            Cyberspace Theology
Aphrodite lurks somewhere in the sites of the internet. If 

we seek the root directory, all the goddesses can be found,

dancing around the labyrinthine algorithm that generates

perfect bodies and transparent minds. The gods are there,

too, riding search engines on heroic quests. We want our 

will translated into binary values. All the ones, we will add 

up, but delete the zeroes. Some build fortunes through post-

modern pixel castles in the air, money made truly from 

nothing. We no longer believe in heaven above earthly space 

or in infinite mercy, so we seek salvation in more megabytes,

from e-mails from the furthest reaches, and maybe beyond,

counting files instead of sins, and cleanse not our souls, but 

our hard drives. Cyberspace exists nowhere within real time 

or space--the same location where the old heaven was supposed 

to be. Its revelation is no burning bush or walking on water,  

since these feats are only beginner's level on our kids' video 

games. We no longer want a higher reality. We'd rather gossip 

in Plato's cave of moving shadows and winking virtuality.
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