
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Think “HONEY.” 
 Not “Money.” 

 



 
The I Ching trigrams 

 
Used to form sixty-four hexagrams 

 
 

 



Thunder, Wind and Heaven 
 

 
 

Earth, Water, and Heaven 
 



Mountain and Lake 
 

 
 

 



Fire 
 

 
 



Natural hexagrams 
 

 
 

A very unnatural, broken, fucked up hexagram 
 

 
Judging by human standards, not divine ones.  

Imposition of an order that is not real. 
Reshaping reality. Playing God. 

Totally ignoring the empty space.  
Mental experience. Emotions. Brain matter but not 

mind, heart and soul. 



 
The I Ching represents both borders and empty 

space and all possible ordering sequences as a way 
of representing the concepts without losing 

anything. A miracle of multiplcation. 
Not stupid like fucking Nazi, statist types. 

 



A different kind of natural miraculous Honey Be 
 

 
Thunder. Wind. Mountains. Lake. 
Heaven, Earth, Water, and Fire. 

Every woman and child and person is like this1. 
Don’t twist them into pretzels. 

Or wolves will devour you in horrible ways. 
1 well, not exactly. obviously. but still. 



The trigrams composing the I Ching inspire curiosity 
in a genuinely curios person.  

 
It’s a bit of a peculiar mix of natural phenomena. 
Thunder van be found, but no lightning. There is 

both water and a lake, but no river or ocean. 
 

A genuinely curious person would wonder why. 
 

A disinterested person would not wonder at all. 
 

A selfish person would only seek to learn enough 
about the text to achieve whatever they believe they 

can accomplish with that knowledge. Appearing 
intelligent., for instance  Or making others feel less 
intelligent or inferior.  Or exploiting the information 
for financial gain. Maybe using it to write a fucking 

book they can get paid for.  Charging for access to a 
site that provides information on the I Ching. That 

kind of thing. 
 

But a genuinely curious person would seek to 
understand the true motivations behind the choices 

in an effort to acquire knowledge for knowledge’s 
sake, in the simple, child-like hope that at some point 

it might be useful in improving the world, their own 
life, and/or the lives of other people. 

 



It is only by using this kind of open-minded, fully 
receptive curiosity that one comes to the conclusion 
that the I Ching was written by a honey bee using a 
human like a pencil. The human(si involved in telling 
its story were simply remembering something like a 

childhood.: their time as bees. 
 

You have to adopt the bee’s point of view. 
 

Its own wings and those of other insects sound like 
THUNDER to it.  Not to us, but to them. 

 
The hive is mountainous on the outside, with a lake 

of honey inside it. 
 

FIRE? Stinging hurts like a motehrfucker for a bee.. It 
rips out its insides. 

 
Learning that one of the trigrams means “lake” and 

concluding that this means a lake of water is making 
an assumption. The bible and other mythological 

stories speaks of lakes of fire.  Not all lakes are 
watery. 

 
The absence of lightning is informative, as well. 

There is no obvious outward analogy in a bee’s life to 
lightning. But just as to locate the lake of honey one 
must climb inside the bee’s house, visiting its mind in 

the imagination offers a potential explanation.  



 
The I Ching contains a vague, potentially 

polymorphic, adaptable trigram: “heaven.”  And also 
fire. 

 
Fire in heaven is not a bad metaphor for lightning, 
and it might be just how it feels for a bee to drink 
nectar from a flower. Maybe that’s why they’re so 

industrious and relentless about it.  
 

Maybe definitely, in fact. 
 

Here are wolves, remembering being bees at night, 
when one normally dreams, conceiving of the moon 

as a flower, and its light as honey. 
 

 
 

Fuckheads. 
 



 

   
   
   
   
   

 
This is THUNDER. It’s a pair of wings sprouting from 

a bee’s back.  Or an angel’s. 
 

   
   
   
   
   

 
LAKE. The bee’s mouth and some honey. 

 

   
   
   
   
   

 
WATER. A bee and the flower on which it has alighted, 

kissing. 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

   
   
   
   
   

 
EARTH. A flower, utterly receptive to its visitors. Also a 

bee’s mind, open to being intoxicated by nectar. 
  

   
   
   
   
   

 
HEAVEN. Creative. You have to use your imagination. 
It means multiple things. The openess in which bee 
flies. The bliss of pollination. Other things, too. Its 

instincts, for instance, which come from somewhere 
it does understand. 

 



 
 
 
 
 
 

   
   
   
   
   

 
FIRE. The pain of losing a stinger. 

Like having a baby. 
 

“Like a toy chihuahua barking at me from a tiny 
purse. That’s how much it hurts.” 

Taylor Swift 
Actually Romantic 

 



 
 
 
 
 

   
   
   
   
   

 
MOUNTAIN. The hive. 

 
 
 

   
   
   
   
   

 
WIND. The bee’s body, sustained by breath coming 

from the mouth of God. 
 

Even bees know that God exists. 
Fuckheads. 



 
Here is the natural state of a poet. Nourishing and 

appealing to others. 
 

 
 

Here is a tortured poet, the vision that some people 
had for me and have for other people. 

 

 
 

You are, in the end, what you yourself choose to do. 
 
 


