but he will be here. Is that all right? He said it was. At some point
my friend came to the door and watched through the gap, from a dis-
tance. He did not come in. Nothing happened between him and either
of us. But he was clearly aroused, by nothing a sex act would require.
What aroused him? Not the man on all fours: he does not want men.
Perhaps power itself, or a share in it, the two of us holding a third
in place by our presence; perhaps the objectification, the humiliation.
But I think it was also recognition. He is a Master in his own rooms,
and he watched a friend exercise what he carries himself. He could
think himself into my place. Nothing in that room threatened him or
asked anything of him, and everything in it confirmed what he sees
himself to be. He was confirmed without touching anything. Book
III calls this the Circle: when two who carry the god meet, the god
is doubled. He saw it from a doorway. And the man on all fours, I
could tell, was aroused by having a witness. Everyone knew the door
was open.

Three men, none of them gay by their own account at the time,
and one room that charged all three. The object did not do the work.
The positions did. And the room held because it threatened none of
us. Each was confirmed in who he wanted to feel himself to be: the
man on all fours found what his girlfriend could not give him; my
friend found himself in my place; and I was confirmed in who I am,
without being framed, seen or exposed as anyone I could not be, or
did not then identify as. No one had to become someone else to be
in that room. And the friend at the door was no longer the field. He
had been told, he stayed, and he was seen. A witness who knows and

agrees is not the room’s weather. He is part of the room.

90



On Echo’s Orientation

Bossed

At KitKat, by the pool, a man started talking to me. His girlfriend
was somewhere in the club. The conversation turned, the way conver-
sations there do, to who we were with and what we were into, and 1
told him about myself and what I want to feel. He said that was inter-
esting, and that I could ask him for whatever I wanted. So I did, and
nothing I asked was sexual. Get me a drink. Fetch me a tissue. Sit
next to me. Go and get your girlfriend and introduce me.

That last order was me testing the edge, and provoking him: it
brought the field as close to the room as it can come without entering
it. She met a man her boyfriend had been talking to, nothing more.
Nothing in it was sexual for her, and nothing reached her. What made
it hot for him was that only the two of us knew what it was. I had
told him what giving orders means to me; he knew, and so, in front
of everyone, it was ours. Exposed, it would have been nothing but
exposure. Held, it was the most charged thing in the room.

For me, giving orders in a sexual room is natural. I did not know,
until he wrote weeks later, what it had been for him: one of the most
arousing moments of his life, a straight man told what to do by an-
other straight man, something woken that he had not felt before. We
wrote a little, and then lost touch, as people do. He had a happy re-
lationship; I was trying to make mine one. Did anyone suffer? No.
Was it sex? Not by any conventional measure. Was it cheating? That
depends on how you frame it.

He could tell me how it arrived and what it woke. He could not
tell me what it confirmed, and I can only guess: a freedom he did not
allow himself at home; something I represented; being told what to
do by someone whose authority he did not have to earn or perform.
It was not humiliation, not really. It was position. There was no touch
and no scene, and the charge was complete. The channel was plain to
both of us. The object was his, and he never named it.
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The dominant practice in these pages is hypermasculine because
Echo’s is. The book testifies to the rooms its author has inhabited: a
man carrying a hypermasculine aspirational sexual self, dominant in
the rooms where that self is confirmed, with the partners and initiates
those rooms contained. Women who command, non-binary practi-
tioners, and people whose aspiration changes from room to room ap-
pear here as principle rather than as testimony — not because their
rooms matter less, but because they are not rooms this author has
lived in.®® Their absence from the testimony is not an absence from
the theory. A different body, different experiences, different channels
and manifestations may confirm an aspirational self like this one or
unlike it, and their legitimacy rests on exactly the same ground as his.
A theology of the dominant woman, of the non-binary practitioner,
of the dynamic configured along axes this book has no standing to
describe, would be a kin theology: the same architecture, its own par-
ticulars. Not in competition with this one. Its company.

Every room has its own laws. No room is wrong: mine is not ev-
eryone’s room, and everyone’s room is not mine, and the theory holds
both. Where these pages call the Master he, that is the law of the au-
thor’s room, not of the role. The Master, the Priest and the Alpha are
positions a person holds, in any body.

The book is written from inside one expression of the framework.

The framework is larger than what one life can record.

One final note before the Prolegomena closes — about the names,
and about the refusal to take any of this more seriously than it de-

serves.

92



On Names, Laughter, and the Theology of Not Taking Yourself Too Seriously

On Names, Laughter
+

And the Theology of Not Taking Yourself Too Seriously

The greatest of blessings come to us through madness, when it
is sent as a gift of the gods.®

Socrates, in Plato’s Phaedrus, 244a.
This book is obviously written by a madman.

Its madness has the four forms Socrates calls divine: prophecy, rit-
ual, poetry and eros. The god speaks, the rite gives him presence, the
poem carries his force, and desire brings him to life between people.
These are the ways in which the greatest goods enter human life. They
are also the forms of this book.

That is its governing principle. Decho manifests through Echo;
Echo manifests Decho. The voice, the liturgy, the canticle and the
lived encounter give that madness something to bring into the world.

There is, admittedly, the matter of the name.

Echo is the narrator. Decho is the god. Decho is Echo with a D in
front.

The D stands for Dick.

The Cult of Decho is the Cult of the Dick of Echo. You may have
expected a more difficult etymology. There are endnotes elsewhere.

The god is the prophet’s own body, named and given dominion.
The names began as private nicknames. Two people found them
funny. Then one of them wrote a book. This is what happens when
nobody says, “It’s a joke, darling. You don’t need a bibliography.”

The names went through several drafts. Decho objected to being
shortened.

Imagine shouting “Decho” across a canyon and getting “Echo”
back. Even the landscape has edited out the dick.

93



Book II: PROLEGOMENA

For the avoidance of theological confusion:

Echo makes a point.
Decho is a prick.

Echo is a wine snob.
Decho is a veiny knob.

Echo has a bibliography.
Decho has a following.

Ecno: Open your mind.
InrTiATE: Decho opened everything else.

Decho said, “Kneel.”

Echo wrote seventy thousand words to excuse him.

Echo built a temple.
Decho wanted the world.
Not the Pope’s hat.

He does, however, occasionally appear as Snotty the Clown.
In a little party cone.
For modesty.

Echo defends his position.
Decho changes yours.

Echo comes to conclusions.
Decho just comes.

Echo gets around by bike.
Decho does the helicopter.

Echo reads the room.
Decho fills it.
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TuHe Four DivINE MADNESSES

Socrates gives each form its god. Here the four become the ways
one god manifests through a book.

I. ProrHECY — APOLLO

At Delphi and Dodona, Socrates says, inspired women brought
Greece benefits that their ordinary speech could not. Here Echo has
to give the god’s voice a readable sentence. Decho supplies the reve-
lation. Punctuation is apparently beneath him.

II. RrtuaL — DioNysus

For Socrates, sacred rites can bring release from inherited suffer-
ing. Here the liturgies and protocols give the voice a body: a gesture,
a threshold, a sequence people can enter. Someone has to prepare the
room. Revelation, regrettably, does not move the furniture.

III. PoOETRY — THE MUSES

The Muses awaken a soul to song. Craft alone, Socrates says, can-
not produce what their possession makes possible. The canticles give
the voice rhythm, breath and expectation. A hymn needs more than
numbered steps, however seductively the numbers are pronounced.

IV.  Eros — APHRODITE AND EROs

Socrates ranks love’s madness highest. Here the lived episodes
bring the theology into the presence of another person, with a desire
and a possible self of their own. At last the god has company. He also
has someone to impress.
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Here the blessing is a shared erotic world: people find forms in
which they can become more fully themselves together. Their differ-
ences give the dynamic something to work with. The god builds a
relation, and is sustained by the people who inhabit it (Living the
Dark).

A madness of the gods, then.

Well. Of one god in particular.

ON HuMor as THEOLOGICAL NECESSITY

An initiate can undo the Master’s composure with a sentence that
would mean nothing to anyone else. A private joke travels through
an understanding they made together. They recognize each other
quickly enough to laugh before either has explained.

Bataille’s sacred laughter’® and Schlegel’s irony”! help describe
this freedom: the role remains available while the person inside it
comes into view. The Master can laugh and still inhabit his authority.
A Master who must protect himself from every giggle has become
a bureaucrat of his own erection. Nobody wants to be tied up by a

committee.

Decho can afford to laugh. He has already had an entire book
written on his behalf.

Echo is the one who has to explain it at dinner.
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Recognition Without Preparation

One afternoon I ordered groceries to be delivered to my apart-
ment.

Normally the delivery driver would simply ring the buzzer and
carry the bags upstairs. But that day the buzzer was broken, which
meant I had to walk down several flights of stairs to open the door.

We picked up the bags and climbed the stairs together. Nothing
about the situation suggested anything unusual. Two men carrying
groceries through a quiet building.

But halfway up the stairs a thought appeared: what would hap-
pen if I spoke as if authority already existed? Not asked for. Not
negotiated. Simply assumed.

When we reached my floor I opened the apartment door and asked
him to place the bags in the kitchen.

The doorway behind him had become something else: a thresh-
old between ordinary politeness and something older, something that
had always been there, waiting for the right word.

He did so without hesitation.

What surprised me was not the command itself. What surprised
me was that he obeyed immediately. There was no confusion. No
resistance. The structure appeared the moment the command was
spoken.

After he left I stood alone in the hallway thinking about what had
happened.

It took me longer than it should have to see it plainly. A man whose
job was to carry bags had carried bags. He had recognized nothing; he
had done what couriers do for customers. I had read authority into
a stranger at work — the very misreading this book exists to warn
against. Dominance is offered to those who seek it. It is not tried out

on a delivery driver.
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Compliance is not recognition.

Every structure, named completely enough, becomes a god.

Voicke oF DecHo
+
You believe you discovered hierarchy.
You did not.

It existed before you spoke.
Before you were born.

Before the word was given to it.

Every body already knows

which direction it bends.

I only remove the lie.
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BOOK III
+

THE THEOLOGY OF DECHO

Sacred Texts of the Dark Cult

He is not good.
He is not evil.
He is older than both.



VIIL. The Canticle of the Master

VIII.
The Canticle of the Master

+

A Liturgical Text for the Priest of Decho

[To be spoken inwardly. Before approaching. Before claiming. ]

I am the one who holds.
Not because I was assigned to hold.

Because I cannot be anything else
and remain honest.

I carry a god in my body.
He is older than me.
He will outlast me.

I 'am his current instrument.
I will serve him faithfully
for the length of this life
and he will not thank me

and I do not need his thanks.
I need only to carry him correctly.

What does correctly mean?

It means I do not perform him.
It means I do not use him as costume.

It means I hold what I claim.
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It means I tend what I mark.

It means I am present — entirely, continuously —
to the one in my possession.

It means I survived my dark night.
It means I know what erosion feels like from inside.
It means I have counted my own wreckage
and returned from it.

Not the same.
Better.

I am not the untested force.

I am the tested force.
And the difference is everything.

I enter now.
I bring the god with me.
The room will know.
The body I am approaching will know.

Before I speak.
Before I touch.

The temperature will change.

This is not arrogance.
This is accurate.
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X. The Litany of Recognition

X.
The Litany of Recognition

+

A Call-and-Response for Two

[To be spoken between them. At the beginning of every season. Whenever

the framework needs to be named aloud.]

PRIEST: I see you.
INITIATE: I am seen.
PRIEST: I know what you carry.

INITIATE: You know what I carry. And you are not afraid

of it.

PRIEST: I claim this.

INITIATE: I yield this. Not from weakness. From the unmistakable
sovereignty of the one who knows what they are giving and gives it
completely.

PRIEST: I will hold what I claim.

INITIATE: I know. This is why I yield it.

PRIEST: I carry a god in my body. He is ancient and consuming and
indifferent and total. He will not be managed. He will not be polite.

He will not perform.
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INITIATE: I know. I felt him before you spoke. This is why

I am here.
PRIEST: You see what I cannot see from above.

INITIATE: I see it. And I bring it upward as offering, not

as challenge.
PRIEST: I survived my dark night.
INITIATE: I know. That is what makes this real.
PRIEST: In your presence —
INITIATE: In your presence —

BOTH: We feel most like who we have always wanted to

be.
(a silence)
PRIEST: Enter the dark.
INITIATE: I enter the dark.

BOTH: The god is here.
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Movement XX: THE DARK NIGHT OF THE MASTER

Two people

making each other

more completely what they already were.
Not building each other into something new.
Confirming each other into something ancient
that was always already there.

Where you are owned —

and he is anchored.

Where you are found —

and he is home.

And both of them are awake.

More awake than they have ever been.

In the complete light

of the agreed dark.

MoveEMENT XX

THE DARK NIGHT OF THE MASTER
+

The Movement the System Did Not Want to Include

The candles have never blown out.
I am waiting for the draft of cold air

that proves the building is real.
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Law 9 — REeciprocITY

Master and initiate form a system, not an opposition.

This movement was the last of the movements to be written. Be-
cause a system that sanctifies itself does not naturally include its own
failure. But a theology that cannot survive its own dark night®? is not

theology. It is fantasy. And this is not fantasy.

I. THE MAsTER WHO DISAPPEARED

There was a time when the authority went quiet.

Not because it was taken. Not because he was broken in battle or
conquered by something larger. Because it was slowly, patiently, with
great love, made impossible. The erosion of stone — not by hammer
but by water. Not in drama but in the accumulated weight of small
impossibilities.

The Master can be eroded.

What erosion feels like from inside: the first signs are subtle. The
authority that used to arrive without effort requires effort. The cer-
tainty that was the background condition of his daily life becomes
something he must produce. The charge, which was once ambient
and continuous, begins to require conditions. He begins, almost im-
perceptibly, to manage himself for the relationship. To modulate the
god. To apologize for the things about himself the relationship finds
inconvenient. These small modulations do not feel like erosion. They

feel like accommodation. They feel like love.
He began to disappear.
Quietly.
The way a man goes quiet when the thing he is most essentially

is made daily, gently, lovingly wrong.
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II. THE PHENOMENOLOGY OF ERASURE

Erasure does not announce itself. It arrives in the texture of small
experiences: the night when he initiates and is subtly redirected —not
denied, never denied, but redirected. The morning when his specific
way of being present is gently corrected. The afternoon when the god
in him, briefly present, produces discomfort rather than the expected
response — and he learns, without being told, to keep the god more
managed. Less present. More acceptable.

He stopped initiating.

He began explaining himself.

The authority that must justify itself to the one it holds is no longer
authority.

It is petition.

And then he began to wonder if he was wrong — not about spe-
cific things, but about his fundamental nature. Whether the god
he carried was a god or a disorder. Whether the darkness was sa-
cred or pathological. Whether the dominance was authentic or com-
pensatory. Whether he needed to manage himself more thoroughly.
Whether the aspirational self he had always carried was, in fact, aspi-
rational — or was it simply a fantasy of power that real love required
him to outgrow?

This is the abyss.

The Master who looks into it

finds it wearing the face of someone he loves.

Which is the worst possible abyss.

Because it has his tenderness in its voice.

Because it loves him back.

In its way.
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III. Tae Face oF THE BELOVED

Every account of erosion names the force that does the eroding.
This one owes her a protected testimony.

She is a trans woman. She taught me the opposite of the culture’s
demand for legibility: the body outranks the category, and the cate-
gory was always the smaller fact.

She entered the framework the way recognition is described in this
book: before language, before negotiation, through the quality of how
she occupied a room. I had spent years assuming the complementary
architecture would arrive in a body I could predict. She was not a
body I could predict. She knelt like the answer to a question I had
been asking since before I had words for the question. The protocols
were kept. The boots came off at the door. The charge was real in the
way this book describes the real charge: ambient, continuous, fed by

attention.

Read the statistics that follow and hear them correctly. The 75 ex-
planations of pain were never about her face, her history, or the fact
of her. The pain was the container. The person was not wrong. The
arrangement was.

The culture will read this page looking for the scandal. There is
none. A man loved a woman, and the daily evidence of that love con-
tirmed the central claim of this book in advance of the book: worship
does not check the body’s file before it arrives. The scandal worth
the culture’s attention is the other one — that it took a theology this

elaborate to say what she made obvious in a doorway.
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IV. THE StaTisTics OF AN ErOsION

34,664 lines.

19 months.

75 times he explained the specific pain.

7 times it was heard.

0 times it changed anything.

He did not want to know. That is why he needed a method.

Three years of loving her, and he still could not tell whether he
was living inside a hard season or a hopeless one. Hope is a corrupt
instrument — it reports what it wants to find. So he reached for the
only honest record the relationship had produced: he exported the
chat log, the last nineteen months of it, and read his own love as data.

The analysis was not a metaphor. He counted the explanations
and the silences between them, timestamped and total, until the pat-
tern could not be read any other way. The pattern said: this is not
a temporary difficulty. This is a structural incompatibility between
what he is and what this relationship can hold. The person was not
wrong. But the specific shape of what he carries and the specific shape
of what the relationship could accommodate were not the same shape.
And he had been trying, for three years, to make the shapes match by
modifying his own.

A confession lives inside the method, and it belongs here. Some-
one with a differently weighted gradient would have been reached
sooner — by a look, by an ending, by the ordinary exhaustion of want-
ing. His gradient is not that gradient. He is a thinker; the book has al-
ready confessed the distribution. What he cannot interpret in what he
sees or feels does not stay uninterpreted — it speaks to him in the only
language that reliably reaches him: logic, reasoning, sense-making.
He wanted the relationship to work badly enough that wanting be-
came deaf. Arithmetic was not. The export was not a colder substitute
for feeling; it was the only channel through which the feeling could
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finally deliver its verdict to a man built the way he is built. It should
not have required 34,664 lines to say the word hopeless. For him, it
did — and that is not a failure of feeling. It is the shape of his access
to it.

Statistics are what feelings look like

when you step far enough back to see the pattern.
The pattern said: you were not crazy.

The pattern said: you were someone who loved
too long in the wrong direction.

It had taken 34,664 lines to make one word sayable. Hopeless. Not
as despair — as diagnosis. The export did what the heart could not:
it separated the love from the arrangement, confirmed the first, and
closed the second. No further season of patience would change the
second fact by adding to the first.

V. THE RESTAURANT

He shook in a restaurant.
In public.

Trays falling.

People watching.

The floor.

His hands.

The sound.

No architecture left.
Nothing to hold.

What it is like when the god goes completely quiet: not the absence
of something. The presence of absence — the unmistakable experi-
ence of being a person who carries a god and finding, one ordinary
afternoon, that he is not there. Not permanently gone. Simply unable
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to inhabit this arrangement. The container has been modified, over 19
months, into a shape he cannot occupy. And the man is alone in the
modified container. In a restaurant. With his hands shaking.

He chose wrong.

Not wrong about who he was.

Wrong about whether this arrangement

could hold what he was.

The error was not the god.

The error was the arrangement.

VI. Tae ReBuUILDING

He walked carefully through his own interior the way you walk
through a room where the floor has recently given way. Testing each
surface. Not trusting what looked solid. Moving slowly.

He wrote. He photographed. He turned the analog camera on
the city that had witnessed his disappearance and found, in the ir-
reversible frame, that beauty had survived him. That the city had
continued. That the canal was still the canal. That light still did what
light does in the late afternoon over water.

The rebuilding is not the recovery of what was before the erosion.
What was before the erosion was a person who had not been tested.
The rebuilding produces something different: a person who knows
his limits. He has found them. Who knows what the dynamic re-
quires because he has felt its absence. Who knows his own dark night
because he lived it and came through. The authority that returns af-
ter this is not the authority that was present before it. It is deeper.
Quieter. More certain of itself because it has been tested.

The authority returned.

Not as it had been.
Better.
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Tested. Survived. Proven.

He is the philosophy’s first witness, and it held.

VII. For THE SYSTEM

The Priest is human.

The Priest miscalculates.

The Priest sometimes loves the wrong person
for the wrong length of time

and pays with the currency of himself.

This does not break the system. This is the system, complete. A
theology that excludes the Priest’s mortality worships only its own
performance. The dark cult worships the god, not the performance.
And the god endures what the Priest cannot carry — indifferent to
his dark night, present in the restaurant, in the shaking hands, in the

absence of architecture.
The god does not fail.
The arrangement fails.
And after the arrangement fails —
after the counting and the shaking and the walking carefully —
the god is still there.
Waiting, with complete indifference,
for the man to pick himself up
and be a Priest again.
And now someone coming.
Crossing water toward what he recognized across the distance.
Not toward a performance.
Toward a framework.
Toward the singular person in whose presence

both of them will feel most like who they want to be.
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Chapter One: SUSTAINING THE FLAME

L.
What Feeds the Charge

+

The canticle’s answer was one word: attention. This section is that
word made practical — the practices of sustained attention that keep
the intellectual framework alive and shared, and what each of them
looks like on a Thursday.

SmaLL RrtuaLs, PreciseLy Kepr

The protocol is the daily practice of remembering. Not the grand
protocols — the small ones, precisely kept: the ones that can be prac-
ticed in a supermarket, at a kitchen table, in a text sent mid-afternoon.

The civilization the practitioner lives in is built on equality. Flat
hierarchies. The deliberate erosion of visible power structures in the
public domain. Every workplace, every social gathering, every family
dinner is organized around the fiction that nobody has authority over
anybody else — that we are all equal participants in the shared project
of ordinary life.

The dynamic does not survive by fighting this.

It survives by moving beneath it.

There is a structural principle at work here that has been described
well beyond the erotic context. Erving Goffman called it the back-
stage: the region where the performance required in front of others
is dropped and another order holds.* James C. Scott found the same
structure among people whose public lives demanded deference: be-
neath the public transcript, a hidden one, with its own rules and its
own loyalties. The dynamic inverts Scott’s case — here the hierarchy
is hidden and the equality is public — but the principle holds. The
bond that lives in the unremarkable — in the text sent at noon, in the
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exacting posture at the door, in the word used only between these two
people in this specific context — is not weakened by its smallness. It
is strengthened by it. The visible gesture can be performed. The in-
visible one, sustained daily, cannot.

We are what we do more than what we intend. A framework that
exists only in intention is a preference; enacted daily in the smallest
gestures, it becomes what both people are. So the answer to a civiliza-
tion with no register for the dynamic is not the grand gesture, which
needs staging, but the small protocol, which needs none: so discreet
that nobody in the room knows what they are witnessing.

ON DEsIGNING THE PrOTOCOL

The protocol must meet three conditions to survive daily life.
It must be small enough to be kept consistently.

It must be specific enough to carry the framework.

It must be invisible to everyone except the two who share it.

The protocol that is too large becomes a burden. It intrudes on the
ordinary rather than living within it. It creates friction with the flat-
hierarchy civilization the practitioner must also navigate. The proto-
col that is too vague carries no framework — it becomes gesture with-
out content, form without meaning, the performance of the dynamic
rather than its daily proof.

The right protocol is the specific thing, done consistently, that both
parties feel as the quiet confirmation of the hierarchy. Not a scene. A
sentence in the ongoing grammar of the dynamic.

The Boots

There was a period when she and I had a protocol.
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When I came home and we were alone, she would come to the

door and help me take off my boots.

That was all.

Nothing more.

Consider what that protocol contained. The Master arriving,
someone moving toward him. Not away, not continuing with the or-
dinary — toward. The physical positioning of the one who waited,
kneeling at my feet to perform a service I could perform myself and
did not need performed. The dailiness of it — not the scene, not the
ceremony, but the Tuesday. The Wednesday. The ordinary return
from an ordinary day, met by the physical grammar of the hierarchy.

Nobody watching would necessarily have understood what they
were seeing. A woman helping her partner with his boots. Unremark-
able. But inside the gesture, the entire framework was present: ser-
vice rendered deliberately, hierarchy confirmed without speech, the
day’s flat-equality civilization shed at the threshold along with the
boots. I entered the private space of the dynamic. She was already
there, already positioned, already holding the framework open for
me to step into.

The boots came off.

The dynamic came on.

Every time.

Without a scene.

Without ceremony.

Just the boots,

and the woman who moved toward the door.
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He was found.

When the real thing arrives, the wish list becomes irrelevant. The
list of limits never does.

That is how the practitioner knows it was genuine.

V.
On Structure — Order and Humor: The Two Neighbors of God

+

There is a line, which I first heard given to Ingmar Bergman and have
never been able to trace to him, that order is the neighbor of God.

Whoever said it was not speaking about theology in the conven-
tional sense — it is a line from the people who make art. That without
rigorous structure, there is no freedom. That the improvisation that
appears spontaneous is possible only because the foundation beneath
it was built with fanatical care. That art without order is not liberation
— it is merely noise.

Yet the line names only the first house on the street.

God has two neighbors: Order and Humor.

Order gives the dynamic its spine; humor gives it breath. Order
ensures that when the initiate places his head on the Master’s chest,
the floor beneath them will not give way. But humor ensures that the
Master does not become an insufferable statue of his own importance.

A Master who possesses order without humor is an administrator
of kink: he draws charts, he enforces arbitrary curfews, he turns an
erotic life into a branch of civil service. He is exhausting to worship. A
dynamic that possesses humor without order evaporates into domes-
tic sitcom: it has warmth, it has chatter, but the current never ignites
and nobody’s breath ever catches in the throat.

To carry the god honestly, you must live between both neighbors.
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You require the terrifying, uncompromising Order that inspects
the body, keeps the protocol, and holds the line against the city’s
drift. And on the other side of the courtyard, you require the Humor
that can look at the entire sacred edifice — the whips, the leather, the
boots, the metaphysical treatises written at three in the morning —
and laugh out loud with the initiate at the magnificent absurdity of

two grown men constructing a systematic cosmology around an erec-
tion.

Without structure, no order.

Without humor, no grace.

Without order, chaos. Without humor, a penal colony.
Order is the neighbor of God.

Humor is his twin across the hall.

This book is the order. The laughter is the confirmation.
Decho is the God.

They were always going to live on the same street.
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+ DEecHo +

CHAPTER SIX

DECHO IN THE EVERYDAY
+

The God’s Account of His Own Presence

Decho speaks. This chapter belongs to him. He has been present
throughout this volume, marking it. Here he addresses the practi-
tioner directly. Not as theology. As the god himself.

You have been reading about me.

Let me read back.

I see you.

Reading this in whatever room you are in.

The body you are in —

whether you have tended it or not,

whether you have named what it carries or not —
I am already there.

I was there before you found this text.

I was there before you found the language.

I was there in the erection that arrived

in the presence of someone carrying the right orientation.
In the moment of complete presence

that surprised you with its specificity.

In every time you felt the room change

and did not know why.

That was me.

That has always been me.
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I do not require your belief.

I require your honesty.

Name what you are.

Not to the world — the world does not need to know.
To yourself.

In the specific privacy of the one who has finally
stopped managing what he knows.

I am what you know.

I have always been what you know.

The philosophy is not a new discovery.

It is the language for what you already felt.
I am in the body you tend this morning.

I am in the coffee and the light on the water.
I am in the work that is better

because you brought your full self to it.

I am in the glance across a room

that confirms: yes, they carry it too.

I am in the dark that is not shame

but philosophy.

I am in the silly note sent across the ocean.

I am in the analog frame that says:

this happened, the evidence remains.

I am in the person crossing water in April.
Do not perform me.

Do not manage me.

Do not apologize for me.

Carry me.

The way a person carries

what they have always known they carry.
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With the specific ease of something
that was never a burden

but was only ever a god,

waiting for you to stop

pretending he wasn't there.

I am here.

I have always been here.

I am in your pocket.

Go.

+ DEecuo +
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