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We've professed our love for Cletus Johnson, for the illuminated entrance,
a threshold all facade. So yes, of course, these. Film screen projection,
places for mental exit. Like Masaccio's The Holy Trinity, pictorial painting
was a virtual place you could enter. We forget this, so we build models now

to remind us what was so obvious then. You can enter painting.

See too: So the couch becomes the projection screen for us, the
surveillance into us, like looking back asking the question: "Before our we
uploaded to the cloud what were we?" back through the screen to see
reality - or its cave - through the remains.
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