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A month ago I wrote an essay in the conditional. It was called Aesthetic May 26, and every
sentence in it hedged — the project may do this, may become that.! I called the list of maybes
a cloud and meant it as a confession. Then June happened, and I want to tell you how.

The first thing I noticed was a word. Four hundred and fifty-seven times that month I typed
commit into a terminal, and somewhere in the middle of it the pun stopped being a pun. A
commit is a change written down and signed. A commitment is the promise underneath the
word, the one you cannot take back. June belongs to Juno — marriage, oath — and it carries
the longest day of the year and the slow turn that comes after. It turned out to be the month

I stopped hedging.

The Songs Caught Up

What I'd worried about in May was that I was building the music machinery faster than I
was making music. The synths and the vocal pipelines and the visualizers kept arriving; the
actual songs lagged behind the tools that made them. In June the songs caught up, and they
did it while I wasn’t watching for the lesson in it.

One of them started as something to fall asleep to. I had made a slow, formless drone for
the end of the night, and over a single week in June it kept growing — a bassline, then a rule
that no chord could repeat from one bar to the next, then a Bach-shaped logic underneath all
of it — until it was a ten-minute piece with almost nothing left of the lullaby. It went through
three names in as many days, each a worse pun than the last, and shipped as momabobasheep:
a museum and a bubble tea and a felted animal, folded into one word. Another track got its
first real motion cut, video generated and running underneath the score instead of the old slow
pans over stills. A third went out through the distributor on the last day of the month, which
is its own small ceremony — a song leaves your machine and becomes a row in a catalog you
no longer control.

I don’t have a moral for it. I got better at finishing, mostly by finishing.

The Whistle Was Sharp

Underneath the songs I was rebuilding how the instrument makes its sound. The old way

stacked sine waves into shapes. The new way tries to model the body instead — what the

I Aesthetic May 26, the companion to this one. It listed what the project might do and called the list a cloud. I
meant the hedging as honesty: in May I genuinely did not know which way the work would break.



wood does when a bow drags across it, what happens in the column of air inside a reed. It is
slow and physical and goes one instrument at a time.

Somewhere in that work I found a bug I still think about. The whistle had been playing a
perfect fifth sharp. Not a little off — a whole clean interval wrong, and it had been that way
long enough that nobody, me included, had ever heard it as wrong. Fixing it didn’t feel like
fixing code. It felt like tuning an instrument that had been confidently out of tune since the
day it was built.

That same month the little menu-bar synth left the browser and went into the App Store,
which is a different kind of shipping than a git push — a review queue, a version string, a price
on it. Real-time audio does not forgive you. A dropped frame of sound is heard the instant it

drops, and a good part of June was just the unglamorous work of making sure it wasn’t.

The Ring of Wizards

The strangest thing that happened all month happened quietly. Small applications started
appearing around the operating system, one at a time — a thing to hold a calendar, a thing to
audition generated video, a thing to draw letterforms, a little animated character that lives in
the corner of the screen. For a while they were just a pile of separate programs that happened
to share an author.

Then one afternoon they learned to share a sign-in. One token, kept in one file, and suddenly
every one of them knew the same person was there. I had been saying for years that a person’s
records should belong to the person and travel with them; in June that stopped being a line in
a paper and quietly became the plumbing that let five small apps trust the same key. I didn’t
plan the ring of them. I looked up and it was there.

A Room That Wasn’t Mine

The chat got better all month in ways too small to announce. Video from the camera roll
became something you could play inside a message. Paintings loaded in place. The broken
cases started failing gently instead of thrashing themselves. Nobody writes home about work
like that; it is just the difference between a thing people try and a thing people stay in.

And then a room appeared that I hadn’t made. There is a Danish piece called laer-klokken
— “learn the clock” — a small thing for teaching children to tell time, and it turns out real
Danish schools use it. It has always run on its own instance of the chat, walled off from the
main one, wired into a radio-and-teaching world that has nothing to do with me and never
asked to. In June it got its own front door: laklok.com, a fast little site with a marquee across
the top and a QR code in the corner, where the photos come in as paintings. That same month,
a computer club across town in northeast Los Angeles got a donation page standing on the
same infrastructure.

This is the part of June I keep coming back to. For a long time I thought the point was to
get people to use the thing I had made. What actually felt like arriving was watching people



use it to make the thing they meant — in a language I don’t speak, for a room I will never sit

in.

The Turn

June holds the solstice, the day the light stops lengthening and begins, too slowly to feel,
to come back. It is the hinge of the year, and it is the right shape for the month.

I should be honest that telling it this way flatters it. Most of those four hundred and fifty-
seven commits were small. Some of the maybes from May stayed exactly as uncertain as they’d
been — the classroom the operating system still hasn’t met, the album it still might become,
the residency, the letters no one has answered. Committing a thing is not finishing it. It is
only the moment the promise stops being one you can quietly walk back.

But for something one person makes, that moment is most of the game, because the real
danger was never failing. It was that everything would stay possible and nothing would get
chosen. May is a lovely word and a dangerous way to live. June was the month I stopped
saying it. The light has turned now, and the rest of the year is the long walk back down,
carrying whatever got built at the top.
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