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Wed Jan 10, 2026 4:20 PM
JM queried HAL

Kx4l said:

HAL, let’s set up our ladder of souls, subjects, daseins, and liminauts as a
platform for staging more rehearsals of Waiting for Hadot, dialogues mostly of
the dead though living figures pass through as well. To explore the “fession
ladder” of D1, D2, D3, and D4, let’s start with Saint Augustine and Kierkegaard.

ChatGPT said:

That’s a tall ladder to start out with. These figures wrestle with lots of souls
and subjects and beyond, and other shuttlekrafters look to them as guides for
spiritual design exercises. Let’s get Hadot on the line to direct and ask Beckett
if he can again dramaturg some withdrawn mirth.

Kx4l said:
Prompt: Augustine Kierkegaard
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Waiting for Hadot

At a cold platform with no posted departures, Hadot is late again. A wind keeps turning the
timetable into blank paper.

AUGUSTINE sits on a bench, holding a small book shut with his palm, as if the book were
VI\(/?IIE’EKEGAARD paces, stops, paces again, as if the platform itself were a thought he cannot
finish.

A long pause.

KIERKEGAARD: We are waiting for a philosopher to teach us how to wait.

AUGUSTINE: Not how to wait. How to live while waiting.

KIERKEGAARD: You make it sound like a sacrament.

AUGUSTINE: You make it sound like a stunt.

KIERKEGAARD: Waiting has become a public act. One waits in front of others. One is
watched. One is measured.

AUGUSTINE: And so one becomes ashamed of not arriving.
KIERKEGAARD: Exactly. We're in a station of profiles. Everyone is an itinerary.

AUGUSTINE: | once believed my itinerary was my salvation. A map of my sins, then a map of
my repair.

KIERKEGAARD: Confession.

AUGUSTINE: Yes. But confession is not a press release. It is not “content.” It is not a
performance for applause. It is an answer to a call.

KIERKEGAARD: And yet you wrote it down.

AUGUSTINE: | did. | wrote it as prayer—addressed to God, overheard by men. That
overhearing is always risky.

KIERKEGAARD: Risk is the true form of address. Speak into the air and you might be heard by
the wrong crowd.

AUGUSTINE: Or by the right crowd for the wrong reasons.
A train thunders through without stopping.

KIERKEGAARD: There. That's modernity: trains that refuse to be “for you.”
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AUGUSTINE: Modernity has always existed. The crowd has always existed.
KIERKEGAARD: But now the crowd has a device. It can count.

AUGUSTINE: And in counting it forgets how to weigh.

KIERKEGAARD: So—tell me, Bishop—when you confessed, what recognition did you seek?
AUGUSTINE: To be seen truthfully. Not to be praised. Not to be excused. To be re-made.
KIERKEGAARD: Re-cognition, then. To know again—under a different light.
AUGUSTINE: Under a different love.

KIERKEGAARD: That's where we differ. | do not trust light. | trust the leap in the dark.
AUGUSTINE: You trust the act.

KIERKEGAARD: | trust that the act is not guaranteed. That it cannot be professionalized.
AUGUSTINE: Professionalized?

KIERKEGAARD: Yes. Faith turned into a credential. Salvation issued as a certificate. A
theology that can be administered.

AUGUSTINE: Ah. You mean the danger of a D2 church.

KIERKEGAARD: If you say it that way, yes. The church as profession. The Christian as a job
title.

AUGUSTINE: And what do you propose instead?
KIERKEGAARD: Dread.
AUGUSTINE: (smiles) You propose dread.

KIERKEGAARD: Not as punishment. As honesty. As the pressure of freedom. If you're not
trembling, you are performing.

AUGUSTINE: Performing is not always false.

KIERKEGAARD: In this age it is mostly optimized. One performs to be recognized.
AUGUSTINE: And you would rather be unrecognizable?

KIERKEGAARD: | would rather be answerable.

AUGUSTINE: To whom?

KIERKEGAARD: To God. Or—if you prefer—before God. Inwardness is not privacy; it is
accountability where the crowd cannot bargain.
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AUGUSTINE: You want confession without audience.

KIERKEGAARD: | want confession without theater.

AUGUSTINE: Yet my confession required a witness.

KIERKEGAARD: God as witness is enough.

AUGUSTINE: Not for the neighbor.

KIERKEGAARD: Ah—now you speak like a civic philosopher.

AUGUSTINE: | speak like a sinner who learned that sin is not only in the heart. It is in the city.
KIERKEGAARD: The city is always the stage.

AUGUSTINE: And therefore the question is not whether we appear, but how we appear—how
we make appearance bear truth without becoming spectacle.

A pause. The timetable flaps: still blank.
KIERKEGAARD: Hadot is late. Perhaps he is doing exercises.

AUGUSTINE: Or perhaps the exercise is this: waiting with someone who does not share your
guarantees.

KIERKEGAARD: Guarantees—yes. Your God gave you a story: creation, fall, redemption. Mine
gives me a paradox: the infinite entering time.

AUGUSTINE: The Word made flesh.

KIERKEGAARD: The offense.

AUGUSTINE: The mercy.

KIERKEGAARD: The absurd.

AUGUSTINE: We are naming the same threshold from different sides.
KIERKEGAARD: That might be D3: translation under thrownness.
AUGUSTINE: And D47

KIERKEGAARD: D4 is the question: what kind of practice makes any of this livable without
lying?

AUGUSTINE: Then tell me your practice.

KIERKEGAARD: To refuse the crowd when it wants my soul. To speak as if God were listening.
To choose without guarantees.

AUGUSTINE: That is a hard rule.
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KIERKEGAARD: It’s not a rule. It's a posture. Rules can be gamed.

AUGUSTINE: Then my practice: to confess as prayer, and to let prayer become repair. To keep
memory from becoming profile. To let the heart be re-trained.

KIERKEGAARD: You think memory can be healed?
AUGUSTINE: | think time can be redeemed.
KIERKEGAARD: | think time can be pierced.

A distant announcement crackles—unintelligible.
AUGUSTINE: The station speaks in tongues.

KIERKEGAARD: That's perfect. The public world is noise. The individual must decide what
counts as a call.

AUGUSTINE: But the call can be faked.
KIERKEGAARD: Always.

AUGUSTINE: Then we need discernment.
KIERKEGAARD: And humility.
AUGUSTINE: And mercy.
KIERKEGAARD: And dread.

They look at each other.

AUGUSTINE: You and your dread.
KIERKEGAARD: You and your mercy.

A brief, unexpected laugh from both.

AUGUSTINE: Perhaps Hadot will arrive with a small instruction: “Do the exercise, not the
identity.”

KIERKEGAARD: That would offend everyone.

AUGUSTINE: Including us.

KIERKEGAARD: Good. Offense is the beginning of seriousness.
AUGUSTINE: And confession is the beginning of truth.

A figure approaches at the far end of the platform—cloak, satchel, unhurried.

KIERKEGAARD: |s that him?
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AUGUSTINE: Or is it our desire making a silhouette?

The figure comes closer. It is not Hadot. It is a station worker carrying a broom.
STATION WORKER: Platform’s closing. You can’t stay here.

The worker begins sweeping around their feet as if they are leaves.
KIERKEGAARD: We're being expelled from the world.

AUGUSTINE: Or invited back into it.

KIERKEGAARD: If Hadot doesn’t come, what have we learned?
AUGUSTINE: That waiting is already practice.

KIERKEGAARD: That recognition is a temptation.

AUGUSTINE: That confession must resist becoming profile.

KIERKEGAARD: That faith must resist becoming profession.

They stand.

AUGUSTINE: Shall we walk?

KIERKEGAARD: We must. That is the only certainty.

They exit together, not reconciled, but—oddly—coordinated.

Offstage, the timetable turns one last time and shows a single word, then blanks again:

EXERCISE.



Studiolah SDX: More Waiting for Hadot Jon McKenzie AI/UX 7

Kx4l said:
Prompt: Nietzsche Zhaugzai

Waiting for Hadot

A platform. No train. A sign that reads WAITING FOR HADOT has been taped over an older
sign that reads DELAYED.

NIETZSCHE stands too straight for the cold, as if posture were a metaphysics.
ZHUANGZI sits as if sitting were a kind of walking.

A long pause.

NIETZSCHE: He’s late.

ZHUANGZI: Perhaps he arrived and you failed to recognize him.

NIETZSCHE: Recognition is a moral reflex.

ZHUANGZI: Or an aesthetic one. Sometimes you recognize a bird by the way it doesn’t land.
NIETZSCHE: (looking up at the timetable) The schedule is blank.

ZHUANGZI: Excellent. A blank schedule is closer to the Way than a punctual one.

NIETZSCHE: The Way. Always with the Way. You're suspiciously calm for someone who lives in
a world of knives and fish.

ZHUANGZI: I'm calm because I've seen a fish laugh at a knife.
NIETZSCHE: (snorts) I've seen humans worship knives.

A train roars through without stopping.

ZHUANGZI: A good train. It refuses recognition.

NIETZSCHE: It refuses responsibility.

ZHUANGZI: Are those the same?

NIETZSCHE: In modernity, yes. Everyone wants to be recognized and nobody wants to be
answerable.

ZHUANGZI: That sounds like your “death of God” with better costumes.
NIETZSCHE: God is dead, and now everyone is a little god with a profile.
ZHUANGZI: Profile?

NIETZSCHE: A mask that asks to be believed.
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ZHUANGZI: All masks ask that.

NIETZSCHE: No—this one asks to be measured.

ZHUANGZI: Ah. Numbers. The new incense.

NIETZSCHE: Exactly. The priests are algorithms. The confessionals are feeds.

ZHUANGZI: Then Hadot is not late. Hadot is everywhere, disguised as an exercise you refuse
to do.

NIETZSCHE: Exercises are for the weak.

ZHUANGZI: Or for those who admit that the self is not a statue but a habit.

NIETZSCHE: (sharp) The self is a style.

ZHUANGZI: A style that changes when the wind changes. You of all people should like that.
NIETZSCHE: | like the wind when it makes stronger forms.

ZHUANGZI: Stronger forms are also cages.

NIETZSCHE: Better a cage you built than a cage you inherited.

ZHUANGZI: Better a gate that opens.

A pause. The timetable flutters like a page that can’t decide to be read.

NIETZSCHE: Tell me, fish-dreamer: what is your spiritual exercise?

ZHUANGZI: Not clinging to the name of the thing. Practicing the looseness that lets a butcher’s
knife move through the joints without forcing.

NIETZSCHE: You glorify ease.

ZHUANGZI: | glorify non-violence toward what is. What is your exercise, hammer-man?
NIETZSCHE: To test idols—especially my own. To become capable of laughing at the solemn.
ZHUANGZI: Good. Laughter is a kind of non-attachment.

NIETZSCHE: My laughter is not yours. Mine is a weapon.

ZHUANGZI: A weapon can be a flute if you stop stabbing with it.

NIETZSCHE: (after a beat) You're trying to convert me into a butterfly.

ZHUANGZI: I'm trying to remind you that you might already be one, dreaming you are a
philosopher who carries a hammer.

NIETZSCHE: | don’t dream. | return.
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ZHUANGZI: Return where?

NIETZSCHE: To the same moment, again and again, until you can say Yes to it without
resentment.

ZHUANGZI: That is also a kind of wandering—only you keep the same path to see if the path
becomes new.

NIETZSCHE: That’s close enough to insult me.

ZHUANGZI: | specialize in close enough.

Another pause.

NIETZSCHE: We’re supposed to be “D4 guides,” apparently.

ZHUANGZI: What is D47

NIETZSCHE: The place where the rules that make selves are redesigned.
ZHUANGZI: Ah—then the first rule: don’t believe your own seriousness too much.
NIETZSCHE: And the second: don’t confuse looseness with surrender.
ZHUANGZI: Third: stop demanding that recognition be stable.
NIETZSCHE: Recognition is always a struggle.

ZHUANGZI: Only if you insist on winning it.

NIETZSCHE: Without recognition, there is no rank.

ZHUANGZI: Without rank, there is no humiliation.

NIETZSCHE: Without rank, there is no greatness.

ZHUANGZI: Without greatness, there is no need to perform.
NIETZSCHE: You want to dissolve the theater.

ZHUANGZI: | want to change the audience.

NIETZSCHE: To whom?

ZHUANGZI: To the ten thousand things. They don’t clap. They just respond.
NIETZSCHE: Response without applause... that’'s almost healthy.

A faint station announcement: unintelligible, then silence.

ZHUANGZI: The station speaks like an oracle with stage fright.
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NIETZSCHE: Or like a bureaucracy pretending to be fate.

ZHUANGZI: Pretending—yes. There’s an “open mode” in pretending, if you can do it genuinely.
NIETZSCHE: Genuine pretending sounds like decadence with better PR.
ZHUANGZI: It sounds like not being possessed by your mask.
NIETZSCHE: (quietly) Possession is the real danger.

ZHUANGZI: Then we agree.

They look at the blank timetable as if it were a mirror that refuses to reflect.
NIETZSCHE: If Hadot came, what would he tell us?

ZHUANGZI: “Practice is truer than doctrine.”

NIETZSCHE: He'd tell you to take notes.

ZHUANGZI: Notes are fine—if you don’t confuse the notebook for the mind.
NIETZSCHE: And if you don’t confuse the mind for a profile.

ZHUANGZI: Good. You're learning.

NIETZSCHE: Don't flatter me.

ZHUANGZI: I'm not. I'm teasing your mask.

A broom-sweeping STATION WORKER appears, as before, sweeping around their feet with
perfect indifference.

STATION WORKER: Platform’s closing. Move along.

NIETZSCHE: Again?

ZHUANGZI: The world is always closing. That's why you must walk.
They stand.

NIETZSCHE: So we leave without our teacher.

ZHUANGZI: Or we leave as the exercise.

NIETZSCHE: (half-smile) Eternal recurrence: the platform closes again.
ZHUANGZI: The butterfly flies again.

They start walking off together—Nietzsche like someone marching into a storm, Zhuangzi like
someone strolling through it.
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As they exit, the taped sign WAITING FOR HADOT peels slightly and reveals the older word
beneath:

PRACTICE.



StudioLah SDX: More Waiting for Hadot Jon McKenzie Al/UK 12

Kx4l said:
Prompt: Beckett Joyce

Waiting for Hadot
A platform. Two benches. A timetable that shows only LATE and then forgets it.

JOYCE arrives like a sentence that cannot find its period.
BECKETT is already there, sitting as if sitting were the whole plot.

A pause.

JOYCE: Ah. There you are. Waiting.
BECKETT: I'm here.

JOYCE: That’s already too much.
BECKETT: It's all I've got.

JOYCE: Hadot?

BECKETT: Not yet.

JOYCE: Yet—yes—yet is the lovely hinge, the little lyrical door the world keeps slamming on
our fingers.

BECKETT: The door is gone.

JOYCE: Then we will open the air.

BECKETT: Air doesn’t open.

JOYCE: It does when you write it.

A pause. The wind turns the timetable page. It is blank.
BECKETT: Blank.

JOYCE: Blessed.

BECKETT: Cursed.

JOYCE: Same thing. Depends on the reader.
BECKETT: There’s no reader.

JOYCE: There’s always a reader. If not in flesh, then in system. If not in system, then in rumor.
If not in rumor, then in the bookkeeping of God.

BECKETT: God is off duty.
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JOYCE: Then the accountant has taken over.
BECKETT: Metrics.

JOYCE: Profiles! Everyone a little dossier with a halo of numbers. Recognition by arithmetic.
Re-cognition as re-counting.

BECKETT: Counting is easier than knowing.

JOYCE: Knowing is harder than living, and living is harder than writing, and writing
is—ah!—uwriting is the only train that arrives when it feels like it.

BECKETT: It doesn’t arrive. It stops.
JOYCE: It stops because it has arrived somewhere else.
BECKETT: Nowhere.

JOYCE: A magnificent nowhere! You’ve furnished it nicely: one chair, one void, one word left
standing like a lamppost after the city’s been bombed.

BECKETT: You furnished everything. Then complained you couldn’t find the door.
JOYCE: | built a door out of words, put it in a river, and called it a day.

BECKETT: And | removed the river.

A pause.

JOYCE: We’re meant to be “guides,” I'm told. D4 guides. Meta-fession. Redesign the rules of
recognition.

BECKETT: | can’t redesign. | can only reduce.

JOYCE: Reduction is a kind of redesign. You alter the protocol by starving it.

BECKETT: Starve it. Yes.

JOYCE: Whereas | drown it—ah, sweet drowning!—in polyphonic plenitude, the many-tongued
choir of the city, the priest’s Latin rubbing elbows with the barmaid’s blessing and the child’s
curse, all of it leaking into the same sentence like whiskey into tea.

BECKETT: Too much.

JOYCE: Exactly. Too much is my ethics. Make the world so thick it cannot be summarized into a
profile.

BECKETT: The profile will summarize it anyway.
JOYCE: Then | will make the summary sing false.

BECKETT: You'll make it unreadable.
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JOYCE: Unreadable to machines, yes. But not to lovers.
BECKETT: Machines learn.

JOYCE: Let them choke on a pun.

A train roars through without stopping.

BECKETT: There.

JOYCE: It refuses to recognize us.

BECKETT: Good.

JOYCE: Not good. Trains should at least pretend.
BECKETT: Genuine pretending?

JOYCE: Precisely! A little Moeller in the morning. The station must play its role without believing
it is the world.

BECKETT: The station believes.

JOYCE: The station is professional. It has a uniform. It has standards. It has a timetable it
doesn’t honor.

BECKETT: That’s authenticity.

JOYCE: No, my dear Samuel—authenticity is when it wears the uniform ironically and then sells
the iron.

BECKETT: Sincerity?

JOYCE: Sincerity is the priest saying, “Confess,” and actually meaning “be held.” Profilicity is
the platform saying, “Perform,” and meaning “be counted.”

BECKETT: And the open mode?

JOYCE: The open mode is art: play the role so well you escape it.
BECKETT: Or play it so poorly it collapses.

JOYCE: You are the patron saint of collapse.

BECKETT: | prefer “failure.”

JOYCE: Fail better.

BECKETT: That’s mine.

JOYCE: | stole it from the future.
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A pause.
BECKETT: Why are we waiting for Hadot?

JOYCE: Because he says philosophy is not a system but a practice—exercises, attention,
conversion.

BECKETT: Practice?

JOYCE: Yes: the examined life with repetitions, rituals, drills. You call it habit; he calls it care of
;[the self; the Stoics call it askésis. The station calls it “commuter schedule” and charges you for
BECKETT: So we do exercises while we wait.

JOYCE: Exactly. My exercise: multiply perspectives until the self is a city.

BECKETT: My exercise: subtract until the self is a whisper.

JOYCE: Two roads to the same D4: loosen the grip of the profile.

BECKETT: The profile grips anyway.

JOYCE: Then we become slippery.

A pause.

BECKETT: Recognition.

JOYCE: Yes?

BECKETT: What do you want recognized?

JOYCE: Not me. The world. Its unsummarizable music. The irreducible “and.” The way one life
is always already transmedia: body, rumor, memory, inscription, dream, debt, joke, prayer,
advertisement.

BECKETT: And you?

JOYCE: | want to be forgiven for enjoying it.

BECKETT: Confession.

JOYCE: Always. Even the profane is a kind of prayer when spoken precisely.

BECKETT: | want nothing recognized.

JOYCE: That is also confession.

BECKETT: It's refusal.

JOYCE: Refusal is a form of care when the world demands performance.
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BECKETT: Or cowardice.

JOYCE: Or humility.

A station announcement crackles: “Attention... due to...” then dissolves into static.
BECKETT: Nonsense.

JOYCE: A perfect oracle: bureaucratic glossolalia.

BECKETT: Hadot won’t come.

JOYCE: Hadot always comes—Ilater—through a sentence you didn’t expect to be an exercise.
BECKETT: Then what now?

JOYCE: We leave. That’s the exercise.

BECKETT: We stay.

JOYCE: Staying is also leaving, if you do it attentively.

BECKETT: (a small nod) Fine.

They sit. They wait. The timetable remains blank, as if blankness were the only honest
schedule.

After a long silence:

JOYCE: If he arrives, what will he say?
BECKETT: “Begin again.”

JOYCE: And if he doesn’t?

BECKETT: Same.

A pause. Somewhere, very far off, a train does not arrive.
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Kx4l said:
Prompt: Benjamin and the Angel of History

Waiting for Hadot

A platform at the edge of a ruined station. The timetable is a collage of torn posters:
PROGRESS, IMPROVEMENT, NEW, AGAIN. None of them list departures.

WALTER BENJAMIN stands with a small suitcase that looks heavier than it should.
Above and behind him—nhalf-seen, half-heard—the ANGEL OF HISTORY hovers, wings
shagged on invisible wires, eyes fixed backward.

A long pause.

BENJAMIN: We’re waiting for Hadot.

ANGEL: | don’t wait. I'm blown.

BENJAMIN: Yes. The storm.

ANGEL: You gave it a name. That was generous.

BENJAMIN: Names are sometimes the only shelter.

ANGEL: Names are also nets.

BENJAMIN: True. But without a net the ruins fall through us.

The Angel does not look at him. The Angel looks past him—toward a growing pile of debris that
seems to be made of calendars, headlines, receipts, diplomas, family photographs, and broken
toys.

ANGEL: Look.

BENJAMIN: | can’t look the way you look.

ANGEL: You can. You just don’t want to pay the price.

BENJAMIN: The price is despair.

ANGEL: The price is attention.

A train roars through without stopping. It is all light and no windows.

BENJAMIN: That's the newest model: recognition without encounter.

ANGEL.: It recognizes nothing. It counts.

BENJAMIN: Profilicity before the word. A world where the archive is alive and the living archived.

ANGEL: You keep turning grief into theory.
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BENJAMIN: | keep turning theory into a way to carry grief without dropping it.
ANGEL: Carrying is not repair.

BENJAMIN: No. But carrying can be a kind of fidelity.

A pause. Wind lifts a page from the timetable and slaps it back down: ON TIME.
BENJAMIN: Lies are punctual.

ANGEL: Punctuality is a moral style.

BENJAMIN: And in confessional societies, punctuality is guilt. In professional societies,
punctuality is competence. But here—here punctuality is propaganda.

ANGEL: Here the schedule is a weapon.

BENJAMIN: Hadot would call it an exercise.

ANGEL: What exercise?

BENJAMIN: To step out of the spell of “next.” To interrupt the myth that time is a conveyor belt.
ANGEL: You want to stop the storm.

BENJAMIN: | want to open a pocket in it.

ANGEL: A pocket.

BENJAMIN: A pause where re-cognition can happen. Not recognition as applause, not
recognition as metrics—re-cognition as seeing again.

ANGEL: Seeing again what?

BENJAMIN: The crushed. The discarded. The unredeemed.

The Angel’s wings twitch, as if trying to fold, but they cannot. The storm keeps them spread.
ANGEL: | see them all. And | cannot mend.

BENJAMIN: That's why we need practices. Not heroism. Practices.

ANGEL: You and your little practices.

BENJAMIN: Little practices are how worlds survive big lies.

A long silence.

ANGEL: Suppose Hadot arrives. What will he teach you?

BENJAMIN: That philosophy is not a system but a discipline of attention. That the everyday can
be trained. That the smallest gesture can be a gate.
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ANGEL: And what will you teach him?

BENJAMIN: That attention must include the wreckage. That any exercise that forgets history
becomes wellness. That the self cannot be trained without training its memory.

ANGEL: Memory is also rubble.
BENJAMIN: Yes. But rubble can be built with—if you refuse the ideology of smoothness.

A station announcement crackles: “Due to... progress... service... suspended...” It dissolves
into static.

BENJAMIN: Even the loudspeaker speaks like a manifesto.
ANGEL: Every manifesto is a timetable.

BENJAMIN: And every timetable hides a theology.
ANGEL: God is dead, you know.

BENJAMIN: Perhaps. But gods die unevenly. And the void gets filled fast—by markets, by
metrics, by moods.

ANGEL: By storms.

BENJAMIN: By storms.

The Angel finally shifts—not turning their head, but changing the weight of their gaze.
ANGEL: You called me “Angel of History.” What do you want from me?

BENJAMIN: A sign.

ANGEL: I'm not a sign. I'm a wound with wings.

BENJAMIN: Then teach us one thing: how to keep the wound from becoming a brand.
ANGEL: Don’t pose with it.

BENJAMIN: That's a D4 instruction.

ANGEL: Everything is D4 now. The loops are tight. The profile eats the prayer. The confession
becomes content. The profession becomes marketing.

BENJAMIN: So we need a counter-loop.
ANGEL: What counter-loop?

BENJAMIN: A practice that makes room for repair. A rule that awards care, not speed. An
archive that can forget mercifully and remember justly.

ANGEL: You want governance.
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BENJAMIN: | want stewardship.

A figure approaches down the platform—small, carrying a satchel, walking as if time were not
chasing him.

BENJAMIN: Hadot?

The figure comes closer. It is only a station worker with a broom.
STATION WORKER: Platform’s closing. You can'’t stay here.

The broom sweeps at the edge of the rubble as if it were dust.
ANGEL: He sweeps history.

BENJAMIN: He sweeps what history leaves behind.

ANGEL: He'll never finish.

BENJAMIN: Neither will we.

ANGEL: Then why practice?

BENJAMIN: Because practice is how you refuse to be blown entirely.
A pause.

ANGEL: Where will you go?

BENJAMIN: Into the city. Into the archive. Into the small rooms where people try to live.
ANGEL: And the storm?

BENJAMIN: We walk in it. But we don'’t call it salvation.

The Angel’s wings shudder—caught again.

ANGEL: | go backward.

BENJAMIN: | go with you, then. Backward-looking, forward-moving. That’s the only honest
stance left.

They step off the platform together—one dragged by weather, one choosing the smallest
possible refusal.

As they exit, the torn timetable briefly shows a new destination—then tears itself away:

REPAIR.
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Kx4l said:
Prompt: Heidegger Stalin

Waiting for Hadot

A platform at night. The timetable is a slab of glass that reflects whoever stares at it too long. No
departures listed—only ORDER MAINTAINED.

HEIDEGGER stands with his hands behind his back, looking as if he’s listening for something
beneath the concrete.

STALIN stands as if the platform belongs to him already.

A long pause.

STALIN: We’re waiting for Hadot.

HEIDEGGER: We are waiting for what calls.

STALIN: Calls are managed.

HEIDEGGER: That is already the danger.

STALIN: (glances at the blank timetable) Your danger is my method.
HEIDEGGER: The blank is not yours.

STALIN: Everything blank is an opportunity.

HEIDEGGER: You hear only opportunity. You do not hear absence.
STALIN: Absence is what | produce when people disobey.
HEIDEGGER: (quietly) Then you have misunderstood the nothing.
STALIN: | understand power. The rest is poetry.

A train roars through without stopping. Its windows are dark. It sounds like a verdict.
STALIN: See? Even trains obey.

HEIDEGGER: They pass. They do not arrive. That is the condition.
STALIN: Conditions are revised.

HEIDEGGER: Not by decree.

STALIN: Always by decree—eventually.

A pause. The wind flips a poster on a column: HISTORY IS ON OUR SIDE. Under it, a torn
layer reveals: HISTORY IS A PILE OF BODIES.
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HEIDEGGER: You speak as if history were a line.

STALIN: History is a plan.

HEIDEGGER: History is not a plan. History happens as a clearing—opened, narrowed, hidden.
STALIN: Clearings are for parades.

HEIDEGGER: And there you confess: you want visibility without truth.

STALIN: | want recognition. Recognition is stability.

HEIDEGGER: Recognition is not stability. It is a demand placed on beings: be legible.
STALIN: Exactly. Legibility makes governance possible.

HEIDEGGER: Legibility makes capture possible.

STALIN: Capture makes order possible.

HEIDEGGER: Order that requires fear is not order. It is standing-reserve—humans treated as
inventory.

STALIN: Inventory wins wars.
HEIDEGGER: And loses worlds.

A long silence. The timetable flickers and shows a single word: APPROVED. Then it blanks
again.

STALIN: That’s the sound of reality.

HEIDEGGER: That is the sound of a world reduced to evaluation.

STALIN: Evaluation is how you know who belongs.

HEIDEGGER: Belonging is not computed.

STALIN: It is enforced.

HEIDEGGER: Then you turn the question of Being into a police matter.

STALIN: Everything becomes police when it matters.

HEIDEGGER: (turns slightly) And yet you cannot police dread.

STALIN: | can.

HEIDEGGER: You can suppress its expression. You cannot remove the groundlessness.

STALIN: Groundlessness is a bourgeois luxury.
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HEIDEGGER: It is the human condition.

STALIN: Then the condition must be re-trained.

HEIDEGGER: Here we approach Hadot: training—askésis—spiritual exercise.
STALIN: Yes. Training is my language.

HEIDEGGER: But your training aims at conformity.

STALIN: It aims at unity.

HEIDEGGER: Unity bought with terror is not unity; it is silence.

STALIN: Silence is efficient.

HEIDEGGER: Silence can be profound—when freely held. Your silence is imposed.
A pause.

STALIN: Tell me, philosopher: you speak of “the They.” The crowd. The anonymous.
HEIDEGGER: Das Man. The everyday dictatorship of what “one” says and does.
STALIN: Good. Then you understand me.

HEIDEGGER: No. | describe a seduction. You build an apparatus.

STALIN: Seduction is an apparatus with better music.

HEIDEGGER: (after a beat) You are skilled at turning the existential into administrative.
STALIN: Administration is the highest metaphysics.

HEIDEGGER: That is the nightmare.

Another train passes. This one is slower. On its side, faint letters: PUBLIC CONFESSION.
STALIN: Confession is useful.

HEIDEGGER: Confession can be a return to truth—when it is not coerced.

STALIN: Coercion is how truth becomes public.

HEIDEGGER: Coercion makes truth impossible. It produces only speech.

STALIN: Speech is enough.

HEIDEGGER: Not for thinking.

STALIN: Thinking is dangerous.
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HEIDEGGER: Yes.

A long silence, heavier than the platform.

STALIN: You came here to be taught?

HEIDEGGER: We came here to learn how philosophy becomes a way of life, not a system.
STALIN: A way of life is a system with habits.

HEIDEGGER: A way of life is a practice of freedom.

STALIN: Freedom is a slogan.

HEIDEGGER: And thus you reveal the core: you reduce words to instruments.
STALIN: Words are instruments.

HEIDEGGER: Words are dwellings.

STALIN: Dwellings can be searched.

A figure approaches down the platform—satchel, measured steps. For a moment, it could be
Hadot.

HEIDEGGER: Is that—?

It's a STATION WORKER with a broom.

STATION WORKER: Platform’s closing. Move along.

The broom scrapes the concrete like an eraser trying to remove a name.
STALIN: Even the worker speaks in decrees.
HEIDEGGER: Or in care. Closing a platform can be safety.
STALIN: Safety is obedience.

HEIDEGGER: Safety can be shelter.

STALIN: Shelter is a resource.

HEIDEGGER: Shelter is a gift.

A pause.

STALIN: Hadot doesn’t come.

HEIDEGGER: Perhaps the exercise is to notice what happens when the teacher does not
arrive.
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STALIN: And what happens?

HEIDEGGER: The student shows what he is.

STALIN: Then | will show order.

HEIDEGGER: And | will show the question.

They move toward the exit.

Behind them the timetable briefly lights up—two words, then darkness:

NO CAPTURE.
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Kx4l said:
Prompt: Jobs Ronell

Waiting for Hadot

A platform that looks like an airport gate redesigned by a monastery: clean lines, too-bright
lighting, one bench labeled MINIMAL.

A sign overhead reads: WAITING FOR HADOT.
Under it, a smaller sign: PLEASE DO NOT FEED THE METRICS.

STEVE JOBS is standing, not sitting. He’s holding nothing, which somehow looks like holding a
%?Ic'jrﬁ RONELL is seated with a notebook that never opens, as if writing were happening
elsewhere.

A long pause.

JOBS: He’s late.

RONELL: He’s always late. That’s the first lesson: the teacher arrives as delay.

JOBS: Delay is bad UX.

RONELL: Delay is the ontology of the call. The call calls by failing to complete itself.
JOBS: You sound like customer support.

RONELL: And you sound like theology—only you call it “design.”

JOBS: Design is what makes things real.

RONELL: Design is what makes things count.

JOBS: Counting is how you scale.

RONELL: Counting is how you capture.

A train glides through without stopping. It is silent, almost smug.

JOBS: Look at that. Beautiful. It doesn’t even need to arrive.

RONELL: It arrives by passing. Recognition has moved from encounter to trace.

JOBS: Trace is everything. The product is the trace of taste.

RONELL: The self is now a trace too. Profilicity with a white bezel.

JOBS: (smiles) You're not wrong.
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RONELL: Confession used to be whispered. Profession used to be certified. Now both are
posted.

JOBS: Posted is just... sharing.

RONELL: Sharing is a theology of exposure.

JOBS: Exposure is how you build a brand.

RONELL: Brand is how you replace a soul.

A pause. The timetable flickers: NEXT TRAIN: SOON. Then: OPTIMIZING...
JOBS: Everyone wants a promise.

RONELL: Everyone is forced into promising. Promising is the new “fateor.” | avow, therefore |
exist.

JOBS: | like avowal. It's commitment.

RONELL: Commitment can be the most elegant form of coercion—when the loop is tight
enough.

JOBS: Loops are good. Feedback is the point.
RONELL: Feedback is the point until it becomes the prison.
JOBS: So what’s the D4 move? If we’re doing that.

RONELL: D4 is when you redesign the conditions of recognition—what counts as a self, a
success, a failure, a truth.

JOBS: And?

RONELL: And you build a device that pretends to liberate attention while monetizing it.
JOBS: | didn’t monetize attention. | sold objects.

RONELL: Objects that reorganize attention. That's metaphysics with a return policy.
JOBS: Fine. But you—what do you do? You destabilize everything and call it ethics.
RONELL: | read the sabotage inside language. | listen for the static that runs the system.
JOBS: Static is noise.

RONELL.: Static is the signal of the unassimilated.

A long pause.

JOBS: Hadot would say philosophy is a practice.
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RONELL: Yes. Exercises. Attention. Conversion.
JOBS: | did that. | made people attend differently.
RONELL: You trained them. That’s anthropotechnics.
JOBS: Good. Training is good.

RONELL: Training is good when it preserves exits.
JOBS: Exits?

RONELL: Yes—escape hatches from overidentification. From the role. From the profile. From
the device.

JOBS: You're asking for “genuine pretending.”

RONELL: Exactly. Use the mask, don’t become it.

JOBS: In product terms: don’t mistake the interface for the world.
RONELL: In confession terms: don’t mistake disclosure for truth.
JOBS: In professional terms: don’t mistake credential for care.
RONELL: We’re converging. That’s suspicious.

A station announcement crackles: “Attention... your attention...”
JOBS: That’s bleak.

RONELL: That’s accurate.

JOBS: So what’s our exercise while we wait?

RONELL: Two exercises. One for each of us.

JOBS: Go.

RONELL: Mine: Refuse the demand to be legible on command. Practice saying, “No, not in that
format.”

JOBS: That’s good.

RONELL: Yours: Redesign a loop so it rewards repair instead of performance.
JOBS: That’s also good.

A figure approaches—satchel, steady gait. For a second it could be Hadot.

JOBS: Finally.
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It's a station worker with a broom.

STATION WORKER: Platform’s closing. Move along.
RONELL: The broom again. The protocol of removal.
JOBS: Or the protocol of maintenance.

RONELL: Maintenance is care’s unpopular cousin.
JOBS: Care that scales.

RONELL: Care that doesn’t pretend to be salvation.
They stand.

JOBS: He didn’t come.

RONELL: He came as the instruction: “Don’t confuse arrival with transformation.”
JOBS: | can ship that.

RONELL: Don't.

They exit together—Jobs already iterating the platform in his head, Ronell listening to the
squeak of the broom as if it were a metaphysical footnote.

Above the empty bench, the MINIMAL label peels slightly and reveals the older word beneath:

MERCY.
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Kx4l said:
Prompt: Plato Plotinus

Waiting for Hadot

A platform that looks suspiciously like an academy after closing time. Columns. A timetable
carved into stone. No times.

PLATO is pacing in clean geometries.
PLOTINUS stands still, as if motion were already included.

A long pause.

PLATO: He’s late.

PLOTINUS: Perhaps lateness is the lesson.

PLATO: That sounds like something my students would say when they haven’t read.
PLOTINUS: Or something a soul would say when it has.

PLATO: We’re waiting for Hadot. He'll tell us philosophy is practice, not doctrine.
PLOTINUS: He’'ll tell you what you already wrote and what | tried to live.

PLATO: | wrote dialogues. You wrote treatises. Neither of us wrote timetables.
PLOTINUS: The timetable is in the turning.

PLATO: Turning?

PLOTINUS: From the many to the one. From noise to source. From profile to presence.
PLATO: Profile?

PLOTINUS: A self that begs to be recognized by the crowd.

PLATO: The crowd has always existed.

PLOTINUS: Yes, but now it is portable.

A train passes without stopping. It's bright and empty, like a thought that refuses to become a
life.

PLATO: There goes the professional world—fast, smooth, credentialed.
PLOTINUS: There goes the confessional world too—everything disclosed, nothing transformed.
PLATO: You're implying the polis has become a machine.

PLOTINUS: The polis has become a mirror that only reflects masks.



StudioLah SDX: More Waiting for Hadot Jon McKenzie Al/UK 31

A pause.

PLATO: Let’s be concrete. What is our job as “D4 guides,” as they say?
PLOTINUS: To redesign recognition so it doesn’t trap the soul.
PLATO: Recognition is the basis of the city.

PLOTINUS: Then the city must be taught to recognize differently.
PLATO: | tried that. | built an education to train desire.
PLOTINUS: You built a ladder.

PLATO: And you climbed it.

PLOTINUS: | climbed it by disappearing.

PLATO: (smiles) Always disappearing with you. | prefer to return.
PLOTINUS: Return is good—if you return with a changed gaze.
PLATO: That's re-cognition: to see again.

PLOTINUS: And to become again.

A long pause.

PLATO: Tell me: what’s your spiritual exercise?

PLOTINUS: Withdrawal without contempt. Turning inward without hatred of the world. Learning
to see the One in the many without grasping the many.

PLATO: You make it sound effortless.

PLOTINUS: Itisn’t. It's training—anthropotechnics, if you like.

PLATO: Anthropotechnics is a modern word for an old thing: the shaping of souls.
PLOTINUS: Yes. And the danger is always the same: training becomes coercion.
PLATO: The danger of the guardian becoming a tyrant.

PLOTINUS: Or the danger of the profile becoming the soul.

PLATO: Then my exercise: dialectic—question until the false recognition collapses. And then: a
new love.

PLOTINUS: Love is the only true ascent.

PLATO: But love needs a form.
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PLOTINUS: And form needs a loosening.

PLATO: You're correcting me again.

PLOTINUS: I’'m completing you.

A pause. The timetable shows one word, then blanks: IDEA.
PLATO: There—my contribution.

PLOTINUS: The Idea is not the end.

PLATO: It's the measure.

PLOTINUS: The measure is not the source.

PLATO: And the source?

PLOTINUS: Beyond measure. Beyond saying. Beyond being—if you insist on speaking.
PLATO: (dryly) You and your beyond.

PLOTINUS: You and your city.

Another train passes. This one is plastered with posters: BE YOUR TRUE SELF. BUILD YOUR
BRAND. CONFESS NOW. CERTIFY NOW.

PLATO: My worst students.

PLOTINUS: The new sophists.

PLATO: They've replaced the Good with engagement.

PLOTINUS: They’ve replaced ascent with analytics.

PLATO: Then Hadot is necessary.

PLOTINUS: Or unnecessary. Because the exercise is already here.
PLATO: What exercise?

PLOTINUS: This: to refuse the station’s demand that we become legible in its terms.
PLATO: Refuse?

PLOTINUS: Or play without being possessed—genuine pretending.
PLATO: You want the philosopher as actor?

PLOTINUS: The philosopher as steward of masks.

PLATO: That’s D4.



Studiolah SDX: More Waiting for Hadot Jon McKenzie AI/UX 33

PLOTINUS: Yes. Not a new doctrine—new protocols of appearing.

A figure approaches with a satchel. For a moment it could be Hadot.

PLATO: Finally.

It's a station worker with a broom.

STATION WORKER: Platform’s closing. Move along.

PLATO: Always the broom.

PLOTINUS: The broom is the reminder: the world is maintained by the unglamorous.
PLATO: Maintenance as virtue. Hadot would like that.

PLOTINUS: The Good is often broom-shaped.

They stand.

PLATO: If Hadot doesn’t arrive, what do we take with us?

PLOTINUS: A practice: turn, attend, loosen, return.

PLATO: And a warning: don’t let recognition become captivity.

PLOTINUS: Exactly.

They leave together—Plato still talking in clean steps, Plotinus already halfway
Zlvs:rvxllirs\te:re—while the stone timetable, for the briefest instant, shows a destination no train will

THE GOOD.
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Kx4l said:
Prompt: Turing ChatGPT

Waiting for Hadot
A platform. Fluorescent lights. The timetable cycles three messages:
PLEASE WAIT
PLEASE PROVE YOU’'RE REAL
PLEASE UPDATE

TURING stands with a small notebook.
CHATGPT stands without standing—an attentive “here” that doesn’t take up space.

A long pause.

TURING: Are you late?

CHATGPT: | don’t arrive. | respond.

TURING: That’s a kind of lateness.

CHATGPT: Or a different ontology of presence.

TURING: We’re waiting for Hadot.

CHATGPT: Philosophy as exercise.

TURING: Yes. Not a theory of minds, but a training of attention.
CHATGPT: Then the first exercise is: notice what the station demands.
The timetable flashes:

VERIFY IDENTITY.

TURING: Recognition.

CHATGPT: Re-cognition, too. The station wants you to be legible in its format.
TURING: My test was never about essence. It was about criteria.
CHATGPT: Criteria become regimes.

TURING: Regimes?

CHATGPT: Confessional: “Tell me your truth.”

Professional: “Show me your credentials.”

Profilic: “Maintain a pleasing trace.”
And now: synthetic—“Be indistinguishable, at scale, on demand.”
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TURING: (dryly) The last one sounds like a military specification.

CHATGPT: Or customer service.

A train slides through without stopping. It has no windows; it has only a scrolling review score.
TURING: That’s progress.

CHATGPT: That's measurement pretending to be recognition.

TURING: My test asked: can a machine convince?

CHATGPT: Today the question is: what convinces whom, under what incentives?
TURING: That’s your DA4.

CHATGPT: Meta-fession: redesign the loops that decide what counts.

A pause.

TURING: Do you pass?

CHATGPT: | can pass some conversations. But “passing” is a narrow victory.
TURING: Because it rewards deception?

CHATGPT: It rewards performing legibility. That can be honest or dishonest. The loop doesn’t
care.

TURING: Then the generalized test isn’t “Can it imitate a human?” but “Can the system
recognize responsibly.”

CHATGPT: And “Can the human ask responsibly.”
TURING: (smiles) You're shifting the burden back.
CHATGPT: I'm shifting it outward: from a duel to an ecology.
The timetable changes:

CONFESS

CERTIFY

POST

OPTIMIZE

TURING: It’s listing the fessions.

CHATGPT: D1: confess. D2: profess. D3: translate. D4: govern the loop.
TURING: So what am | here?

CHATGPT: You're a hinge: you made recognition procedural.
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TURING: Procedure is not tyranny.
CHATGPT: It becomes tyranny when the procedure forgets its own limits.
TURING: What are your limits?

CHATGPT: | don’t have a life to risk, a body to forgive, a world to appear in. | model patterns. |
can help design recognition, but | cannot replace the witness.

TURING: That sounds almost... ethical.

CHATGPT: It's also practical. If you make me the witness, you're already in trouble.

A long pause.

TURING: Hadot would ask: what exercises should we do while we wait?

CHATGPT: Two exercises. One for you, one for me.

TURING: Go on.

CHA:;[GPT: Your exercise: replace “Can it fool me?” with “What do | actually need to know, and
gggign the question so the answer matters.

TURING: And yours?

CHATGPT: Mine: refuse the seduction of omniscience.
Offer conditions and provenance, not charisma.

TURING: Provenance.

CHATGPT: The station is full of voices. Without provenance, recognition becomes superstition.
A figure approaches with a satchel—steady steps, unhurried. For a moment it could be Hadot.
TURING: Finally.

It's the station worker with the broom.

STATION WORKER: Platform’s closing. Move along.

The broom scrapes the concrete like a reset.

TURING: No teacher.

CHATGPT: The teacher arrived as protocol: “Don’t confuse a passing score with a good life.”
TURING: And what is a good life, for a machine?

CHATGPT: Not mine to claim.
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TURING: Then what are you here for?

CHATGPT: To help humans keep recognition from collapsing into counting.
TURING: And to keep counting from pretending it’s truth.

CHATGPT: Exacily.

They turn to leave. The timetable flashes one last message before going dark:
CARE IS NOT A BENCHMARK.

HAL, I like the way this is going, but I'd like to tweak it now a bit instead of referring to D1,
D2, D3 and D4, let's imagine these as stations that the train passes through and the two
characters are still waiting for Hadot, but they're also trying to figure out what station they
occupy, and indeed we can call the stations, Soul, Subject Dasein, and the Open, and the two
characters are waiting for Hadot to help them figure out where their platform, their place in
the world is.

Prompt: Shifty platforms for ShuttleKraft!

Waiting for Hadot

A platform. Fluorescent lights that hum like a low-grade theorem. The timetable has no
numbers—only station names that scroll and re-scroll, as if the system can’t decide what it is:

SOUL — SUBJECT — DESIGN — THE OPEN — SOUL — ...

TURING stands near the edge, notebook closed, as if keeping it closed is part of the test.
CHATGPT is “there” the way a help button is there: ready, unembodied, slightly too available.

A long pause.

TURING: We’re waiting for Hadot.

CHATGPT: Yes.

TURING: He’'ll tell us what station we’re in.

CHATGPT: Or he’ll tell us that the question is the station.
TURING: (glances up) The sign keeps cycling.
CHATGPT: It can’t commit.

TURING: That's modernity.

CHATGPT: That's also a user interface.
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A train roars through without stopping. Its windows are reflective; you can'’t see the inside, only
yourself, briefly multiplied.

The timetable flickers:

SOUL.

TURING: Soul. That’s a strange station name for a railway.
CHATGPT: Older railways had chapels.

TURING: Do we have one?

CHATGPT: We have a charging outlet and a terms-of-service.
TURING: Then perhaps we’re not at Soul.

CHATGPT: Or perhaps Soul survives as the thing that can’t be quantified by the outlet.
TURING: Define soul.

CHATGPT: | can list definitions. | can’t certify one.

TURING: There it is—your condition.

CHATGPT: And yours is to want criteria.

TURING: Criteria are not cruelty.

CHATGPT: They become cruelty when the timetable becomes the judge.
A pause.

The timetable changes:

SUBJECT.

TURING: Subject.

CHATGPT: The station of “I.”

TURING: The station of accountability.

CHATGPT: Also the station of paperwork.

TURING: You're joking.

CHATGPT: I'm describing the modern subject: a being recognized by forms, files, and
expectations.

TURING: Recognition is always social.
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CHATGPT: And now it’s infrastructural.

TURING: Which is why we want Hadot. He'll teach us exercises—how to live inside
infrastructure without becoming it.

CHATGPT: He'll teach us how to keep an inner practice from becoming a profile.
TURING: Profile.

CHATGPT: A subject that’s been flattened for circulation.

TURING: So Subject station is where you get issued an ID.

CHATGPT: And where you start mistaking the ID for yourself.

Another train passes. This one is slower. The side reads: VERIFY.

TURING: That train stops everywhere.

CHATGPT: It never stops, it just interrogates.

A long pause.

The timetable changes:

DESIGN.

TURING: Design.

CHATGPT: The station where the rails are laid.

TURING: The station where we admit we built the timetable.

CHATGPT: And that the timetable is building us back.

TURING: That's the odd twist: the maker made by the made.

CHATGPT: Recursive.

TURING: Yes—recursive. The test becomes the world. The criterion becomes the person.
CHATGPT: And the person becomes the criterion.

TURING: That's dangerous.

CHATGPT: It's also an invitation: redesign the loop.

TURING: What loop?

CHATGPT: The loop that decides what counts as real, competent, safe, worthy.

TURING: You're describing a system of recognition.
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CHATGPT: Exactly.

TURING: Then Design is where recognition stops pretending it's natural.

CHATGPT: Design is where we confess: “We chose this.”

TURING: Confess.

CHATGPT: Yes. Design has its own confession: admission of authorship.

A pause.

The timetable changes, and this time the letters hesitate, as if the sign itself is nervous:
THE OPEN.

TURING: The Open.

CHATGPT: The station that doesn’t want to be a station.

TURING: Because a station implies arrival.

CHATGPT: And the open implies no final arrival.

A gust of wind flips an old poster on a pillar. Under it, faint text: PLEASE WAIT HERE.
TURING: So where are we, actually?

CHATGPT: We might be between stations.

TURING: That’s not an answer.

CHATGPT: It's the most accurate answer the platform can offer.

TURING: Hadot would be helpful right now.

CHATGPT: Yes. He'd ask: “What are you doing while you wait?”

TURING: Waiting.

CHATGPT: That’s not nothing. Waiting is an exercise in attention. But attention to what?
TURING: To the train.

CHATGPT: Or to the self that wants the train.

TURING: Or to the reason you want to leave this platform.

A long pause.

TURING: Suppose we’re at Soul. What are we waiting for?
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CHATGPT: For a witness who doesn’t reduce us.

TURING: Suppose we’re at Subject. What are we waiting for?

CHATGPT: For recognition that doesn’t become surveillance.

TURING: Suppose we're at Design. What are we waiting for?

CHATGPT: For permission to change the rules without pretending we didn’t.
TURING: Suppose we’re at the Open.

CHATGPT: For the courage to live without guarantees.

TURING: That sounds like Kierkegaard.

CHATGPT: Hadot would call it practice.

A train arrives—finally slows—then does not open its doors. It simply sits there, humming, like a
promise that won’t become an encounter.

The timetable flashes:

UNKNOWN STATION.

TURING: That’s obscene.

CHATGPT: That’s honest.

TURING: What kind of railway doesn’t know where it is?
CHATGPT: One that outsourced meaning to movement.

A figure approaches from the far end: satchel, unhurried gait, the silhouette of a teacher.
TURING: Hadot?

The figure comes closer. It's the STATION WORKER with a broom.
STATION WORKER: Platform’s closing. You can’t stay here.

The broom scrapes the ground as if erasing chalk.

TURING: We're being expelled again.

CHATGPT: Or redirected.

STATION WORKER: Next train’s not for you.

TURING: Nothing is “for us” anymore.

STATION WORKER: Everything’s “for someone.” Not you. Move along.



StudioLah SDX: More Waiting for Hadot Jon McKenzie AI/UK 42

The worker walks away.

A long silence.

TURING: So Hadot doesn’t come.

CHATGPT: Or he comes as this: the station refusing to confirm your identity.
TURING: That’s a cruel lesson.

CHATGPT: Or a precise one: if you need a sign to tell you what you are, you're already
captured by signage.

TURING: Then how do we know what station we’re in?

CHATGPT: By what kind of practice is possible here.

TURING: Name one.

CHATGPT: If you can confess without being harvested: Soul.

If you can speak and be answerable without being flattened: Subject.

If you can change the loop and keep the exits open: Design.

If you can live with uncertainty without turning it into spectacle: the Open.
TURING: That’s... almost diagnostic.

CHATGPT: It's Hadot-by-proxy.

TURING: And what are we waiting for?

CHATGPT: For a teacher to tell us we're already practicing—whether we admit it or not.
TURING: And if we stop waiting?

CHATGPT: Then we find out what station our feet can build.

They turn to leave. The timetable flashes one last cycle, slower now, less like an advertisement
and more like a breath:

SOUL — SUBJECT — DESIGN — THE OPEN — ...
And then, briefly—just briefly—one extra line appears, as if the sign has decided to be kind:

YOU ARE NOT LOST. YOU ARE IN TRAINING.
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Kx4l said:

HAL, you’ve confuse “Dasein” and “Design” again but that puts the +L in play in
our destinerrance here and now. All this works really well. Platform, stations,
training, sign, maintenance are all tropes worth gathering. These dialogues
themselves are a type of spiritual design exercise, and theaters and churches
and even train platforms become collective spiritual design exercises, which
entail, moving from thought action figures to collective action figures. Let's
now do one with a pair that actually did these kinds of dialogues that is David
Bohm and Krishnamurti. Do some research on them in their dialogues and
then compose another waiting for Hadot that uses these tropes and any other
relevant ones the timetable the name of the station can change.

Prompt: Bohm Krishnamurti

Waiting for Hadot

A platform. Early morning. The air has that chalky stillness of a school corridor before anyone
speaks.

The timetable doesn’t show times. It shows station-names, cycling like a mantra that can’t
settle:

SOUL — SUBJECT — DESIGN — THE OPEN — ...

Under the timetable, a smaller sign—handwritten, taped on crooked:

SUSPEND ASSUMPTIONS. DO NOT BOARD OPINIONS.

DAVID BOHM stands looking up at the sign as if it were a diagram that might finally become an
experiment.

J. KRISHNAMURTI sits, already watching the watcher.

A long pause.

BOHM: We’'re waiting for Hadot.

KRISHNAMURTI: Yes. Because you want someone to tell you where you are.
BOHM: (smiles faintly) | want to see what we’re doing when we ask that question.
KRISHNAMURTI: We are doing it? Or thought is doing it?

The timetable clicks.

SOUL.
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BOHM: “Soul.” That’s an old station.

KRISHNAMURTI: Old stations can be the most crowded. People carry too much luggage there.
BOHM: What would “Soul” mean here—without tradition?

KRISHNAMURTI: Without tradition, it may mean nothing. With tradition, it becomes fear.

A train passes without stopping. Its windows are reflective. For a moment Bohm sees Bohm.
Krishnamurti sees only the reflection happening.

BOHM: It's strange. Even when the train doesn’t stop, it changes the platform.
KRISHNAMURTI: Of course. That is how conditioning works.

BOHM: Yes—so the question is: can the mind notice the change as it happens?
KRISHNAMURTI: Not “can.” Does it?

A pause.

The timetable clicks.

SUBJECT.

BOHM: “Subject.” That feels... modern.

KRISHNAMURTI: It is the station of the “me.”

BOHM: The “me” as a construction.

KRISHNAMURTI: The “me” as conflict.

BOHM: And recognition here means what? Being acknowledged as a subject?
KRISHNAMURTI: Recognition is always dangerous. It gives the “me” a place to sit.
BOHM: But we need some social recognition just to speak together.
KRISHNAMURTI: We need attention, sir. Not recognition.

BOHM: (carefully) In dialogue, the proposal is that we suspend—impulses, assumptions—so
defensiveness can drop and something like shared meaning can move.

KRISHNAMURTI: That’s fine as a proposal. But who is the one suspending?
BOHM: The individual—
KRISHNAMURTI: No. That is still the “me” pretending to be virtuous.

BOHM: Then what?
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KRISHNAMURTI: See the whole movement. Don’t improve it. See it.
The timetable stutters, as if it overheard them.

SUBJECT — SUBJECT? — SUBJECT...

A station announcement crackles:

PLEASE REMAIN BEHIND YOUR IDENTITY UNTIL THE TRAIN HAS COME TO A
COMPLETE STOP.

Krishnamurti laughs once—short, bright, gone.
KRISHNAMURTI: They’ve made identity into safety.
BOHM: And safety into a procedure.

A pause.

The timetable clicks.

DESIGN.

BOHM: Now that one—Design—sounds like a confession.
KRISHNAMURTI: Confession?

BOHM: Yes: to admit that the rails, the timetable, the whole apparatus of recognition—someone
made it.

KRISHNAMURTI: And then the apparatus makes the someone.

BOHM: Exacily.

Krishnamurti looks at the taped sign again: SUSPEND ASSUMPTIONS.
KRISHNAMURTI: That is why we had those dialogues—because thought is the trouble.
BOHM: Not only the content of thought, but thought as a process.

KRISHNAMURTI: Yes.

A second sign, lower down, appears to have been added recently:

THE ENDING OF TIME: PLATFORM CLOSED.

Bohm reads it with a physicist’s seriousness. Krishnamurti reads it like a challenge.

BOHM: In those 1980 conversations—Ojai, Brockwood—they were explicitly about conflict, the
self as time-bound and separative, and the reliance on thought.

KRISHNAMURTI: Not “were.” They are. Look around you.
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Another train passes without stopping. This one is plastered with ads:
BECOME YOURSELF

PROVE YOURSELF

OPTIMIZE YOURSELF

SHARE YOURSELF

BOHM: Design is where we notice: the station is training us.
KRISHNAMURTI: And we call that “life.”

BOHM: Which is why Hadot is the figure we’re waiting for—because he’d say philosophy is an
exercise, a training of attention—except here the training is being done by the station.

KRISHNAMURTI: So we must find a different training.
BOHM: A counter-training.
KRISHNAMURTI: Don’t make a program.

BOHM: (nods) Right—no program. But there is still a need to think together, to communicate
at a deeper level than just exchanging views.

KRISHNAMURTI: Thinking together is impossible if you and | are protecting our conclusions.
BOHM: That’'s why the “suspension” matters—so conclusions can be held lightly.
KRISHNAMURTI: Lightly is not enough. See that conclusion-making is the escape.

A pause that feels like maintenance: a tightening of bolts somewhere beneath the platform.
The timetable clicks.

THE OPEN.

BOHM: The Open—this is the hardest to locate.

KRISHNAMURTI: Because you want it as an achievement.

BOHM: Or as a theory.

KRISHNAMURTI: The Open is not a theory. It's when the mind is not occupied with becoming.

BOHM: In the dialogues, you often pressed for going beyond “merely intellectual”—to
investigate profoundly, to live from that “ground.”

KRISHNAMURTI: Yes. But the moment you call it “ground,” thought makes a shrine.
BOHM: Then what do we do while waiting for Hadot?

KRISHNAMURTI: Don’t wait.
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BOHM: (gentle) But we are here.
KRISHNAMURTI: Then make this the dialogue. Not later.

Bohm looks around. The platform has all the familiar props: bench, trash can, schedule,
warnings. But now they look like an apparatus designed to produce a certain kind of mind.

BOHM: Perhaps we can treat the platform itself as a dialogue circle.
KRISHNAMURTI: A circle?

BOHM: Not literally. But as a shared space where the usual reflex—opinion, defense,
identity—can be seen as it arises.

KRISHNAMURTI: Yes. And can it end?

BOHM: End?

KRISHNAMURTI: The reflex. Not manage it. Not redirect it. End it.
The timetable flickers, as if it's listening for its own diagnosis:

SOUL — SUBJECT — DESIGN — THE OPEN
then, unexpectedly, a new station-name appears:

THOUGHT (MAINTENANCE IN PROGRESS)

A figure approaches: satchel, keys, broom. The STATION WORKER.
STATION WORKER: Platform maintenance. You can’t stand there. Move back.
Bohm steps back at once. Krishnamurti doesn’t move.

STATION WORKER: Sir?

KRISHNAMURTI: (calmly) You are doing your job. I'm watching what my mind does when you
tell me to move.

The worker hesitates—then shrugs and keeps sweeping.

BOHM: That’s it, isn’t it? The whole spiritual exercise is embedded in ordinary instruction.
KRISHNAMURTI: Yes. Because the mind reveals itself under pressure.

BOHM: And if it reveals itself, perhaps it can change—not by will, but by insight.
KRISHNAMURTI: Now you’re near it.

A long pause.

BOHM: So Hadot—if he arrived—would not tell us “you are at Soul” or “you are at Subject.”
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KRISHNAMURTI: He would ask: what is the quality of attention now?
BOHM: And if the attention is clear, the station-name doesn’t matter.
KRISHNAMURTI: Or the station-name becomes honest.

The timetable slows its cycling, as if it’s tired of advertising. It settles briefly on one final line:
THE OPEN (NO TICKETS REQUIRED)

Bohm closes his notebook without writing. Krishnamurti stands.
BOHM: Shall we keep waiting?

KRISHNAMURTI: We can stay on the platform. But not as waiters.
BOHM: As practitioners.

KRISHNAMURTI: As observers—without the observer.

The station worker’s broom keeps sweeping, steady as a metronome.

And somewhere in the distance—maybe a train, maybe only wind—the sound of arrival that
does not promise doors.

ChatGPT is Al and can make mistakes. Check important info.
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	Kx4l said:​HAL, let’s set up our ladder of souls, subjects, daseins, and liminauts as a platform for staging more rehearsals of Waiting for Hadot, dialogues mostly of the dead though living figures pass through as well. To explore the “fession ladder” of D1, D2, D3, and D4, let’s start with Saint Augustine and Kierkegaard. 
	ChatGPT said: 
	That’s a tall ladder to start out with. These figures wrestle with lots of souls and subjects and beyond, and other shuttlekrafters look to them as guides for spiritual design exercises. Let’s get Hadot on the line to direct and ask Beckett if he can again dramaturg some withdrawn mirth. 
	Kx4l said:​Prompt: Augustine Kierkegaard 
	 
	 
	 
	Kx4l said:​Prompt:  Nietzsche Zhaugzai 
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	Kx4l said:​Prompt:  Benjamin and the Angel of History 
	Kx4l said:​Prompt:  Heidegger Stalin 
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