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Forward   and   Forewarning.  

This   Work   entitled   Become   the   Ocean   a nd   all   of   the   music   that   accompanies   it   aims   to  

demonstrate   the   merge   of   Music   and   Word.    Part   of   the   Become   the   Ocean   mission   is   to   open  

up   and   satisfy   my   own   questioning   mind   so   that   we   may   move   to   page   what   has   been   in   my  

thoughts   for   two   decades   now.    Perhaps   longer.    All   of   this   writing   and   composition   took  

place   during   the   2018   year   in   the   second   millenium   A.D.  

What   you   are   about   to   read   and   hear   is   a   personal   journey   of   spiritual   growth,   and   like  

many   memoirs,   this   book   is   my   Mind.    It   is   my   Story.    This   “pre-book,”   entitled   Flyover,   is  

a   necessary   component   of   the   larger   Become   the   Ocean   project,   which   is   a   300   some   page  

book   written   before   this   Flyover.    It   is   labeled   “Flyover”   because   it   helps   to   prep   the  

reader,   or   calibrate,   or   balance,   or   acclimate   the   experiencer   to   the   madness   ocean.    The  

ideas   are   partitioned   by   when   they   occurred   to   Mind   in   a   chronological   sequence   form.    In  

addition,   there   are   theme   titles   and   chapters   and   sections.    

It   was   my   opinion   that   a   book   like   this   has   a   degree   of   complexity   that   needs   a   primer,  

which   is   why   this   pre   book,   this   flyover   must   exist.    Honestly,   I   came   up   with   these   ideas  

over   a   lifetime,   and   wrote   them   in   a   365   day   period.     Every   symphony,   singer,   or   garage  

band,   requires   a   warm-up.    The   aim   of   this   “Flyover”   is   just   that.    It   is   a   view   from   above  

the   ocean   before   we   swim   in   the   ideas.  

Some   Basic   Principles  

The   ideas   in   the   work   are   honest.  

They   are   authentic.  

We   have   no   reason   to   do   otherwise.  

 

My   relationship   with   Music   is   Platonic.  

It   is   not   an   obsession.  

It’s   just   my   “thing”   for   my   entire   life.  

 

Some   may   think   the   writer   of   this   work    is   “mental”.  

Ha   ha.  

Open   up   your   mind,   please.  

The   writings   might   sound   far   out.   We   are   ok   with   that.  

They   probably   are   far.  

So   please   be   ok   with   that   so   we   can   move   on.  

There   is   work   to   do.  

*  
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The   explanation   of   the   pen   name   is   worthy   of   note.    

My   real   name   is   not   S.   dei.    

The   reader   probably   knew   that.    

We   go   with   S.dei   for   2   principle   reasons.    

First,   such   a   work   yearns   for   selflessness,  

or   whatever   be   opposite   of   a   motive   that   would   reek   of   an   all   about   me.    

Logically   and   naturally   then,   anonymity   is   a   useful   construction.    

Thus   we   remain   S.   pursuing   dei.    That’s   it.   S.   dei   is   a   natural   born   pen   name.  

Secondly,   and   most   importantly,    we   choose   S.   dei   for   the   reasoning   that   this   book   is   a   mad  

hail   mary   pursuit   of   my   Creator,   the   Master   Designer,   Artist,   and   Chief   Musician.    

In   English,   most   call   this   God.  

Some   call   it   Jehovah.  

 

Some   call   it   Purple   Spaghetti   Monster.    

This   particular   one   is   stinky   and   dumb   and   is   unfair,   and   insulting.  

 

In   Spanish,   they   say   Dios,   over   to   Zion,   back   to   Latin,   

Theos,   to   the   greek   god,   Zeus,   

and   Quetzlcoatl,   Yumchac,   Neptune,   Jupiter,   Saturn.  

I   can   see   Uranus   from   here   :).  

 

All   serious   jokes   aside,   the   writer   name   has   a   lowercase   d   for   the   fact   that   I’m   always  

approaching   but   never   arriving,   because   this   is   about   the   journey   to   another   journey.   A  

season   to   a   season,   a   reason   to   reason,   a   rhyme   to   rhyme,   a   cycle   of   notes   in   music,   in   time.  

S.dei   simply   is   a   name   reminder   that   this   human   is   asking,    searching,   and   pursuing  

something   Divine   and   the   entire   journey   resembles   a   song   or   an   album.    

The   book   itself   is   maybe   of   a   genre   that   if   it   were   a   song,   it   would   consist   of   notes   and  

melodies   that   sing   with   philosophy,   metaphysics,   Jesus,   personal   spiritualism,   theology,  

math,   mental   illness   maybe,   quantum   theory,   prophecy,   music   theory,   linguistics,  

psychology,   education,    parenting,   Marriage,   Resonance,   Gravity,   Music,   and   Love.    

Become   the   Ocean   is   just   that.   It   is   a   metaphorical   ‘music   love   book’.    It’s   a   metaphorical  

‘album’.    It   is   the   best   work   I   could   do   with   the   time   I   have   been   granted   here   on   earth   so  

far.    The   music   is   pretty   good   in   my   opinion.    So   naturally  

What   Do   I   want   this   album   to   say?    

Something   that   goes   with   the   book.  

Something   that   will   outlast   me.  

Something   that   might   begin   to   answer   to   the   challenge   called:   

“Make   something,   but   make   ONLY   a   masterpiece.”  

“An   artist   has   to   decide   when   it   is   his   time   to   begin   the   Masterpiece.”  

It   does   not   mean   that   there   is   only   one   masterpiece.  

It   does   mean   though   that   it   has   to   exist.  
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Become   the   Ocean  

The   endless   saltwater   began   the   thought   that   was   made   here.  

The   streams   that   fed   it   were   taught   to   feed   itself   through   next   year.  

The   Mind   of   Day   once   made   a   Sound   into   Meaning.  

A   Sound   into   Word.  

A   Sound   into   Feeling.  

 

Waves   on   the   Ocean,   we   rise   and   fall,   

for   one   human   LifeYear.  

On   that   day   when   we   become   an   ether,   

more   than   a   subject,   more   than   an   object.  

We   become   an   air.    An   ambience.  

We   participate   in   it,   but   are   above   it,   

inside,   over   and   under.  

 

One   thousand   years   pass   inside   one   minute.  

One   wave   collides   and   renders   Self   Infinite.  

When   we   go,   we   hope   to   become   part   of   the   All.    

 

We   wonder   if   the   religions   have   any   truth   to   them.   

We   wonder   if   our   deeds   will   get   us   through.  

We   wonder   if   we   told   the   truth   enough   too.  

We   wonder   if   we   were   loyal.  

 

We   become   ourselves,   our   True   Authentic   Selves,   when   we   meet   the   last   60   seconds   of   Life.  

We   became   ourselves   when   we   danced   in   the   delivery   room   the   first   60   seconds   of   Life.  

We   want   more,   and   we   become   more.   

We   become   the   Tides.  

We   become   the   Ocean.  

S.dei,   2018   A.D .  
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The   Canvas   of   this   Time  

The   Canvas   is   an   endless   tri-fabric   of   Time,   Space,   and   Word.  

The   palette   is   made   of   flesh,   dirt,   and   roots.  

The   colors   paint   the   stories,   in   words   called   Hertz.  

Wood.   Steel.   Electricity.   Magnetism.  

Trapped   In   a   Cyclone   erupting   in   our   Looping   World   Minds.  

These   worlds.  

 

These   worlds   within   are   like   a   world   bank.  

   This   music   –   all   original   music,   is   a   connection   to   such   a   bank   of   ancient   creative   spirits,  

yanked   from   oblivion,   and   reborn   into   paper   cones   and   magnets   into   these   wave   forms   rendered  

thought   forms.    

These   waves   reach   our   mind.    

Sometimes   they   can   repair   it.   

  

They   can   move   around   buildings   invisibly   at   the   speed   of   sound.    

These   sound-song-word-waves   begin   as   concrete   physical   vibrations   which   

transform   into   enigmas   and   abstractions,   that   can   reach   the   deepest   darkest   ravines   of   our  

hearts.    

We   pause.  

In   Words,   inwards   and   outwards,   the   bards   for   1,000   years   sing   songs   of   revolution,   songs   of  

hope,   of   change,   comfort,   religion,   knowledge,   of   love,   war,   joy,   friendship,   sorrow,   and   loss.  

There   is   power   in   this   pure   creation,   in   Words,   and   then   outwards.  

This   project   is   dedicated   to   the   undervalued   Original   Music   machine.   

To   the   idea   that   original   music   and   the   love   for   the   marriage   of   Word,   Melody,   Progression,  

Chorus,   and   Harmony   can   reinvigorate   

the   listener-interpreter   as   much   as   the   creator.    

Songs   are   Message.   

Songs   are   Children,   Pride,   and   Mind.  

  Songs   are   Stars.    

Chords   Glued   with   Gravity.    

Forever   echoes   of   rock   n’   roll   DNA.  

Destruction   begets   Reconstruction   begets   Procreation.  

 

I   believe   in   music   and   in   all   of   its   relatives.  

Noise,   dissonance,   harmony   melody,   drums,   

culture,   universal   languages   abound,   

fully   reaffirm   the   existence   of   a   Creative   Creator   Figure.    

This   is   a   Compassionate   Intelligence   

that   puts   us   in   frozen   catatonic   amazement.    Literally.  

That   is   the   fruit.    That   right   there.  
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The   Following   Thoughts   are   Deemed   Noteworthy   and   

are   written   by   other   Visionaries   from   history.  

They   are   consistently   and   specifically   in   Support   of   

the   hypotheses   presented   in   the   book.    

 

The   quotes   help   to   outline   the   Ontological   Realignment   by   

representing   the   Medium,   Magic,   Mystique,   

and   Ultimate   Mission   of   Music   as   it   was   Designed.    Play   on   :)  

*  

  “Blep   plep   bleb.    Music   is   the   universal   language.”  

-A   Captain   Obvious  

  “If   I   were   not   a   physicist,   I   would   probably   be   a   musician.   I   often   think   in  

music.   I   live   my   daydreams   in   music.    I   see   my   life   in   terms   of   music.”  

-this   was   Einstein,    Seer,   1900s   Anno   domini  

“The   theory   of   relativity   occurred   to   me   by   intuition,   and   music   is   the   driving  

force   behind   this   intuition.”  

-this   was   Einstein,   Seer,   1900s   A.D.  

    "Whenever   he   felt   that   he   had   come   to   the   end   of   the   road   or   into   a   difficult  

situation   in   his   work,   he   would   take   refuge   in   music,   

and   that   would   usually   resolve   all   of   his   difficulties."  

  -this   was   Hans   Einstein,   son   of   Einstein,   Seer   1900s   A.D.  

 

"After   playing   piano,   he   would   get   up   saying    'There,   now   I've   got   it',    

Something   in   the   music   would   guide   his   thoughts   

in   new   and   creative   directions."  

   -this   was   Maja   Einstein,   daughter   of   Einstein,   Seer  

"Einstein   recognized   an   unexplainable   connection   between   music   and   his   science   and  

notes   that    Einstein's   mentor,   Ernst   Mach   had   indicated   that   music   and   the   aural  

experience   were   the   organ   to   describe   space."  

  -this   was   Alexander   Mozskowski,   BFF   of   Seer  

“I   think.   Therefore   I   am.”  

-this   was   Rene   Descartes,   Seer,   1800   A.D.  
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  “Early   Education   of   our   youth   should   consist   of   

Gymnastic   for   the   Body   and   Music   for   the   Soul.”  

-this   was   Plato,   Seer,   400   B.C.  

   “Music   gives   a   soul   to   the   universe,   

wings   to   the   mind,   flight   to   the   imagination,   and   life   to   everything.”  

-this   was   Plato,   Seer,   400   B.C.  

   “The   greater   puzzle   of   universal   wisdom   and   beauty   that   we   have   strived   to  

honor,   through   our   work,   includes   the   profound   legacies   of   world   artistic   and  

spiritual   traditions,   the   innate   integrity   of   human   communities,   where   people  

seek   to   live   in   social   harmony,   and   that   regenerative   stream   of   life   sustained  

upon   the   earth   itself,   as   it   spins   through   the   cosmos,   

to   the   beautiful   music   of   the   spheres.”   

-this   was   Luther   E.   Vann,   Seer,    1700   A.D.  

“We   think   that   one   who   is   thoroughly   able   to   understand   harmony,   how   it   works  

in   physics,   and   how   to   create   harmony   by   knowing   relationships   is   one   who   can  

gain   from   it’s   simplexity.    There’s   a   lot   of   principles   that   

can   be   applied   to   the   rest   of   the   world.”  

-this   was   a   want-to-be   Seer,   2018   A.D.  

 

Quotes   that   Should   Exist,   But   Do   Not:   

“Er,   doopy   poop.   Poops.”  

“There   is   lot   of   space   to   go   around,   with   a   

special   reservation   for   the   Melodic   Harmonic   &   Logic.    

So   cheers   to   Harmony,   Resonance,   Theoretical   Physics,   

and    Humans’   Relationships   to   each   other   and   their   tiny   world.”  

 

  “Isn’t   David   the   one   that   came   up   with   some   magical   weirdo   chord   that   

basically   hypnotized   King   Saul?”  

  “Isn’t   it   true   that   Eastern   Hindu   meditation   practices   use   brass   bowls   tuned   to  

Isochronic   frequencies   to   optimize   and   align   with   our   brain   waves?”  
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They,   like   everyone   else,   attempt   to   Transcend   Language-Space-Time.  

The   Trap.    If   “Mind   Over   Matter”   mindset   is   to   truly   conquer   as   it   is   advertised,  

then   the   value   of   dogma   is   a   priceless   human   mind   asset.    So   it   is   true   with   the  

opposite.    A   complete   rejection   of   this   Dogma   quality   renders   a   mind   worthless,  

aimless   drifting   through   Mind   under,   and   not   over,   Matter,   victim   mindset.  

These   musical   creations,   and   their   associated   measures   of   novelty   are   a   result  

in   the   value   of   pretend   faith   in   dogma.  

 

“Music   is   as   deep   as   it   gets.”  

“Art   Imitates   Life   as   it   imitates   itself.”  

“Sound   wave   Ocean,   the   songs   are   the   life.”  

“In   a   Light   Wave   Ocean,   the   Art   imitates   life.”  

“This   is   a   quote   about   this   quote   being   about   itself.”  

“Think   fearlessly   and   without   apology.”  

“These   words   are   reading   you,   not   the   other   way   around.”  

“This   sentence   makes   you   think.”  

“How   did   I   get   stuck   in   this   particular   sentence?”  

“How   did   I   get   stuck   in   this   particular   sentience?”  
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1st   Wave  

Tsunami   Wake.  
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Part   0. Ocean   Tidal   Wave  

The   Waveforms   Crash.    A   Mind   storm   brews.    Then,   like   a   tidal   wave,   all   of   reality   hits   these  
Pristine   Sentient   Shores   at   the   exact   same   moment.    Converging   rip   currents   rip   pull   me   out  
and   up   the   80   foot   wall   of   water.    For   a   minute,   the   swell   is   calming   and   cathartic,   personally.  
This   is   the   great   before,   that   is,   The   beginning.    

The   miracle   of   this   catharsis   leads   to   a   decades   long   deep   ache   in   the   gut,   feeling   about   the  
trajectory   of   a   fragmented   Theory   of   Human   Mind.    As   I   have   been   swimming   in   these   mind  
oceans,   I   have   noticed   way   too   many   opportunities   to   steer   poorly   aligned   scripting   towards  
the   center.    The   Wave   Crash   forces   these   inceptual   and   perceptual   potentialities   to   form   the  
Great   Order   from   the   Great   Chaos.    This   entire   work   is   the   best   I   can   do,   with   this   time   with  
this   mind.    I   humbly   admit   my   infinite   limitations.  

This   book   of   Ontological   Resolutions   came   as   a   vision   all   at   once,   like   a   Great   City,   viewed   in  
an   instant   as   peered   into   a   monocle   and   catatonic   state   in   2001.    The   City   reappears   as   a  
wave   of   Ideas,   summarized   in   these   compositions,   and   will   serve   as   a   guidebook   for   helping  
to   rescript   human   thought   forms   in   in   order   to   create,   protect,   and   evolve   the   enduring   Value  
of   the   Human   Mind.    A   Tidal   Wave   from   the   future   cometh.  
 

Part   1. Seeds  

After   the   Ocean   Tidal   wave   strikes,   uproots,   and   shakes   my   mind   to   the   core,    the   result   is   a  
mustard   seed   of   the   big   idea.    The   idea   is   personal   Mind   Freedom,   sparked   by   a   Manic   Mind  
which   carries   me   to   the   need   for   “The   Seed   of   Seeds”   to   be   Planted   in   my   head.    This   Planting  
represents   the   inception   of   thought   ideas   or   experiments   that   would   result   in   a   better   mind  
world,   even   if   perhaps   just   my   own.    This   is   precisely   the   reasoning   pathway   using   words   to   a  
new   ontology.    It   is   known   that   Words   beget   reality.    These   Words   are   the   Seeds   that   we   plant.  
In   turn,   as   these   Word   seed   Idea   Forms   reach   for   their   Star,   an   Insatiable   thirst   ensues.    Rain  
pours.    
 

Part   2. Rain  

When   we   thirst,   the   rain   begins.    The   ebb   and   flow   of   the   Rhythm   and   the   musical   cycle   of   a   rain  
cloud   moves   us   further.    So   as   we   drink,   the   rain   somehow   nourishes   these   ideas   and   at   the   same  
time   su�ocates   these   problems   of   mind   as   opposites   working   together.    Seeds   need   Fresh   water   to  
grow,   not   Salt   Water.   nor   Monster   Energy   drinks.    Who   puts   a   monster   in   their   tummy,   anyways?  

At   the   time   of   this   writing,   the   year   2018   A.D.,   some   societies   operate   with   virtually   100%   access   to  
all   knowledge,   100%   of   the   time.    This   interchange   is   beginning   to   move   at   almost   the   speed   of   light  
and   there’s   a   growing   concern   about   the   superiority   of   human   intelligence.    We   could   be  
completely   wrong   and   we   understand   that.    We   are   certainly   making   bigger   and   faster   rockets   and  
robots.    This   is   not   the   type   of   intelligence   we   are   mentioning   here.    However,   that   possibility   or   the  
artificiality   of   wrong   doesn’t   stop   the   flashes,   not   the   resolutions,   not   the   catharses,   not  
epiphanies,   nor   the   acid   rain.    The   downpour   of   ideas   overfills   the   Mind   tank   and   we   pass   over  
twelve   hundred   days   alone.    The   levee   walls   of   reality   crack,   and   we   break   down.  
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Part   3. Breakdown  

This   Mind   implodes,   sparked   with   a   kick   with   force   of   the   Hulk   and   the   passion   of   the   captain  
of   the   Spartans’   Army,   says,    “This   is   Sparta!”     kicks   the   mind   inside   itself.    From   this   force,   we  
are   dropped   into   a   pit   of   darkness,   free   falling   yes,    free   men,   yes,   yet   somehow   still   prisoners  
to   the   gravity   whirlpool.    We   are   forced,   beyond   our   Will,   into   a   psychological   prison,   only   to  
escape   physically   after   30   days   and   30   nights.   We   woke   up   from   catatonia   and   climbed   out   of  
the   cave   pit   of   psychosis.    This   was   enlightening,   but   somehow,   in   the   Mind,   we   are   still   there.  
There,   in   that   institution,   the   fluorescent   lights   fail   to   distract   from   the   loneliness.    We   are  
forced   to   our   knees   and   can   no   longer   hide   from   the   80   foot   wall   of   a   metaphor   Wave.    Waves  
are   smooth   and   upbeat.    Waves   are   rough,   violent,   and   dark,   especially   during   the   night.    We  
are   choked   out   with   humility   from   utter   humiliation.    What   once   was,   is   now   not.    What   is   truly,  
really   neither   is,   nor   is   not.   

Confronting   this   Wave   instantaneously   causes   a   thousand   violent   micro   mind   implosions,   and  
the   Spirit   explodes   into   millions   of   me.     Mind-Prison   renders   an   unquestionable  
Mind-Freedom   Ocean,   and   its   recovery,   the   madness,   and   the   trade   o�.    We   learn   to   surf   down  
the   Wave   by   paddling   up,   break   new   ground   by   breaking   down   in   the   worst   way,   with   the   worst  
pain,   at   the   worst   times   on   the   worst   day   ever.    Boo   hoo.    

We   better   call   a   Priest   and   get   up   early.   

 

Part   4. Worst   Day   in   the   World  

Climbing   up   the   Wave   after   the   Breakdown   results   in   su�ering,   then   sorrow,   following   thrills,  
then   chills,   and   we   feel   that   somehow,   we   are   stuck   in   some   infinite   cycle   of   either/or.    When   we  
become   a   narrative   of   narratives,   we   are   able   to   escape   this   Bless   Curse   Tesseract.    I   am   only  
a   story   created   by   me,   but   for   me,   yet   within   me.    We   are,   and   only   are,   a   narrative   of   our   own  
creation.    If   I   allow   someone   else   to   tell   my   story,   someone   else   in   which   to   trust   and   confide,   I  
lose   all   confidence   within   the   absolute   Self.    It   feels   like   the   worst   day   in   the   world   and   that  
the   sky   is   falling.    Self   help,   bro.    

Perhaps,   a   di�erent   Mindset   in   life   would   meet   the   Wave   with   the   capacity   to   Swim   through  
acid   oceans   of   hell,   with   a   shark   tooth   grin,   and   somehow   emerge   stronger,   laughing   all   the  
way.   ha   ha   ha.   There   is   but   ONE   capacity   for   enlightenment   and   a   thousand   paths,   and   I  
should   search   for   them.    Asking,   seeking,   knocking,   fishing,   waiting,   tossing,   turning.    Throw   a  
hook   out   there   to   catch   a   fish.    If   we   don’t   toss   a   line   in   the   water,   we   won’t   catch   anything,   and  
we   will   die   empty,   and   meaningless   in   Mind.    We   must   plant   and   fish.    It   must   begin   with  
becoming   Gardeners   of   Seeds,   Horse   Whisperers,   and   Fishers   of   Men   Mind   and   Women   Mind.  
Cast   o�,   bro,   and   then   Cast   Away.  
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2nd   Wave  

Cast   Away.  
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Part   5. Cast   Away  

The   quest   for   this   Capacity   for   resolution   comes   from   within,   probably,   though   we   are  
prepared   for   some   other   humans,   including   myself,   to   think   it   is   a   delusion.    That’s   ok.    We  
rock   in   roll   anyway,   then   we   prepare   to   dive.    The   prison   was   not   a   choice,   however.    This  
choice   to   cast   our   line   leads   us   to   a   path   toward   the   Great   View,   alone   on   a   deserted   island,  
an   “Eye   land”.    This   is   a   land   of   many   selves.    It   is   a   land   of   eyes.    When   we   have   seen   the   great  
Mind   City,   we   are   buried   in   the   catacombs   of   complete   separation,   not   despite,   but   BECAUSE,  
of   the   catatonic   state   of   the   collective   global   spiritual   alignment.  

This   alignment   is   to   be   as   surgical   as   it   is   spiritual.    If   I   am   to   be   successful,   I   must   aim   to   be  
strategic   and   when   ready,   dive   head   first   down   the   Proverbial   Rabbit   Black   Hole   of   Mind.    But  
it   is   not   black.    It   is   infinitely   colorful,   and   therefore   infinitely   terrifying.    The   path   to   get   there,  
is   a   traumatic   one   and   can   never   be   forgotten.    This   ontological   journey   was   most   certainly  
and   verifiably   refreshing.    This   journey   was   a   nightmare,   as   well.    To   fully   gain   requires   full  
loss.    I   must   be   vague   about   the   description   here.  

So,   as   vague   and   hazy   as   I   can   spin   it,   even   though   it   is   my   truth,   the   complete   loss   of   mind  
was   real   and   is   treated   and   healed.    It   was   the   complete   invasion   of   a   thousand   delusions,  
none   of   which   were   necessarily   good   or   bad.    They   just   happened   and   I   didn’t   choose   it.    I   did  
choose   to   exclude   those   personal   details   from   this   writing.    We   are   doing   just   fine,   thank   you.  
Still,   at   the   risk   that   you,   the   reader   would   judge   this   author’s   journey,   I   have   not   included  
some   details   of   the   story   in   this   writing.    Still,    We   must   go.   

Go   down.   Down   deep   into   the   Prison   Cave   of   Socrates.    

So,   reader   -   

If   YOU   have   ventured   this   far,   who   are   you,   and   why   are   you   still   here?   

You   want   to   know   about   this   Cave   of   Socrates.    Once   in,   you   come   out,   but   never   come   out.  
So   come   in.    We   may   already   be   here.  

We   all   will   become   the   ocean   at   some   point   anyways.    

For   the   rest   of   the   Flyover,   that   is,   2nd   Wave,   3rd   Wave:   Dive   into   Aimlessness,   and   the   4th   Wave  
of   ontological   musical   resolutions,   see   the   Store   link   below.  
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