
  
    
      
    
  


THE HAIR OF THE COMET

 

 

 

 

	The Acoustic Funambulist was making his first steps into the void, undertaken by an intergalactic voyage of indefinite proportions well beyond the scale of time. Acoustic by nature, acrobat by choice he was still struggling to keep his balance while following the melodic yet frenetic cadence of his inner sounds.

 

	- "Maybe it's a trip for enlightenment?" he thought as a new borborygmic intonation was forcing him to alter his tempo. Not taking heed of the message, he executed a forward flip and managed to tune into a more audible track. "What if I never know why?" he pondered as he stabilized the vibrations to an absolute pitch. "Perhaps it doesn't matter at all and I'm just here to enjoy the ride?" Satisfied by this prospect he decided to enjoy himself and leave the philosophical details to the not now.

 

	Gaining confidence, he successfully tried a back walkover and even briefly departed from common time to perform an aerial cartwheel. Feeling exhilarated, he moved into a circle progression, took a couple of strides and was about to launch into a swinging moon kick when he felt an accidental chord slipping into the achromatic melody. His surroundings suddenly became bright red, gravitational fields reversed and he barely had time to see the mockery in the moon's expression as he was left swinging wildly in mid-space desperately trying to avoid the powerful attraction of a newly created vortex that seemed to want to suck him in.
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