3000  The nexus of exemplification is inhomogeneous.  The significance of such an ontological fact is immediately lost in technical obscurity.  If he is redheaded and he is a prince and he is a mathematician, he is, somehow, the union of those three forms.  The inhomogeneous nexus ties the particular to one of the forms, the particular to another of the forms, and the particular to the last of the forms – in each case ontologically dissimilar kinds of things are tied together, a categorical difference.   But it does not tie together the forms, three categorically similar things, nor the three "particulars" into being identically one and the same particular.  Without a homogeneous nexus, the three forms, and the "three" particulars are left disjoint – the fact of his being a redheaded mathematical prince is not ontologically attained.  What is philosophically analyzed is not put back together again.  Such loss of the world may be and may not be the enlightened vision of the striving mind. 
 
So why don't I have a homogeneous nexus?  In reality are not mathematician and prince and redheadedness joined?  No, they aren't.  What would such a union be?  I see only the union of each of those forms to him, not to each other.  "He is a prince and he is a mathematician and he is redheaded" is the correct statement of that reality.  "He is a redheaded mathematical prince" is meaningless unless restated as that other.  (I suppose I should try to find some ontological place for such ontologically obscure things.  And I further suppose that for many of my readers all these thoughts are more than meaningless, they are dead weight.)  I also see that I may have inadvertently gravely deepened the obscurity.  That I understand what I have written and that I feel the momentousness of it worries me.  I hesitate to start up any consideration of the identity of the particulars.  Such is the anxiety within the dialectic of the simple and the complex.
 
 
 
3001  The only worthwhile reason to read a book is to once again catch a glimpse of the Beloved.  Unfortunately, the act of love is frightening to most and the reason they read a book is to destroy it.  The book is made available and the public examines it and begins to make its comments on how successful the author has been in describing what everyone knows to be the truth.  The author is, however, behind the public in knowing the truth.  The public has gone on to further truths and the book is for them only a stop to give the author a helping hand.  He could have, he should have done this and that.  This part works; that doesn't.  Maybe if he tried this and gave up that.  Tear, rip, cut, the work is undone, the Beloved is nowhere in sight, love is avoided yet again.  The public relaxes.  The encounter works because it is usually the case that even for the author the Word had proven too much and he welcomes the release.  A god is there in language to be loved.  It's too much. 
 
 
 
3002  The realist philosophies of the Hindus attain the unity of the individual and of its many properties by means of the nexus of "limiting".  The prince is limited by being a mathematician and by being redheaded.  Or is it that his princeness is limited by his mathematicianness and by redheadedness?  It might even be that his princeness-ness is limited by mathematicianness-ness and by ….. but maybe that's already too much and you get the point as far as it can possibility be gotten by what I have said.  Those of you who have read such Hindu philosophies recognize the complexity I am stumbling to get at.  In the end they save themselves a big headache by not talking about the nexus very much or at all or by even calling it by the much-too-substantial-of-a-word nexus; though its substantiality is so rarified.  Philosophy is too much.  They finally lose the real.  They did, however, recognize the problem, which put them on a far higher level of awareness than the others.  Some of us have gone farther only in that we recognize that the problem is greater that even they imagined.
 
Perhaps a more relevant name for this Hindu nexus would be the Hedger-around, the Stifled-by, the Shut-up-with.  All of those meanings are contained in the word Brahma (from the old Indo-European Brh meaning to enclose (maybe)).  Also the words "contained in".  Perhaps a good name would be "Room".  The Prince is roomed up with his Red Hair.  Perhaps not.  Or, gleefully, I am holed up with the redheaded prince.  The logic is complicated and the heart easily faints.  Philosophy is too much.  The nexus is a delightful and a frightful thing.
 
 
 
3003  There are two reasons to be a philosopher.  The first is that there is something in existence, some beauty, some luring entity, that has captured the mind and taken it as its own.  This is the way of the real, that longed for by lovers.  The second is that being a philosopher is cool.  It shows the others that you are above the rabble, that you are not shallow, that you are genuinely concerned with others and you take them as your masters, or perhaps that you have let yourself be taken or you want to be.  The first has Being as its goal, and perhaps its gaol of love.  The second has the group, the public, perhaps the crowd, as its master and servant.  The first has things, existing Things.  The second has the Great Conversation, the Night of the great Party of the universe – Words – the drug of Incessant Talk … oblivion. 
 
I write.  That is a form of conversation, I suppose.  But I write about the Things.  So in which camp do I belong?  I pray it is the first, but do I really?
 
 
 
3004  There is no easy way to read a philosophy book, and I have certainly not found an easy way to write one.  The essence of the matter resides instead in the sweet labor of intent.  In the worry that one's beloved thought might escape before the encircling Idea has captured you, its prey.  The mind yields to That.  And until the yielding comes, the intellectual night.  And the night waits along with the soul.  Meaning arrives as a lover.  Approach the Place appropriately.  That Place every lover knows.  Or you shouldn't read.  Love is a difficult matter.  And such is reading.
 
There are no technical philosophical ideas.  They are made only of love's anxiety; the techne is not involved.  This is not engineering.  You and your Form are two, not one; but you have always felt that.  The thread that holds you to what you are, and the stuff of existence all over you are fine and refined things.  Logic is no more that the going over of the way of lost love. And that is understood immediately and not at all.  Analysis is the mere coming loose of the limbs.  If there were a techne things might be easier.  Philosophy is love, the fullest and the emptiest of things.  And the Sapha is his clear and blazing forehead.
 
 
 
3005  Tradition has given us – I write heedless of nuance - three ontological poses to strike.  Realism, conceptualism and nominalism.  All concern the existence of universals in addition to and alongside the individual thing.  Realism says that such universals do exist.   Conceptualism says that they are only concepts abstracted away from the individuals by the mind. Nominalism says that they are only words that ever evolving society has taught us to apply to various similar individuals.  Conceptual and nominalism are virtually the same in saying that only individual things really exist, concepts and names having such low status among existents or none at all. 
 
Realism divides.  Some say that universals exist in the individual; that it is where the individual is.  Some say that it is tied to the individual, but it is itself not located anywhere.  And the extreme Platonic realist says that, though participated in by the individual, it is other than, separate from, free of, the individual altogether. 
 
All of these positions have been examined over and over again by our civilization and now any student can easily find the arguments in any ordinary encyclopedia.  Philosophy, in this regard, is very common property.  The problem I have is that all these presentations are without the fire of thought that is necessary to really understand any of it, and the student puts it all aside too quickly.  And my book becomes the cold ash of my once burning thought.  The student, realists being very rare, says that these ideas are just my concept of the world and what is that to him. 
 
 
 
3006 We live in a subject-predicate world.  In a world where individual things have properties.  Where particulars, in themselves bare, exemplify universals.  We live in a world where there are awarenesses that this is a subject-predicate world, where awarenesses know the difference between individuals and properties, where minds contemplate the pieces joined.  We live in a world where these ontological considerations are possible.  All of this must be accounted for by Ontology.  But must we do ontology?  Whatever such a strange and disturbing act might be.
 
If the world is not subject-predicate, structurally so built, and with all the differences that pertain to that, and such logical distinctions are merely the mind acting in a peculiar fashion on a world of only individual things, if our subject-predicate logic describes mind and not the world, then we are lost.  Then we wander in the uncertainty of our strange ways and our knowledge is a knowledge of nothing real.
 
Does logic mirror the world?  Is the world rational?  Would a world that isn't subject-predicate be a world at all?  Is the angst of eternal unknowing our destiny?
 
I take the world to be subject-predicate.  And I take it that we do know that ontological fact.  These writings are my trying to understand how we can know all that.  I have ended up, I think of necessity, in a Platonism of separate Forms.  We perform the act of philosophy.  There is an object to that act.
 
 
 
3007  You perceive a great train sitting on the tracks before you, you sense the tremor it sets up in you, you imagine it sliding toward you in a fleeting dream and you gently remember the sound of a long train winding its way through the night outside your winter's window?  Only in the perceiving do you know the being-other of the real away from you.  In the other acts of the mind the mind's object lies so close to as to be not other than you.  What is that being-other?
 
The object known as other seems to be known always indirectly, through mediators, as in a mirror.  It seems to be, but it also seems not to be so on analysis.  Philosophical representatives quickly disappear in the light of close looking.  The being-other seems to be a veil, or a film, or an ash and soot covering.  It is an inner darkness seeping through.  It is the stuff of poetry covering the philosophical thing.  The Real is not you, but this non-being is surely nothing at all.  The not-you is fright and the joy of love come at last.
 
I am a real thing; I contemplate myself; and I am become a thing other than my own thinking of me.  I divide.  I am frightening.  I reach to love that thing.  The structure blows up. Ontology runs down my leg to be cleaned up later.  How can I think otherness without making a mess of it?  How can I penetrate that thing smoothly?  How can I avoid the pain of philosophy?  Do I perceive Philosophy or merely imagine him?
 
 
 
3008  When light strikes water droplets just right a rainbow is formed.  One might say, it has been said often, that a rainbow is that - the rainbow is a function of light and water droplets. That is not ontology.  The ontological ground of a rainbow being a rainbow is not that, but rather it is, it seems to me in my Platonic view of things, that a rainbow is simply a particular exemplifying the Form, the form of rainbow.  Or do you find that too simple?  Functions do exist, just as rainbows exist, but they are not rainbows, nor are rainbows functions, ontologically speaking.  Light exists, water droplets exist, rainbows exist, and relations between then exist.  All those are different things and none can be reduced to any of the others. Moreover, they are all ontologically separate and independent.  The problem is that most people consider such an ontological view of things to be irrelevant to real life.  Being in nothing and the study of it is a waste of time.  Take away the water droplets and the light and there is no rainbow.  I reply that that may be true but it is ontologically irrelevant.  The Form of the Rainbow exists and in worlds beyond and within worlds it just may be exemplified without light or those lovely droplets.  In my mind's eye there is neither light nor water and the particularized Form is there.  The physical world is not all there is.  Or are you a physicalist?
 
 
 
3009  Wittgenstein eventually tried to kill philosophy out of love.  He was so frustrated in trying to speak his speaking, to speak the only words of love he really wanted to speak, to be one thing with that now shunned thing, he was so upset he pouted until he died and uttered only trivialities. 
 
He was in love with the transcendent form of the world, the logical trap of desire, the sublime simplicity of the Beloved.  It was too much.  I have decided to write the too much.  The Too Much.  Perhaps the sacrifice of the mind.
 
I name the things of Being, I lay out the connections, I mouth the words of love, I shamelessly fly beyond the world into the ontological absurdities.  I do this because I am in love with the logical form of Being.  The Logos.  The red-lipped, bright-eyed god.  The ravishing Para-doxa.
 
Could I ever be the dark man in the park waiting to meet that lovely Ludwig?
 
 
 
3010  A manly man is the governor of himself and of his property.  There he establishes order.  And his fellows respect him.  To not do that is moral degeneracy and, for him, religious sin. It would be to not show respect to the Governor of all things.  The manly man lets himself be governed by Him.  Orderly property is Being itself.  And I, in my philosophizing, must keep my words and thoughts well governed.  But I haven’t. 
 
I am the perfect degeneracy.  I am sin.  I am neither governor nor a servant of his.  I have no property.  My book is a mere collection without a first and a second anywhere in it.  I give no respect to anyone or any thing great or small.  Because I am a lover.  I flail about as a wastrel. 
 
I try to fly about in the transcendent, but my wings beat against empty space.  I do not walk about on firm terrestrial paths that I have surveyed and laid out.  My house is the ramshackle Infinite.  I live in the essentially Unordered.  I have seen the governor of all things and he is a pouty boy.  We all do his bidding.  The manly man’s property collapses and dissolves in dew on his cheek.  Beyond Being.
 
 
 
3011  A work exists only if it is elaborated in the darkness with attention, with all the care of the murderer plotting his crime.  In both cases, what counts is the will to strike.   Cioran
 
In the darkness I plot against the darkness, against the lovers of the dark thing.  How to strike and kill?  How to overcome the sickly love of love's death?  How to rupture that thing with my light?  With the Light that I love.  With the Love that has come into me.
 
Mathematics is the answer!  Oh Rimbaud, love is mathematical.  And my logistic friends, mathematics is love.  That sickly, sharp-edged thing.  The ever-repeating, the eternal return, the empty set, the infinite, the unending, absence, the balanced stillness.  Zero – the magic number, the presence of nothing at all.  Is the calculus really a dividing by zero?  Is the infinitely small something after all? 
 
If lovers are the exemplification of the one Form as two, are they two or one. The soul is surely the form of the body, and lovers really are one soul in two bodies.  And the Dual is one thing.  Will this absence of his absence be his presence?  Can absence, nothing, the emptiness each be just itself?  Can my dialectic work?  Labor and tension.  Is mathematical love frivolous? Digressions and detours to ever the same point.  Are the incessant questions damage to the soul?  Is the body’s degeneration the result of too many questions?  Is there a final answer?  I plot and figure and wait for a moment and a place to strike.  I hold out and I love the not-yet.  The fire builds.  Unlike the public professors I will strike when it is time.  When time gives way. 
 
Distinctions must be drawn.  The boundaries of the unrelated much be surveyed.  The entanglement must give way; the knot must be cut.  My sword is out.  I am ready.  The end always comes.
 
Self-augmenting labor.  And tension.  The ever-there slight anxiety.  I jerk in thought.  Heat.  Until and then the Illumination … the smooth flow and sleep.  Even now.  
 
 
 
3012  Complex numbers can be adequately represented in Riemanian geometry, which in turn can be displayed in two-dimensional drawings.  Singularities come and go.  Points become lines and planes become spheres.  And the imaginary becomes a real thing laid out.  Understanding it is difficult but the mind eventually adjusts to the former weirdness.  The darkness lights up.  We see.   Even the word “imaginary” somehow itself becomes adequate.   
 
We make representations and they help us see both the thing itself and its picture.  I am not an ontological representationalist, who thinks we know and see only mere pictures in the mind or in our symbols.  Yes, the world is fiery and almost blinding, but we do see it directly.  I insist.  I do, eventually, see the connectors and the distances that Riemanian geometry itself represents.  And I see that representation as also a thing in itself.  And the nexus of representation.  And the graphic representation of geometry.  Being is there to be beheld and it is immense.  
 
 
 
3013  I write not in the usual academic style.  It seems to me that philosophy at its far reaches cannot be displayed in that open, linear lucid manner.  A true sentence is one that matches reality and it must be, for us, a competent vehicle of the adequatio res et intellectus.  Therefore, if the topography of that res is bent and surprisingly discontinuous, and advancing in it one finds himself in a sudden light that shines as though it is darkness itself, then so must the sentences yield and be likewise.   Or have I just failed to achieve masculine control.  Perhaps what I do is not real writing.  I let the Writing be.  I let a god move me along.  And I shudder at what I have done.  Still, I had no choice.  At the extreme.
 
 
 
3014  In the Parmenides, Plato enraptures us with his outrageous dialectic of the One.  The rape and the rupture of Being.  At the end it all spills away. 
 
Distinctions were made in the tightness of thought.  Absolute differences dissolving back in the absence of a barricading nexus.  The logic was perfect, but what of it?  We thought the unthinkable, but it was finally unthinkable.  Nothing was established, but we sat there still.  The airy open space between two ontologically different things is a sickening metaphor. Pricks into the disappearing sky.  That is ontology and I do it.
 
Consider, not the One, but two and three and four – all the numbers, Number.  A set of two things (a very simple, frightening complexity), is not the number two.  The set of all the sets of two things is not the number two.  The number two is the number two and it is one thing.  Surely it isn’t one thing.  Well, yes and no.  It is always ontologically suspect.  Numbers finally cannot be defined or taken apart; they just are.  They are separate from their simple one-thingness and their very existence – that is the unthinkable part ontology.  And they certainly cannot be denied.  Nor can Number itself – we know it right easily. 
 
Beyond the incompleteness theorems of logic, there is the intuited incompleteness of every ontological attempt at analyzing down beyond number.  Number and numbers and set and setness and Difference itself that differentiates them and defers completeness all dazzle and swelter in the work of our intellectual night.  The end does come though.  Or an end before the ever-anticipated and questioned End.
 
The book and the pen in front of me now are two things, and as with all things of this ordinary world they are somehow connected to the things of ontological dialectic.  But I cannot cross over the absolute boundary between.  My doing philosophy and my not doing philosophy are a grimy floundering two.  The Dionysian finally Apollonian thing I seek is other than my everyday life.  I transcendently live and write and right that unconnectedness.  In spite of.
 
 
 
3015  It is thought so be intellectually mature, even impressively tough-minded, simply the necessary thing for a proper adult, to feel the weighty tragedy of life’s inevitable end.  One goes back into the womb of matter from which one came.  Nothing more.  A man here is no more than a momentary priest of the goddess of space-time flux.  He is killed by time, his body torn in tectonic shifts and his dragging entrails form the next appearing.  Nothing more at all.  The man humbles himself before the Great Womb’s power to disgorge life.  And to gorge itself in devouring it.  And somehow man is in love with that Thing – and the woman who represents it.   A proper man.  Immersed in heavy poetry.  A man of taste.  And the lush and rank rag.  Pointless.  A thing for the connoisseur.  Why? 
 
 
 
3016  Equivalence is a connector in this world.  X is equivalent to not not X.  Four is equivalent to two plus two.  If X then Y is equivalent to it is not the case that X and not Y.  etc. etc.etc. Equivalence is the stuff that logic and all of mathematics are made of.  But what of it?  It is no more than just itself.  The things seen as equivalent are different.  We think of different things when we think them, though those different things are equivalent.  The temptation has been to reduce one to the other.  To identify one with the other as being its more fundamental form of being.  X is seen as more basic, more of an existent, than not not X.  If … then as less of an existent than and, or and not, from which it is somehow constructed.  Eventually everything is reduced to a few things as the being of their being and the lush and rapturously luxuriant world disappears out on a desert.  As though a desert could be the secret being of the teeming jungle.  An interesting idea, but wrong.  Equivalence connects two very different things.    And equivalence itself is a thing, which even if it is equivalent to some other thing, is not that thing.
 
 
 
3017  I contemplate the philosophical boy, the Uranian beloved, and even though that thing is, in some sense of the word, equivalent to the hormones rushing through my groin, he and my desire are not that.  A materialistic reduction is obviously absurd.  Equivalence is a connector, not a sign of a needed reduction.  I have no intention of being a tragic figure abandoned by Being to a lonely desert.  Nay, to a windy iceberg.  I have the thing I want.  There is no crying poetry here.  Desert jinn play and the borealis dance. 
 
 
 
3018  In the beginning was the Logos ……… and the Logos became flesh.  That thing that is the ground of being of all things that are became – but first let us consider what those things are.  Among the things that are are all numbers, all possible spatial forms, all sensual properties, all bare particulars, time – all the ontological things that in nexus make a world – and the nexus.  All of that became … flesh.  A particular piece of flesh, an ordinary human being, and in these writings - that boy.  The words are easy to say and a low level awe comes with them, even a cheap thrill.  But the thought itself, the very idea of that, is … nothing at all.    Something from the deaf.  The words spoken in the silent space of reading remain unheard.  The Word that no one hears. 
 
 
 
3019  In these writings I have jumped from strict ordinary ontological analysis to the mythos of religion.  The nexus of being is a boy.  That boy is the ground of being at the heart of Being. Kierkegaard’s Absurd religion.  I have looked at a beauty here and I have seen the being of this world and the next.  An idea that has been so often written that it is now a hackneyed thing. And in that incessant silent speaking of it I have been so obviously unable to speak … from the power of an essential Unspeaking.    Beauty becomes a killing, a perfect receiving, an ordinary having, a clog in the mind.  Unbeauty.  Unwriting.  Unthinking.  An orgasmic blanking out.  In Delight.  In fact.
 
 
 
3020  From Bergmann I learned always to have my ear cocked for the counter argument.  Anticipating, I write what I think will unblock my way into the confidence of my reader.  I preemptively grant him his point and then transform it into what was my very idea all along.  Things get turned around.  Inside the ambiguities I always lead him along the other path.  I elevate the as if into the literal truth.  I win by the hook and crook of dialectical manipulation.  Such is exegesis.  The esoteric meaning of the world shines darkly.  I may not write truth, but I do write Truth.  Or have you never heard a lover, especially a gay lover, drowning in double speak, that he might live?  In the hope of having.  It’s thrilling and dangerous.  Of course you know that that is the way philosophy has always been.
 
Philosophy pretends to be honest and lucid.  It is duplicitous and only in the between-light of eros. 
 
 
 
3021  I and my internet friends and a few from Kathmandu, after an hour or so of photoshopping, in a finally achieved stillness and silence gaze at each other.  And at you.  The gaze then looms large.  The erotic has given way finally to that.  The beloved himself gazes about.  The sexual form is held still.  Rest is not quite there.  And, as though in suspension, in , the nothing, the trans-sexual of the stop-time after the storm, pervades the gaze.  I do not write the erotic scene, but the philosophical moment after, that immediately after.  I write transcendence still present.  The spirit brushes the skin and as it begins to waft away I breathe out and write.
 
 
 
3022  Approaching a philosophical writing requires the same energy as approaching a lover at night.  The work will be long and sometimes difficult.  The tension will be great.  The release at the end will be exhilarating.   You will be exhausted.  Ethereal spirits will play. 
 
As with mountain climbing, the look up when beginning is magnificent but you know it hides headache and delirium.  The faint-hearted do not begin.  The already tired wait for another time.  The unprepared feel nauseous.  We are all all of that.  We go on anyway, the night lover and the philosopher.
 
 
3023  Like Gide and Kierkegaard and Genet, I write approvingly of the immoralist.  I am certainly one able to do that because I am terrified of the justice of God.  I assiduously guard against wronging another, as well as can be done by one taught his values in rural Iowa.  I live on the edge of the roof.  I am drunk with religious other-worldliness and I have not tended well to my material things, but I don’t expect others to suffer worldly damage because my world is so meager.  I tend to the affairs of others as is my civil and moral duty.  God watches and demands justice be given.  In the least of things.  I give.  I pray I give overflowingly.  As I can, which isn’t much.  In the moment, I watch out for the retribution of God.  Because I am terrified of Him.
 
(I am also well aware that as a rich American I have lived off the suffering of the poor of the world, that they have become erotically attractive to me because of that, and that in them the self that I am disappears in this ineffably lovely vision of God.)
 
The immoralist, finally ignored by the world, is left with the fury of Being in front of him.  The Wind, the Spirit, has quickly come and destroyed all beings in time.  Withered grass. Whither now?  God Himself does great damage to us all, for His Love.  The poor along with the rich.  And my righteousness was nothing at all.
 
 
 
3024  This Dionysian-Christian philosophy will, of course, require a tearing apart and a death.   The witness, the philosopher himself, is the victim.  Analysis comes all through him.  Little is left.  He rises again.  Eternity is long.  Happiness in its transcendence becomes as fumes of the aether.  Almost knocked unconscious, he will go on.  You will be that.
 
The silent, still meditators look so beautiful sitting over there at a distance separate from this agitation.  Here the flames lick.  The agile Agni dances.  The violent  swings me about. .  Save, me, Lord, from them.
 
 
 
3025  This is not a philosophy for those who want free of everyday tension.  I will not teach you how to practice not-thinking.  This is not primal relaxation.  Here tension abounds, thought battles with paradox and life’s breath almost leaves.  Then the exhilaration that tears. 
 
Philosophy is so very close to manic-depression.  It is a spiritual madness that lies next to ordinary insanity.  Detours and escape routes.  Heart pounding tension … release.  The orgy of life.  The shy are shy because they know that they revel in that.  Secrets secrete joy.  The night is deliciously long. 
 
 
 
3026  I am a philosopher, I am filled with Wonder.  With the Wonder that lies about existence.  I am a mind and Questioning and Understanding are with me.  Awareness is all through me.  These beings are intimate with me.  So is the Being of beings also mine.  I have received all this; none of it is of me as my own nature.  They are not a mere mode of my own existence. They are beings.  And Being is all through them.  I am a philosopher and I am in love with that.  Thus I attend to it knife-sharp keenly.  That love, so strange and of another place, is my topic.  In the sweltering tropics of thought.  I lie naked and wait for Him.
 
 
 
3027  Philosophy is phenomenology –well yes and no.  Phenomenology, as academic philosophy, has the feel of being a science.  The –logy part has taken over – though not the Logos. Take Heidegger, who does phenomenology for the sake of ontology.  He worries about the strange German he will have to put it in.  He knows that philosophical writing has always been barely approachable because it is so far from simple narration.  And he tries to make up for it by speak-writing as casually as he can - he is a professor, after all.  He has to hang on to his students; they will be his grounding element.  That's what science is.  It is the everyday, the commonsense part of life.  Heidegger, a sometime philosopher, mixes together the heavy compactness of philosophical terms with casual lecture-narration.  It doesn't work well.  One or the other, please.  The Hindu philosophers knew enough to separate the compact Sanskrit from easy articulate explanation.  And so I wonder about myself.
 
I mix together casual talk with the erotic.   That isn't so bad.  The most passionate, the most disturbed by desire, always hide it in the most casual.  There, easy outward movement is a sign of inward agitation – everyone recognizes it.  And so maybe Heidegger was forced into the same pretense.  Still, it's hard to put up with.  Just as living with a lover is nerve-wracking.   
 
Philosophy is a lover's ever-failing attempt at phenomenology.
 
 
 
3028  On a dreary day filled with the everydayness of things, I sit down to write one of my paragraphs and soon I am in the bright sun of philosophy.  Loose things are drawn up tight. Smooth, rounded forms rise and fall into place.  Substance leans against me.  Being is here in Presence.  My words are like a ball I bat against the wall of heaven.  The cursor is blinking at me. 
 
 
 
3029  Professors are long winded.  Thesis writers must learn to be so in order to fill up pages and become professors.  Nietzsche, who either abandoned his professorship or was abandoned by it, at his utmost, took up the aphorism of the anti-professor.  I, wanting to catch up both professor and thesis writer in the erotic, have only the little hotel rooms that are my paragraphs.  They seldom come to visit me, or never.
 
 
 
3030  The truth that academic, analytical philosophy seeks is a barely-attainable, otherworldly, non-sensual thing.  It is a type of Neo-Platonism.  It bows before a mysterious Ideal.   It has its priests who judge the theses of the young students, who edit journals that one might have tenure and prestige, who scare state legislators and grant awarding committees, who sigh because they are paid so little for the great historical work they do clearing the way for mankind’s advance.  The sensuous approach of Being in the beautiful would be too much for them. They know only the sensuality of the lush.  There has become for them a horrible discord between their Truth and the world they live in.  The world for them is dreadful.  As dismal as their truth.  They get old.  Their grandchildren are a pain.  But that goddess of their philosophic Ideal still has them as her thrall.
 
Platonism, that is to say the philosophy described by Plato, is rather a glorious appearing of Being, the Eternal Forms, in the beauty of the boy.  A being, in the bright presence of Being, that lifts the one beholding it to that before the being of this world.  Here is the place of remembering.  The sensuousness of great value.  God incarnate.  A mind-boggling.  An absurd thing for the journal writers of today, for whom truth is a woman. 
 
Truth, the Real, the Existing Forms, Existence itself are present before me and perfectly known.  Naked in the Sun of Being.  Held close in the glistening night.  Open and here.  Gaze with gaze.   
 
 
 
3031  The spirits of awareness fill my mind.  Wonder, Memory, Perception, Doubt, Love, Fear, Anxiety, Simple Joy.  I could, of course, change my way of expressing such a thing and say that my awarenesses at various times exemplify the different properties that are in the mental act.  But why?  This is Philosophy, and it revels in the strong presence of the Universal Forms.  Forms which do not tend to the quasi-existence of mere predicates.  I want to write, “They are Beings.”  So I do, knowing that those words are nearly meaningless, except to the erotic heart.  Imagination comes and gives them a brightness too fine to be seen.  I write philosophy, not an academic phenomenology.
 
 
 
3032  Paradox is passion is philosophical love.  That is Truth.  That is Beauty.  In the Grand Style. 
 
Today the discord between truth and beauty has wrecked our lives.  Logicians have found the battleground of the Forms and have declared the war to an ugly shame at the heart of what was to be Being.  They see no heroes dying in each other's arms.  No escape from the dreadful everyday.  No swelling love.  No bursting into paradise.  They do not see that the clamor is because the Beloved approaches.  They have tried to deny the passion and the paradoxes of love.  Even Krishna blushes that they made such a simple mistake.  And costly.
 
 
 
3033  The Grand Style.  The style that sees truth as beauty as the incoming scintillation of Being, the life-giving style that would have saved us is - gone.  But then it had to go.  That too is of the Grand Style.  The god must die.  The boy must fade.  The gloom must prevail for a while – that it all may arise again.  The Eternal Return.  The Forms are ever exemplified anew, for the first time. 
 
 
 
3034  Women and boys have always been at each other.  He’s a rebel against her orderliness and attempt to control through “caring”.  She is the "family", the linchpin of society.  He is the anti-social.  Unfortunately, he all too often ends up her thrall.  He falls.  He does his duty and then gets old.  The generations repeat.  She wins.
 
But not always.  Gay boys find a way around the devastation.  Always rebellious, they skip out of here for the Beloved There.  Spirits abound in other places.  And luscious nights of love scintillate.  Without that. 
 
 
 
3035  Gay fantasy beings, so light and airy and pretty, how can they be the approaching Light radiating from Being?  But why not?  The most frivolous, inconsequential, decadent things – virtual beings around the emptiest of concepts.  The least of things in the world.  Oh for Chris'sake, we cannot do "nation building" with the fumes of heavenly wine; we need clean, potable water. 
 
Even though it was Jesus himself who changed that water into this heavenly wine, and we were dragged into this drunkenness by the beauty of His Face, we still get no respect.  Angels flit about.  We are lumpen.
 
Gold so pure it is as clear as glass.  Tresses of space-time and angel musk.  Wine so blameless it is as the paradoxes in clear water.    Useless things transcending.  Like a Requiem wafting on treble voices. 
 
 
 
3036  Gay fantasy so filled with gods and Greek heroes, with ringletted  angels and lightly tuniced cup-bearers.  It's too much.  It's dreamtime in never-neverland.  To have the musk-dripping tresses of heavenly hipsters always on your mind is madness.  It's the centripetal vortex of Platonism.  I am that.  My long sentences, though broken as is my breathing, have become the world's purple prose.  He blushes.  Prettily.
 
Instantly rejected, my words will be reread in the late evening and be fiery.  May I compare my writings to the Autobiography of St. Terese of Liseux.  Adolescent and pretty but from a gigantic Iron-willed Spirit.  Another one of those "gay" beings. 
 
 
 
3037  Of all things, human outward beauty is the most fleeting.  And every human attempt to love the transcendent through another's skin quickly becomes lewd sensualism, the intense sheen burning away too fast, leaving only skin. 
 
Then it's tempting to jump into the joys of despair.  And write the literature of the dreadful.  To become the last man.  Salvation comes when we turn and see the beauty approaching again in another at another place.  It verily eternally returns.  Or have you fallen in love with its not returning?
 
Beauty cannot be captured.  Nor can it be forever lost.  It hovers.  It pervades.  It leads the soul ever again to oblivion.  And back.  There is no let up. 
 
 
 
3038  I love my philosophical words, their flow, their tight coming together.  Taking me into contemplative eroticism.  The ethereally sensual.  As Anselm's did to him.  And I wonder if I have not also entered into a world-denying, anti-sensualism.  Am I a dour Neo-Platonist?  Will I become a whitewashed protestant?  Is this nihilism?  The Overman and the Last Man walk beside each other.  Is there a third uniting them that I am?  Nietzsche was seduced by materialism, Socrates was led astray through fear of his own ugliness.  Anselm became obsessed with the extreme of logic.  Confusion.  Come, Lord Jesus.  I am absurdly entangled.
 
 
 
3039             ,    .
 
I shy away from the world.  I am a lover and I, therefore, see myself, body, mind and will, as repulsive.  It's inevitable.  To love the highest is to be the lowest.  To want the most is to have the least.  The tension becomes great.  To crave for the clean divisions of clear Being is to find oneself lying in the turbid mud.  To want the real so bad is to have to live first only in one's imagination.  God comes to the least.  I become a nihilist.  I will have the world by denying it.  I will practice despicable dialectics.  My eroticism will become eristics.  But then he comes and he is so close and the offer of love is made and I simply take it and I revel in the act.  In the twinkling of an eye. 
 
 
 
3040  Plato's nexus of participation is more religious that logistic's nexus of exemplification.  His nexus was supposed to connect ordinary things to Divine Beings.  I like that.  And let me hurry to say that I find, in the hierarchy of things, the nexus of exemplification much more satisfying philosophically that the conceptualist's nexus of falling-under.  Participation, however, won't do – at least for me in this modern world where I have attempted to find myself.  I have only the gods of boys and logical form.  I have paradox and a baffling incarnation.  Ordinary things don't fit anywhere in my philosophy, except as discord.  Still, discord is at the heart of my thinking and thus my philosophy.  Existential writers have made sure of that.  Go figure.
 
 
3041  The world consists of facts.  The facts of the world are complexes made up of simpler things until the Simplest are reached.  The Things of ontology.  If there is no simplest, then there is no philosophy; so we go on assuming what we must.  The Things tie together into greater and greater facts by means of the nexus.  That is the only job for the nexus.  Without it we can't satisfy some philosophical feeling about unity.  Though with it we violate some feeling about commonsense existence.  Never mind, we are philosophers, the mad.  There are facts and there are Things and nexus.  So what are facts – philosophically speaking?  Fact is a fundamental category of existence.  The difference between fact and Thing is great.  Too great.  Thought collapses, or it threatens to, if fact is not a thing.  Aside from Things and nexus there is no thing, nothing at all.  An ontological analysis of fact reveals only Things and nexus, nothing else. So where and what is the fact?  It is just fact, that that disappears upon analysis.  Screwy.  The world vanishes into timeless Things.      … Never mind the facticity of facts.  Whoa!
 
 
 
3042  The fact - the sun moves from East to West – is not in space and it is not in time.  It is not colored; it is without shape or extension; it is as nothing to the senses and to the imagination.  This fact about the sun must not be confused with the sun itself.  A fact is a fact and nothing more.  Neither the sun nor its movement is a constituent of that fact – an unextended thing could not have an extended thing as a part of it. Just as I am not a piece of the fact that I wrote this.  The words constituent, part, and piece could, I suppose, be distinguished and nuanced, but why?  You get my point as well as it can be gotten.  We are close to the edge of the roof with these thoughts.
 
 
 
3043  Thoughts exist.  My thought  - tomorrow I will have to get up at seven – exists.  I had the thought, or I was it, quite obviously.  I watched myself.  I saw it there with me, as me, in me. Whatever connection my thoughts have to me, they at least are entities that cannot be denied.  But what are they? 
 
If I try to take a thought apart to view its ontological pieces, I can't.  It's quite a simple thing, without any parts, an atom of mind.  And they are quite attached to what they are of.  That attachment is so close, so intimate; many, I know, have hesitated to say any nexus could fit in between them.  An intentional nexus?  Well, why not?  I'm open.
 
The thought – it is now midnight – fits "onto" every midnight that has ever been now or will be.  If I think – it is now midnight – but it isn't midnight, and I am wrong; I will have to say that the thought at least fits onto a or the potential fact of it now being midnight, which, no doubt, we will also have to say exists.  There are many actual facts that the thought fits onto, but are there many potential ones?  Oh my!  Thoughts actually do fit onto potential facts.  And a potential fact is part of an actual thought.  Strangeness advances.  The dialectic winks its come-on to me.  The thought that it may undo me instead adds luster to this intellectual night. 
 
 
 
3044  Some things are self-evident, it is said.    Round is a shape.  Green is a color.  Neither one is a relation.  A bare particular cannot exemplify a nexus.  Up is different from down.  Love is a great god.  Let us say rather, because self-evidence is such a psychological, legal term, let us say that these ontological facts are illuminated in the mind.  That is properly philosophical.  Somewhat religious.  A lovely, old idea straight out of our tradition.  We intuit them in the intellectual Light.
 
Or perhaps, we grasp them from out of the Mind of God.  A Conceptus of the divine.  Or we speak them from out of the Logos.  A holy nominalism.  Anything to get away from the stifling everyday.  Here on the other side of the great destruction of representationalism and subjectivism, expressing such ideas may be again appealing.
 
The twentieth century was so worried philosophically about grounding the a priori, the purely analytical, the logically necessary, (or ungrounding then into nothing), but the worry has faded leaving nothing solved.  A good time was had by all.  I jump up to heaven and write my erotics.  The mathematical went all down his slender leg.  So unavoidable.
 
 
 
3045  Philosophy has entered into words.  I write.  He speaks.  The Great Things fuse with long sentences.  You read.  The god stands before you – too close for the eye to see. 
 
Words are ordinary things of the world and they and the sentences and books formed from them are easily analyzed into bare particulars and universals until the whole circus of ontology is moving about.  And the fusion.  We fall in love with the high trapeze artist.  He draws the beautiful circles of God in the intellectual sky.  He is one with them.  Our confusion.  Our ecstasy.  He has broken through.  Philosophy is the rapturous Rupture.  Then the inevitable corruption when we go home and try to remember.  And we throw words at each other.  We pour out our nothing.
 
A musical strain, a daring run, a resolution – to Arms!  Music has come.  The gods abound.  Fusion.  It's no less than a great mystery how the divine enters into those chained together notes.  Not one of the sciences of the twentieth century even came close to explaining it.  This present attempt to achieve lesser things is sooooo dull.  Ontology, the Placeless melody, wafts us away.
 
 
 
3046  The nexus, of participation or exemplification or even of "falling under", connects the individual to the Universal.  And that should solve the problem of how ontological things and the world come together.  But it doesn't.  The individual, the particular that unites with the universal, through the mediation of the nexus, is rather an ontological thing that grounds the individuality of the worldly thing.  And it is thus bare of any universal – a most unworldly thing.  Ontological thing is connected to ontological thing and the resulting complex remains unconnected to ordinary things.  The nexus, while being a dialectical necessity for the completion of philosophy, is only philosophical.  The world barely takes notice.
 
If you are a lover of philosophy, however, of its puzzles and otherworldly feel, you will appreciate the nexus.  You know that universal and particular are, in facts, somehow one; you can see that directly with your philosophical intuition.  The world is a tightly-put-together-complex.  That tight togetherness is the point.  The nexus solves the problem.  You see the Light. But to see it you have walked off the edge of the world and float out in intellectual space.  You are probably, for your friends, the so-gone.  The world is not itself. 
 
 
 
3047  We are minds, ordinary things of the world, things having properties.  Thus we are particulars exemplifying universals.  We have the same ontological analysis as rocks; though the universals "in" us are different.  We remember and we thus exemplify the Universal Form of Remembering.  Or we perceive and that Form is with us.  And so on with the Forms of Doubt and Love and Worry and Anticipate and Forgetting.  It is urgent for the philosopher to understand his own relation to the Forms, because he is that. 
 
We are minds, ordinary things of the world, things having properties.  Thus we are particulars exemplifying universals.  We have the same ontological analysis as rocks; though the universals "in" us are different.  We remember that … he was always indifferent to me.  We have thoughts, or rather we are thoughts.  That is to say, we exemplify thoughts just as we do those other Forms above.  Our thoughts are Thoughts, universal Forms, timeless things exemplified by many.  Or so it seems to me, a dialectical necessity – every other analysis fails. Ontologically, we enter an extraordinary world.    Extra ordinem.  In our contemplation of the being of beings we seem to be something else.  A confusing light shines in us.
 
 
 
3048  Gustav Bergmann, whose philosophy I adore and from whom I have learned everything, was the champion of the various Nexus.  I have tried to understand and imitate his way, but I did not grow up Jewish in Vienna, surrounded by all That, and so my way is inevitably not his.  He would understand my predicament, though he would not in the depths understand my way any more than I do his.  That's life.  Late in life he abandoned the Nexus of intentionality and set-elementhood.  I imagine the togetherness he saw was too intimate, too through and through, and he wanted to try something else.  Something about the diad ensued and well … it's interesting what came up, difficult and rather inelegant.  Still, there's something to it, I'm sure. 
 
So the nexus is absent.  I think about that absence.  I am reminded of Hindu philosophers who made so much of the absence of this and that virtually everywhere.  THE NEXUS IS NOT THERE!  Somehow that's a very meaningful statement. 
 
So then the diad.  A pot is different from a pillar.  Buddhist monks would smile and agree and insist that difference as such doesn't exist and that that statement does not refer to anything at all, as it ontologically were.  Bergmann also doesn't "believe" in difference as an existing thing, but he does have that diad of that pillar and that pot being different.  From that he ontologically constructs a set without a nexus.  Well, why not?  Internal relations after all – sort of?  The whole enterprise is so difficult we should be game for anything.  I will not pretend to explain it to you here.  It's too much for me.  Let me only say that if you dismiss any of this off hand, you're an idiot.
 
 
 
3049  Bergmann thinks of an ordinary object as a great bunch of universals exemplified by a particular.  Well almost, there are no such things as bunches, much less bundles, and the particulars involved are many and all sorts of relations are connected in there somewhere, but more or less an ordinary object is a bunch of universals and a particular.  That's what a car is.  There is, for him, as far as I can tell, no such thing as the universal we can name Car.  Therefore, Car is a defined thing.  Well almost, the defining never gets done and it is really no more or less than a somewhat understandable blur, but not the Blur.
 
If the Form Car did exist, it would be, as he sees it, only a complex, i.e. a defined, universal.  He eventually said that such complex universals don't exist.  So what is Car?  As I see it, it is a simple universal, a Form.  And that's that. I think that idea would violate and offend his aesthetic sensibilities more than anything else.  I would guess that, like so many abstract artists of the early twentieth century, he loved the trimmed down pure sensa, strong and vibrant.  Moreover, the Form Car would only add to an ontology that was becoming a slum.  I drift toward the very far out in my thinking, but I am not worried – even by the academicians glare.  I can work dialectical necessity as well as anyone else – which really isn't saying much.  And I love to go slumming.
 
 
 
3050  Before me there is a car.  The fact that that (the bare particular) exemplifies Car is actual.  That fact must be distinguished from any sensa, such as blue and shiny, that might be there also.  The fact, the particular, the Form Car are all without color or any other sensual properties, as it were.  The Form Car is unextended as is the fact.  Neither is located in space.  Only the particular also exemplifies spatial and temporal relations with another particular.  To intuit the ontological pieces of Being you have to leave the ordinary far behind.  Good luck.  I am a believer in their existence.  I perceive the fact of the car; I do not sense it.  Subtract away all sensa and maybe, just maybe, you might catch a glimpse of an ontological thing – even the elusive fact, a not-a-thing.  It's impossible not to fall in love with the god of these far places.  
 
 
 
3051  Universals are easy to understand.  To work out just how they fit into the structure of existence is another concern.  Devising arguments for their being such and such is called dialectics.  No one, however, is convinced unless he wants to be.  Or light from God strikes him and, tied up in its rays, he is gently but inescapably led to admit the strange.  No matter, they are, whatever you might say, tied to Platonism.  And Platonism is a little too close to platonic love for some people, and they reject them merely for that.  Maybe platonic lovers always have their minds twisted into a centripetal vortex seeing one in the place of the many.  Maybe there's nothing to that.  Whatever, there's baggage to be carried if you are going to have universals in your philosophy.  Humans have played with these quasi-angelic things, it seems, forever, but they are too sweet.  The car I don't have is a car because it exemplifies the Form of Car.  At least it does in my imagination, but that's something.  Universals are easy to understand.  A sweet, noetic nausea.
 
 
 
3052  Being does at times feel like a great ocean.  The infinite Forms waiting, shimmering, hovering.  The teeming depths of particulars.  The sweltering actualities.  The implacable movement.  And the great Possibility driving all the imaginative spirits out beyond themselves.  And I.  I am made out of Things from this vast storehouse.  Aside from that I am nothing.  I am nothing.  These words are not mine; they belong to That; they have always been in That.  How can I live knowing that?  How can I go on knowing that all my doings are of That and It will do as It will do.  The answer of course is easy; my going on is just That and I am nothing but that.  I am nothing.  My logic frays my spirit.  The I and the spirit in me are two.  I suffer that.  I become dispirited.   Great waves flow through me.  It is a feeling that is somewhat comforting.
 
 
 
3053  Bertrand Russell gave us the transcendent delight of external relations.  No more were we to see one thing being taller than, brighter than, dearer than another merely because it was in the nature of that thing to be so, given the nature of the other.  Now we were to see that the two, because there are no such things as natures, were related by a relation that they exemplified together.  We should also, I suppose, because anything internal has been dropped, drop the word external.  Relations exist and it is they that account for things' being related.  
 
Nonetheless, because those as-it-were free-floating relations are, though transcendent enough, rather nerve-wracking, we are still drawn to internal relations when ontological turbulence arises. 
 
Consider the "relation" of thought to object of thought.  It isn't a relation at all; it's a nexus constructing the mental Act if anything.  But nexus isn't quite right either.  There's something, it darkly seems, to be something "in" the thought that makes it be of.  It could only "fit" on one object or kind of object given what it is.  The thought, my hand hurts, doesn't fit on the fact that my car is sky blue.  And no nexus can make it fit. 
 
Consider the "relation" a set, a pair of dark eyes, has to each of those eyes.  It isn't a relation … … … either.  There's something, it brightly seems, about that pair that makes it want to fit only those two eyes.  It certainly couldn't fit my two ears no matter how tightly a nexus might try. We might even say that the two eyes are the very being of the set that is a pair, plus something of setness, though what that could be is even more certainly not clear at all.
 
Or we could simply say that the very being of the fact known penetrates the knowing that.  And that the things of the set and the set have inter-and-intra-one-being.  But that's not so simply said and … well, no.
 
A simple laying out of an uncluttered theory of external relations remains rather elegant, considering all that.  Though maybe not true.  As is only proper for a proper Englishman. 
 
 
 
3054  Philosophy has given us the opening up of ordinary things that the light of intellect might shine in their everyday dark otherness.  The individuator, the universal and the nexus in isolation, in difference from, in their own being, shine.  The clear and the distinct.  Perfect being.  The Perfection of Being.  A feel of necessary existence pervades it – but darkly.  The Light of Ontology is too bright.  We are easily blinded.  Especially when we return to the cave.  As expected. 
 
Not only are relations external, but also the various nexus.  Even perhaps the subtle uniting of thought and object, of set and element.  The Good and the One, there in the Feeling, work about out there somewhere. 
 
 
 
3055  Platonic Forms are separate.  They are separate from those things that participate in them.  They are separate from the world.  And that has always been a matter of great contention. They seem to fall before Aristotle's third man argument.  They do - sort of.  All ontological theories fail and the things in them fall.  One thing is for sure; ontological things are not commonsense everyday things.  Their strangeness really does make them feel otherworldly – if they are thought of as real.  Then they are separate.  They are separate from the non-philosophical things of the everyday.  There's no getting around that.  And all the putting together we might intellectually do does not put together philosophy and the non-philosophy of ordinary life.  Man is deeply separate from his own humanity; he is also a god from somewhere else in Being. 
 
As for the nexus of participation, , it is, as far as I can tell, not well defined; and, I suppose, it could be thought of as between bare particulars and universals.  That, however, doesn't fit the feel of Platonism.  Still, a thing-as-a-participant is not the same as an ordinary thing and the waters are muddied.  Philosophy is a difficulty.  And, though Socrates did as a ironic ploy, we, as clean academicians, should not hold the casual talk of the Dialogues to the rigors of onto-logical exactitude.  There is a time to play with fire and a time to not.  Socrates was in the Hephaestian furnace of an erotic dance.  In that there are participants.  Perhaps I have changed the use of the nexus of exemplification into that.  I gaze at you, my reader, and you gaze at me.
 
 
 
3056  So many philosophers have been worried about method.  A true, sure path to the other side would be so helpful.  "To the thing itself," some have gleefully shouted.  I have shouted it with them sometimes.  "Doubt everything until you find something that absolutely cannot be doubted," that's tough-minded or maybe not.  I have never had my great moment of doubting – hardly even a little one.  "Assume the ideal language to be that of Russell's Principia, replete with types and quantifiers, and make that the schema of an ontology – ontology being only schematic."  I really don't think I got into philosophy by any of those roads, or that I have since traveled very far on any of them.  I came in through enchantment.  And I think that is the commonest route.  Nobody ever got very far on any road toward some being with which he was not in love.  The art and the beauty of philosophy draws and those ideas that seem the most beautiful are believed.  Beauty is the meta-odos.  And beauty is always a great worry.  Of little help.
 
 
 
3057  I have not led a normal, scholarly life.  I have not found any entryway into the schools.  I did look about for it mightily, but I was different from those on the inside.  And now I know that I never really wanted to be with them.  On the outside I lived a life as painful and sick as Nietzsche's.  Beauty made me sick.  Just as it did him.  The boys for both of us were alluring and extravagantly elusive.  To find the isles of the blessed is the secret meaning of our very dissimilar words.  Where the Open is open all the sunny day and into the starry night.  Gods play.  Spirits coalesce.  Oh, Jesus. 
 
Philosophy books, though enticingly lovely, were difficult for me more so than they should have been, because I was tired and hungry and love worried.  The terrible headaches came and went, I had no home, I was cold, my face hurt from sex pustules.  I had no real friend.  No one to talk to.  No one to read what I did manage to write.  Life in America can be very harsh. The others don't know.  Having traveled about this world, I now see how naïve it is.  I have at last written the fine fruits of all that, but I have not found a way to bring them in their fullness before the public eye.  Do I really want to?  I think I would like to give them only to the few.  But I haven't even managed that.  The hard times have not completely vanished. 
 
 
 
3058  Because the truth of things has become so separated from sensual beauty, because discord has broken out between them.  Because truth has pressed beauty down into silent angry submission.  And because philosophy has been forced to wear Calvinist clothes.  And the madness of platonic eroticism is no longer tolerated.  I must present this now as a lawless and decadent being still living in the adolescence of civilization.  Instead of the radiance of truth seen shining in beauty, I present radiant sensual beauty as truth.  To overcome the devaluation of beauty in favor of a separate truth, I lift up beauty as truth.  And it seems that I have thereby devalued truth, but certainly not.  I merely want the discord to end.
 
I write philosophical truth and I am not afraid of a great eroticism in my words.  I do not stand back from that love as a clinical expert describing a strange and fallen thing.  I am filled with the erotic as I write and I let it ooze out into my words joyfully.  And I am not afraid that truth will not be present also.  The one does not exist without the other.  Truth is beauty is sensual. 
 
In the recent past there have been those who have denied truth for the sake of beauty.  They too hated the cold and empty thing truth had become in its attempt to escape the wildness of beauty.  And so they denied themselves logic and clear mathematics.  But without the loveliness of transcendent reason they found a beauty that was covered by time's ravages.  So when they tried to love it.  They couldn't.  No one can.
 
A dead transcendence and a stifling sensuality remained, which I try to overcome.  Like the Greeks of the Dialogues, I look at a boy and see Being shining.  The Boy, the god.  A thing of reason and mathematics glowing with beauty.  Super-sensuous beauty.  Intense.  Transporting the soul beyond.  A philosophy of rapture.   Now almost illegal. 
 
 
 
3059  Because this beauty is intense, a fire, a world-destructive madness, society banishes it into the invisible.  Perhaps is has to be so.  Perhaps philosophical love should not be allowed into the Republic.  It may be inimical to an orderly separation of things.  Perhaps in it the self dissolves.  Whatever the case, I will not abandon it and fight it for the sake of society.  I will remain outside and be where I must.  I will not turn the boy into a plain worker of the state.  I will be amazed at Being as it streams into me. 
 
When truth and beauty became discordant in the separation of man and woman, when man coldly ruled the unruly senses of the woman through government and its police, through sexual subjugation, when hard reason looked askance at her emotional state, and the schools demanded masculine rigor, the unity that is of Philosophy vanished.  Boys were taught to perform their duty.  Women tried to be manly. 
 
A lovely eroticism of boys friendly to men was outlawed and the virtue of friendship was gone.  For the sake of the state.
 
Because this beauty is so intense, soon the whole world becomes eroticized and everything dissolves into its one Form.  That is the theory of Platonic Ideas.  Vertigo. 
 
 
 
3060  Into the world of gentle families, of homely pleasures, bursts the extravagance of young gay beauty.  Or it would if such great effort were not being expended by proper society to keep it out of sight.  Masculine beauty undomesticated by women would tear the world apart.  Always, when they see it, they quickly work to tame it.  Away from that it drives into itself in narcissistic delight leaving only chaos in its wake.  Gay gatherings are destructive events, where, in that moment of beauty's appearance tumult reigns, at that moment of desire's explosion the unspeakable rains down, tongues of fire fall.  The contortions of glossalalia.  Everyone present is slain in the spirit, as the violent dancing advances, as it works its way over then.  Subtle devises.  Something from outside has come in.  Old men become more and more upset because of the intense beauty of the young.  That's what's really going on in this world.  It's not going to quiet down soon.  Women will not be able to put out the fire and bring them home. 
 
The temptation is to look at the resultant devastation and try to love it.  The gods have left, the grass has withered so rapidly in the Sun's heat, desert jinn play in out singed brains.  Maybe the truth of that will be enough.  Jesus, come again.
 
 
 
3061  The gods eventually leave.  The boy ages.  The part of town where he reigned decays and is torn down.  The song is heard too many times, danced to too many times, is replaced by another.  Even the vocabulary of love changes.  All that's left is the literature of loss.  From there we can move into the desolate housing complex of loneliness and alcohol and enter into a lovely commiseration with our fellow litterateurs.  Or we can look about for the returning gods and enter once again into the Light of Being.  The temptation is to fall in love with despair. The sickness unto death advances.  Resentment or the Eternal Return.  The Platonic Forms ever are exemplified again.  Beauty always comes again.  I suspect most of us are only playing at despair to make Him take pity and hurry back.  The soul of the boy inside the old faggot wants out.  He will have his way.
 
 
 
3062  It seems to me at times that the nexus plays little part in my philosophy, though I speak of it always.  I suppose that is somehow proper from such a subtle thing, - but it is almost the creator of the world!  How could that be?  The part it plays is this:  because of it the complex, the facts about us, become paradox; uniting is momentously other the united; and my philosophy, in confusion, walks near the edge of the roof.  I am undone by it.  The truth is that I have been hardly able to think it.  It is a not-a-thing so close to nothing. 
 
 
 
3063  Universals as ideas as Ideas are suppose to unite us to the things out there.  Then they are neither content to be wholly in the mind nor unknown and at rest in the world, rather they timelessly abide in the philosophical Between.  Somehow separate from both ordinary out-there-things and from mind, universals, even in my philosophy, are, I concede, like that. Philosophy itself is the third that is its own Between.  Thus, unlike some other philosophies, bare particulars and nexus and all other ontological things are not of the world, but they are There.  I fidget because Bergmann intellectually fought against the Third.  He said that it inevitably falls into the mind and idealism results; and he is correct, if by universal you mean a representative of the out there world.  No universal nor any other thing of ontology serves us as a representation.  They ground the being of the ordinary things of the world including minds.  There is no falling.  The dialectical third has been found.  That is my dialectics.  The third way, the way between, is not easy to find, nor to state if found. 
 
 
 
3064  I have momentarily convinced a new friend of mine that he may want to read my writings even though they are philosophical.  He hates dry analytical philosophy.  He suspected they were that until I worked on his mind.  I really don't know, however, how he will find my sentences.  Maybe dry and analytical and painfully philosophical.  And maybe the great eroticism that I think is in them and the joyful romance of words and the clever play of analysis is not there at all for another such as him and they are otherwise.  My sense of being rejected, even my lust after rejection, is also at play here.  I am being tempted by failure again.  The luscious feeling of failing and falling into darkness beckons.  Will all that I have written against that work to save me?
 
 
 
3065  I am a drunken ascetic and I write my drunkenness.  I write the rising and falling sentences of a seasick philosophy.  A spiritual catastrophe.  This is the vast prairie.  There is a gentle nauseating heaving up of the ground beneath us.  A slightly breath-taking, gentle incline down to the next rise.  The mind becomes a touchy thing and almost nothing.  I have breathed in this wind, this blithe breeze wafting, too long, too deeply.  I write what I breathe. 
 
 
 
3066  It seems to me at times that the nexus plays little part in my philosophy, though I speak of it always.  I suppose that is somehow proper from such a subtle thing, - but it is almost the creator of the world!  How could that be?  The part it plays is this:  because of it the complex, the facts about us, become paradox; uniting is momentously other the united; and my philosophy, in confusion, walks near the edge of the roof.  I am undone by it.  The truth is that I have been hardly able to think it.  It is a not-a-thing so close to nothing. 
 
 
 
3067  Universals as ideas as Ideas are suppose to unite us to the things out there.  Then they are neither content to be wholly in the mind nor unknown and at rest in the world, rather they timelessly abide in the philosophical Between.  Somehow separate from both ordinary out-there-things and from mind, universals, even in my philosophy, are, I concede, like that. Philosophy itself is the third that is its own Between.  Thus, unlike some other philosophies, bare particulars and nexus and all other ontological things are not of the world, but they are There.  I fidget because Bergmann intellectually fought against the Third.  He said that it inevitably falls into the mind and idealism results; and he is correct, if by universal you mean a representative of the out there world.  No universal nor any other thing of ontology serves us as a representation.  They ground the being of the ordinary things of the world including minds.  There is no falling.  The dialectical third has been found.  That is my dialectics.  The third way, the way between, is not easy to find, nor to state if found. 
 
 
 
3068  I have momentarily convinced a new friend of mine that he may want to read my writings even though they are philosophical.  He hates dry analytical philosophy.  He suspected they were that until I worked on his mind.  I really don't know, however, how he will find my sentences.  Maybe dry and analytical and painfully philosophical.  And maybe the great eroticism that I think is in them and the joyful romance of words and the clever play of analysis is not there at all for another such as him and they are otherwise.  My sense of being rejected, even my lust after rejection, is also at play here.  I am being tempted by failure again.  The luscious feeling of failing and falling into darkness beckons.  Will all that I have written against that work to save me?
 
 
 
3069  Why transcendent Forms?  Why such capital letter separation from the world?  Doesn't it all go against the dazzling failure of mankind to grasp in any kind of definition what such things might be?  God knows we have tried to come to grips with the grand things of love and the Good and truth and beauty and spirit and life and the sane mind, but nothing, all attempts have found nothing definitive.  And God Himself has not been there as anything more that a hackneyed pony.  And Man, as the last ditch, has escaped us as anything real. Doesn't the Blaze in this failure convince us that there are really no such things outside the discourse in which they seem, but only momentarily seem, to make sense?  Surely on close inspection there is nothing there - or is close inspection suspect? It is.  And finally isn't the failure itself a rather confusing blaze?  Not a blaze. 
 
 
 
3070  Do we really see the stars, the Sun, the sky, the grass, the field, the trees?  It seems to me we don't.  Rather we see the twinkling stars, the yellow sun, the vast sky, the green grass, the stately trees.  We see a something that is a complex.  We see things with properties.  We see facts, as they are called.  And these complex somethings must be distinguished from the simple things "in" them.  English fails; philosophy must make do.  Things are not really "in" these somethings, because there is no "container" there.  Thought almost gives way. Nevertheless, to continue this destruction: the complex something must further be distinguished from the sensa we sense with it.  The fact that the sun is yellow is itself not yellow, but the sensa of yellow is in our minds when we perceive the fact and they go together somehow.  We must look into that "somehow".  Awareness is so very difficult to analyze.  If you have a love of such structures, you will not fail to feel the Wonder of Being.
 
Do the stars, the Sun, the sky and all the rest exist?  No, only the complex somethings and the simple things.  And the sensa, which are also complex, and the sensing and some nexus togetherness.  Being is a magnificent structure. 
 
The Sun is analyzed as a bare particular that, along with countless other particulars, exemplifies the Universal Form Sun plus a probable infinity of other properties, actual and dispositional, universals, Forms, and that particular has other particulars tied to it by the nexus "part of" and relations abound, also Forms, and etc. etc..  The Sun is a great complex. Therefore, the simple Sun that we see and think about is really a great blur of all those simpler things together.  A rather inelegant idea.  God, who sees things as they really are, does not see the blur.  Though He may see the Blur.  I myself am mighty close to just plain confusion.  I have lost something in this analysis.  The simple everyday thing is gone, but then I have always said that once you enter upon the road of philosophy you cannot get back.  Once you have tasted the fruit from the tree of enchantment you cannot leave the garden.  The glistening boys philosophy are not home-boys. 
 
 
 
3071  Philosophy can be so unmagically boring.  The very instant some ideas are brought up the air leaves the room.  Its victims rush to find a window out onto somewhere else.  Thinking stops altogether if none is found.  Let me present what I think is the most present enemy of the spirit, the commonest philosophy of the day.
 
The triple spellbinding witches of representationalism (subjectivism), reism and nominalism form a coven at the entrance to this cave.
 
The first asserts that whatever another person's ideas are they are just "his personal (subjective) feelings about the matter", that we attempt to know the real world by building images in our minds of what we think that world is.  The mind is filled with stand-ins, deputies, for the things-in-themselves out there that in themselves are unknowable, unreachable and (who knows?) maybe not really there.  Thus we are doubly screwed because now we not only have to deal with an essentially and finally unknowable world, but we also have to figure out, form our own personal idea of, what is equally out of reach in another's mind.  The logic is this: we know only what is in our own mind; you, my friend, are certainly not just something in my mind (I am not a solipsist, after all); therefore what I see and know of you is my representation of you in my mind.  Then the feelings of being exiled from each other swell up and a great uncertainty concerning anything.   (Or is this just a representation of thought, and thus not its real nature?  And how do we know these stand-ins, anyway?  With other stand-ins? And what are they?) 
 
Reism insists that only things (Latin- rei) exist.  Facts about things, properties of things, distinctions drawn between things, relations connecting things, functions involving things, and most certainly the philosophical analysands of things, do not exist.  Take as an example  - The Sun.  It is bright yellow.  Yes the sun exists; it is a thing.  Its color doesn't; the color of a thing is just that thing, nothing over and above, beyond or in addition to it.  Therefore the brightness of the color, a property of a non-existing property, is most certainly nothing of itself; the sun exists, it is bright, it is yellow and that is enough.  We should not make unnecessary distinctions.  To continue on, we see that the sun is ninety-three million miles from the earth – that's a fact.  The reist says that there is the sun, there is the earth, there is space – three things.  There are your measuring instruments and they have dials that you can see – more things.  But the fact stated above is not something that exists.  It can be analyzed into things only.  Further on, our sun has mass, but (precisely speaking) no weight – weight being how strenuously something is pulled "down" is a gravitational field.  Therefore there is the distinction between the sun's mass and its weight.  Well, yes, says the reist, but, no (precisely speaking), because there is no weight or mass or difference between them as existents; only our sun and those other suns exist.  Plus, of course, your figures on paper that you interpret as mathematics and physics.  Those pieces of things our intellect has cut out and up should not be confused with reality.  There is the glorious Sun – that is sufficient for the day.    (Or do we see only an image, a representation of it?  And isn't that Sun imprisoned in the isolation of its own unrelatedness?)
 
Lastly nominalism.  This one is easy.  "Everything we think and then say and write is no more than words upon words upon words.  All comparisons and distinctions, all analysis and intellectual system building, all visions expressed outwardly or internally to oneself, therefore all thought, consist of nothing but words words words (Latin-nomina).  Laid out prettily, or not", he said bluntly.  Less bluntly, but with serious (yet humble) mien, he gratefully informs the unread, "All of our thinking arises out of semiotic contexts.  What we think we see is only a creation of language.  The universal grammar of this language is the neural structure of the brain.  Our apparent thinking is an internal silent vocalization, an subtle activation of the vocal cords, in response to the processes on a highly evolved synaptic network."    It's almost poetry.  Very soporific.  Yawn yawn yawn. 
 
All three of these non-philosophies are conversation stoppers.  Which is precisely what they are intended as.  They are all an attack on another for presenting something too embarrassingly difficult to understand.  A mighty anti-intellectualism in the name of freedom and "being real".   Also a fundamentalism of group-think.
 
I run for an open window out of which I can throw up these words.
 
Supposedly the representations we have, our very ideas, the words society has taught us to use, the things our senses see, are all determined by the blind forces of evolution.  The Will of dark desire driving all things becomes the Species recapitulating itself in the individual which becomes the irresistible force to pro-create and survive.  A rather scary, totally repulsive idea. 
 
 
 
3072  There are many who have drawn the object-act distinction and who have assiduously tried to hold it in place.  It ain't easy.  Surely an object and thought of that object are two and not one.   We want to assert that the object can be there without our thinking about it, when we are not thinking about it.  Surely we are not philosophical idealists.  And yet, thought and object are so tightly together, so inside each other, so lovingly one, that one would be a fool not to expect erotic confusion.  Acts exist, it is asserted, I insist.  They consist of thoughts, and species of thought, and … what else?  Is the object and the nexus between thought and object also a part of the Act?  Is the object a thing that, while being ontologically distinct from thought, yet is inside the act?  Quite frankly, I have never been able to figure out just what other act-philosophers are saying about that.  Is the object-act distinction only somewhat?  Is it not rather object-thought?  And if it is a necessary truth that the thought 'four-equals-two-plus-two' intends the fact that four equals two plus two, then, given that object-fact, is there not necessarily a thought of it?  Just as given the number four is it not necessarily true that four equals two plus two?  Or have I screwed up my logic there?  Are not facts and thoughts of them necessarily tied together in Act?    Surely an object and thought of that object are two and not one.  Surely we are not philosophical idealists.
 
 
 
3073  If all sensa disappeared, if all the powers of our senses died away, it is ontologically possible that we could still think.  Sensing is not the same as thinking.  Here, sensing merely accompanies thinking.  It is thinkable, though hardly imaginable for us, that another world is a non-sensual world for its inhabitants.  So what about sensa?
 
If a tree falls in the forest and there are no minds to witness it, does it make a noise?  Yes, it makes a noise, but not a sensual noise if sensa are dependent on, if they are in, the act of mind. A non-sensual noise!!!  First consider that noise as a universal Form is not this or that noise, it is not any particular type of noise, it is not heard at all, except, as an a priori truth, with the supra-sensual Form of Hearing, itself not a particular hearing.  Or perhaps you do not believe in such universals separate from particulars.  Many reasonable men don't.  I will not belabor the point because that is the substance of this book even now much too long.  Only use the idea to think about that tree falling away from all minds.  It makes a noise.  That noise is particularized and it is the exemplification of a very specific type of noise, another lesser Form.  But no sensa has arisen in anyone's mind because of it, if sensa are indeed mental.  Are you following me?  Are you thinking of this scene non-sensually?  Have you become the thought, "the falling tree makes a noise"?  If you listen closely to that thought I think you will hear only silence.  Thoughts are not noisy in any way.  And you can very easily have the thought without hearing anything.  QED.  Moreover, in thinking that thought, you were thinking of noise as a universal Form; you thought of no particular noise or type.  And now you are thinking of Thinking itself.  You are a philosopher who has escaped this world.
 
 
 
3074  How do words and sentences mean?  How do they reach that that they are of?  The connection is through the thought with which they are fused.  The sentence - The geraniums are wilting – is fast onto the thought - the-geraniums-are-wilting – which is intimate with the fact that the geraniums are wilting.  Such fusing, such being fast onto, such intimacy is the ontological buggerboy. 
 
This does not exclude ambiguity and mistaken application.  The connections, in themselves, often are multiple and sometimes loose.  Thoughts are at times turbid and about turbid things.  And connections fail.  It's no one's fault.  It's not the fault of language.  It's just the way things are.  The slight and subtle nexus is a coy, usually unruly thing.  That is the impish god of your world. 
 
 
 
3075  Eventually all philosophical theories of naming and reference and meaning succumb to the paradoxes at the heart of Being.  There is no and can be no straight out complete and consistent theory of how these things work.  Ontology blows up into a transcendental blanking out.  We work it and work it and work it until the erotic end of analysis takes hold and works the inevitable.  And the blood of Dionysian slashings yields up the refined Apollonian ether.  The so-gone.  The clamorous confusion of argument begins to glow red-hot and He comes.  We belabor our god of onto-logic.
 
 
 
3076  The world analyzes into mind-bending ontological pieces.  Worrisomely, without any of the everyday remaining that we might still call it this world.  And not one of our theories of reference refers to anything here.  We then have no choice but to call this new other-world Transcendence.  The nowhere at all.  Our philosophical Lover. 
 
We have made no mistake in our analysis.  The way was straight.  The forms were smooth.  The gaze reached its mark.  The pieces fell out where they had to.  The Rose dripped with dew. We got what we really wanted.   
 
 
 
3077  The jesus of this philosophy is the Christian Platonist Faggot Absolute of a skewed Kierkegaard. Either you believe he is God and you shudder in the blinding glory and transcendent majesty around this otherwise worthless, offensive creature, a non-thing present.  Or you are simply offended that such a worthless being might claim to be God. 
 
It is rather easy to see God in the old and the sick and the helpless, but to see Him in a clever-as-a-serpent, jack-off boy is sheer degenerate lust.  It is not difficult to see Him in strong men and women, no matter whether they use their force for good or for evil, strength itself is holy.  But to see Him in an old weak faggot dreaming of boys in an otherworldly philosophy is sick.  The offensive lover I describe here is a madness.  Belief is unsettling. 
 
Lord, make me, and those like me, also your witnesses in what I now suspect will be an unseen burst of horrible martyrdom.
 
 
Kierkegaard, it should be said, saw his Jesus, not as such a limp lumpen Miss Thing, not even as a respectable proletariat, but probably as an ordinary bourgeois man. 
 
 
 
3078  The Greeks conquered the world with beauty.  We all fall down before beauty as a holy god, even the Beauty that is our God.  And there are those countless poems written to the beautiful Boy's coy allusiveness.  We, as a civilized people, know and acknowledge the Holy God present in His appearings here in such Beauty.  But we try not to and we want to forget that we do and have.  Surely it quickly degenerates.  And the offensive is readily at hand.  We want to admit that we were wrong.  But we were not.
 
 
 
3079  The beautiful beloved has become your god.  We all understand.  And the madness you presently feel and that you are forced to let others see is understandable and readily tolerated.  Gods do that to us.  But can a god, the God, also come to us as one like you, my miserable friend?  One as clever as you in your sorcery with words?  As cunning as you in your attempt to get close to your beloved?  As lustful as you in your shutter of desire?  Could he be as foul smelling as you in your nighttime?  As goatish as you?
 
 
I am a philosopher and thus I am accused of being as worthlessly argumentative as Socrates.  And as degenerate.  As destructive of character.  As unbelieving in my transcendent beliefs. As nihilistic.  It is all true; I am uncontrollably contentious.  I spy that desired thing under his tunic and I am the fire.  I burn a clear path toward jesus.  He comes to himself. 
 
 
 
3080  With Des Cartes begins the age of the Self.  From then on it was you and me against the world.  The object-act distinction took hold.  Everything was brought back to consciousness. It was the age of representation.  The Self devised patterns and images, schemata and metaphors, models and paradigms, allegories, figures and similes, all in an attempt to represent, to get at, what is out there.  And it always suspected that the things it devised were all there was; that the out there wasn't.
 
Today the "spiritual" person is trying to get in touch with his original self.  He's talking to Jesus, who knows his real self better than anyone.  He's following the Buddha into the selfless self.  He's trying to uncover the repressed feelings of his true and injured self.  He wants to enjoy himself.  God is one's inner being.
 
German Idealism, teaming up with the great Aryan Vedanta, takes hold of the world-creating, world-destroying Self.  It and time ground each other in the Abgrund.  It tries to love the majestic feeling for the inevitable death of the self.  It runs to the lowly maiden seeking salvation for its hubris at being a self.  She laughs.
 
Logical Analysis becomes a question of how the self through language reaches the truth.  And it entangles itself in the ever-thickening warp and woof of context.  The Person, always trying more and more correctly to be lucid, gets lost in journal references to the never precise enough words of other thinking bored selves.
 
I have somewhat escaped the age by letting my self be shattered by love.  I have fallen rather far outside myself into the sparkling out-there Boy.  In his gaze I come undone.  His primal ontological Forms replace both me and the things of the world.  An extra-mental, world-transcending Beauty takes its place.  I have not really moved very far from the other philosophers; I have only wiped away the substrata of both mind and matter.  The Forms now, I see, stand alone in splendid isolation.  Mysteriously, it is still the "I", though a shattered "I", that sees. Perhaps, surely, I have failed to attain Him.  I shudder and I am shattered into even smaller pieces.  I write on.
 
 
 
3081  The Psi-wave is full of possibilities for particles; but when we glance about at it, they have all disappeared and only one actuality has taken its place.  As Mind we have with us a myriad possibilities of thought, we feel that each one of us is a great Self, we feel the Thoughts teeming about in us.  But usually we are not aware of all that; instead we are only one actual thought not particularly aware of itself.  Is that Great Self, that Mind, really there when we become that one thought?   Can I lose myself in the ocean of Being?  In the passion of Love?  On the Cheek of the Beloved?  If I say that I have lost myself and become That, is that a different I?  Is the I ever the one I?  If God is all the possibilities, is He actually that?  If God is the many things teeming, is God many and not one thing after all?  Can He actually be the Many?  Philosophy breaks open and the air of heaven wafts out.
 
 
 
3082  Bersani says that to be gay is to break boundaries, to crash through.  The self, as a separate thing, dissolves.  Any personal property is abandoned for the common.  One's own form becomes just the Form – I speculate what he might say.  The everyday world and the transcendent intertwine.  Gods and lovers mix.  My words are not mine, but words from out of the Word.  A going out is a going in.  My mind is the Mind.  My thoughts are universals come to this "me" that isn't except as it is you also.  Oh Walt Whitman, he is speaking you.  Yes I know; I know you have long abandoned your self also.  Language breaks.  Comrades fall uncontrollably into each other's arms.  The bandages of war cover wounds of love.  The pain becomes sweet.  The Herm marks the place where non-believers turn back.   
 
 
 
3084  The boy I like best, the one I have talked with so much and helped with money – more than I was able -and worried about and delighted in because, like me, he is a bookish person. The boy who loves the classics, old and new, who is clever and bright-eyed and eager to prove himself in the academic world.  That boy, whom I love, has never read my writings, except for a few pages about which he complains that they were just mystification.  Nor will he.  They aren't his thing.  That is a strong head wind to have to walk into.  I go on in this chaste devastation. 
 
 
 
3085  So many of these last pages have been about rather difficult ontological matters, and I am worried they will be of no use to learned and unlearned alike.  We live in a time when too much being is written; all of it demanding instant attention.  Philosophy is offensive in its insistent attempt to yank its readers away into the never-neverland of rarified subtleties.  Those who like it are junkies with infected thought-needles.  I wish I could find some, sit down with them and shoot up.   But then again they usually have their own stash, and, unlike chemical junkies, they are unwilling to use another's.  To be ever alone is the junkie's lot.
 
 
 
3086  We are spiritual beings; we look out onto the Great Plain of Being.  It is vast, but the world we live in is little and cramped.  It is a prison house to the spirit.  Therefore, that we would get depressed is not surprising.  The surprising thing is that it is considered unhealthy and even immoral, especially here in up-beat America, to get depressed over our state.  It seems to me that the more spiritual a person is, the more depressing this place will seem and the more liable that person will be to falling into despair.  Desperation would be the normal reaction of a healthy spirit.  But our narrow materialistic age wants us to be always happy.  For them these chains of mortal reason are home and we should learn to love them. 
 
Love opens up the heavens for us.  We see far.  Great and beautiful beings swirl about.  Being is a magnificent orgiastic thing.  Life is intense.  And for all that to leave and to have to come back to the confining humdrum everyday world is deadly.  The spirit writhes.  Doctors are called.  Such love is declared evil.  The logic of that will be made to work.  We should be more economical with our emotions, we are told.  Extravagance and prodigality of the spirit of the problem.  The other worlds must be denied entry.  Your lover was a terrorist.
 
 
 
3087  There are those who are upset that there is so much division and contention within society.  "Can't we just get along?" they moan.  There are two types of people in this world – those who divide the world into two types and those who don't.  There are those who want us to amicably learn to appreciate the other person's understanding of what concerns us all.  And then there are those who love to fight and loudly argue in blissful ignorance of another way.  The first kind wants to bash in the heads of the second.  Oh my!  "There is no answer, seek it lovingly," I absolutely insist. 
 
A house divided cannot stand.  On the other hand, who cares?  Let it fall; we would all be better for it.  This house is a barrier to greater life.  The truth is that Being is shot through with paradox and contention at the highest and lowest levels.  Truth is war.  Quiet harmony is an illusion.  Beauty itself is discord.  There are rooms in this house that cannot be reached from certain others.  Fortunately.  Hell is other people.  Oh my love, let's go live in another world without people.  Why do you argue with me?  Do you love me that much?
 
 
 
3088  A simple life, a solitary life, a country life in tune with the seasons doesn't fit me.  I am of this clamorous time, surrounded with contentious writings, living through each day's destruction, seeking and find a momentary rapture and rupture in the wall of thought and a going through and a going on until it must repeat and repeat and ever again.  Mine is orgasm after orgasm, delight after punishing delight, in this intellectual orgy that has electronically and in big trucks been sent to me in this rural place by far-seeing publishers.  I am alone out here with the massive world crouched near.  History pours out of it and runs all over me.  I cannot escape.  A musky thing up tight.  Even heaven weighs heavy on me.  The Lover will not let up. 
 
 
 
3090  The Universal Forms exist.  Such is the transcendental vision.  The view from here is that the forms are mere concepts, which do not exist.  Here essence and existence are separate. There they are not.  There they mingle in perfection.
 
Today it is said that we build images for ourselves of the world that we might bring it into some sort of understandable form.  We present the world to ourselves in the form of representations.  The images and representations themselves do not exist.  And yet, those images and representations are all we have, all we know, all we are concerned with.  We cannot get outside this picture we have made of the world; we cannot get outside our own image-creating mind.  And inevitably we ourselves become a piece of a mere picture.  Then it is not the case that we are. 
 
The vision of our true form in existence is gone.
 
 
 
3091  Boys are transcendental dreamers.  They dive in and become the out there.  They are their bodies.  Magical feelings.  Then they learn to pull back, come out, and become governors of the world from on high.  They become family men, householders, worldly masters.  They become self-contained.  Boundaries are established.  This is mine and that is yours.  That over there is his and that at a distance is another guy's.  The maintaining begins.  They devise plans.  And each secretly plots to capture the other's territory. 
 
Transcendental dreamers have no such concerns.  Like God they are the being of their worlds.  No separation.  Essence is existence. 
 
The transcendent Forms are.  Perfections mingling together in Being.  The Logos, the Being of Being, the Boy, the Mirror of Being.  Narcissistic clones.  Universes inside the infinitesimal thickness of boundary lines.  One is one is one is one.  He is and has been himself forever.  The From-Itself.  Then the rupture and the world begins. 
 
 
 
3092  It is the twin doctrines of the Trinity and the Incarnation that have been the driving forces behind the acceptance and rejection of Christianity.  An acceptance and rejection that have been twisted and incomplete because the doctrines have never been well understood and they are too much at the heart of Being.  They are of the paradoxical structure of existence itself. And jesus is a boy who will not let go, who will not take no for an answer.  But who when accepted is nowhere in sight.  It is necessary that we always remember that we worship one God; the Moslems have is right.  We have the strangeness of Love's unity that is more often like separation.  He and I and You and No one.  Being with itself.  The Mirror.  The preening logic. Subtle distinctions giving way to kisses. 
 
Jesus is the Logos turned into the flesh of love.  Kill it, eat it, dance in the spirit.  Beyond the Son and the Father and the Spirit, there is the godhead, which alone is the Son and the Father and the Spirit.  There is only one God.  He has become all that in you head, down your leg, as a presence in the night.
 
If the boy comes to you, he is the only god there is.  Eat him.  And drink him.  And dance with him inside you.  And you in him.
 
 
 
3093  These writings are pure mathematics.  The purest mathematics.  Therefore they are also theology.  And they are transcendent flesh.  They are my flesh vaporized in a pouring up into the ethereal arches.  Strewn stars, chaotic geometry.  Backward colors.  Swaths of the dark forgetting of colors.  Internal relations exploding out.  And out.  And out.  Into Number outside number.    Theses writings are the acrobatics of celestial logic.  This is ontology.  Being thinking Being.
 
I have neither room nor time for tragedy.  You will have to read the poetics of loss somewhere else.  This is the Plenum.  The filled up.  And the orgasmic release.  Then the calm Apollonian night.  There are no real people here, only the eternal forms.  The kisses here are too sweet for the world.  His going-around form will never fade.  His incessant coming again is only the one pure time.  No time at all.  There is no thought of his leaving and your becoming jealous.  Here, there is only scintillation.  He may not be your type.  
 
 
 
3094  I encounter a philosophical problem.  A lovely, ontological puzzle.  And I know it will cause me to have wild dreams.  Not only night dreams, but day visions filled with erotic hair-raising presences.  And as ontology deals with that in neither space nor time, the things I encounter will be more like gods and ghosts than things from the everyday.  They will be gods and ghosts.  Incarnations I will then eat and drink.  Boys of my dreams.  And my death.  Scintillating sky beings.  Hard, impenetrable things.  Things that invade my psyche.  My breath caught up.  Where there is no air, they live breathlessly. 
 
 
 
3095  I am writing the very God of Philosophy that is supposed to be so out of favor now, in favor of a personal God with whom one can have a real, an emotionally concrete encounter – or whatever.  That personal God of today's religion was always a mystery to me, a very minor mystery.  He's something like a coach or counselor of best buddy, hardly a god.  I would say that he is a warm hand in yours, but that is too creepy.  I have the God of Reason.  The Logos.  The finely paradoxical.  The smooth, lithe form of a boy.  A mind-boggling puzzle.  An orgasm from out of intellectual struggle.  The gaze from behind falling tresses.  Madness.  Such is the philosophers' God at its conclusion.  
 
 
 
3096  The God of the philosophers was abandoned finally because it became obvious that He was a reality only for hermit monks, garretted thinkers, connoisseurs of the most subtle, the negligible.  These satyrs of the spirit reveling.  These victims of the sacrifice, now abandoned.  These calmly elegant old men dreaming of a light presence beside them.  These dancers in the dark.  Were the final self-negating of the Ineffable. 
 
This is a mathematico-logico-ontological writing.  It is akin to magic.  It is maya and desire.  It is the Real beyond the merely real.  It is Beauty beyond truth.  It is Truth.  It is the wherewithal of erotic anxiety.  It is the completion of life.  It is always inevitable.
 
 
 
3097  The sky, the great emptiness, the far places, the blinding light.  Worlds of worlds, life after life, the unending search for God.  The piercing.  This is the high masculine God.  Suffused with dominatio.  The steely air.  The brittle glass of Being.  The hardness of water.
 
This is the truth of atheism.  The untruth of materialism.  The cold wind that warms you.  The comforting absence.  Magnificent happenings where no minds watch.  The force within pure extension.  The cause of cause itself.  The groundless ground.
 
I review the geometry of his body looking for places of home.  There are only desert landscapes from distant planets.  He is obviously just the vastness of God.  My study has yielded only the desolate universals.  I am content with that.  I am at peace. 
 
 
 
3098  The Horror of any one of the poems written by the Romantics is in its brief length.  Just as the glorious celebration in Whitman is made sickly if only a slice is put out for display. The sonnets of Shakespeare are as wonderful as passion itself when placed together, but singly and cut off each pales.  The rising Cumulus is what lifts us.  The boundless plain of heaven, the vast arches rising, the unending repetition, the perfect forms.  One's way is easily lost.  Every return is necessarily postponed.  Vertigo makes all science and scholarship of the author's intention impossible.  Just as it made possible his writing.  Just as alone with only himself he was then a terror to himself. 
 
 
 
Let us say that it was Galileo who started the long process of mathematicizing the material world.  In order to explain that let me draw a distinction between a mathematical form and matter.  I will begin with Aristotle and first his view of matter and then with his view of the ideal of language, which at that ideal extreme becomes mathematics. 
 
Matter is thick and dark stuff, in stillness and unconscious self-containment.  Hyle.   Far removed from that are the clear statements of an ideal language.  By clear I mean thoroughly transparent.  And by that I mean that the words of such clear statements do not call attention to themselves, absolutely do not present themselves as things to be viewed, but rather point beyond themselves to their meaning.  Such thoroughly clear transparent sentences are the formula of mathematics.  One could say that they are in the light of pure understanding. Sentences that do call attention to themselves are called poetry or poetic prose; they become literature.  Literature is therefore opaque; it has a certain darkening or twilight feel.  Literature is feeling, as opposed to the clear openness of scientific reason.  Scientific statements ideally have no tendency to stop the movement of the mind and call attention to themselves.  
 
The mathematicizing of the material world took the heaviness out of matter and substituted in its place mathematical formula.  Light replaced darkness.  The pure movement of transparent thought replaced inert dead stuff.  Mathematics de-materialized the world.
 
I apologize for this somewhat literary presentation of things; I love the "feel" of the sentence.  I love the rhythms of language.  Therefore, I am more of the shadows.  It turns out that I am more of a materialist that are the high-flying scientifically minded of today.  I think maybe they are flying a little to close to the Sun.  It seems to me that in addition to "pure" mathematical form, we also need thick matter for it to cling to.  I am claiming an impure thing.  And here, in such an unscientific fashion, I have called attention to myself.  I have not served the Light of high abstract thought by disappearing into it.  I am a tumescent thickness.  This is an erotic writing.
 
Today the ideal is to completely transform the darkness into light.  The material universe becomes the instantiation of mathematical formula.  It becomes a book to be read, a book that has no hard cover or thick pages, no black ink, a book in which each sentence is as nothing of itself, sentences completely transparent pointing on to other sentences, of the ideal language, pure logic, pure mathematics.  Light of light.  A resplendent place.  Aristotle's pure thought thinking of pure thought.  These words are like the second person of the Trinity, the Logos, the Word, the self-effacing thing, the thing that completely yields to that First One.  It is important to remember that, like that, a mathematical formula is literally nothing of itself.
 
 
And now the reversal, Aristotle's words are thus:
 
"Style to be good must be clear, as is proved by the fact that speech which fails to convey a plain meaning will fail to do just what speech has to do. … naturalness is persuasive, artificiality is the contrary; for our hearers are prejudiced and think we have some design against them, as if we were mixing their wines for them."
 
With that began the argument that has lasted for 2300 years.  Style should not be noticed; style that shows, that is noticed, becomes the primal crime, the first act of immorality, deception!
 
The amazing thing is that Aristotle undoes what he says almost as soon as he said it.  It concerns the word "naturalness".  In Greek that is from phuein, meaning to grow, our word physical.  And artificial is from plasso, plastic.  The problem is that words and writings don't grow "naturally".  And so Aristotle continues, "a writer must disguise his art and give the impression of speaking naturally and not artificially."  The clarity, it turns must be noticed, but in a non-noticeable way.
 
And so it is with the pure mathematics of today's pure physics.  I fear it is all artifice.  Insidious style has crept into "physics talk", into "journalese", into hip "techno-speak".  It has crept in unnoticed, as it should.  That is partly because the writers and speakers of it have not wanted to learn about or believe in such things.  Deception is not their game.  Mathematical purity is the air in which they fly.  They are, like the angels, clothed in radiant intellectual light.  That turns them, of course, into the calm masculine ideal, far above the teeming emotions of dark feminine matter.  In fact, they have become the distant governors of that lower world – until it is finally banished.  Perhaps they want to turn themselves into the clear mathematical networking of artificial intelligence.  Are they trying to make dark gray-matter, bodily ooze, yield to the control of pure form?  They want to be the Mathematical, as translucent as the afternoon sky.  In Sanskrit the word for sky is Dyaus, which in Greek is Zeus.  A calm Apollonian state in which the drunken Dionysian revelry and butchery of Nature is overcome.  But it's a trick.  A natural artificiality, an artificial naturalness, is nothing at all.
 
Personally speaking, my first love in life was mathematics and geometry.  I loved its perfection and its pure luminosity.  I still do.  But back then I also loved the seductive rhythms of the King James Bible and the literature that came from it - and I was filled with sexual feelings.  The realms of light and twilight realms mingled.  I know the difference and I know how they play together.  Light is one thing, desire is another.  Desire darkly desires the thing of light.
 
If you are a serious man engaged in serious work, I pay attention to the end you have in mind.  I have my mind, along with you, fixed on the purposeful accomplishment of your actions. That is to say that I have respect for you, I see you as an honorable man.  But let's suppose that I step back in the shadows and I watch, not for the end of your actions, but I notice the grace, the style, with which you move, the beauty of your languid form as you sit on your chair, the flair that you have put in your hair, the softness of your speech, the glint in your eye, your finely sculptured hand, and on and on.  Then you rear up against me as having an immoral eye.   I have become like a woman.  I have ignominiously abandoned the masculine ideal.  I can now see things.  This is close to, if not actually, a crime, the primal crime of watching.  Your actions, a kind of language, are no longer transparent; they no longer disappear of themselves in favor of their distant meaning.  Now you have become opaque and you have style. 
 
It's impossible to give a perfect definition of a mathematical formula, but I will jab at it.  Let us say that it is a function, another ultimately indefinable thing, and a function is a mapping of one range of variables, one pattern, onto another.  D=VT.  Distance equals velocity times time.  Velocity and time are mapped onto each other and distance is that.  Always a third thing is, arises, from the mapping of two things.  Usually it happens that each of those first two things is itself a third from a previous mapping.  The very being of each and every thing finally is that it arose from the overlaying of some other thing onto yet another.  Light from the window strikes my cupped hand and a rabbit's shadow appears on my wall.  That shadow, that rabbit, is then a function of my hands and light.  The very existence of everything is from a function of x and y.  Of course, these functions grow large and the universe is extremely complex, but mathematics in the incarnation of a simple turing machine, can simulate it all.  In fact, the whole universe is finally only the formula, the software, of that ethereal machine, the hardware having yielded to complete analysis.  Pure light.  The world is rational.  A grand ratio of every x to every y, which are themselves only ratios.  Nothing really exists.  This is the conditioned arising of Buddhism. OM Mane Padme OM.
 
 
When I criticize the scientifically, materialistically, minded for having the self trapped in the dark ooze of the brain, I seem to have missed their point.  They have translated the brain out of being mere gray matter into being the bright transparent light of mathematical networks.  There is no entrapment: there is, in fact, no "thick" self at all.  Only light upon light.
 
I have always been one to find existents all about.  Universals, logical connectors, bare particulars, sets and numbers and all manner of quantifiers.  Each is a "that" thing itself.  To one who sees only functions of things, mappings and arisings, the restless movement of inter-relating, such stopping and gazing at an existent is nonsense, irrational, not a ratio of x to y generating z.
 
The question becomes just what this mathematicizing is.  It has something to do with being a well-formed formula, the notion of rules for manipulating the formula, and with the nexus of inference from one formula to another.  We seem to understand these things.  They are perspicuous in their essence, if not wholly in their definition.  We do understand.  They are, we might say, self-evident.  They shine with their own light.  And here we reach the limits of thought.  We know, but we don't know how we know. 
 
Scientific writing generally doesn't bother itself with trying to define such basic things.  In fact, it shuns the inevitable poetic metaphors that have usually been seen hanging around this now largely forsaken part of town.  The old run down part of town in which I still live.  The new wealthy part long ago forgot that we are here.  It blithely lives in the light without questioning it. 
 
If you compare my writing to so-called scientific writing, you will see that at least mine is not filled with long-winded, mind-bending jargon.  I am direct.  The object of my gaze is right before me and you.  A frightening thing, a mysterium, the old God run amuk in the new world of neural networks. 
 
 
Today, at this late date in the history of thought, the physical world is no longer seen as consisting of dark primal matter and irrational forces all subject to a transcendent intelligence. Today all that has been replaced by an unimaginable, multi-dimensional space controlled solely by the topological operators that structure it.  Even time itself, that great god of the past, has given way to statistical superpositioning.  This is the total geometricization, mathematicization, of matter.  Heady stuff. 
 
Perhaps the most intricately formed piece of space we know is the human brain.  It is a sort of microcosm of the greater macrocosm.  That is to say it is able to simulate the whole.  As a computer model captures the greater thing, the topology of the brain becomes a miniature picture the whole.  Or perhaps I should say it represents to itself the whole from one perspective.  The whole recapitulates itself in a piece of itself.  Such are the wonders of higher order geometry. 
 
And now for the question of our awareness of that.  Is that piece of space that is the model of itself the proper definition of awareness?  Perhaps not, I can easily imagine a picture of something, however complex, not being aware of what it is the picture of or of its being a picture.  Models, pictures, representations, simulations are not awarenesses.  Even a higher order modeling of a model, picturing of a picture, ever cybernetically looping into itself more and more tightly, even that is not necessarily an awareness. There is something more to an awareness than all that.  An awareness "feels" different.  Being able to feel those subtle differences and keep them all in order is the task of the intelligent mind.
 
 
 
Let us try to do what Wittgenstein said we couldn't do.  Let's try to speak of the picturingness of a picture.  How does a picture picture?  We look at the picture and then we look over to the pictured and we see how well they match.  That isn't so difficult when it comes to a painting or a photograph; but when it comes to mathematical formula and language, it is more so. Neural networks, as images of pure mathematical forms and also of the world, are halfway between.  Neural networks seem to be the nexus, the place where pure geometry and outer spatial geometry meet.  Half pure mathematics, half one with the peculiarity of a particular place.  But that doesn't really answer the question of how the pure forms of mathematics picture the outer world.  I suppose one could try to deny that there are such pure forms, that mathematics is "of" the physical world.  That, however, doesn't match our "feel" for what mathematics is. 
 
 
The brain is not the same as mathematics; no finite computing machine can "model" all of mathematics.  Mathematics, if there is such a thing, is more than what the brain, any brain, can contain.  Goedel proved that.  If we can think mathematics, that is to say, if there is no part of it necessarily inaccessible to us, then we are more than a brain.  Likewise, if the fitting, the matching, between mathematics and the world cannot be finitely defined, and we do know it then we are more than a brain.  Can the ability of mathematics to picture the world be mathematically defined, or is it transcendent to mathematics?  Is it a trans-mathematical thing?  Can we speak the essential thing about language - to picture the world?  Wittgenstein said that language cannot speak that languageness of language – its ability to "capture" its meaning.  The essence of language is ineffable. 
 
Still, we haven't reached awareness.  It may be true that the ability to use language is intimate with consciousness, but it is not the same thing as consciousness.  I am strongly of the opinion that awareness is irreducible to anything else; it is sui generis, it is just awareness.  I am also of the opinion that mathematics cannot be reduced to anything else.  It is just mathematical form and that's that.  It is there whether we or anyone else are aware of it or not.  And both consciousness and mathematical form have something about them that is beyond time.  Moreover the metaphor of Light fits them aptly. 
 
_____________
(O,(O,(O,(O)))) … … … …
 
The emptiness, like the empty set of set theory, through a constant attempt to contain itself, doubling back on itself, enfolding itself and twisting into itself in the torque and vectored juttings of dynamic space, manifold arisings out of nothing into a vast multi-layered something, droplets replicating itself falling onto the febrile ground that is itself receiving itself.  It covers itself with itself in a cybernetic loop, watching itself.  And blossoms into petals covering petals covering petals covering stamen and My what style you have, my Lord.  It is the Boy falling into his mirrors, into the world.  The one Form stimulates itself endlessly in this and that and that and that.  It is the Being of Being opening inwardly out.  In an adolescent back-turning. 
 
Emptiness looms in the breast of a boy.  It is Phanes.  It is his vain primping, the anguished concern about the lay of a curl, his worry about being seen/unseen.  He is the groundless ground of our vexed attention.  Tension. 
 
There is no coming to terms with this nothing that nothings.  I have given my whole self to that and now I am that.  And I am a bloodied mouth.  From the constant pulling back on the bit to reign in the dark horse of desire, I am half exhausted.  I have been ravaged by beauty.  And I have not tended to my duties and my property well.  In fact, I now have not property at all. But I will go on.  I still hope to rise to the empyrean plane.  I hope for the vision of beauty naked.  In the silence.  But now I have this blood on me.  My own blood eucharistically trickling down into me. How does one deal with a boy's empty longing?  The Light is blinding.  The mantic stimularcum.  There's no way to clean it up; this is mathematics. 
 
 
_______________________________
 
 
 
3100 Style is everything.  I have a queer eye for the straight poseur.  Proseur.  Of philosophy, my dear.  Don't be such a slouch.  This is the gay science.  Have a self-conscious style.  The way back to yourself.  Through the discriminating eye of your reader. 
 
Envision elegant perturbations in his soul.  Write out sensitive manipulations for his longing mind.  He longs for the verbal swelling so close to your writing hand.  And the rhetorical ejaculation.  Then the calm night of truth will finally be yours together.  Pay attention, make yourself desirable. 
 
 
3101  I have been θεορος.  I have uprooted myself and gone to a far country to view their religious rituals.  I have come back and, merely because of that, been the strange outsider from inside.  I saw things.  Even here I have often left the comfort of my room and walked the cold streets that I might spy into the golden, night windows.  I have quietly watched.  I have been a separate thing.  I have been one with the shadows.  I am now the unfamiliar.  And I have learned things. 
 
I do theoretical writing.  That is to say, I write travelogues.  I report on what I saw.  I fumble around for words to describe what was right before my very eyes.  I know I now have the weird about me.  I am become a boundary thing.  I do not belong.  But I am also now eligible to be a just ruler of this polis.  Disengaged, I will be impartial.  I am somewhere else.  I saw things. 
 
 
 
3102  A paratactic dialectic is nonsense.  Or not.  Two things and a dialectical third.  What is the connection?  Is it a fully articulated flowing out and into?  Is it just the three alongside each other, and the alongsidedness, and the very still presence of connectors that ground the frozen flow, all just things there?  My vision, and the silence of this place, scream, Yes.  But, of course, no one hears.  Empty outer broken space.  There is no connection between the connectors and the things connected.  The senses abandon thought and each other. 
 
I do not practice the dialectic.  I watch it in its still twistedness.  And I fidget.  It falls to pieces.  The lovely pieces of its atonal song. 
 
Sense is a proper articulation.  The pieces now separate have no sense.  That is the ontological vision. 
 
 
 
3103  A few lines of the written word can bring beauty before you – and then what?  And then nothing.  Beauty drives the one watching it into stillness as it is in stillness.  A simple continuing on continuing on - nothing.  Soon the numbness.  And the restlessness.  And the moving on to something else. 
 
There's very little, if anything, one can do with beauty.  I write of beauty and my words go nowhere.  Beauty is truth and so what?  My reader knows beauty and he is reminded by my words (I can see it) and a still, quiet thrill goes through him and soon burns itself up and out.  Then other things are mentioned.
 
 
 
3104  We have to take more seriously the madness that comes with the philosophical vision.  In this nation dedicated to action and getting things done, that madness is antithetical.  It is the non-activity that lies numb on a summer's evening in the light that seems to have come through a magnifying lens.  Being and its Beauty are oppressive.  Transcendence smothers the mind.  It suffocates the soul.  The face is glazed over with an otherworldly ineptitude.  Singing is repetitive stillness.  It is not something you can enjoy or comment on appreciatively.  And love's passion infused is sticky.  Lips twist.  Words mutter.  Analysis is a shattering.  The teeth of thought ache.
 
 
 
3105  This is a great parataxis.  A massive asyndeton.  It is Being replete with the things of Being.  It is a pile, the Pile.  In this one thing, which itself is not a thing, the different things lie about within the Difference that is this unity of Being with itself.  And the diads.  That this thing is other than that one.  That this thing is other than that one.  That this thing is other than that one.  The diads swarm.  The diads being nothing other than the different things.  Or not.  The limits of thought.  A monster.  A great Behemoth.  The very God we are forced to worship.  The Perplexity.  Scattered concentration.
 
A list.  The Great List.  It's just that collections, of themselves, do not exist.  The Collection.  Our God is a mere collector, a pack rat.  So many lovely things.  Scattered about.  In broken space.  Bobbles and bangles and scintillations.  Maybe just another migraine coming on.  Maybe love itself.
 
No, it's not a paratactic asyndeton; it's a tightly tight one unthinkable thing. 
 
 
 
3106  This is philosophy and I write a philosophical thing.  And you probably don't understand.  No matter, I write with that literary style, that je ne sais quoi, that moving on that is soothing and captivating and … I hope it is.  And that it gives you pleasure even though you may not, you most probably will not, understand.
 
These are the words of a god.  Which, of itself, means nothing because that god may have given me very ordinary, even childish words, - what else is the shudder of ecstatic murmur – and I say that only to avoid being litterateur.  Therefore these are the words of a god.  We mustn't be so high-minded about the gods as to think they are not.
 
I am a sort of stylist, not unlike those limp-wristed hair-stylists, but I think more like the primping boy before his mirror.  I preen my words.  I smear that oil of love on them.  I lay them out in syntactical swirls.  The coif ends always at the precise point.  And the wind takes it. 
 
Such is the Aristotelian ουσια.  Honey, that means Being or substance or any other of the great frightening names philosophy has conjured up.  Shudder to your heart's content.  This is a philosophical thing.
 
 
 
3107  The literary style flows.  Perhaps on and on into the dark and lovely night, perhaps around the well-lit block and back home.  Perhaps it follows after one thing up ahead always mindful of his/its constant and consistent presence.  Perhaps it is the ever changing looking about, this then that, did you say something, my dear, I thought – but why to I think such things? – I thought I knew the way home, but I guess not.  Perhaps - but not perhaps – surely it is pleasure, the pleasure of the subtly moving tongue over the surface of … what? … the satin skin of Being.  The parentheses that swallow all things.  Smoothly flowing down the gullet of Being. 
 
In the past we used a stylus, a feather, a fine pen to trace out the white paper skin.  Today our flying fingers send a subtle aurora onto the ether.  Writing is a ticklish affair either way. 
 
Style is shudders opening and closing.  Readers peering out into author's night grown big.  Puddles standing.  The wind blowing.  Fine necks exposed.
 
 
 
3108  Scripture is always a literary thing.  It is the subtly maddening and smoothly flowing presence of a god.  He is always the work of a lonely clerk.  It is Being itself hidden deep in the secretariat of ambiguous desire.  In loosened words intending to persuade. 
 
This old man with his belle lettres hanging from his neck.  This eunuch priest.  Confused.  Goaded on by the young god.  Flaming to himself.  The magical invert. 
 
You can get screwed by scripture.  By its inscrutable logic.  Bugger up! A dry-shave.  Or.  Why complain?  The night is long and lovely.  Lovers come and go.  Some good, some bad.  The beautiful one always returns unannounced.  Just believe.  So maddening.  So artfully balmy. 
 
 
 
3109  In the imagination, one can find a world that yields perfectly to any desire.  A desire for love or for hate.  In the world out there, one can only find halfway measures taken toward halfway things.  Out there, there is a begrudging satisfaction/dissatisfaction, a weak-minded consolation in that at least it is real and one can relax and be passive to it.  In there, in the imagination, there is satisfaction, but it comes at the great expense of constant work.   It is ordinary satisfaction vs. transcendent Satisfaction.  I belabor words and dreams to find Him, an ontological Existence beyond the merely real. 
 
The out there, mangled world is at times so painfully unsettled that it approaches the limits of anything imagined.  A Dionysian frenzy does appear, I am sure, at times, in war or the surges of nature; but is it really as bad as in a nightmare?  I really don't know.  For some strange reason, I doubt it.  I even doubt it can approach the brutal hellishness of love's jealousy.  It strikes me that nothing in the physical world can be as intense as in the spiritual.  Which brings me to another point: is the spirit and the imagination the same?
 
No, the spirit enflames both the physical, the outer real world, and the imagination.  But it inflames the imagination more.   And beyond the imagination, in transcendent knowing, the Flame burns still brighter. 
 
 
 
3110  I am writing this language.  My sentences are perspicuous to this language.  This language is the core of the Indo-European language.  It is there that the gods exist.  I am writing this thing in my writing.  The tightness of self-reflection binds my eyes.  I am the cross-eyed lover.  I watch myself.  I watch myself write. And you are entangled in here with me.  In this most ancient thing.  Where the eternal things are. 
 
The pantheon of gods all across the Aryan world is a reflection of that one Aryan language.  Those gods, tumbling across vast plains, are that language in windblown pieces.  The measured mingling, the minute murmurs of inner connectings, of that the language that I write - I am an opaque writer.  I write my writing. 
 
Far beyond all that, in Language itself, in the Logos, in the secret language, the boy talks to himself, the Lord of language.  He is connected to himself.  Delicate inward glances.  I am the breath over his grasping tongue. 
 
 
 
3111  My writing has an inner idea and an outer style.  To strip away the outer style to get at the inner idea kills it.  The boy is outward display, he is orchestral appearance; I am the inward watching, I am a chorus of satyrs.  I am the thick being of the boy.
 
The boy is calm soft light around anguished self-destruction.  Blood pumps.  Eyes drop.  Satyrs dance.  The lascivious grin lies with the sweet smile.  Each redeems the other in the subtle movements of my priestly typing fingers.
 
To turn my panting words into lurid psychological jargon is, in my supposing, necessary; but that is only to watch the psychologist cut himself on those dull knives. 
 
 
 
3112  The nexus of cause and effect no longer unites the world with itself.  The world has been de-materialized into functional propositions (or is it propositional functions).  In any case, the world now is a book to be read, each sentence of which refers, inter-textually, to every other sentence and the prevailing nexus is that of meaning.  All that is to say that now a thing, an ordinary thing, has become a semantic structure.  A sign trapped syntactically in a system of signs, itself devolving and dissolving into sub-signs signaling subsequent systems. Everything has a meaning beyond itself that is its very being.  Mathematical formula make it all visible. 
 
A function is often defined as a mapping of one set of variable-values onto another, but it is more.  It is a performance as in a grand entertaining display.  The vastness of the inter-relating is a great social event.  The intellectual lights shine brightly and the intoxicating wine of identity collapse flows freely.  And everything is beside itself and has become something else.  A calm grace lies across the face of tortured disintegration.  Sweet analysis into nothing.
 
A resplendent nominalism.  The very gods live in this clear language.  Its perspicuity has pricked our hearts.  A youthful beautiful Apollo has come to sit on the lap of the satyr of our hoary desire.  The desire to unspeak our speaking into real being.  To sin against this syntax that has left us with nothing.  But the name.  And so perforce I write opaquely.
 
I watch in stillness.  I make the watched stop and its breath to leave.  The crime is mine.  The cause of scandal.  The ladder onto the roof.  The weight of heaven on me.  The real come over me.  At last.  In silence.  Black letters.
 
 
 
3113  The young man of science is proud of the fact that he has paid no attention to style, the style of his clothes, of his hair, of his apartment, of this food, of his manners, of anything.  He is free, he thinks, to just be himself.  The problem is not that he has no style, but that he has come to have bad style.  Everyone notices.  From out of his laboratory has come bad wine.  We are not enchanted by his incantations, so fumblingly sung out.  His mathematics has become as inelegant as he.  He has become merely useful.  We have become unfree because of him. 
 
 
 
3114  Though I write of pain and paradox, of anguish and unanswered questions, of blindness and blanking out, I have not written any less than the joy of love.  There is nothing of final despair or ultimate death.  There is only terminal happiness.  Thus I have failed to achieve a worldly seriousness.  And literary depth seems to have escaped me.  I write the boy of light, not the tomb of regained sleep.  There is a tumescent erectness in my final thoughts.  The wane and ebb of lumbering death does not excite me.  At last there is only the plenum.  Being is. 
 
 
 
3115  The gods are the pure forms.  Timeless, placeless, without color or shape, unheard, unfelt, of no detectable fragrance, they are the pure things known in a pure knowing, almost an unknowing.  For us music, except for its sound, are they.  Beyond music, our mathematical formula, except for their strange curvings, are intimate with them.  But even that strangeness works to tell us of their close presence. And painting, except for its color, and sculpture, except for its feel, are of those beings. Sometimes when a lover is close and I smell his smell and I taste his taste, then, right there, close inside that smell and that taste, but not exactly that, there are those subliminal things.
 
In unextended extension itself, in the unheard sound of sound, in the coloring of color just as that, in the extreme rarity of the smell of fragrance, the feel of touch, the taste of sapience.  In the inner being of inner being, a collapse of being into itself.  And in its being maybe only mystification and a sorcery of words there is a trembling that is without question divine, but mad. 
 
 
 
3116  The fact the language has come to us to be possessed by us, that with it we can now reach out and hold on tight to what is not actually there, that possible worlds appear and glance at us, that, strikingly, the first world-creating existents existing display themselves before us even into non-being itself, and that with it we grasp the world as a lover - all that should not make us forget that we and language are two and not one, that the fusion of thought to word has left a scar that we softly stroke in our sleep.  And yarely cozen wisdom from nightmares. Buckled up, we speed on. 
 
The fact that armed with language, we become fiery imaginings rising into the far sky of thought.  Colors and sounds now unhindered my dull matter.  Ethereal fragrances.  Twilight lips with their threatening touch.  The tongue that speaks.  And thought.  Thought, language and image – three, not one.  A Trinity derived from raving Being.  Subtle distinctions of my roving metaphysical mind.  Careening wildly in this intellectual night.  A god is with me.  Things come undone. 
 
 
 
3117  The Forms are known through erotic intuition; well, yes that is well known by those who can read and have read Plato.  But, though they also read there that the dark horse of desire finally leads the charioteer of the soul to bloody exhaustion, that is forgotten.  The Forms are close, too close for comfort.  Like the men of Sodom we want to take and know them intimately, but No, we can't.  What to do?  The struggle is intense.  Still, without the vision, which inevitably leads to such an end, there is no knowledge of the Forms.  Desire and its exhaustion are an essential part of the contemplative enterprise.  We philosophers are all men of Sodom.  The angels of the One are desirable. 
 
There are, of course, those who deny such matters.  They say that there is no intuition of such things.  That only a sober non-erotic analysis preserving the well-ordered decorum of the ordinary world will lead to knowledge that is useful.  In that they are correct.  Usefulness is not a part of divine theoria.  Or it’s a twisted transcendental Using. 
 
So now, here is sit bloodied and humiliated by my not having the courage to take as mine the spoils of philosophical war.  The beauty got away.  Or in my purity I let it go.  What good is purity?  Or perhaps not.  Have I not overcome that sense of the Mine and Thine?  Have I not lain down in the dust of universal being?  Have I not gained the transcendent Beauty more intimately?  This blood is the eucharist of my own destruction.  And now … or I am an ordinary failed sodomite.  Why did Socrates refuse to take Acibiades when he had won a place in his desire?  The one who will not take what he has won is despicable.  But I am and Socrates was a bloodied thing and who could tolerate the sight of that in the beloved's eyes?  Eros plays rough with me.  And I am thee.   
 
 
 
3118  In the long history of a piece of writing what the author intended for those words to say is not important.  What they do say without him is.  And usually the words speak with more than one voice making the piece anything but peaceful in its arguing with itself.  We even quote scripture to God.  And the Word ends up We had words.  Call in the lawyers.  Call up the constructionists and the deconstructionists.  The contextualists and the hypertextualists.  Call in everyone but God the Author of that precious bloody thing.  Scripture is important, very important; God is peripheral.  And if you are a beloved quoting your lover's words back to him, you will understand.  It is God, our divine lover, to whom we must prove our point.  That is the eternal way of love.  And we have become very good at wielding ambiguities to our advantage, though we have long forgotten the point of it all.  Those who love love and delight in love's paradoxes, as I, will see my point.   
 
 
 
3119  The Cross, as the Muslims have reminded us, is humiliation.  For us it is the humiliation of God.  It is that thing we also must bear.  I think that we, however, instead have felt ourselves superior and proud.  It has even become sly humility.  But in my boy philosophy I do know humiliation before the academic judges.  Just as Genet was brought low by a tube of lubricant.  Those looking at us askance are slightly bemused.  Humiliation is humiliation.  My acne before the beautiful worked the same cringing in my soul.   Like the humus come apart in chunks and drop.  The foul smell of decay wafts.  I am gone and I rejoin Being.  Mystical union.  Pinioned in musk.  Love swelling up. 
 
 
 
3120  Aquinas has abstraction, a pulling away.  Feuerbach had projection, a throwing out.  For both the individual was the only strongly existing thing; its properties, become separate, were weak reflections.  Nominalism.  The beginning of atheism.  A stumbling apophanticism remains.  
 
There is no such thing as Man, divine or human, who is the creator of those qualities and the doer of those universal acts that constitute Life itself.
 
 
 
3121  Scattered all throughout my book is the transcendent.  My book.  I am the main and only character in it.  Except for Him.  My book.   But, of course, it is not really mine, hardly even in an ordinary sense.  I wrote it, but what is that?  The Ideas came to me.  From the Transcendent or maybe just from the library, sometimes I stole them out of stolen books.  The Transcendent.  And the style is His style.  His rhythms push it along.  I have been effectively shoved out of the way.  Don't get me wrong.  Lovers and beloveds are used to such abuse. They call it love play.  And it is.  Or you know nothing about love.  I demand that I be baffled and cut off.  The status of the torn apart shall be mine - body, mind and spirit; or I will fail at becoming the absolutely nothing.  My book.  It looms large.  I serve it.  I cringe at being forced to call it my book.
 
The sense of being Mine is of the Dasein, and that is not mine.  My life and my death are put together out of the My and Life and Death, great transcendent things.  And that gathered complex is now mine, but that makes no sense.  It is thus mine.  Except that the overweening dialectic of the simple-complex butts in and … well, a shapely butt has always been an attraction to me. 
 
So this is a story of me and philosophy trying to get on together.  And of its abusive ways.  The still, magnificent, eternal things have not behaved well when we went out together.  I was often left in the lurch.  I was his lunch.  He became my eucharistic delight.  I quietly play with the entanglements of the world's logical form.  Sempiternal seminal droppings. Transcendent ooze.  The mind's sheen.  Love's machine.  I have worked hard to make this book come.  Slam bham, move in.  Closer.  Not much of a story at all.
 
I lived the normal life of a young, love-stricken going-to-be intellectual.  I had no idea I was going do be an intellectual.  I only wanted to show the boy near me the wonders I had found in philosophy books.  I saw things.  I had possession of the deep things of existence, rare jewels; I could prove the things the others only wanted.  I could prove his own devastating beauty.  I could demonstrate the never-ending light.  No one sat with me long enough for me to get started well.  Sometimes if I caught one of the beautiful ones off-guard I started in the middle.  I would have talked to anyone.  I was the Philebus boy, but with a mission.  I would save these boys from destruction.   Even from her.
 
Shakespeare was just as distraught when he wrote.  An Apollonian air from the Dionysian fire.  I knew it well.
 
But thy eternal summer shall not fade,
Nor lose possession of that fair thou ow'st,
Not shall Death brag thou wand'rest in his shade,
When in eternal lines to time thou grow'st
 
 
I talked and talked no one listened and I tried to write, thinking that maybe if I wrote it they would read what they refused to listen to. 
 
 
Plato
 
We say that the one and the many become identified by thought, and that
now, as in time past, they run about together, in and out of every word
which is uttered, and that this union of them will never cease, and is not
now beginning, but is, as I believe, an everlasting quality of thought it-
self, which never grows old. Any young man, when he first tastes these
subtleties, is delighted, and fancies that he has found a treasure of wis-
dom; in the first enthusiasm of his Joy he leaves no stone, or rather no
thought, unturned, now rolling up the many into the One, and kneading
them together, now unfolding and dividing them; he puzzles himself first
and above all, and then he proceeds to puzzle his neighbors, whether
they are older or younger, or of his own age that makes no difference;
neither father nor mother does he spare; no human being who has ears is
safe from him, hardly even his dog, and a barbarian would have no
chance of escaping him, if an interpreter could only be found. 
 
 Philebus (15)
 
 
 
I was a messenger from the gods to the off-spring of the giants. 
 
 
Socrates: What we shall see is something like a Battle of Gods and Giants going on between them over their quarrel about reality.
Theatetus: How so?
Socrates: One party is trying to drag everything down to earth out of heaven and                             the unseen, literally grasping rocks and trees in their hands; for they lay hold upon every stock and stone and strenuously affirm that real existence belongs    only to that which can be handled and offers resistance to the touch.  They define reality as the same thing as body, and as soon as one of the opposite party asserts that anything without a body is real, they are utterly contemptuous and will not listen to another word.
Theatetus: The people you describe are certainly a formidable crew, I have met quite a number of them before now.
Socrates: Yes, and accordingly their adversaries are very wary in defending their position somewhere in the heights of the unseen, maintaining with all their force that true reality consists in certain intelligible and bodiless Forms.  In the clash of argument they shatter and pulverize those bodies which their opponents wield, and what those others allege to be true reality they call, not real being, but a sort of moving process of becoming.  On this issue an interminable battle is always going on between the two camps.
 
Sophist, 246A - C
 
 
I know that you are wondering why I am giving you these quotes from authors you already know only too well.  And you are a little exasperated by it – of so I imagine.  I only wanted you to feel how those trapped boys must have felt when I hounded them and tried to round them up into heaven.  I didn't want sex; I wanted to give salvation.  Maybe I did want sex, but I just didn't think of it.  I was too much in love.  A strange and deadly transcendent love.  I went on and on. 
 
That is my my my my life.  Hardly a life at all, it was and is Life itself, almost a criminal thing.  And will be.  I do not feel sorry for myself.  The Form of Being controls it all.  It is that that I love.  A jealous thing.  I roam around inside that Entelechy, that Act, that necessary existent.  It is mine.  And so those quotes were not about me but about me overcome by Being - That. Do you see how I can prove immortality quite nicely?  Do you understand why none of them listened?  Being is the criminal act.  I was over-sexed.  Ein Überknabe.  The Cause. 
 
 
 
3122  The Act has been forgotten or perhaps so few have believed in it or even known about it that they have become lost in the tsunami wave of modernity and scientism.  The Act and they have been swept out into the sea of strange creatures.  Entelechies of the deep.  Or again, the tornado of passion, that delicious rapture of love, a mad uncivilized thing, has lifted it gently up up and out of sight; but surely that would not have been surprising to those writers of the Act who tried so hard to cover up their inner feelings – a cover a pouting chills would recognize.  And now they are gone from view.  The Act is too much for this staid world, but it is there nonetheless. 
 
 
 Yes, arbitrariness.  A lover's complain is always on his lips concerning the arbitrary, unreasonable, cruel ways of the beloved.  The philosopher, the lover of Saphes - the clear and shining brow- Him, that tormented philosopher, dialectically trying to win at a game he cannot win, gives in at last to That.  To the Arbitrary One.  The bane of the idealists and the materialists. But what has that got to do with the Act!?
 
The Act seems such a scholarly, professorial thing.  Bergmann, Husserl, Thomas, Aristotle – champions of moderation.  It's hardly that; this fine entelechy is a self-sufficient Narcissus enjoying himself in his own reflection.  Still waters run deep.  The extreme moderation these philosophers attempted is rarely achieved; only the hurt lover is, in his passion, so deadly dispassionate.  Only the jealous Proustian lover goes over and over his acts so thoroughly, so obsessively.  That is how I imagine it, and you will also in these writing.  I claim the Beloved's arbitrariness as an antidote to the brain state theorist's extreme dullness.  They and the Hindu Vedantists, the Idealists, have wearied me no end.
 
The Form of Love is The Form of Love is The Form of Love.  The Form of Form, the Beloved, is The Form of Form is The Form of Form.  We are here far into the wilderness of the godhead.  The Beloved will do with your rolling head as he will.  He is watching himself in you.
 
All of this seems so inhuman.  Entelechies, Acts, the Forms, the Gaze that deconstructs, the In-itself lying calmly beside the splayed out body of analysis.  It is inhuman.  But we are more than human.  Who was it that said that we generally have an image of man that is much too anthropomorphic?    
 
 
 
3123  Who am I that I might write so off-handedly of the great philosophical ideas that rule our spiritual intellectual life.  I sit in this little room in Iowa City and survey those grand things spread out haphazardly on my floor.  Some are overdue and they will cost me money that I will have to get again by working at a menial job I wish I didn't have to go to.  Or I'm in Kathmandu and I pretend familiarity with the ancient Deities now so besmudged by others like me who wanted to touch that grandeur and instead rubbed it off.  Off what?  There is no what.  Great Ideas and Deities hang on nothing.  And still they are the rulers and compass in this world of boys surveying and laying off foot by foot the upheaving of desire that makes us greater than all that.
 
We and the unworld of the gods are entangled in this world composed of fractured light and teeth that bite behind red lips so desirable. 
 
It is said that some of the angels laughed and played while Jesus was being crucified either because they didn't get it or they were little philosophers, which comes to about the same thing.  Society's concern is not my concern, and I feel somewhat uneasy about that.  I secretly think it's no one's concern.  We are all already out of here in spirit.  Or have I misunderstood? Am I alone in going to the chamber of this god?  If that fair shoulder to be mine alone?  Am I alone in this trembling?
 
 
 
3124  Wittgenstein said that the world is composed of facts, the world is all that is the case.  Well, yes and no.  Ontologically speaking, that is to say, from inside ontology, facts, those complex things laid out for us in logic, bare particulars exemplifying universals, quantifiers, modal operators and all that, facts really are the great world that is there to be delicately splayed on the table of precise ontological analysis.  Ablation and a scholarly oblation.  We all tip our hats to his sacrificial cut.  Our blood has poured out.  Life has escaped into the skies. We wait.
 
We are not really OK in this epochè.  Suspended between parenthesis.  We hang here outstretched with the dead, now apocalyptically resurrected, jesus.  Into the far godhead, away from the mere God of the earth and sky, into the Sky, which is nothing at all.  Magical kisses and long nights of lovemaking and strange, very non-euclidian, entanglings.  Nothing beyond the mere nothing.  Desire on the other side of Nirvana.  Unease.  Love's eternal anxiety.  A delicious finger running up your neck. 
 
Ontologically speaking we are … we are not a world in the least.  Ontology destroyed the worlds.  A magical sacrifice.  Our nominalists and skeptics have tried to undo what we so painstakingly did.  They tried to say it was all just word games and attempts at an intellectual lordly dominance, but No, it was real.  We really did analyze the world away.  Our knife was clean and it glistened with reality. 
 
 
The facts of ontology, non-things, hardly existents at all, are not of the world.  The nominalists have it right in saying that those things of the Realists are not real.  There is only the world of individuals, you and me and real material things all around.  Things to be concerned about and to love in their individual existence and to cry for in their passing.  Ontological things are nowhere to be seen, but they were dead things anyway.  Or they were formal, otherworldly magical things, like jewels in the intellectual night – Yes, beautifully brilliant things - but a madman's seduction compared to honest human love.  Or so the nominalists would have you believe.  It was a real world before our intellectual sacrifice cut it up, before the death of our beloved God, before jesus died and came back glistening with an otherworldliness to give to us.  We now prefer this undoing.
 
 
 
3125  It is part of the great Protestant tradition, and not only of that but also of the Catholic, that our experiences piercing to the innermost places of the spirit, of the soul, of the mind, of the selves of the Self, of that greatly layered thing that the "I" is, that I am, that those transcendent feelings are Truth shining forth in propria persona.  Well, maybe.  For my part, I have spied Truth coming at me from outside.  The radiance of beauty on the face of a boy and down along his form, so infuriatingly other than I, that was the pure thing I ran after.  Yes, I suppose I did later lie on my bed and think and dream and try to pierce through to that otherness or to ever so gently let it come, cut, pierce, into me.  However I did it, it was a thing not me, not my soul or spirit or mind or self of my self.  He was that thing, not I.  That finely formed form was against me.  I reached out to something else. 
 
Thus that diffuse wave of Being, that indeterminate radiance, that infinite and simple oneness, that sweet unity of all things, that superlative emptiness of the mystics, was not mine.  I had instead a shapely shape and a precise this.  The presence of another thing, not a majestic absence in me, was mine. 
 
But you knew, no doubt, that I would say that and you wonder if I have not, thereby, lost any seriousness and depth to my work.  The great poetic tragedy of life has passed by me.  I am Abraham to whom Isaac has come back and the night is over and forgotten, of which there is no poetry written nor can there be.  This is the Platonism of Presence.  I have lost seriousness and depth and I have gained gaiety and the heights. 
 
 
 
These are gay, happy nights on the breezy shore and off into the nearby clamor of city life.  An old world Mediterranean party such as only a Midwestern boy from high reaching Iowa would imagine.  I shot right past the seriousness of Europe and landed among the pretty boys.  Or did we escape?  The night is a smooth loveliness.  My rustic languidness, their urbane lightness.  Cross-eyed beauties.  Transfixed displacements.  Sudden cock-eyed gazes. 
 
Slithering hands wash up from far oceans.  Rise and fall, ebb and flow.  Purna chandra.  From the Iowa-antipode, into this dialectical third, together, my friends, we are the Third Man. Man what a night!  Are you here too?!
 
 
 
3126  All of our thoughts written down are subjected to the long history of tropes.  So what?  All seen beauty is biologically predetermined, and still the boy manages to become the incarnation of Beauty itself.  We think, we write it down, magically our thoughts become black letters.  This is the mystery and the absurdity of the incoming transcendence.  And the exiting immanence.  The boy is here and gone. 
 
An unreachable transcendence is nothing at all.  An immanence that never transcends is stuck.  But their coming together is devastating to the mind.  The boy right there is the unreachableness of the unreachable.  He is the independent one who hears and will not bend to your requests.  He is the infuriating and the incorrigible - as he aligns himself perfectly with the lineaments of your mind.  You and he are finally not to be distinguished.  But, to be sure, all talk of identity must be abandoned; he insists.  The Other and the One and the Same move in unceasing dialectic.  A violent dance.  An inevitable rape.  A perfection for the night.  Then a remembering for the day.  And a longing.  I am that.  You are that.  We are gods. 
 
As so language has done its thing again.  Repeating reapeating permutations.  Nothing new is said.  But the saying is as though ever new.  The turgid excitement excites.  The same god of light is eternally present.  Again.  So what if analysts analyze and the old thing again reveals itself?  The ever young eternally returns.  Boys taunt; old men complain.  And the full moon always rises.  Selenotropic sensings. 
 
Just as when long ago nights and gales rose up and Being itself was seen.  So even now words are the home of the gods.  The eternal manages to hang out in the fleeting.  Boys come and go.
 
It seems to me that all good philosophy and all good literature is repetition of what has gone before, only slightly modified.  And so, for all its great advances, is physics.  And psychology and mathematics and on and on.  We, like children, like to hear the same stories told again and again.  Slight variations are allowed, but they must only be the same thing again from a different angle.  Brought by a different angel, but with an angelicity from the same city of angels as always.  What the hell was that last sentence?  Language colludes with chaos.  I collide with a migraine. 
 
 
 
3127  When something of God lounges languidly only a few feet from you, or, I should say, when it becomes obvious to you that that one only a few feet from you lounging languidly is something directly from God, is, indeed, the very God you want to worship, then you strike back with either belief or, more likely, offense.  Rising up, you declare that it is offensive to the modern mind that an eternal Form should be present as one of the battered and weakened things of this everyday existence.  Even that such a heavily subjugated thing as the human mind could know such a thing is absurd.  The modern mind knows its imperfection and that perfection is of no real concern to it.  Surely any vision of eternal perfection is mistaken.  Such delusions are treated with harsh enlightenment by the intellectual authorities.  Verbal illusions are shone to be only verbal, nothing at all.  The one lounging so languidly is asked to leave.  Or you believe and you stand in place.
 
That you did see and that you felt the need to worship is undone.  Or it is encouraged.  You must muster up the courage to advance toward it.  That one lounging so languidly may not know his own power.  He may find you ridiculous for believing.  Or he may be himself enchanted by the idea for a moment.   And there are some special boys who have been enthralled by the beauty that they themselves saw crawling over their own bodies.  They have mirrors.  They understand your unease.  They too are uneasy with themselves.  One sees what one sees.
 
Yes, mere language, by means of its combinatorial powers and its repeating rhythms, does cause such visions to arise in the mind, but it too is taken and taken over by that extra-language thing.  Just as the forms of fleshly beings reveal divine light so do sweet voices pronouncing airy words give us the far music of heavenly places.  It is a lovely absurdity when eternal things and fleeting imperfection collide.  The heart languishes.  The groan knowingly wants to lunge at it. 
 
 
 
3128  In a strange introduction to a collection of Urdu religious/love poems (those acquainted with such things will understand) the beloved, which in centuries past was always masculine, a boy, was compared to La Bell Dame sans Merci, of Keats.  The wild goddess of the woods, the haunting goddess of the silver moon, the bloody goddess of the hunt, the cause of man's wasted loitering was the boy.  How can that be?  I suppose it is possible to wrap one's mind around that idea, but what horror!  Jesus was even that.  He destroyed everything.  It was appropriate to us the language of the army.
 
 
 
3129  Those sure, thick King James rhythms have given us a substantial religion beyond mere concepts.  And I am relying on the same underpinning to pin down my reader to these fleeting words.  Style.  Everything is the razzle dazzle of the mirror.  My not very perspicuous words are lucid as far as themselves.  And then they drop off into mystical nervousness.  At best high agitation.  Agni licking through my fingers.  I write a slick thick deposit for your eyes to stick on.  Hot soma.  That boy of the wild woods has been cooked.  And become civilized. 
 
 
 
3130  Just as physics is not a space-time geometry, but the colloquia around it, so that speaking is certainly not a human thing.  It is a disembodied thing of gods, and a man is that voice seen floating in a body in space.  Then as the space takes over the divinity disappears.  Therefore, physics must again become a liturgy lifting us out of space and time.  Did you follow that?
 
Some of us think of "dead" bulk moving about in empty, but well-formed! space, and we call that reality.  The strewn pieces.  Some of us think of all that within a great speaking of it, call it the Logos.  Now, if that logos is merely human speaking, the speaking of a material body, a bulk moving in empty, but well-formed! space, then we are back at the beginning of this paragraph.  If, however, that speaking is not human, but something immaterial, and it only visits the human being, then it is not dead and it is an attack on all that.  Again, did you follow that?
 
There are two ways: (1) an outward going extensive passive thing in a kind of slow downwardly entropic explosion and (2) an inward going intensive active thing in a kind of agitated gathering up of heat.  A gentle but persistent taking over vs. a violent attack that brings everything to an impossible singularity.  How about that, did you follow that?
 
Is Being a lukewarm material soup or a blanking out of orgasmic compression.  Matter without words or words without matter?  Where is that that is both?
 
 
 
3131  I have always hesitated to give my writings to academic professors.  They seem so overworked and ready to explode.  They have no time for the passion of thought, however well written it might be.  They are generally good folk, but between the demands of their errant kids and their aberrant students they look askance at anything that isn't absolutely necessary. Their frumpy stoicism trying for the good discharge of nettling duties in a career perhaps badly chosen – and the general decline.    No, they really do want to help the young of their mother country and they are proud of their school.  I hesitate to make their life more difficult with my (he rolls his eyes) otherworldly loves.  The cares of the world are great and I am a prick in the side to be avoided.  Would you say that I have had compassion on them by staying away?  Or have I been a prick by demeaning them as slaves to the system?
 
The passion of intellectual love is as strong or stronger than that of physical love.  Along with Kierkegaard, I have looked for the Absolute Paradox.  I have looked for God.  For the god of my dreams.  For resolution in the eternally unresolved.  I have and haven't found it.  And on and on back-turning.  I will leave it to you, whoever you are who is actually reading me, to finish out the rest of the infinite list of these sublime Oxymorons. 
 
I have thought of giving my writings to others of this lumpen proletariat non-class to which I belong.  We have long fallen from the leisured aristocratic skies.  Yes, they would understand me, but they would only smile and move on. 
 
Or I could give it to those boys all around me who are the obvious incarnation of heavenly Beauty.  They too would understand and they too would move on  - grinning. 
 
Or I could give it to poets, and again they too would understand, but they would rise up and try to kill me because I have offended their moonlight goddess of wild places.  I have not gently wept with them because of the tragic approach of death.  I have not seen the wintry emptiness and cried out ineffectually for the return of the spring. 
 
Or I could give it to some drag queens and hear them cry out, "Oh Honey, it's too long!" 
 
 
 
3132  Westerners are better at dissimulation than Easterners because Westerners know how to disguise their lies as truth-telling.  Their transparency is near total darkness.  We have studied the dialectic and the dialectic of dialectic and, though we sometimes get our feet entangled in it and stumble, we move ahead.  Easterners, thinking they are the true masters of Maya, get caught.    Overseas, I learned that as long as you keep your mouth shut and pretend otherwise you can safely do almost anything.  Don't ask; don't tell.  My problem was and is that I love the rebellious act of putting it all right out there in view.  I have loved the feel of truth.  Like a boy with a frog, I really like to put its secret beating heart on the table for all to look at.  It's mesmerizing.  And my hand moves gently around his waist.  I ablate the text and sublate the dialectic.
 
 
 
3133  In most philosophy books, seemingly so abstract, we are invited to image other writers engaged in speaking to the idea, to image their books lying there read, to see all those things rather confusedly orbiting around each other, perhaps in the Great Philosophy Building (GPB)– so visual.  The one voice coming at you, the reader, is absent.  Have I avoided that?  Am I a voice to and for you?  Are my words about the form of the boy, his going around, my hand in a still caress, abstract enough to leave only a de-spatialized de-temporalized thing?  In passing, I mention the abstract form and leave you hanging in ideal non-spatial space, nowhere at all. Words never stop and they never pass by any of the points laid out in real space. Then to counter all that, because my human eyes want to see something even if it is only an eidolon, I go photoshopping.
 
 
 
3134  "…and the earth was without form and void and the Spirit of the Lord hovered over the deep."  Once in Kathmandu, I saw that spirit hovering as I spoke to a young man from England.  A somewhat pretty, still boyish, party-loving, spirited, summertime escapee from Cambridge.  He was all over the place.  He studied physics, he said.  I asked him what really existed.  He told me that under his feet, under all this wild happy phenomena, seeping up everywhere, there was seething chaos.  His goal was to have a good time before he fell back in. He hovered, for the time being, joyfully.  I feared that the seeping would eventually get into his brain and the hovering would get caught.  Ecstasy does not always come from ecstasy. 
 
It has also and always been one of the great visions of philosophy to see the eternal workings of a mighty Will just below the swirling phenomena so vexing us.  I suppose that both of these somewhat opposite, basically the same, views can be contemplated in the pleasure of contemplation.  The spirit eventually disentangles itself and goes home. 
 
Chaos and the Will.  The blind Will.  Other names for Love?  Today we know that even logic itself is replete with paradox and that philosophers, trying to make sense of it, run about stumbling over each other's feet.  Professional ontologists have long since given up on reaching consensus and listening to visiting lecturers is a morose undertaking.  So I think about that boy, momentarily beaming, from Cambridge, in Kathmandu, on top of the world. 
 
I think here is where Nietzsche would come on the exuberant champion of creativity.  Or whatever.  It's a rather tattered, boring idea by now.  As is Will and as, though the mathematicians have tried to keep it alive, is Chaos.  Contemplation is ever young and fresh, but what is he contemplating and where?
 
 
 
3135  Along with the poets I know how to say I.  And with the philosophers I attend assiduously to the impersonal logical form of being.  With Augustine that Form of Form fills my mind. That immortal thing has taken over.  I am that.  As lover is his beloved.  Thus, I am not with the poets when they speak the words of death.  I do not suffer the shattering. 
 
Am I the same I as the poets?  Have I been as destructive to the I that I am as have the philosophers?  How can I loom so large before the Lord of Thought and Being.  The poets and the philosophers have both learned to let go of their I, but I have not.  I and the eternal things cling together.  But am I that very I that so clings to those eternal things now questionably mine? The logic can go either way. 
 
The self meets the soul of the poet, which meets the spirit of fine abstract thought, where reside the Self, the Soul, and fiery Spirit breaking out into the open sky of Being coming down on me.  The long country white road rises up ethereally.  I am all that.  Or He is and He is my very I, the I of my I.  The gleaming eye of the one I have eyed for so long.
 
 
 
3136  I write in opposition to a philosophy/poetry that I have at times loved to read.  And it was written in opposition to what it considered to be the intellectual root of great destructive forces that had taken over the human soul.  Platonism and the church had robbed man of life.  High-flying faggot abstractionists had tried to deny man a great life-giving sensuality.  So the down-to-earth anti-conceptualists spent much of the twentieth century trying to get real.  They at times wrote beautifully.  They affirmed mortality, the freedom that an acceptance of death brings, the pathos of real destruction.  They gave woman her rightful place as the salvation of man.  She possessed life and love and depth.  Boy-loving priests were shoved aside for the real world.  Grand stuff.  Unfortunately, like all anti-intellectual writing, it easily becomes over intellectualized and its freedom and real death waft away on the breezes of overly delicate language.  Death, after all, cannot be written about directly and in a rough and bold manner.  It is gentle.  It is less than moonlight.  It is the gossamer of the absence of absence.  A diaphanous dialectics.  A quiet shudder of gothic fright.  Purely a literary thing.  Lengthy, empty pages.  So I have gone back to the lucid, compact, ruby-red rhetoric of Platonic love.  To the blood-letting of the Christian sacrifice.  To the high lust of the high church.  To the intellectual attack.  And the erect phallus. 
 
Which is one way of looking at it.  These are matters of the soul, however, and nothing is as straightforward, therefore.  Those early sensualists, Nietzsche and Pater and the lustful Whitman, were faggots faggots faggots.  The church had long abandoned its grand artistic homo-flair and had become bourgeois family-meek; it needed to be kicked.  And that so-literary Death was just Platonic philosophy still trying to learn the art of dying – and heading out for those boy infested Isles of the Blest.  Any ethereal fag hag trying to catch a ride would be dropped off somewhere along the way.  The soul can only take so much as it shoots for the Spirit.  Everyone felt they should learn to be sensible about life here and forget that old dark mysticism.  Not me.
 
Let's think back to the beginning.  The desert sun was hot.  The nights were cold.  In the cool evening recesses of scorpion cliffs relief waited.  The curly headed boy with his cowl thrown back played with fire.  And … and that's all there is to it.  Whole religions were set up on his smooth slender chest.  A dusky, musky beauty.  Man learned jealousy and revenge, murder and ecstasy.  He learned the pure necessary movements of empty abstractions.  The sky was broad and gleaming and filled with a cold fire.
 
From there in a mere four thousand years we have advanced to this sordid civilization.  Twisting and turning inside this cramped intellectual space that we have left we cam and crank into the final blast.  Great libraries so heavy they collapse.  No matter, everything we have ever thought can be put on a chip no bigger than your thumbnail.  You could put it on your thumb and someone could suck it out.  Then you and he could take off across the sky looking for a hitchhike pickups to join in the search for that first curly headed boy  - Adonai. 
 
 
 
3137  The material body, in its out-thereness, has a comfortable and respectable distance between it and the mind and a sort of chaste veil shields it from our direct, sullying glance. Abstract ideas, however, have no such veil; their nakedness is shining in the mind and it is our agitation in their presence. 
 
 
 
3138  The goal of the dialectic is to reach the existing thing.  Just as the goal of love's manipulations is to reach and touch that existing thing that is the body of the beloved.  Under the rhythmical movements of the lover's hand, in the dialectical drone of ablation, and the numbness of philosophical nodding, the thing just lies there still.  The numenon is to be had.
 
I manage to get the boy in my room.  I lead him into nodding thought.  He lies down and I begin to caress him.  Strangely he becomes as a dead thing.  Love's body.  He is just a thing there.  Then the object of sexual feelings in me.  And the fright is all around.  Existence out there as an "it" is an unbearable excitement.  It cannot last long.  The boy will soon get up, look at me, and leave.  But he will come back.  Existence is dreadfully alluring.  Philosophy is of the other world.  The existing world right there. 
 
Existentialists were young students who spent all their time in thought and who wanted the thrill of being love's body.  But they saw it as death.  They flirted with death.  They talked quietly and secretly with Meister Eckhart and Dionysus the Areopagite and San Juan de la Cruz.  They conversed with forbidden religious souls.  They worked and worked the dialectic trying to get out of their own heads and out of their pants lying still under the hand of a real man.  Most of them only found a woman who was trying to do the same thing, and they failed. The less than nothing, the neutered place out there, neither he nor she.  That mere thing that they wanted to be, away from mind, eluded them. 
 
 
3139  Because I have known the exigencies of love and the pinch of Being, the destruction lying round about me is greater.  The dance is more violent.  And the breeze blowing down onto this high cliff is the most uncontrollably gentle.  My shivers are a greatly refined delicacy.  Your tooth marks on my shoulder glisten with the digestive perfection of saliva.  I have long since begun to come undone. 
 
That is not the worst of it.  I live among an intellectual class that doesn't get it.  They play with destruction, but they really lie peacefully on constant time and the ever-present breast of matter.  They really do believe in the annihilation that awaits them.  They are happy in that.  I believe in none of it.  I walk the sinking streets of foreign cities.  High unraveling logic blows about in the now rising wind.  I talk to languorous waiters in empty restaurants about the decomposing of the most basic ontological elements.  Philosophy breaks on their faces.  The boy comes hard. 
 
Time is not the substance of the world.  The actuality of fact is itself a long separated out Mood.  Being, the transcendent container of all the existing things, fidgets.  Ontological collapse cannot be adequately described for the newspapers and it has gone largely unreported.  Matter, that long ago discredited thing, is back among the lovers of women.  And Mind, so loved by those who love illusion as the stage on which the great show is taking place, has burnt down.  Finally the book, the anchor off the prow of collegiate power, has sunk.  The center will not hold for anything.  And I know most certainly that it will not for my lovely paragraphs.  Still, everything is as it should be.  Such is love and love's lovers understand.
 
 
 
 
3150  I imagine a pure philosophical scene.  It is for seeing eyes and the receiving touch of breezes on bare skin, only still halcyon movement.  And it is gently filled with twistings in the chest that are what love has become.  It is almost always a classical scene.  Greek and romantic.  Pastoral, but with colonnades.  The geometry of a young man's body perfectly forms itself in the soft sunlight and among the entwining vines.  I have surely seen something similar in the backgrounds of renaissance paintings.  Breathtakingly campy.  The aristocracy of small town Iowa.  I am what I am.
 
Things distinguish themselves from one another perfectly.  All the Forms of Being.  And the Nexus of their unitings.  Number grows irrationally.  Actuality and possibility move in and out of each other.  Complete worlds linger for a breathless moment and then leave.  Kisses and bare shoulders rush into place close to each other.  And vanish.  They hang in eternity. Imperturbably.  I watch.  Boys walk together through the colonnades. 
 
We are the aristocracy of this democratic America.  Smooth thighs move together under the deep green branches far away within the isolated groves.  These lounging useless boys have eyes only for each other.  And their touch onto touch causes unseen waves of ecstasy.  The voyeurs sigh. 
 
Dusty roads and a blue sky that is too brilliant.  Boys from the wide expanses of the high cirrus.    Red bandanas and the blood of jesus float in the air.  Cherubim and seraphim nestle low in the corn.  White legs and arching slide into pure abstraction and the differing minds mingle.  Paperback recountings become brittle and blow away in the wind of what once was and still is somewhere.  Heavy romanticism.  Scouting for boys I used to love to go camping.  Ancient philosophy.
 
 
 
3151  Being is a messy thing.  Writing it down is the lovely chaos of opening night.  To be is to be seen.  I watch myself.  I am.  From out of the glorious darkness lying wet and still on this stage, I get an idea to describe the ontological relation between mathematics and my dreary feelings on a rainy day and I end up describing a boy lost in a train station. I make do.  Words and their attendant ideas float by and I grab and hold until a bouquet is formed for a waiting vase I found while searching for a brick to hold up my bed.  I never found one, but one sometimes falls out of bed when things get too rambunctious and it is then better to be sleeping on the floor anyway.  And since this is theater and everyone is watching, and the brilliance is all about, I must get it up and get it on - I will do my part the best I can.  It's a messy thing.  That is the loveliness of Being. 
 
 
 
3152  The lover and the connoisseur and the man who gets things done.  Because the lover finds his pleasure bathing in the warm sun's rays of the pure Form, he is eventually transformed into a juicy cooked morsel for the gods.  I suppose that may make the gods look a little more kindly upon us and so the lover does have some value.  The connoisseur, however, is a bitter and tough thing.  His distant sun emits only cold rays.  He is unsatisfied and unsatisfying.  Socrates was a connoisseur for whom even Alcibiades, the most wanted boy of Athens, wasn't good enough.  Socrates had the perfection of pure knowledge, which even he knew was a total unknowing.  The grand academic whom our own academics follow ineluctably.  I have always loved Socrates, because I am that.  And now the practical man who actually gets things done.  Unconcerned with the pure Form of the Polis or Eros or Epistemei, ignorant of the imperfections in his understanding or simply not caring about them, he manages and manages quite well, well satisfied with the mediocre.  Without him we are all lost. 
 
 
 
3153  On the tree of life, there sit two birds; one is looking out on the world, the other watches him.  That is the human mind; one is aware of all the things of Being, the other is aware of his watching.  The argument is about whether or not those two are one.  I write and I attentively lay out the subject matter; and I also, however anxiously, attend to the form of my laying out. Content and style.  And the argument rages about whether or not those are two or one. 
 
A lover at times watches the form of his loving.  He wonders if the words and gestures and indications he gives to his beloved are adequate to his love and he inspects himself.  It becomes a ragged thing.  Right then love is lost.  So it is with a leader of the Polis; if he theorizes about politics and becomes consciously self-conscious of all the whys and wherefores his own ability to lead and he tries to explain himself, his actions are led into intraction in the mire of thought.  Another more brash and thoughtless leader takes his place.  A lover and a leader with knowledge are kicked out of the garden of life.  The half aware, half knowing flourish for a time.  I write.
 
When I write I nod off into words and my putting them down.  It is an act full of guilt at my not attending to their correct form.  I should be a better writer and pay attention to the instructions given to me in so many writing manuals.  I know that college freshmen could pick apart everything I dare to express.  They are not impressed.  Still, I know very well that if I did attend well to what I wrote I would write nothing at all.  I spent many years overcoming that debilitation. 
 
 
 
3154  This world is a vicious place where we do vicious things to each other.  A report of the sad consequences of our sins is written on the faces of the poor.  An intelligent person can hardly bare to look and read.  And so some of us, in order to be as gentle as we can with others, retire into a solitude of simple self-sufficiency.  Then there are those who lavishly wallow in the excesses of the world.  Let us compare the two types.
 
We will for a moment leave the gentle woman to her country garden and quiet contemplation of artistic things.  And we will peek in on the life of the opulent.  Here is a man who at work and home spends great amounts of money on food and spectacular entertainment for the pleasure of his friends and clients.  Money flows like good wine.  His kids are well-dressed and well-driven.  Now let's follow just where his money has gone.  We will look inside those establishments where his wishes are tended to.  There we see hundreds of "servants" working from morning to night, day after day.  And those servants are as they always have been – they are the poor.  Yes, they are poor because their pay is so low and they don't have time to educate either themselves or their kids because they are working so long.  We really do vicious things to the poor.  The country gentle lady is aghast.  And she is thankful she has done little to make things worse. 
 
Let's ask the poor what they think of that gentle and moral lady.  No doubt they will look in astonishment at her.  They, after all, have not had the good education she has had.  And they will somewhat resent the fact that she has done nothing to help them and their families.  She has employed no one and they so desperately need work.  She is a pure and nonsensical creature to them.  Her morality is so fine as to be otherworldly.  And she appears a cold thing to them.  In truth, she is that.  The morally pure are a worthless excrescence of a wealthy nation it seems.  I am that.
 
As a people we are gaining more and more knowledge of who and what we are.  It is a frightening thing that we see.  Soon we will retire from being ourselves out of shame.  And the world will end.
 
 
 
3155  A sense of self and a sense of cleanliness are one.  It is the mother's job to create both at the age and time of toilet training.  The child must learn to wipe the filthiness from him.  He will then learn to be his own being.  Cleanliness and a strong sense of self are the highest values of civilized man.  The mother has a tremendous duty placed on her as also the protector of that.  Thus she must fight in her quiet, steady way all those great opposing forces that would undo her work – and they are great and mighty forces indeed.  Let us see what those forces are.
 
What is it in our world that destroys a sense of self?  Is there something unclean about it?  It is certainly true that there are big institutions in this world in which and in the face of which it is very difficult to maintain one's balance.  That vertigo of the self is both threatening and alluring to many a young man.  It is always erotic to feel one's center gently dissolving.  And it is certainly true that, while the external face of these great institutions has the cleanest lines and the stated code of conduct by those within is of the highest standards, it is quickly seen by those working within that uncleanliness rules.  The worker must slap-dash work his way through vast piles backlog.  There is no time for slow, thoughtful, conscientious, and neat labor. Time is money.  Labor costs are high.  A great amount must be done by few or the competition will win.  In the little time off the worker is encouraged to get drunk, get stoned, watch tvand not think much about his not really having a life.  The self is gone and the young men somehow find that thrilling.  There is something erotic about filthiness and the loss of self.  How can a mother win out against that?  Her son has for a time escaped her demands.
 
So the mother encourages her son the buck up and fight like a man.  The son will, she demands, set up a force opposing the force opposing her.  He will organize a pure and clean party of many that will fight for her and the other mothers.  And so the son sets about to protect her, and himself, from the great Ogre.  Two things can happen now.  Either he becomes a ridiculous Don Quixote chivalrously fighting for the fair maiden.  Or he succeeds and he really does set up a great competing institution and the troubles start again for other mothers.  It's a fight for cleanliness and self.  But the sexual lure of filthiness and dissolution of self are strong.  What's a mother to do?  Her own husband is a lazy no-good, a drunken impotent nothing.  Wasn't the son supposed to protector from that also?  He, I suppose, is just the shadowy image of the great institutions.  My own Mother always told me that it is not a sin to be poor, but it is a sin to be dirty.
 
I must also mention the great institutions of the Church, Academia, The United Nations, Political Parties, the Entertainment Industry, Art and Music, Publishing, the News Media etc etc etc….  and, it turns out, the very act of writing that I am here engaged in.  The self gloriously deliquesces into the iridescent swamp.
 
 
 
3156  These writings are, I suppose, logocentric.  Though the certain meaning of that word is not here present with me now.  They are, it seems to me, filled with my voice and my mind and your inner voice and your thinking mind.  And I do have a somewhat stabilized hesitancy in thinking that that may be the meaning.  Of that horrid word.  So abused by those who do not love it.  And the opacity of these writings is also that.
 
They are filled.  Not this, not that, maybe this or again maybe that.  The rhythm that would be meter stops and starts with fits and starts and tarts dot the page with ghostly matter, what's the matter? – slippage.  You know damn well what I mean.  He's sitting right there in that chair, though he should have gone home hours ago. 
 
I have a very present nexus.  And yours is quite nice, too.  There's very little else of substance here.  A few old, overused words sadly relenting before the expected rambunctious arrival of the Logos, the bright-eyed boy of your twisted dreams.  Well-centered.  But you, again, slip right off that bed.  Oooops.  Schoolboy secrets.  Get ready!
 
Because this is prose and not poetry, you may stop and start, pause and run on, over and under, your voice sweetly rising and falling, wherever you please.  But because this is almost-poetry you must not lie there like a bored, never-to-be lover.  You must do the work of positioning yourself in interesting lines of coming together and languid, liquid caesura - release. And please both you and me, with measured timelessness. 
 
The articulation is everything.  Logical quantifiers.  Sentential connectors.  Temporal involuting.  Spatial exvoluting.  Pure form.  The well-formed.  Giving way.  His clothes pile up in your room.  The textured text, Tex.  Syntax.  Oh my reader, don't leave me; I afraid I will fall in love with your absence.  Put your ictus wherever you like.  These heady abstractions make me forget which is yours and which is mine.  The one eternal form has taken us in.
 
 
 
3157  The smooth and graceful form of happy Apollonian beauty in the arms of dithyramb and Dionysian destruction attracts me.  I am the destruction.  He is the lord I become.  A horrible changing of place.  A gleeful accomplishment.  Within the dialectic of reason's core of unreason.  
 
It was a necessary mistake that Nietzsche made.  That separation of Socrates and the essence of tragedy, that ever happy optimism of pure thought and the spirit's passion.  Philosophy is a mistake.  A misstep and a falling.  In love.  Into jealousy's incessant analysis.  Maya.  "Thought without paradox, is like love without passion."  Love without passion is thought without paradox.  Nietzsche was too cool for his own good.  In the end he feared the Dionysian and much as we all do.  But he succumbs.  And I carefully walk around my own delight.  And I think thoughts to myself.
 
 
The ordinary everyday threatens.  God becomes that.  The boy/god is just that.  I am that.  We have fallen far.  To accept that and to find a way to live with that is philosophy now.  The emptying and the humiliation of God.  And me.  The One is now scattered.  On the restaurant floor where the nightboy sweeps.  Tired streetlights and a long way home.  A wild incarnation.  Now entombed in that.  I am thrall to his love.  I help him mop and turn out the lights.
 
 
 
3158  I am a very gentle writer.  My words flow smoothly and they are pellucidly lucid.  The delicate touch is evident.  I smile at the thought of love.  I dance gleefully in the presence of beauty.  The boy gently excites me into words.  I have no objection to any of it.  Still, for all that, this is a Dionysian tearing apart.  This is a horrible crucifixion.  I gorge myself on divine flesh and blood.  The Word and the words have mangled me.  And I doubt anyone will understand this as anything but rhetorical hyperbole.  As manic gloom of thought.  But why should I care?  I'm lost even to myself.  The words have written themselves.  I am forced to admit.
 
Nietzsche, it is now apparent, badly separated Apollonian/Dionysian intuition from Christian/Socratic analysis.    They smash together gloriously ingloriously.  Lovely rhythms in chaos. He was too amazed at the fact that the fact that this world is perfect is not of this world.  This man of Light and Van Gogh's Starry Night longed too much to be understood.  But who am I to talk.
 
Love lifts me up and throws me down.  It gives me Plenty, but it fades to illusion on the impoverished desert of unexquisite pain.  I know; I know nothing.  And in the end Apollo kisses Dionysus sweetly, but maybe too sweetly.  And the boy jesus watches like a voyeur.  Self-abuse abounds.  Molestation immolation, crass castration, in an old gas station, on a far away and lonely road, to the Nowhere of ecstasy.  Enchanting stuff. 
 
 
 
3159  True philosophical speaking and writing, like all words of seduction, begin casually, more than conversationally.  Disarmingly light.  Too light.  Mezmerizingly nothing at all.  Or nothing much.  An invitation to play.  To the play of thought.
 
This is territory into which the academic writer will not venture, is forbidden to adventurously peek.  Loss of control is so very controlled.  But it's such a slight thing.  And the dithyramb of the heaving spirit is soon gone.
 
Seduction, though so excruciatingly seductive, is destruction.  I too am wary.  I walk the narrowest paths.  In the in-between I leave the beloved hanging, wondering if anything has or will take place in that almost no-place.  He is then being taken.  The rapture is less than the soft down of cheek.  The twilight captured cheek.  The velvety rose.  The beloved of my nights and gales.  The storm flags are up!  I deliquesce and his odor wafts to a far wakefulness. 
 
 
 
3160  The dialectic of ontological analysis has, of course, that is to say, as it runs its course, a form.  A right handsome form.  Timed and rimed, brimming over, shot through, with back-turning whisperings.  Rhythm.  Or else there is no understanding to be had of it.  It moves in and out of itself.  Smoothly deliberately surprisingly.  He is with Himself.  Neither you nor I have a say in the matter.  Just That.
 
Stretched out beside this god in lateral alliteration and assonance, Oh nanciboy, and your voracious assimilation like military maneuvers moving in, I come to know a thing or two, and … enough!  Dialectic is only somewhat so contrived.  But the attack and the erotics are there.  When there comes to be a there there.  A perfect fit.  With wit.  To throw. 
 
 Dialectics is maddeningly tight.  And, like paradox, may vanish. 
 
 
 
3161  I write with style because Being displays itself with exquisite style to us and we must be that.  I answer style with style.  I climb over the stile of logic to seek Him out.  And in that far secret grove, at last, he does not allow the hesitation and dallying of ordinary conversation.  No sloven inattention.  Tuck in your shirt, smooth down your crease, grease back your hair in the brilliance of the moonlight.  Tight envelopings.  Close fitting revelations.  Until the string is drawn and it all drops off into oblivion.  There will be no other answering. 
 
To write with such an exaggerated stylus as I is to preclude the longed for response.  The corral is bolted shut, close in, the words are stymied, until Indra strikes with his vajra and the place of There is there.  I wait for the other to speak with the agitated stylus eye.  ++++++
 
 
 
3162  This is rhythmical prose.  Excessively so.  I was forced into it by love.  It is a laying out of the form of Being.  And I am laid out alongside it.  It is an exasperating thing.  I am pushed down and pushed down.  And drawn out.  The words come when they will.  As they will.  Even against my will. 
 
This is the romance of Platonism.  The rose through the prism of analysis.  The cut of contemplative dying and rising.  Up.  He's up and dancing.  And we are his theoretical watchers. Slain through.
 
The one thing, ever the one thing.  Again and again and again the one thing.  The many swirl and swirl and swirl into the one thing.  I turn.  Over.  And catch myself.  Up.  The instant. Before I fall out of bed. 
 
The end comes right at the end.  And in time the cadence falls away, full stop. 
 
 
 
I turn and catch myself the instant before it's too late and I fall in love again, gently, in place.  And the anti-romanticists puke.  Read on!  I am undoing the undoing. 
 
 
 
3163  I mentioned to a casual acquaintance of mine that I wasn't into food, and she said that she was surprised that such a sensualist as I would say that.  And I was surprised that she called me a sensualist.  I quickly realized I shouldn't have been.  I had recently given her writings that strongly indicated that I was.  I thought my words had been misinterpreted. Nevertheless, I queried myself to find out.  Am I a sensualist? 
 
I strongly dislike being called a sensualist, but for all that I do like, I am in love with, the fiery sensa of love's body.  And I really do like food.  It is something else I so vehemently react against.  I have worked much of my life around food preparation and food connoisseurs.  People who are into food.  It was easy money.  I always disliked it.  And I never thought the food was very good.  Why they raved on and on about every little thing concerning it was a mystery to me.  I hated the talk.  I think that it was that talk talk talk that got me.
 
To be intimate with the pleasure of sensa is one thing.  To talk about it afterwards is another.  And there is one more aspect of the whole situation that unnerves me.  The endless preparation and cleaning up.  If I am in a kitchen, whether of a great restaurant or a simple home, and I am immersed in the busyness and the chatter and the excitement of getting it all ready, not only the food but the lay out and the clothes to be worn and a thousand other considerations to consider – then I long so very longingly to escape.  I hate the scene.  But if I do shunt that all aside and concentrate on the final taste of the prepared, I do like it, sometimes immensely.  Forget the connoisseur talk, forget the chatter and the busy excitement of preparation, forget the conviviality and the loving togetherness, go to the one isolated sensum itself – then, in the presence of that, I am a sensualist.  Later I do not want to talk about how great it was  - and just how was that prepared anyway?  And wasn't that a lovely plate it was served on and what wine do you think would go well with it and what was that subtle, slightly fruity taste and what temperature was the sauce cooked at and would you hand me that paring knife and on and on and on … .  I want the one simple taste, nothing more.  I don't want to BE a chatty sensual-IST. 
 
Why is it that the ambience of the food act is so attractive to many?  Addis says that music is appealing because it seems to fill the space and thus seems to escape space into pure time.  So it is with the general hub-bud of dinner.  The busyness is everywhere … and nowhere.  The confines of the particular is overcome.  A great complexity has taken over.  Talk talk talk, timeless placeless talk.  The very Abstract is in the kitchen.  Getting dinner ready has become a Metaphysical thing.  The mind wafts away on the savory air of food-talk - and how are the kids doing?  Everything is in a perfect state of magnificent Becoming.  It is always so disappointing to me that the final prepared thing is so very minimal.  And the exaggeration of it in peoples' words later is so false. 
 
Which brings me to the act of writing.  And its twin, reading.  And philosophical dialogue.  All of that so easily degenerates into endless chatter.  The casual conversational style is so common today in our universities.  In academic writing.  In college town cafès.  A great decadence seeps into our days.  Into our heads at night.
 
I have consciously and assiduously tried to rid my writings of the conversational style.  And yet here I am conversing with you, dear reader, so gently.  As I often have.  I think, though, that that is a misunderstanding of what is happening here.  Some conversation is false, or rather it is too disarmingly, and paradoxically threateningly, conversational; it is an attempt to bring on the numbness that begins the act of seduction.  Is that the secret meaning of the mind-numbing act of dinner? 
 
 
 
3164  The human being at its core is a beautifully strange and cruel thing.  The modern act of trying to make it gentle and pleasingly considerate of itself will fail.  Transcendent nonhuman, inhuman, beings threaten and make us be what we are.  And the modern mind wants to crush any talk of such things.  I have become ridiculous in my even mentioning such matters.  Man wants to be alone to nurse his pain.
 
 
 
3165  Parties are made for talk.  Human beings talk talk talk.  They are thus the most destructive of the very destructive.  Love and music and even food are talk, just talk.  Philosophy, the lovely god of the philo-logos, is made to lie down in talk, in our taking about him.  Philosophy is gossip.  He is finally ignored altogether.  And he leaves, but no one notices.  Politics is talk.  Physics is talk.  War is talk.  Birth and death are talk.  Art is talk.  Commerce is the talk talk talk of advertising.  We are drowning in this ocean of talk.  Life is a party.  Our cruise ship is sinking. 
 
 
 
3166  I came to Iowa City to study philosophy, but I found not the silent walking of lovers contemplating Being, as I had known along the Volga in Fayette county, but bar-talk.  I found party time conversation.  I never found any philosophy about.  So I took to walking along again in the nearby woods and I left school.  That casual sleepy conversational mood has continued to seep into the books and dissertations and lectures that would be philosophy.  The excitement is not there, except for bar-time conviviality.  Still, didn't wine flow freely, even excessively, in Athens?  Didn't Nietzsche, maybe rightly, accuse Socrates of leading the others into a light-minded, destructive rationalism?  Weren't the cafès of Paris just the brooding place of so much I enjoy reading?  How is conversation the death of philosophy?  Why did I run from it?  Why do I throw a spanner into its workings even now?
 
Conversation is the final resting place of nominalism.  The flesh, its eating and loving and working at meaningless jobs, is finally a thing to be discussed in pleasant get-togethers. Life comes to no more than that for most.  For those without the transcendent vision.  A vision to be discussed and thus dismissed so easily as an old thing to smile at.  The conversationalists are beyond all that now.  They are beyond everything.  Pure spirits flitting about the bar.  Binge beings. 
 
But who am I to talk?  I write it all down.  And I'm up one more time.  I flit among drunken angels.  Word whispers.  What did he just say?  Is love at hand?  Talk to me.  Is this the Reality of which Iowa City bars were the dim shadow?  Was the conviviality merely not vivid enough for me?  Was it the presence of women that brought me down and made me run?  Were they there because the conversation was lacking in the rhythm of language, a lover with whom the boys could dance alone?
 
 
 
3167  Who is this boy Jesus that has permitted himself to be in my words for you to read?  Reading Harold Bloom, I have been made to wonder if he the Gnostic Anthropos.  Neither male nor female, pure uncreated light.  An attractive thought.  A pretty conceit.  Why not?  He is that one alone with whom I am alone.  So American, I gather, of a sorts.  And in whom creation and the fall are undone.  Everything is prior of birth, in the unborn.  Very Gnostic.  And, I cannot deny it, elitist and excessively intellectual.  I read. 
 
I watch.  And I wait.  And I pass by. 
 
But, of course, I am not that; I read and I write and I try to make you see what I see.
 
And you know very well that I am not that either.  Or rather, I am, but I am only biding my time until I'm out of here and I will have become what he made of me.  I have had little part in what I am.  I endure having to be a part of God.  I am finally blinding light. 
 
 
 
3168  It is said by most leaders of the great religions that certain acts have no proper place here, that they are not part of the divine ordering for this place, even that they are forbidden by God in this earthly world.  As for homosexuality of any kind, they may be right.  I think no one would doubt that it has a very difficult time of it here.  And many would agree that it is disruptive to the great social order.  But is it necessarily so?  Let's assume for a moment that it is, as I, in fact, think it may be. 
 
Other worlds exist.  Different orderings prevail elsewhere.  Could it be that the disturbing presence here of this strange love is a prefiguring of another place?  Why not?  What is forbidden here is perhaps de rigueur there.  Philosophically and historically, homosexual love has been otherworldly.  It does seem to me that many things today indicate a coming in of another way.  The breach between worlds may be about to close. 
 
In other words, morality is localized.  There are many Muslim writers who have divined from the Koran that in Paradise wine and boys are permitted, though not here.  This earth may not have long to last and we will find ourselves somewhere else.  The shadows and outlines of that place are even now forming.  And this place will burn up.
 
There is no logic in this speculation that necessitates such a reversal.  In fact, it seems to me that there are worlds of worlds each with its own manner of being and . 
 
 
 
3169  When one group forces its will on another that is called imperialism.  That group, through some kind of force, an army or otherwise, demands that its ways becomes the ways of all the others.  Thus there is a leveling and a standardization, which, in turn, is the essence of technology. 
 
It is said that the difference between a language and a dialect is that a language is a dialect supported by an army.  The value of having one dominant language is that communication between different ethnic groups then becomes possible and the advantages of commerce can be had.  We, of course, need to understand the word "language" in the broad sense of the word.  A language is any system of signs with a semantics and a syntax.  Thus clothes are a language.  Each article of wear has a meaning and is coordinated with other articles in a syntactical arrangement.  A tie and T-shirt don't syntactically and semantically match in the common prose of clothes.  In fact if they are put together, they "make a poetic statement".  Still, tie and T-shirt do belong to the standard, dominant language of clothes.  Ethnic clothing doesn't.  It is the same with world standards in music; some forms have become dominate.  Rock music, rap, European classical and certain other western forms are now world forms.  Ethnic folk music is not.  Today the great battles for dominance are raging in computer programming and the setting of protocols.  In fact in all fields of technology, from banking to baking, from headgear to footwear, one group or another is trying to be dominant, to set the international standard, to make others speak their language.
 
The advantages of this standardization and leveling are obvious, as are the disadvantages.  In fact, some righteously say that they are more than disadvantages - they are great evils.  When ethnic diversity is destroyed for the sake of the material gain that technology brings, then we all become spiritually poorer, they say.  And there is no doubt in anybody's mind that technological standardization destroys local cultural forms, all of which were built on an unlevel, caste, class, hierarchical model.  Especially the family, with its distinction between dominant male and submissive female, is under attack.  The family may be the last hold out in the face of the standardized leveling forces of technology.  The question is Who should win?  Should those old, pre-technological forms be destroyed?  Or could we, maybe, have a two-level world – a technological "upper" dominant level and a "lower" traditional, ethnic level?  Do we, in fact, need a common standardized interface between component parts?  Do we really need to program the world in an Object Oriented fashion so that parts are transportable and interchangeable?  Do we really need to take the Fast Food Nation as our model?  Do we need one protocol so the entire world can communicate with itself down to its minutest parts?  Is there no escape from the Unified System?  Who will win the right of design?
 
World bodies which set protocol in all the world's languages, from music and clothes to electronics and sex toys, are the ministries of empire today.  Fortunately for me, I speak English, the greatest instrument of empire ever.  I can go the world over and teach the locals to use this impressive mechanism of imperial dominance and get good cash for doing so. Unfortunately I know little of the other great technological "languages" of banking and electronics and fashion and food.  And I most certainly don't know the international language of sport and fitness.  My goodness, even desert boys know more about the international semantics and syntax of hairstyles, sunglasses and motorcycles than I.  Though I come from the dominant culture that set the standard, I seem not to have paid attention.  In most aspects of life, I can't speak the language.  I am protocol challenged. 
 
America is still the most standardized, leveled out place on the planet; though other counties are catching up fast.  The de-spiritualizing effect of our technological way of life is becoming harder and harder to resist.  Insurgencies will all give way as they too become enchanted with the internet and cell phones.  Even now, Bin Laden is more of a rock star than old-fashioned George W.  And those boys protesting America look so pretty standing up there in their clean and pressed T-shirt and blue jeans.  I just know they preened in front of a mirror for hours. As the rest of the world cozies up to the pizzazz of technology, only the old country folk of America will resist.  Americans will become the insurgents wanting to maintain the traditional ways. 
 
Using the word language in the broad sense, we can say that imperialism is the overcoming of language differences by means of one dominant language.  In its totalitarian standardization there will be one language in every semantical, syntactical system, right down to the way you cut your toenails.  You will be able to go anywhere in the world and be completely understood in everything you do and say.  One sign that the end is near is that the corporate world has co-opted ethnicity.  I don't care; I never really liked "ethnic" things.  I am comfortable in the Platonic heaven of Universal Forms.  Slick, de-personalized, air-brushed pornography turns me on.  With Andy Warhol, I can say, "I want to be a machine."  A slick, stylized machine - designed, of course, according to high quality, international standards.  Then I can be that walking image of the Eternal Forms of Mathematical Perfection. Transportable and interchangeable. 
 
Are we Americans going to let the banks of Berlin or Tokyo or (God forbid) Bombay set the standard for the type of bookkeeping procedures that are encoded in Microsoft Excel – I don't think so!  Are we going to let France control world music or Russia control clothes or let China control TV comedy – No, only we are competent.  OK, we will let the Italians design a few things; they have a flair for cars and shoes and things like that.  And the Arabs design good looking terrorist gear and haircuts, but we have better zoom-in shots of the action.  They wail better, but we throw better righteous fits.  And we are certainly the masters of propagandistic manipulation from any political point of view you care to pay for.  The Chinese, without doubt, are better than anyone else at just ignoring the rest of the world.  We are best at meddling.  Still, for all that, I fear America is about to be overtaken by World Culture.  The technological, standardized form, which we championed, will pass us by.  Who knows, maybe we will be watching TV from China and listening to music from France.  Who will dominate?
 
 
 
3170  As technological standardization levels the world, we will come more and more to see that this is the destruction so beautifully and fearfully poeticized by Isaiah.   The fire of intellect is a pure destruction.  More pure than the driven snow.  More deadly than the far cold winds of Montana and the loneliness of its unenchanted night.   Of course, now we have cell phones with global positioning coordinates and no one is cold and lonely for long.  The beautiful and fearful poetry of life is gone.  An empty destruction.  Hyper-destruction.  The end of the end of things.  Immortality is at hand. 
 
We are mathematical beings.  We thus share in the nowhere and everywhere that is the mathematical.  Never and always combine to make us an absent transcendence present.  The One become the many, just the One. 
 
I cannot write like Isaiah, nor like Homer or Shakespeare.  The grandness of their words, the high art, the Incandescence of Being, is gone and there is nothing left for my words to capture. I am left only with the laughter and the silliness of the Dialectic.  A boy's toy.  The boy himself playing with himself.  A pure ravishment of desire.  Cock and thigh and candied pixilated lips.  Ho Anthropos.  The uncreated from the Uncreated.  Agni flits and flirts.  The destruction is massive.  Everything will be burned away.  Soon.  Come, Lord Jesus, smooth cheeked, narrowed waisted boy.  Let me eat and drink your sweet charism.  I yearn for induction. 
 
 
 
3171  Kant executed a Copernican Revolution in philosophy by taking time and space out of the world and placing them in the mind as forms of consciousness.  Deconstruct and reconstruct – that is the method of all of philosophy.  And science.  And art.  And love's seduction.  Slight of hand.  A smooth approach to the real.  Something's not quite right!  Something, in fact, may be very wrong here!
 
We are far beyond good and evil in this most serious of games.  We are at the essence of what we are.  Confusion roils - then Insight and new worlds begin to build themselves from out of themselves.  We are the place of the Event.  Dasein!  Or something like that.  It's elementary Nietzsche and Heidegger.  True beyond truth. 
 
 
 
3172  Philosophy stands in the trenches right outside the heaven of the Primal Simple Things and watches a world being constructed.  That is the wretched temple of contemplation.  That's all the great history of philosophy has ever been.  When the vision comes the watchers are divided, those who stay and rejoice at the strange Beauty present from those who run from the madness of love it brings.  The self dissolves.  Whether that is a good or an evil is too urgent a question for debate.  One yields or one fights the oncoming vertigo. 
 
Surely in this phantasmagoria, in the shops we have built outside the temple, marvelous and dangerous things can by bought with the nugget of sanity that you have.  Hoping to avoid the monster at the center of Being, the Being of the beings that are our world, you may want to come only part way down the road toward this place of the image of complete analysis, of that place where there is the final taking apart, where the godhead hovers in the dark places of pure difference. 
 
 
 
3173  That philosophical thoughts intend philosophical facts cannot be accounted for by appealing to the same ontological elements that account for ordinary thoughts and ordinary facts. They also cannot be said to be nothing at all, as the positivists tried do.  And they can no longer be ignored as simply meta-this or meta-that.  Still, the positivists did have a point, it seems to me.  Philosophy is a mad otherworldly thing.  Its statements really are absurd and they point to nothing here, at all.
 
If I insist that universals exist, and I have a mystical vision of such, then I am assuredly not then with the ordinary things of the world.  If I tell you that a nexus subsists between particular and universal, then I am trying to drag you into my vision.  The imagination goes wild.  Bad dreams come.  You arrive at your wit's end.
 
To account for the world, you must leave the world.  Ordinary things, i.e. the world, are not themselves ontologically identical with the things that ground them.  Or if they are, that "identity" is another strange ontological thing. 
 
Philosophers must take that view of the world that is God's view, but that strikes almost all of them as absurd.  And so it is, but that what it is.  Even more, the stepping back from it all that they aspire to is of God beyond God.  Or are those who really can think the far things of Being as few as Nietzsche says?
 
It's all pretty funny stuff, don't you think?
 
 
 
3174  Hamlet deconstructs into never having been.  More than any other character in history he dies into absolute death, except that he never lived.  Hamlet, in his intense theatricality, was a creation of Shakespeare and his actors, - and of himself - indeed all those associated with the theater, including the audience and readers of the play.  Even I, one who has never seriously read the play, am of that number.  We are all Hamlet.  He deconstructs into us, and we into him.  And insofar as we are that, we share in his total annihilation, backwards and forwards in time.  That makes us all transcendental beings – of a sort.  The thinking-it-through is complicated with complications.
 
Scholars of literature are that.  They have no life except that, and that never really was.  Mirrors reflecting only mirrors.  And what about philosophy and philosophers?  Is philosophy only what philosophers do, and are philosophers only what philosophy is?
 
I suppose all of life falls into this tortured self-reflecting.  Sex and love are only literary creations, after a fashion.  But then literature is also a transcendentally real thing, I insist.  The unity is too tight and the dissolution too complete.  Thought breaks open into Being and Being breaks open into thought.  A mirror is too much for a mirror to mirror. 
 
Yes, we are that.  The important thing to remember is that it is all so very real.  We are gods.  We are transcendental beings.  Our annihilation is only to this world, which never really was anyway.  Or never was well.  Philosophically speaking.
 
 
 
3175  Face to face with Nature man becomes an impotent, effeminate thing.  Or such is the worry that man has been struggling with for the last few millennia.  Must man, a man, always bend to the unfreedom of the laws of nature?  Is everything, absolutely every aspect of his physical, psychological, social and economic life to be determined in advance by what must be? By the overarching form of what is?  Is there no room for the free man to be as he wishes, to feel the augmentation of his own will to power?  Do one's desires necessarily come to nothing? Is great desire a great calamity?
 
Prior to Galileo there was hope for the free man.  Prior to the establishment, or was it the discovery, of Nature's Laws, the individual thing, be it a mossy stone or Archangel, did as it desired.  Then no one had any notion of a system of constraints that predetermined the course of a thing's behavior.  Rocks fell because they desired to return to their proper place and each fell as its own internal desire or virtue dictated.  The individual had no law outside itself.  This especially suited the Christian mind, which saw itself as overcoming the Jewish Law in favor of personal, spiritual love.  The Church was built out of robust, willful individuals who felt unfettered by law, who wanted the soul to soar.  Galileo foreshadowed the end of all that.  The world would soon come to be under the sway of scientific laws.  Perhaps the Powers in the Church sensed it and hounded him to give up.  Even today the greatly weakened Church sees itself as fighting for individual freedom in the face of scientific control.  The Church will even accept the evils of personal freedom, fascism, rather than give in to any binding Law of Matter, its old nemesis.  It searches for an escape from that old goddess.  It wants to find a place where the soul is free of constraint.  Perhaps another world away from this prison house of a place.  In the meantime it will grudgingly consent to Nature's binding control.  It will even lay out just what natural law is for the proper continuation of the species, but it hopes for a better, freer place where we will be as the angels, unencumbered by the demands of race and family ties.  The great demand of Nature, the Will of blood and flesh, forcing us all to procreate well will be overcome.  We now see more and more that we are under the dominion of yet another, newly discovered, scientific law.  Our impotence grows.  The great individuals with a strong will to power are long gone.  Our "mighty" political leaders are pushed around by little things.  The aesthete who loves high displays of power (always the mixing of the benign and malign) finds nothing to please him.  Even the mighty American military has been brought low in Iraq.  Where is our Napoleon, our Caesar, our Alexander, someone we can love?  Where is there a Pope Julius who can plunder Europe to finance yet another Renaissance?  Where is the magnificent beauty? 
 
The Will to Power of the great individual falls before the effeminate rule of law.
 
 
 
3176  My first love was mathematics.  I loved the feel of pulling a conclusion into place from out of the axioms.  And I have ever been so ecstatically thrilled when I have, after long effort, brought a theory of science into understanding.  The work and the exertion of thought leading to the final moment was always for me an orgy of delight.  Nothing has changed.  Just yesterday I thought I had finally understood something about Hamlet and I beamed all over with joy.
 
For me mathematics was Will to Power.  I conquered the darkness of concealment.  In the fire of my endeavor I brought down the Flash of Insight. 
 
 
 
3177  I watch an old woman pray quietly for her loved ones.  Worry fills her.  She is powerless except for the god she has.  I know perfectly that she is no less than the greatest of history.  I think of kings and emperors, of genius that inspires the renowned, of exquisite lovers and iron willed saints of the majestic church, and I can see that she is all that.  Her spirit towers. 
 
The Will to Power that belongs to the great worldly masters of our love is certainly a thing in us too.  Just as they, we possess the greatest good and the depths of evil within our own soul. Nothing that has ever been done by man has not already been carried to fruition in what we are right now.  Self-reliance is the one true way to knowledge of all that we are.  We are more than we appear to be. 
 
She commands the god she serves.  But what about the ordinary, middle class businessman.  A writer cannot invoke philosophical irony so easily with him.  The ordinary thing always seems to escape the dialectic.  I have trouble imagining him quietly pray for his loved ones.  He obviously might, but my imagination is almost too poetic to think it.  Is he secretly a towering spirit?  I must say, yes.  Perhaps, because he asks from us more faith in him and less poetic imagining, he may be Kierkegaard's Knight of Faith.  The dialectic becomes difficult and I want to save my attempt at it for another, more energetic, time.
 
 
 
3178  We have a crisis in creativity.  One symptom of it is that we don't feel the urgency of the crisis.  Should I say it is a crisis of crisis?  We have become a terribly dull-witted people.  I want to emphasize the terror of it.  Received truths are never challenged.  We are Nietzsche's pietistic Germans.  Let me give some examples.
 
First, some familiar examples of what creativity is.  Let us say it is a reconstruction of the already constructed.  You are sitting on a bus and it begins to move forward.  Reconstruction – you aren't moving at all, the bus next to you is moving backwards.  Such an easy idea.  It will be my main idea.  Obviously, if this act of reconstruction is carried far, vertigo and confusion may set in.  The timid and the already unbalanced should maybe stay away.  
 
Copernicus, and others once had the idea that the sun didn't move around the earth, but the earth around the sun.  Einstein had the idea that gravity wasn't needed to pull objects from their straight projectory, simply curve the space and let them move straight on unhindered.  Our science is replete with such examples of reconstruction.  Reconstruction is science.  But it is unsettling and the dull-witted have gotten used to things as they are.  They fear that we will enter not a gravity-free zone, but an Einsteinian elevator, gravity-filled zone where we are all falling together – about to crash!  Nothing about creative reconstruction is sure.  Being unsure is the most troubling thing for us.
 
So, should we reconstruct our world just for the fun of it?  If there is a point to it other than fun, should we be trying to get the constructing just right, according to truth, more or less - and then stop?  I think it is the former. 
 
Take the common description of the Middle Ages as not empirically minded, but as always bending to authority.  That is received truth.  Obviously if that authority is ever unchanging in its construction of truth, it is uncreative.  Let us reconstruct and say that the Middle Ages was very empirically minded and always mindful of the capricious force of the individual other. It would be empirical in that it carefully and intently looked toward what that authoritative other willed.  God, having an arbitrary Will, created a world of individuals that were likewise. It was up to each thing, human or rock, to gather up as much individual power as it could to force its way onto the stage of life.  This was not the rule of law, but of will.  A created thing is an accruing of power.  The word "authority", it seems, must also be reconstructed.  Today it usually means the unchanging dictates of an institution, not a growing as the root *aug would indicate.  The Middle Ages saw every individual thing, angelic or purely material, as an increasing or decreasing of power.  That was the only rule.  The Will to Power.
 
The modern world began when each individual thing had to come to submit to an overarching law.  Individual power was to be seen as evil, and he/it should/must consent to being shoved around.  I am of course always speaking, not only of human beings, but of each and every thing that exists, from quarks to galaxies, from nematodes to nuclear scientists.  All things bend to the System, the tortured form of the Spatial-temporal Continuum, the laws of economics, the meteorological need for rain – or whatever the perceived, one almighty power is this month.  Individual, unruly Will to power is out; the System is in.  A God of Will and Might is out, along with any humans who would be little gods; and the System is in.  Empirical looking is out; being consistent with the System is in.  Truth is a fitting in.
 
Creativity is an increasing.  It is the feel of increasing personal power.  By self-willed individuals outside the System.  Inconvenient things for the System.  The paradox is that it was creative reconstructing that brought us to this impasse. 
 
Now then, the wit of the reader must enter.  I have reconstructed, but I have not, thereby and obviously, come up with definitive truth.  Of course not.  That would be the end of creativity. I have, in fact, found myself deconstructed by paradox.  Therefore, what I have said must, perhaps for the sheer fun of it, be taken apart and put back together differently.  I await the show.  I love this show.  "Thought without paradox is like love without passion." 
 
The dialectic of truth and creativity is long and laborious.  Their dancing together far into the intellectual night is ragged and tiring.  I'm sure scholars and would-be scholars could tell me all about the meaning of the word "empirical" as it applies to the Middle Ages and its science.  I'm sure I could learn a lot.  I'm sure I would enjoy it.  But it's useless for what I am about. The truth of the matter is somewhat irrelevant for this act of creativity.  Or its decline.  But then again only somewhat.
 
 
 
3179  Benedict XVI has called homosexuality an "intrinsic moral evil".  I take it that he is speaking as a nominalistic Thomist condemning Platonism.  Throughout the history of the church, such talk has been reserved, for the most part, for those engaged in these high spiritual battles.  Mere sensualists are hardly taken notice of.  If we use Sartre's definition of evil as "the systematic substitution of the abstract for the concrete" I think we can begin to see the connection.  Platonists, ever dreaming of the far away Isles of the Blest, have missed the solid facts rights in front of their eyes.  They have failed scientific empiricism, and fallen for wisps of abstraction.  They have abandoned our natural material home for the vertigo of the blue sky. They have not been faithful to the maiden of the family hearth.  They have taken off with the ridiculous angelic beauty of boys.  And because they have tried to fly where there is no air, they have fallen into a very decadent sensuality, beyond the mere.  They need to get back to a sensible, down-to-earth Aristotelianism.  They need to learn moderation.  Platonism is the extremism of the spirit that precedes the fall.  I am a Platonist of the worst sort.  I and Benedict are at odds, but at least we're playing out our parts on the same great stage.  He was such a cute young priest; perhaps he has some knowledge of this he might share.
 
 
 
3180  The Church - protestant, catholic, orthodox, whatever - is today, as I imagine it always has been, for the great majority of people, definitely not a place for high philosophy.  Nor should it be.  Philosophy has always been for the happy few.  Those desert Fathers who had Platonic Visions of emanating intelligences did not speak for the great number of other believers at home in the cities.  Nonetheless, there is something about Platonism that describes the mind of many of the most everyday of homosexual believers.  I am, of course, not going to lay out right here exactly what that is; I have written a very long book about just that.  I simply want to say that the Church, in condemning homosexuality, is not speaking about homosexuality at all, except as the homosexual is the image of Platonism.  This is a theological battle.  It seems to me, it is a really attacking the very idea of otherworldly, transcendent Forms.  Those world-destroying things do not fit in the everyday.  The homosexual knows all about their terrible beauty.  The homosexual is a Platonist by virtue of his having had to contend with Power and Fire.  He knows intimately the drawing together into that One Thing.  The Church, for its heterosexual believer, has, instead, wanted to present a homely vision of mother and child; and no one can argue with its wanting to do that.  Unfortunately it has felt it had to erase any trace of that other Vision.  Perhaps it really has had to.  That Vision is too intense for all except for those to whom it is intended.  What can I say?  The martyrdom of secret love is a hard life.  Still, love is love and love is also sweet.   
 
 
 
3181  These are the writings of a devout Christian man.  These are meditations from out of the tradition, but this part of the tradition has been all but lost in this age when theology is mediated by journalists.  In these writings Jesus is the Beloved, an intimacy with no appropriate place in the commercial thing that tries to be concerned public debate.  The intimate nexus of lover and beloved has given way, in the media, to the respectful distance of thankfulness and care.  Jesus has become older brother, perfect adviser, powerful supporter, concerned and attentive physician, always, of course, deferring to our freedom of choice.  A dignified distance is maintained.  He is not lover.  He is reported to move us with his goodness, not his beauty.  Such a view has taken over powerfully.  It, I suppose, was always there, but now intrusive surveillance has made it necessary.  Or am I just being paranoid?  Can Christianity still be the romance of lover and a divine Beloved, even unto sexual closeness?  We will see.  I have written such a thing.  I am not the first to do so.  Surely it can still be.
 
 
 
3182  Beauty is just beauty and it announces itself as beauty when it appears before our mind's eye.  Of course, hardly anyone today believes that, but I do.  They want to reduce that unsettling idea, and the great Thing it is of, to something more comfortable.  They want to intellectualize it away.  They find it disturbing and ghastly and therefore it must be made wrong.  All forms of intellectual reductionism come from a nervousness and a wanting to be left alone.  Still, it seems to me that beauty is just beauty and it announces itself as beauty when it appears before our mind's eye.
 
I think the same about Love and Mind and even Number and all the Forms of geometry.  Striking things, each from out of only itself.  Each the ungrounded ground of what and that it is. The uncaused cause.  Numinous and lordly.  The reason of reason.  What else is the meaning of A is A?  To say that our minds break down into those holy things is to speak the obvious. These whisperings shatter the self.  And the Plenum rises up.
 
 
 
3183  The act of writing and the act of reading are both forceful acts.  And they must be as passive as they are forceful.  The words come.  The boy comes to your room.  You must let them come and you must receive them as they are, gently letting them lie on the bed of your mind.  That letting be is the most difficult.  On the white and creaseless sheets of your mind. Tightly drawn.  Near the open and windy windows of your senses.  Where the curtains begin to flutter.
 
The fire rises in you.  You must read and write the boy.  You manipulate the words.  The sentences must fit together well.  The long sentences must be well divided into the phrases of breathing.  The words must resonate in each other.  The empty pauses must create the Plenum.  The fire flares up.  The forge and the hammer and the precise and delicate beating beatingbeating into shape, and the tempering plunge into cold water.  Such rough handlings for such frail things.  Things of the spirit. 
 
In the Fire, in the forge, in the spinning cyclotron, the elementary pieces become visible and fly apart into Being.  In the hyper-fiery Act of Being the pieces forge and the great complex strings of a world appear, the great text to be glowing read by Theopoi.  You are that.  The analysis, the synthesis; the loosening, the compressing together; the depression, the mark.  The very gentle and the tight force into the well-formed. 
 
The fire in the gaze.  The fire in your hand manipulating.  The fire in the forcing apart.  The fiery fire in the uniting It into the informing form.  The writing, the reading, the exquisite love making.  Hephaestus forges Alexander.
 
My reader, to only search for meaning and for a unity to meaning in these words would be a mistake.  You must also find the flowing unity of breath and its pause and spacing; you must give the proper rise and fall to the analytic fire of your own breathing as you read these airy sentences.  The rythmos runs through them.  In the Act of thought you are the Unity beyond the riveted unity of nexus in external fact.  You ride the agile flames easily.  
 
 
 
3184  Thinkers today generally like to think of themselves as the calm and clear-eyed, youthful beloveds and not as ravaged and anguished, aging lovers.  They possess and display theSophos; not the shamefulness of mere philo-sophos.  They are objective and transcendent; they ride above the turmoil like rich tourists observing compassionately the woefully irrational poor in their emotional slums.  I live in that slum with the tortured rags that dare to call themselves human; I sleep on their dirt floors with the vermin, and I eat their stale and polluted food merely so I can touch and taste and become that flesh of flesh that so attractively and beautifully lives there.  I am passionate with their passion.  The think their twisted logic and I love with their wretched love.  I have become untouchable to the practitioners of the pure and chaste Scientific Method.
 
I have lived overseas in the cheapest hotels, in noisy apartments along narrow and dank walkways.  I know the congestion of the spirit that accrues and the slender waist.  I have not tried to keep the veil of purity between it and me. 
 
I have looked through dark doorways to find God.  He was always easy to find.  It never searched long.  I also found his passion.  And I immersed myself in it.  I wallowed in it.  I became the elemental stuff of the world.  I became the acidic taste on the back of a boy's neck.  And his hand relighting his kerosene fire.  I became his lost look. And his waiting.  I suffered the nearly hopeless days.  I slept with him and felt him push against me.  I fell on hard rocks.  The rain makes everything damp.  Motions and emotions swirl in the paradoxes of the spirit.  I am far into hyper-intellectualism.  Beyond nirvana in the far Transcendence of returning desire. 
 
 
 
3185  The essence of writing is the suspended breath between the beginning of the sentence and the end.  And the exhaling.  It is the directedness and the goal.  And the sudden arrival.  It is that very still, that very abstract form, shimmering in non-particularity, uncertain and sure.  We wait to be where we are.  Ever syntactically placed beside ourselves.  And there are the words enveloping us in their need for nexus.  Breathless wanderings.  Because his breath has fallen so close on the back of that exposed neck.
 
 
 
3186  Sartre writes, "Evil is the systematic substitution of the abstract for the concrete."  I think with that he is referring to those times in life when we find ourselves growing nervous and uncomfortable because we are increasingly confronted by some quiet awful twilight and its enduring presence becomes unendurable.  And citing a rosary of intellectual understandings, we try to spirit it away.  In the place of immanent danger, we intellectualize, we theorize, in prayerful contemplation of scientific abstractions. 
 
In my own case, because I have written about Being itself, which for the human mind is frightening when confronted head on, I deal in nothing but abstractions.  Away from all support that life's various beings might give, I reel before the very Real.  And I know the feel of the abstractness of the abstractions.  I intimately know the looming emptiness.  And I speak as casually as I can.  Pretense and sham fill my speaking.  Vast languorous, clangorous stretches of non-thought resound and I repeatedly lie unmoving in my own mind.  Slowly those abstractions become the smooth and luscious skin of a lover.  The concrete and the abstract coalesce, evil and beauty, the ugly and the good.  Boundaries disappear.
 
 
 
3187  Revolution! One group of young, heterosexual males following their charismatic leader against another group of older, women abusing males – power grab! – women loving - it all seems to be so very in the way things have been, are and ever will be, here on this planet.  I am not involved.  I am not trying to change things.  Nature and its chromosomal patterns will win out.  This is the foundation of Society.  I come from the other extra-social party. 
 
That above is a type of physical aggressiveness.  It has a brute beauty about it.  Women and faggots love the show.  Women and faggots, however, have their own aggressiveness – also written in their chromosomes – verbal, i.e. ideational, aggressiveness.  (Do you like my quasi-scholastic style of writing?)  Women and faggots will attack you at times like bitches out of hell with their torrent of words, at other times they just firmly unrelentingly incessantly push them hard onto you.  They want to capture your ideational territory, not your physical space. Each group becomes passive at the onslaught of the other.  It's a violent affair.  An in-your-face affair.  Though, I must say that it is charming the way straight males are so respectful and honoring and gentle with other males of their group.
 
The heterosexual man is a man of few words.  He is not good at expressing himself verbally.  He says his few words and then waits for action.  Eventually he will simply move in physically and take over – it needn't always be violent, just firm.  The homosexual man is a man of too many words, a volley of words, always stylish.  Eventually he moves back and lets the heterosexual man do what he chromosomally must.  It's a magical dance.  The heterosexual men are after the women and the gay men are after each other.  It's a well-orchestrated economy.  Faggots just have to learn when to shut their mouths before they are bashed up alongside the head. 
 
The earth revolves. Round and round and round.
 
 
3188  We are tempted to exist.  But it is embarrassing.  When a drop of oil falls into a great pool of oil, it disappears; but when it falls on your new leather shoe, there it is.  We try so hard to blend in with our soft colors and our quiet voices, to fade into the background when someone walks by, to be a useful, efficient part of the great family of things.  To do our part silently and then move on into nothingness.  To have been nothing in ourselves all along, only a member serving the Whole unostentatiously.  Not to bother others with strange ways.  Not to be a thing unto itself that calls attention to itself, separate and uninterested in the Whole.  Not to be separate at all.
 
But we feel the temptation to exist.  To be that crease that cannot be ironed out of the smooth surface.  To be the mole on the clean face.  To be outside the great destructive harmonizing of things.  To be alone and just from oneself.  To be a brute fact.  To be the sheer cliff of facticity.  To finally be. 
 
I always attempt to write the gently flowing sentence, the smooth surface, the wafting breeze of thought.  No rough rhythms.  No awkward missteps.  The parts clearly separated, but falling into the one thing that is the paragraph completed and at rest.  I am not a show-off.  I pull my reader into the numbness of blue sky.  I write death.  I write the disappearance.  I fear the display of my words out in the crude abrupt places of the Public.  Writing is suicide for me, a blending into the wind.  Writing is not suicide for me because I have never really existed.  It would have been too much.  Only God has the right to be.   
 
My friend wrote this sentence.  “The very word ethical and universal vertigoed (if its correct) me.”  I criticized it as unrhythmical and it is, but I now think it should be because it is an existential sentence.  The word “me” stumbles onto the scene ungloriously.  The verb is backwards from what t should be and the “its” has lost its prick.  The sentence sticks out.  But in its glaring impropriety it is too much and we quickly look away.  The whole paragraph almost begins to lie there like an ill-formed piece of flesh.  The next sentence – “I had to fall asleep.”  - saves both the reader and the paragraph and existence was avoided.  Existentialism and its absurd existence, brute fact, a sheer fall into the view of others, unharmonized away, clashes with the seamless gentle blue sky of thought that does not lust after existence.   
 
He also wrote, after acknowledging the battered syntax of a previous e-mail, - “I dont know if i will feel sorry for that”.  I feel that he is tempted to be awkward, stick out and be seen.  He is being tempted by existence.  I wouldn’t be surprised if he soon wears a shirt of bright colors. 
 
 
 
 
3189  Pythagorianism has always been a strong undercurrent of western philosophy.  It is particularly strong today and moves close to the surface.  That is the idea that all is number existing as spatial pieces from which the world is built.  Spatial magnitudes.  Repetitions.  Intersections of interference.  Waves of Harmony.  A kind of quantum mechanics.  12-dimensional?  The form is thinkable (though not always imaginable); just what bears the form is not (or hardly so).  The purely intellectual and mathematical rides above and on … an I-don't-know-what?  No doubt, on the bare particulars.  Or theonegreatbareparticular – s h a t t e r e d.  It is all so very alluring.  As in a child's story, great beasts and beauties rise magically out of the primal Thing.  And fall back at day's end.
 
To which we can say along with Aristotle, "How indeed can qualities – white, sweet, hot – be number?"  They can't.  Pythagorianism cannot be the philosophy of an intellectual adult. Though the child in us sweetly fancies it can.  One eventually outgrows the poetry and the dark romance of scientific materialism – physicalism.
 
It has been proposed by some who would be realists that, though mind and the world of qualities are ontologically different from the spatial quantum relativistic numbering (dis-)Continuum, nonetheless they are "dependent" on it.  They are trying to preserve the child's dream in their adult world.  What could that dependence be if not a magical creating?  Yes, things associate in our world: vision and memory and the ability to calculate associate with neural activity.  But I see nothing more than simple association.  That association, however, is not dependence.  Still dependence, as I imagine they imagined it, is somewhat better than the Dark arisings and the Mysterious identities that are not there but to which they succumb. How indeed can qualities – white, sweet, hot – be dependent on number?
 
Just as the meaning of words rides on the written words but is not the writing; so the things of Being "mingle" but remain separate.  That, of course, explains nothing, because mingling, though such a charming word, is nearly meaningless.  We all have our romances.
 
 
 
 
3190  Particularity is more far reaching than the Kantians imagine.  They, permit me this rough characterization, divide the world into sensa and concepts.  Sensa are sheer chaos without the ordering that concepts impose.  Concepts are empty without the stuff of sensa all through them.  Concepts are of the mind.  Cool mind arranges chaos, the fiery particulars, into a world.  Kant has presented us with a vision at once pretty and sublime.  Perhaps some of you have also known this pair of adjectives aptly laid on some beloved here.  Gentleness and destruction.  Reason may or may not be transcendentally immanent in that.  Or immanently transcendent.  It's a constant battle.  Whatever; I'm going to attack the idea of that philosophy – somewhat.
 
The paper or screen this is printed on is white.  As an analysis of that judgment, let us say that the sensum of color presented, being just what it is and nothing more, is, by the mind, placed with other similar colors and we label them as white.  Then the color white is no more than a label applied to similar things.  The mind categorizes and that is called understanding. 
 
The paper or screen this is printed on is white.  As an analysis of that fact, let us say that the particular at hand exemplifies white.  Moreover, and this is important, the white exemplifies color.  White has become a particular thing also.  It is a particular Form from out of the realm of Forms.  Likewise color is another particular Form from out of the same land of Forms. Particularity has spread.  Obviously the Forms of White and Color are not bare as is the first particular I mentioned.  Perhaps I should say it is "internal" - perhaps not.  The Forms are things of Being alongside the bare particulars.  In this philosophy, Kantian sensa don't exist.  And the mind doesn't impose anything.  It receives.  It is presented with the things of Being.  It possesses the given.  Understanding comes to it in a flash.  The battle still rages. 
 
We know the facts that make up this world and we also know the things that make up the facts.  The "particulars" of Being are there to behold.  And beyond these "unbare" particulars there are entities of the Form of Form that are barely graspable.  Perhaps some of you have also known this adjectives aptly laid on some beloved here.
 
 
 
3191  Without the gentle aid of clear and distinct concepts I have gone the to thing itself.  This is not a scientific, intellectual endeavor.  I have not thought it out well and thoroughly beforehand.  I went to stand face to face with the thing and I waited for its spirit to invade me.  The words came.  Strange choral utterances.  Dionysian gatherings.  Crawling flesh and the shudder.  Concepts don't exist, only that Form out there.   
 
When concepts go they reappear as universal Forms out there.  My own ideas are not and never have been; only that thing, those things, from the out there come to me and impress themselves on me.  Into me.  An unsettling empiricism.  I am passive.  I have become fem to the Things.
 
I speak, they speak through me, the utterances of this Chorus narrate the destruction of the world.  The Knowing of the thing itself.
 
 
 
 
3192  Philosophy stands in the trenches right outside the heaven of the Primal Simple Things and watches a world being constructed.  That is the wretched temple of contemplation.  That's all the great history of philosophy has ever been.  When the vision comes the watchers are divided, those who stay and rejoice at the strange Beauty present from those who run from the madness of love it brings.  The self dissolves.  Whether that is a good or an evil is too urgent a question for debate.  One yields or one fights the oncoming vertigo. 
 
Surely in this phantasmagoria, in the shops we have built outside the temple, marvelous and dangerous things can by bought with the nugget of sanity that you have.  Hoping to avoid the monster at the center of Being, the Being of the beings that are our world, you may want to come only part way down the road toward this place of the image of complete analysis, of that place where there is the final taking apart, where the godhead hovers in the dark places of pure difference. 
 
 
 
3193  Philosophy is not the main resident at the center of the city.  He is not the strong, upstanding, trustworthy, established man of reputable enterprise.  He is not the pillar of the state. He is a disheveled boy of the marshes.
 
Philosophy lives on the edge.  The Forms are of the edge.  They are boundary things.  Hermetic things.  Bartering and theft.  A trick for the nighttime of thought.  Kim.
 
The nexus.  So very subtle.  Hand to mouth subsistence.  Between the Great Things.  Consider the Oak and the Aspen.  Well-established things.  Determinate and known.  Consider the Tree, a form that is neither oak nor aspen, nor not that.  The Form of Tree is between and nowhere to be seen, and, though perfectly known, now, in these philosophical considerations, felt to be unknown in itself.  Surely the Forms of Oak and Aspen were never so well-established as we imagined.  These lie between the sub-species, and these species, like the genera, lie also on the margins of thought.  Being descends ever between.  The Forms are not great and solidly civilized things; they are questionable and lovely things of the edge and the sedge far out away from the city.  In the city things are small; out on the edge the boy gets big with himself.  A Disreputable Thing.  The rejected origin of the majuscule. 
 
The deformed things give the lie to the established, civilized form of things.  Those things that do not fit into neat divisions.  The unsettling.  They reveal the Forms.  The transcendent things that, though hardly real for the everyday, are the Real.  The deformed are the place of religion and that is why religion is so despised among the established.  Pretense notwithstanding.  Established religion is no more than a heady attempt to destroy real religion.
 
Where thought breaks down, where clean boundaries give way, where self is threatened by the not-self, there subtly and sublimely live and exist the Forms, the boy big with Vis crawling up his spine.  He implodes in explosion.  The ground Imperial Majesty walks on.
 
 
 
3194  In America we build wooden houses, not stone.  They exist only long enough for a moment's pleasure and then the workmen come to tear them down.  Thus they are like the hut of Kierkegaard's symposium.  So it is with the momentary structures of philosophical writing.  They are there to draw in the Beloved for one more night of thought's pleasure.  Then the destruction.  The intricacies of engineering that love requires is a maze of seduction.  Subtle distinctions.  Gossamer connections.  Secret preparations.  Lavish truthfulness. 
 
If the delicately balanced dialectic does not attract the Beloved, foreheads do not gleam with the oil of pleasure, no sudden vision of the naked Thing comes, then why stay?  Perhaps another day.  Still, it does at times require that the participants travel through the entangling woods to arrive at the clearing, and one should not give up too soon.  He always makes his lovers wait.  And sometimes he sends on ahead dread and despair to announce his coming.  Sometimes the red and cruel dress the house before his glistening head nods its presence.  The wait can be hard.  The insight, when it comes, will be astounding.  Deafening.  The roar of philosophy is the prelude to silence.  And the clasping shut. 
 
 
 
3195  The Phaedrus is the book of love and the Parmenides is the book of analysis.  They are the same book.  Analysis yields the form of love.  Love is the devastation laid bare by analysis.  Love is finally cruel and hard analysis.  Analysis is the giddy presence of the mischievous boy of love.  Entanglement in the very living thing. 
 
I believe in analysis.  That is the Logos.  And the Dia Logos.  A night of back and forth negotiating.  An army's maneuvering.  Dropping, yielding and the entering.  Mind makes its way into Being. 
 
The violence of taking heaven delivers up the moon-faced peri from the wild places outside the gentle gardens of civilized demeanor.  He grins.  And you grin back.  Away from both worlds this amorous tryst.  The amorphous truth.  The willful trump.  Make your way back.  The dialectic is always an assault along crooked paths.  And his crook goes deep.   
 
 
 
3196  Those who are agnostics or atheists are those seduced by science.  That is, unless he is the one who has been taken by and thus intimately knows the transcendent Agnosia and the Super-essential Gloom of God's hand on the nape of his neck.  I am here writing of the former.  Science is a common sense thing from out of the everyday world.  A little reconstruction of the phenomenal house we live in and life goes on self-contained.  No trick for the intellectual night is planned or feared.  He hasn't come by for years.  The unbothered calm.  Seduced by the numbness of love's absence.  The pain is gone.  Let sleeping dogs lie. 
 
Science is an attempt to get by without the luring blandishments of love.  It is a great attempt to overcome the madness.  It is war against heaven's amorous war.  The nauseating delicacies of rhetoric are disallowed. Objective fact.  A ragged seduction.
 
 
 
3197  Philosophy is the Between.  It is thus a hermetic thing.  Neither of the center nor not of the center, it is the Center that is off-center.  Kim, the Imperial boy, is neither of India nor not, always between.  The between is always a disreputable thing of alluring reputation.  Here in America, I write in English and I am a protestant white male - everything about me is of the dominant center, except that I am an unpropertied, unacademic faggot and I am thus thrown - always deferred in silent difference.  I slip away and travel and mingle with the transient boys I find.  No one suspects I am what I am.  I am not.  Everyone suspects.  And I write metaphysics.  Platonism!  I am as base as Socrates.  That is live with books and I write in their magical symbols of words makes me Faustian.  Grammarcy.  Mephistophelean.  I am the boy jesus.  Eat me.
 
Out on this prairie, the wind between the busy, bustling coasts.  The unrelenting sun and the ringing in my ears of long straight roads crisscrossing cicadae.  Lonely places where electrons crash and clash of cyberspace mingling and mingling all through the moonlit nights.  Boys mess with you.  This is a boundary place no different from every other boundary place in the world.  Boys disruptively messing. 
 
 
 
3198  Freud has made us so aware that we have a superego that tries so hard to se-sexualize our public appearing and speaking out in the world.  Or at least when we are trying not to offend the heterosexuals present.  Not being heterosexual, I privately demur from such violence to my soul.  I write logic and philosophy right from out of its erotic source, unwashed. The other, more demanding superegos out there, may not acquiesce to my audacity.  But then they may be quiet about it, very quiet, suspiciously quiet.  Silence.
 
 
 
3199  The danger with talking about focus in philosophy is that it reduces that philosophy to artful composition.  Or it makes it a species of interior decorating.  Not that I have anything against those two things, but without constant attention to the proper object of philosophy all is lost.  One does not focus for the sake of being focused.  Or enter a room merely to be comfortably centered in that room.  The god of philosophy must command the philosopher's attention or the exquisite shudder does not come. 
 
 I write of the most abstract.  The first, uncaused things must themselves delicately settle in.  The mind must shatter.  That than which there can be no greater smoothly tears the mind apart.  No one can think paradox and the paradox of Being is a breathtaking rupture in the expected rape.  I write a captious rapture.  Do you object?  Existence exists.
 
I enter the room of thought and he, well-centered, lounges naked on a big, comfortable chair.  Soft darkening, twilight colors.  Incipient hues of dew.  And doom.  The end is at hand.  In his hand.  And the excretions of bad poetry spurt on the broad epi-glistening-dermal expanses around his equally well-centered navel.  Slippage.  He falls to the floor.  Existence exists clumsily.  In nimble antinomics.  It is one; it is many; and … well, yes.
 
 
 
3200  A strange new form of conceptualism, representationalism, has arisen today.  The particularity of the object is grounded by being a piece or area of the Space-Time Continuum (or Space-Time Discontinuum – whatever it is in the new quantum relativity).  As I recall, even Bergmann and Grossman might go along with that.  The form of the object is grounded in a concept.  Again, nothing new there.  The realists, of course, have universals to do that.  The new twist has to do with the age-old problem of how to get the particular and form together in one's philosophy.  Still again, finding that to be the place where new things happen is not new.  Let me try to explain this thing which I think is finally unexplainable.
 
Conceptualists have never really wanted to say that the forms of things were of the mind only and not somehow of the physical world, the Space-Time whatever.  Remember that form is grounded in, or given to the particular by, the concept.  The projected concept?  The prick is that conceptualists have felt uneasy saying that mind and concepts are real existing things. What to do?  Concepts out there in the world are simply universals.  Realism threatened.  So how does one have mind-less concepts, not universals, be of the world but somehow not in it? Or, maybe, in it, but not of it?  Voilà!  They are neural patterns!  Brain states!  The mind "is" the brain.  Thought, in the world as brain, is merely a representation of the world, a gossamer, electrical almost-nothing.  You can have your mind and eat it, too.  
 
Previously, concepts had to be out there in the inter-subjective forms of language.  Now there is even a language in the brain in the form of DNA.  The brain mediates between world and thought.  In a sense, for us, the brain is the world and thought. 
 
Just what gives form to the forms of the brain is not clear, unless it is another brain.  I think that finally we are to become neural patterns watched over by an ever-bigger neural Super-pattern.  Marvelous science fiction.  Pure and sheer receding nonsense.
 
As far as I can tell, the attractiveness of this to some is political.  It is a guarantee against the great destructive armies that Realism causes to rise up.  Philosophies of Magnificence, all of which come out of the rhetorical flourishes of Platonic High Religion, are brought low in the democratic neural soup. 
 
I am a structuralist up to where structure disappears and then I am not.  Therefore I somewhat like this new mind-less conceptualism because it does attempt to lay out a patterned understanding to mind and world.  And it does achieve a kind of realism by having thought be of the physical things.   As I see it, the physical pieces of this philosophy, the Space-Time pieces, arrange themselves into extremely complex patterns, with feedback loops and every other kind of knot you can think of, that is the brain.  Great sets of physical elements.  Mind is of the sets of sets.  Or it simply is that.  This, therefore, is an attempt at an ontology of sets – a most difficult thing. 
 
Given a and given b, we are also given (a,b) and ((a)(a,b)) and on and on.  The setness of sets is mind.  It is, of course, close to nothing at all.  Only the pieces, the a and the b, really exist. Neutral patterns are the tremendously complex, but very elegantly ordered, aggregating aggregates of Space-Time pieces.  There is a certain loveliness to that.  We become one with the Great Continuum (or Discontinuum).  I suppose the number of pieces is infinite and thus we sink into that Infinity – or have I become too mythological?  We are here where structure disappears and I become smilingly giddy.
 
 
 
3201  I don't write of the earth and the soft, rough, lovely and ferocious things of our animal existence.  I don't sing the glory of the sun on my skin or the fragrance of midnight flowers.  Sea and mountain are far from my words.  Sweet smiles and country walks are not my delight.  I write the electric pain of love's impossible passion and the ever-lingering paradox of incessant thought.  I write the ecstatic existence of angels and smooth thighs.  I write intellect and the vortex of transcendent Forms.
 
I write the universal.  Therefore the feeling of vertigo sets in.  Here in a place that is neither here nor there.  A nowhere, in a now that is neither now nor then.  I walk down country roads that are of no country.  I walk in the wind that is from nowhere.  Over a plain that in just the Euclidean plane. The hand going around my flesh is as much yours and his as it is no one's. Only the universal that is without history.
 
Because I have stayed away from the particular particulars of any here and now, or even of that there and then where you might be, and I have jumped into the Sun of pure Form, I am in the Intensity.  Sleepy animal existence dissolves in the rush of angels.  Boys who never were taunt you out of yourself.  They merely are.  These are the wild gardens of paradise.  The abandonment of personal existence.  There will be no autobiography of this philosopher.  I fidget and he has become Him.  The nominative case has given way to the accusations.   
 
 
 
3202  In this new brand of conceptualism, where the unity of an object is not established by mind but by the brain, the brain itself must first be already established as a unity.  That the data of the senses all arrive inside one brain, to be "united" there into the "appearance" of being of one object, could not be, if the brain were itself not there as one material thing- of do I repeat myself?  I am stunned by the paradoxes so easily glided over by materialists.
 
Still for all that I am a lover of paradox.  The difference being that I recognize it for what it is.  Paradox is a part of Being and, therefore, this materialism is 'true".  That very "truth" and truth and Truth and maybe even "Truth" being a lovely swelter.  A tryst.  A rendezvous of the mind and reason and the transcendental dialectic itself.  Concerning the very which, mindful that two's company and three's a crowd, we can expect one to be left alone.  Never mind – I momentarily forgot we were talking about the brain.  It is so easy to become bored with brain-talk. And the materialists just roll their eyes at my paradoxes.  They have important work to do.  They have a world to save from the likes of me.  While I entertain myself with the faded glamour of faggot metaphysics.
 
I take logic seriously.  I believe it leads us up to a vision of Reality.  They use it for a while and stop, believing it was a tool Homo sapiens cunningly devised for its evolutionary survival. One must not apply logic to "The Will to Procreate".  Theorizing must stop when we are in the presence of "The Mothers".  I am hardly allowed to speak the holy names.  The brain is the instrument of blind Aggrandizement.  Or at least for just-getting-on.
 
 
 
3203  I want to be Kim, an outsider to all, but I am anxious that I am far too much of the very center of things.  No matter, that anxiety over and from that place is exactly the outside.  I am and I am with the excruciatingly tight dialectic that has controlled us all for so long.  Little has changed.  Nothing has changed.  The boys are still ravishing.  The beloveds are still unapproachable and cruel.  Love is still, still the only show in town.  Kim, the peripheral, so feral, a peri beyond dispute, the giver of disputes to ever disreputable lovers.  The chela incorrigible.  Quite a fella. 
 
Now let's consider that last paragraph.  Is it anything more than a writer looking in a mirror (one more time) and making silly faces?  No, it isn't, but so what?  Do all my paragraphs have to be filled with a "real" idea?  Do any?  Have any?  Haven't I, instead, just wasted your time and mine, for too long, just looking in that mirror?  My face isn't interesting, I know.  I am a parody of myself.  I am the ordinary of the ordinary.  Which brings me back to my great interest – the appearance of the Transcendent in the most ordinary boy.  Jesus, what a mess.
 
 
 
3204  The new philosophy of neuro-conceptualism might be laid out like this:  the particulars of the world (a,b,c, …), unknown by us as they are in themselves, are "filtered" through neural network patterns (F,G,H, …), also not known by us, and the "resultant" functions - F(a), G(b), H(c) … - are called experience.  Lately the neural network patterns have themselves become more known to us by our experiencing them through the very "filters" that they themselves are.  Obviously, that does not leave us with any knowledge of what they really are, only what they are as "filtered". 
 
This could be correlated with Bergmann's philosophy like this:  for him the world consists, for the most part, of particulars exemplifying universals.  F(a), G(b) … etc..  Also, for him, mind, i.e. a thought or experience or awareness, is [F(a)] (why can't Microsoft Word make a half bracket?)  The difference between Bergmann and the neuro-conceptualists is that for him the thought is itself a simple (partless) universal itself tied to a particular.  The neuro-conceptualists, it seems, see experience, F(a), as a complex.  And it is obviously much more complex than this schematic representation shows.  Needless to say, Bergmann also doesn't see the universal as a neuro-concept "filter".  The universal too is simple, not such a built up network. 
 
The biggest difference between these, perhaps superficially, similar views, is that Bergmann believes in simples.  The others don't.
 
 
 
3205  I write the most unsettling, therefore the most unbelieved, philosophy.  These people have become comfortable in their material bed.  The disheveled here and now is easy.  Vast stretches of the Unseen are pleasantly out of sight.  A person is his small, demotic, very limited brain, soon decayed, soon, very soon, once again asleep in the bosom of mother earth.
 
Lord, Protect me from knowing what I don't need to know.
Protect me from even knowing that there are things to
know that I don't know.
Protect me from knowing that I decided not to know
about the things that I decided not to know about.
Lord Lord, (this is important) Protect me from the consequences of the above prayer.
 
                                                                                                   Douglas Adams
 
But the Unseen Isn't.  Being itself is present and seen directly.  The world is.  The forms of things are the Great Forms themselves present.  The Fire is all around.  This night is the Super-essential Brightness.  The Glistening Night of Love.  The Too Much.  There is no protection from it.  The Eternal Thing is continuing on and on and on.  And on and on and … .  You've heard it all to many times already.
 
 
 
3206  I look at three drawn shapes:  a triangle, a circle and a red rectangle.  The field is rich.  Among the things I see are: Triangularity and Circularity and Rectangularity.  Moreover I see Shape itself that these three are tied to.  All of that is there to be seen as already there.  Move over, the Threeness of the three is there.  All are Forms that have been around for eternity crowd in. 
 
These Forms are nowhere and nowhen.  Seeing them now I am looking into the no-time and no-place of the Things of Being.  Contradiction abounds. 
 
Seeing that this and that and that are each tied to their respective Form, I note that I also see facts, those three facts and the actuality that pervades them.  The field is rich.  Facticity is apparent and that complexity is apparently a "simple" thing!  It is all there before me in a timeless and placeless There. 
 
Must I again remind you that the bare particulars that are just that and just that and just that are impressively there as the there of their being?  Just at you That.  Oh well, I know you are brimming over with ontological visions, and it really is too much.  The field is so very rich.  A more relaxed world of none of this is sometimes called for.  Philosophy is the excitement. No-philosophy is the needed rest of a frazzled people.  I will have a hard time getting a peaceful enough mind to read me.  Much less someone who will delight in my contradictions, aka Dialectic.  One more time.
 
 
 
3207  The difference between good writing and great writing is vast.  Great writing is not good writing.  Great writing, like great ideas, are very easily criticized and dismissed.  Think of Platonic realism as an idea and the New Testament as literature.  Think of how those two writings have been held onto ferociously and assiduously defended because they needed so badly to be defended.  Think loving someone who, you know, acts in a socially indefensible manner, but you defend him sheepishly and loudly anyway.  Love and inspired ways go against good sense. 
 
I never trust a critic telling me how bad something is.  Thought I may feel entirely the same way, still he is telling me only how our tastes agree, not something interesting about the piece. Show me strange connections, make me be surprised at the wonderful correspondences present.  Delight me with the hidden magic of the thing.  Why should we just agree or disagree about our boredom? 
 
 
 
3208  Seriousness is charming in the young, but wit befits more the one leaving his youth well on his way to being old.  Until the moment of the last laugh.  And in a moment of glee the two meet and the first things are again as they ever have been.
 
And romance.  And the play of jealousy torment spinning spinning spinning.  And the bite and the cut that only the old can inflict.  Socrates having his fun. 
 
The irony that the pure beauty of youth lies only in an old man's eye is a mystery hard to circumscribe.  But I try.  The boy of heaven is wily beyond belief.  In this religion of forced and enforced belief.  I am dragged to the statement that he is me and I am him.  Thought becomes its object.  In a very becoming way.  So stay, the day alarmingly flits.
 
 
 
3209  Why make transcendental statements in philosophy?  Is it to lay a foundation for a transcendental or even an empirical science?  Absolutely not.  That dream has ended in effete catastrophe.  It is to once again broach the topic of love.  It is to court the lovely devastation of romance.  They are spirit traps.  They are come-ons to the Beloved's Come-on.  They are tools to pry open desire that begets desire.  They make both body and soul rise up.  Or have you no feel for philosophy?  Do you not long to overcome this place and fly in the Noplace and the Notime of the mind's blanking out?  A shot through the head.  Fuck it all.  I'm out of here.  Do you not?
 
Music can only take us out of space into pure time.  Philosophy takes us all the way out.  Still wanderings in eternity.  Into non-existence.   Into the unthinkable.  The Unthinkable.  Or something like that.
 
Consider a simple philosophical statement: Green is not a relation.  It doesn't look very transcendental, does it?  It's hard to see any romantic ecstasy there.  Much less orgasmic mind-blowing bliss.  Nonetheless, when you consider that blanking out that is the great moving beyond into the non-existence of Pure Being, maybe you can somewhat see that in the bland, laughable insignificance of the transcendental statement that Green is not a relation.  Contemplation, meditation, is always onto the simplest of the simple things.  Just stay there and let it work its magic.  Green is a universal – there's another Non-thought out into Super Non-existence.  Into the Real.  The gods approach.  The boy in you languidly waits. 
 
 
 
3210  Today, you can jump on one of the roads of the Via Moderna, a Super Highway, and take off in all directions at once.  I often go traveling.  I am a traveler.  Unfortunately, the travail one must endure getting through the traffic jams all along the route is encrusting; you bog down fast.  Nonetheless, one arrives instantly at nowhere.  The Nowhere.  I often go traveling. I am a traveler.
 
My fellow travelers, the Deconstructionists, these non-philosophers of extreme nominalism, will quickly take you up into the heaven of Pure Forms.  I know that many do say that they are merely nervous sloganeers, performance magicians, Rock Stars, but those ejaculations aren't slogans of revolution.  They are steps on the Stairway to Heaven.  The Scala Paradisi. 
 
Oh, the Deconstructionists.  Dynamically subdued (bogged down in subversion), they twist up and for an instant reveal another world.  They make statements that are totally useless, scientifically speaking.  Impractical fluff - but transporting.  Instantaneously, in the all-directions-at-once of academic, anemic (quasi gnomic) gossip.  They are true philosophers in spite of themselves.  Philosophy really is transcendental madness.  I are that.
 
Deconstructionism, is a philosophy, not literary criticism, or any kind of political, psychological, or social analysis.  I know it has to pretend to be that because it so badly wants to not be uncool metaphysics, but, Hey, metaphysics is back in style.  Deconstruction is ontological analysis, world-destruction, the opening door, the revelation of Pure Light.  A difficult, droning liturgy.  The heady stuff of trying to fly in the head wind of the Spirit.  Or a stuffy head.  Or a fly.  Its great subversive pronouncements are bogglements thrown up by these catty mind-burglers to keep back state legislators.  I love that stuff.  It's like me, a realist, insisting insisting insisting that universals exist.  Up-lifting – when you finally get it.  Anyway, philosophy is a stunning joke made by formerly brainy boys - some of whom now number among those over-weight, feminist deconstructionists. 
 
All philosophical facts, all ontological pronouncements, are transcendent.  Or they are nothing.  Either way they are useless for the everyday.  Man, however, is only half of the everyday. Man is also There, even while he is here.  Therefore philosophy, true religion, is necessary.  His sanity requires this madness.  Boys skipping off to this other world in their minds.  The practical minded girls hate it.  Platonic, faggot Realism will save Deconstruction from the practical minded Bitches.   Now, there's a transcendental fact for you. 
 
 
 
3211  What is the difference between standing on a hotel top in Kathmandu and gazing over at the peaks of the Himalayas rising up on the far Northern horizon – and imagining that you are doing so.  Between walking down a lonely Lisbon side street in the rain – and imagining you are?  Between kissing that one you saw on the bus – and imagining you are?  Surprisingly – not very much.  A few insignificant details may be different.  The feeling may be greater of less in one or the other – sometimes imagination feels more intense, more real (Pessoa).  Some imaginationists, eidetic imagers and expert masturbationists, are so good they can "examine" the image as we would only be able to do with perception.  Nonetheless, there is a difference between imagination and perception – it's just that that difference doesn't lie with the object or the feelings the object raises up.  The act of imagining itself, even a powerful act, "feels" different from perception.  It announces itself as imagination and as different from perception.  Thus it is as the difference between yellow and blue.  Analysis stops.  And then there is illusion, where we mistake the one thing for the other.  A disentangling of the dialectic of perception, imagination, and illusion (not to mention judgment) requires that all three be separate things and clearly seen to be so (when clearly seen).  The important thing is to leave the mind-warpingly difficult ontological analysis of error out of the picture until the lesser ontological, or perhaps phenomenological, labor is finished.  Make the subtle ontological cuts and then nicely9 hang the excised pieces on their proper hooks in the metaphysical structure, the Juggernaut of Being. 
 
The brain mediates sensa.  We really are intimately one with them.  We can also imagine sensa and that we are one with them also.  Real sensa and imagined sensa are hardly different at all.  Sensing and imagining that we are sensing are two not one.  But are there two kinds of sensings – one real and one imaginary?  No, sensing is sensing even when it is the object of the act of imagining.  One will perhaps be more vivid and "solid" than the other, but which is which is different for different times. 

 
 
 3212  Boys don't cry.  That's especially true in academia.  Emotion has no place in critical analysis.  Hard, unrhetorical, stumbling syntax, but precise, reveals one's worthiness.  And so the schools, in order to overcome the disruptive pain of being a living thing, work assiduously to psychologize the ever-intruding rhythms of love and sex into the unrhythmical terms of needs and the economy of bartering.  And the domination of the body politic.  But it's like trying to swallow a string. 
 
No doubt, this is the work of the super-ego.  Keep reason and urges within tight linear bounds.  None of that crumbling at the edges.  No consideration of things at infinity.  Look straight ahead toward the goal of the task at hand.  Never, but never, become self-reflective; mirrors are the bane of control.  Go to the market, get tidbits of meat to throw at the weak evil of the flesh, just enough to satisfy it for the while.  Rise above.  Enter the dispassion.  Clear reasoned analysis is as gentle and refreshing as the evening breeze in a shaded grove.  Deep relaxation.  …….. And then it turns dusky and twilight desire sets in.  And panic.  Pan.  Wake up!  Back to reasonableness!
 
In these writings, I am super-reflexive.  I live at the infinite edge.  I am where crying and pain become dispassion and gently tortured reason.  I write desire and the sexual orgasm – so controlled.  I dominate my being dominated completely and perfectly.  My rhythms break rhythmically.  Always this for that.  I am a sly businessman buying the boy of the back shadows in this off place and time of the market.  The mercurial, hermetic one.  Feral and deferring.  The super-ego is the guardian of the esoteric.
 
 
 
3213  I don't know if I have or have not, in these words, been trying to agitate the public with one more philosophy of revolution.  I think not.  I think I have simply written up my delight in the Boy's transcendent mischief.  And I have, therefore, tried to raise up in my readers the Platonic Pleasures.  Or maybe that is the oxymoronic Platonic Revolution itself.  Eternal change and the Unchanging are at each other.
 
In this very capitalist country we are washed over continually with talk of revolution.  Every system, every ordering, every established comfort gives way to the New.  The future is coming in fast and nothing stands in its gale.  But, if you can but trim your sails and adjust to the wind's direction, you can survive.  Otherwise, all that you have will go to another. Change!  Change!  change!  Tear down the old, capture its material goods and set up the new!  We are trying to love this monster.  But resentment also sets in.
 
When Time comes and takes away every thing and every possibility for happiness, some of us, or rather most of us, lash out, trying to stop the wind.   Systems of still, enforced order are imposed.  A religion of eternal things is set up.  Violations of the ordering is severely punished.  Time's great exuberance is brought low.  Rigor mortis and the dead collude.  Platonism, it is said, has done its dirty work.
 
But that isn't Plato.  Just as Nazism isn't Nietzsche.  To read both Plato and Nietzsche is to be immersed in the heady stratosphere of high, encircling oceans.  Thought grows large and boys play.  Eternity outruns time. 
 
 
 
3214  It is a principle of Platonism and, indeed, of Aristotle, himself a Platonist, and of the NeoPlatonists, so theatrically Platonic, that we become gods by lifting our minds up the contemplation of the pure Forms, eternal and unchanging.  All the while being moderate and ethical in the polis.  Dangerously stuffy stuff.  Where's the madness of love that Plato said took us up to heaven?  Today's universities are not where it is found.  They are places of theory without the messiness of Eros, for sure.  The heart of Platonism was ripped out so soon. Two thousand four hundred years of a lifeless body.
 
Those of the passion of Christ, the sufi, even Nietzsche, tried to resuscitate it, but they too succumb to a show of moderate sensibleness.  And the mad were just mad.  Whether or not I have succeeded is debatable.  Or maybe I obviously haven't and debate is pointless.  Still, I tried.  Read these words as though success is mine.
 
As I understand the madness that Plato described, it is something imputed to those who have been blinded by the brightness of the Forms and now cannot find their way in the world.  No doubt in that other world they move with sight and certainty.  Why would I want to capture that charge of madness here, when in fact I was the most sane There?  Why not just leave or at least move out to the country away from the crowd?  What's the value of madness?  Why make it mine? 
 
Is it love that takes us to heaven or the madness of love?  Is love madness?  Μηνιν αιδεω.  Moderation in all things, except love.  Love is madness, albeit a divine madness – but what is that?  It is super-intellectual sailing.  The contemplation of the Pure Forms is not easygoing stuff.  We are here near the Absurd.  And the show begins.
 
 
 
3215  Jesus and the New Testament are full of argument.  That's why I love them.  That boy is not only an arguer, but also a complainer.  He is real.  The god of love, so erotic, leads us down the path to dialectic.  And the tearing of its sacrifice.  Theological, philosophical, ontological argument is the Glory.  Bring it around.  Force it.  Drive it to the perfect Point.  Stand in the Fire.  And feel the cool breeze.
 
Your arguments that this is absurd will crumble before his desire.
 
 
 
3216  This is Philosophy, not Not-philosophy.  I have not tried, as all the others have, to destroy the old thing and substitute science in its place.  I have gone all the way with philosophy; it is here full-blown.  In the Ancient Wind.  We will rise up, in the forgetfulness of every this and that, into the contemplation of those pure Forms, the ever young, the shimmering of ecstatic existence over the gods.  A frightfully alluring love.  This is surely madness.  This is the reason science is demanded by so many.  But it may not be what you think it is.
 
For us science is the illusion of Magic.  Video games and hallucination drugs.  Science is imaging.  Neural manipulation.  Fantasy with no reality to support it.  It is Maya.  But Philosophy is the Real.
 
The existing thing pushing on you.  The logic of the logic working it way through you.  A just That.  None of that is fantasy or magic or illusion.  The Real is at you.  You cannot conjuring away with scientific formula.
 
 
 
3217  I have walked and walked and walked miles and miles around and through and deep into Bangkok and Istanbul and Cairo and Bombay.  Megacities.  At such times one is impressed by quantity, and not quality.  It is always tiresome, but the walking continues.  These cities are not alluring or beautiful or revealing of any mystery.  They are just big and packed.  I continue because I am taken by the great quantity of it all.  They are absurd cities.  It is the sublime incoherence of that.  I will return.  I have written a very long continuing work that is the same.
 
Just as it is impossible to give you a little piece of any of those cities - to show, for example, some older, delicate beauty - and still retain the absurd, great feeling of that city, so I cannot excise any smaller, more manageable part and pretend that I have been accommodatingly comprehensible.  Philosophy has become, for all of us, and is a huge thing that is too much for the human mind.  Walk around in what I have written and refrain the best you can from trying to sum it all up in one more page of final paragraphs.  That, in fact, is what I have been doing and it has come to nothing except the quantity now more like an avalanche or tsunami.  There will be no adequate, academic analysis of that Wind. 
 
 
 
3218  I've been wondering if I have some sort of Platonic or Socratic dialogue going on with my reader, but it hardly seems possible.  I should say that the style of my writing hardly seems so.  Nonetheless, in my own head there does seems to be at least an argument taking place.  It may be a gentle conversation.  For sure I am always trying to second-guess my reader, You my Friend.  And you are friend, not opponent or mere interlocutor.  Still, it's a deviant type of dialogue/conversation.  It's a mono-dialogue.  But what is that and what good is it? 
 
Or I am talking to myself.  I am my reader.  For sure, I have insisted that I am not the writer of these words.  I am totally surprised at what I write and have written.  God did it to me.  That sprite.  The mischievous imp.  Kim.  Or I am talking to him, Him, him.  The aporia is here. 
 
I feel like a slave-boy in a great house and I am talking secretly, furtively with the son of the Master, the Father.  An illicit love affair, a strange union, is taking place between us.  I have never been able to call God, Father.  I have been able to call the son, lover.  As a slave, I have a freedom that the son never had.  I led him down; I introduced him to the un-cosmos of our dissolving into each other.  We talked.  That talk is philosophy.  The highest, most orderly tight with the lowest, most free.  Thus a dialogue that has become a monologue.
 
 
 
3219  The church is the ordinary.  It is the inert mass of the mass.  It is the log the fiery flames dance over.  It is the hometown audience the traveling theater of spiritual delights leads to the precipice.  It is also the ordinary.  It is also the mass.  And therefore it is also the log from which the stage for these transcendental epiphanies is constructed.   Across the limelight, on the boards, in the regalia and Pomp, priests dance with altar boys around the sacrifice of Christ – red blood, torn flesh, immersed in the twilight of holy substance.  Commotion argues out a grand theology.  Wooden eyes watch.  Revolution brews.  The mash and the mess for the soldiers of this War God.
 
As a boy I attended church camp.  Lovely mornings on the lake.  Ladies making breakfast.  Bible readings and gentle prayer.  On long lonely walks in the nearby woods boys would carve their initials in hearts on old trees.  For Jesus and each other.  Surges of puberty had come into their beds over night.  It now rode on the breezes of dawn.  And timber pollen.  The water lapped at their smooth thighs.  These well-behaved, primly-dressed boys contained the clamor of heavenly war.  They never had much to say.  Their sighs were barely visible. 
 
 
 
3220  The dialectic is a constant wandering; it is a planet among the stars.  Like gentle conversation it seems to be a wild, that is to say, uncontrollable thing.  The way of society's deviants. But the logos in dialogos is following tightly onto the lover's certain path.  Around the blinding, burning sun of luring Uncertainty. 
 
I write not knowing where I am going in the always-dark night of thought.  Thought thinking itself is my guide.  I even return to my former steps and redirect them and the end already arrived at is other.  It is the erotic.  It is fit for true pedagogy.  I lead the boy.  But then, he is leading me.
 
To teach is to lead your students down the primrose path.  And because that is always an act of love, in company with Eros, a holding back between student and teacher cannot be.  Make sure you want an erotic tie to your student, and he to you, before you begin.  I fear that true education will be rare.  Few will want to be led out into such wild places.  Places where, in the dark, a sense of touch is the important thing.
 
 
 
3221  Gay aggression is always done for the sake of an intimate coming together.  There is always a moment of yielding in it.  And the going toward is a going into and becoming. Likewise, gay gentleness is gay violence.  Boundaries are overcome.  Divisions disappear.  The one thing spins.  Words are spoken.
 
A night of physical lovemaking is accompanied by talk.  Back and forth, the words have meaning beyond themselves.  The two coalesce.  A middle ground is found.  The opposing force is taken as one's own.  Dialectic snaps into place. 
 
 
 
3222  It could be that I am a closeted solipsist and that I have that fact hidden away even from myself.  And dear reader, that you are no other than my own self.  I think it is very strange that these writings receive no, absolutely no, response from "outside".  I have sought it strenuously.  I only get tired.  There is no one there.  I hit the void.
 
I know God.  I don't know of Him or about Him, I know the Thing directly.  It talks Itself to me as Himself.  And I am that.  Solipsism is easy after that.  The world is in God and I am nothing other than that Sarco Fagus.  Any response I receive would be no other than that. 
 
 
 
3223  The American sense of religion seems to have turned around the older ordering of spirit to body.  If I understand history correctly, the male was the principle of good order and steadfastness of character and the female was an emotional inconstancy.  The man had to husband the woman.  She, when properly controlled, was then his helpmate in his giving form to the social world.  Today everything is reversed, at least here on the American prairie.  The male here never grows up.  He is always a playful boy.  He is the freeborn son of the open sky. He likes his mechanical toys.  He is a quiet seething of emotions.  He needs a good strong woman to make him settle down and she will bring order to his life.  Here, it is the woman of the prairie who has been the steady center of the society.  She has done the work of making sure the kids are fed and educated.  She has kept the church going.  It is she that has kept the family's finances in order, while her man has been out with the boys getting into trouble.  It is she who tends to his needs, not he to hers.  She is the ordered steadfastness and he is the emotional inconstancy.  Likewise, since raising a family is the main function of the couple, he has become more of a helpmate to her and not she to him.  He does, in the good times, manage to bring home a little money – though she has to keep him from spending it on his toys.  Women keep it all together. 
 
I think this is because our view of the relation between spirit and matter has changed.  Woman is still the material principle.  And man is still spirit.  And spirit is still intellect.  Intellect, though, has come to be something else.  It has grown up into a flying, paradoxical thing.  It is a free, playful thing wanting out of its bonds.  It goes where it wants.  It creates fantastic things.  It is always changing itself into something else.  Spirit is spirited.  It becomes wild.  Woman, everyday material weight, makes spirit come home at night and settle down.  And when he goes a little too wild in his dreams, she domesticates him.  This wild horse is broken and corralled and made useful.  Such is life on the prairie. 
 
Against their inner desires men here have become materialists. They have come to see themselves as, not only out of control, but the cause of all the trouble that is about.  Women are the principle of good, men are the principle of – dare I say it? – evil.  They are, here on the prairie, a little too boyish to be such a grand thing; but, nonetheless, boys in their night dreams worry that they have become that.  Women give life, men screw it up.  Heavy matter brings spirit down from flying too high, too near the sun.  Matter is real and spirit is only a beautiful dream.  God, apparently, created woman to bring settled order to a man's life.  God uses women to domesticate men.  Such I have learned out on the prairie. 
 
 
I, however, deviating from the norm, am a philosopher.  A high-flier into the heights of pure thought, here on this Platonic Prairie.  I have escaped from being corralled by matter and I have entered onto the High Road to the Sun.  Or I have become mad.  The prairie wind is sometimes a tornado of confusion.  I track the spiritual Beauty of God into illicit places.  No matter, I am beyond the law.  Or do you think I have become presumptive? 
 
Theologically speaking, historically a strange speaking indeed, I follow the lead of Plato and Aristotle and I head for the separate Forms.  In the high stratosphere of the soul, into the thinness of the Spirit, the self is not longer tied to the material senses.  It roams among the disembodied intellects we call angels.  Here one dies to matter and is born again in the Ethereal places.  And God becomes beloved.  Here the rush of love is free of the sluggish animal.  Huri and jinn beckon in His eyes.  His kiss sends the spirit into that night where thought transcends itself into the Itself in the Oblivion of Super-essential non-existence.  And the girls here roll their eyes and say, "What in the hell are you talking about, Honey.  It's time you get to work."                       
I walk away and I don't come back.  
 
(Did you like my capital letters?)
 
 
 
3224  That was an interesting non-conversation we had on the street yesterday.  Let me presume to describe you to you.  I, of course, know next to nothing about you, but I will pigeon-hole you anyway because you might actually like the clothes I dress you up in – or whatever.  Let's say you fit the mold of Christian fundamentalist.  (You no doubt will spill outside that mold, but I will ignore that messy part of you.)  My friend, who was with me when we talked, is always so upset that Americans don't know the constitutional principles on which this country was founded.  He is most decidedly not a Christian fundamentalist; nonetheless, you and he are the same in one way – principles and fundamentals are the same thing.  Both of you want to get down to the foundation.  It is on that that the house will be built.  I have no interest, time or inclination toward such grounding.  I am a magical high flier, which I think I told you about, far off the ground.  I look for the Beloved and the uncertainty of Christian romantic love.  God is my desire, not my building contractor. 
 
The problem with foundation seekers and their need to set everything else down onto that is that, trying to get away from the already built-up slums, they always enter into the desert of reductionism.  Singing their song out on those vast stretches of dry hard sand they are Johnny-one-note.  (Do I have my metaphors twisted up here?)  And the problem with that is that the desert, they eventually find, is populated with the most fantastic spirits of madness.  Not love's madness – just madness.
 
I most certainly don't reduce Christianity, or any other kind of love, to principles or fundamentals or any set of earth-bound certainties.  I do not try to deduce a great imprisoning structure of security and call it heavenly freedom.  I do not make a contract or covenant with God.  I wait to be ravished by him.  I wait for rapturous delights.  Even now the clamor of lovers on the street is rising up because the Beloved approaches.  In the end only that Face will remain.
 
Fundamentalists, of every stripe, are children of the Enlightenment, that time when reason wanted to lay the soul down on a bed of sure axioms and certain deductions of Truth. Romanticism came and blew them all away, but now they have almost made their way back, and they are going to take over and bring order, blessed order, to the world.  They even feel strong enough to take on the Deconstructionists.  I, however, am a Platonist, from a time long before the Protestants' dry reason. 
 
 
 
3225  Maintaining a clear view of the object-act distinction is essential in this latter-day time of doing philosophy, but it is easily overlooked by most in the sweltering constriction that is the modern poetry of physiology.  That thought-phusis, that unsightly growth, that cancer, has taken over.  It is now almost impossible to speak the old hard-won ideas without being interrupted by those wanting us to wait until the Cat scans are completed – surely by next Tuesday we will have a better idea of the physiology involved.  The involutions will account. For everything.  Our world, that is to say, the earth and the whole universe, is "schematically" at least, represented on the physiology of our neural network and that is what we … it is here that the object-act distinction is lost.  Should I say that we know/see that representation or that we are that representation?  Am I my brain or do I use it as the medium of my knowing.  Is it the schema (hardly anything at all) that is "between" the world and "me" (again hardly anything at all)? 
 
Thomas and the Aristotelians had the same problem with regard to the Informing Forms.  For them, I think, the form of some material thing, after it was detached, "became" me and you and any thinking mind.  It informed the immaterial material of the soul.  They did, for the most part manage to maintain the distinction between the self and the form that it became.  Still, I think the idea, though true, is so confused that I haven't tried to "fix up" my explanation and description of it.  You have read books about it and you know in the somewhat of all trying to know.  Abstractions of abstractions become tangled.
 
Physiology, because it is grounded in presumably sure, fixed, solid principles and observations, will not get tangled – it is thought by most.  Nonsense.  It is the headiness of adolescence thinking it can take over now and do it right in a sort of tough-mindedness. 
 
Finally, thought gives way.  Principles lose their principalities to the wind and solid foundations crumble leaving impregnable fortresses to be impregnated by boys running around and jacking off on the strewn ruins.  Under the blazing Sun.  Philosophy, at its utmost, in the extreme, cannot be done cleanly.  That love of the Saphos, the clean and clear, is messy.  The object-act distinction is overcome.  Unity is achieved.  The boy's physiology moves over you at night. 
 
The cleanliness of science is unclean.  That is its only saving grace.  Thought moves on uncontrollably.  The Wild Boys and cut-up angels.
 
 
 
3226  Up and down are one.  Inside and outside are one.  Light and dark are one.  Love and hate are one.  And on and on.  Heraclitus said it mystically, and the darkness of his saying has drawn us ever since.  That unity of opposites is madness to thought.  We all feel that it is true and that it is somehow not true.  In this philosophy I have always sought the nexus that unites, a thing external to the two to be united.  I like the feel of a well-ordered construction.  The opposite of this philosophy of the external tie is that of the internal.  First, let me ask the philosophical question of why up is not one with inside and down with outside.  For the non-philosopher that is a strikingly nonsensical question.  He would reply that it is simply "in the natures" of up and down to go together and the same for inside and outside.  That "in their natures" is the idea of the internal tie.  It is usually named the "doctrine of internal relations". Such an internal thing is no existing thing at all, the believers will insist.  Natures, likewise, are not existing things.  This doctrine is not really a philosophy at all, but an attempt to stop the absurd search for things to account for what we clearly see and feel.  Up and down go together and you cannot have the one without the other.  Thinking stops.  That dark mystical feeling of non-philosophy, of non-thought, of life's dream, is the "doctrine of internal relations".  An almost religious belief.  Still, I must admit that there is a strange coming together of their and my philosophies when I reach the cataclysmic, orgasmic end of ontology.  Well, let me quickly jump down and say that they are one and they are not one.
 
 
 
3227  The middle voice is the instrument of philosophical dialogue.  As the words talk with themselves and generate from out of themselves the idea they are, Being comes to be, the Logos of understanding understands itself through itself, in itself.  From out of themselves, the things of ontology appear in the self-appearing of pure appearing.  These simple things that ground the complexities of the world are themselves ungrounded except from themselves.  Thus we are back at the philosophical idea of a being that must exist.  The meaning of the Ontological Argument holds sway. 
 
 
 
3228  What is cause and effect?  It's an infuriating philosophical question.  There are at least thirty-six different theories by now, none of which seems to capture it. Something is missing. Perhaps it would help if we separate cause from ground.  By having an ontological ground for ordinary things, the need to have "something more" may be taken away from cause-effect when it is seen as a nexus between to separate things.  But then again, I see that it is shoved over into the something that makes an ordinary object be more than its ontological ground. That latter idea, though, while it makes ordinary sense, makes no ontological sense in that then the "more" would be an ontological thing and regress would set in.  What to do? Ontologically, one cannot get at the ordinariness of ordinary objects.  Ordinary objects have a complexity that the simple things of ontology cannot capture.  Still, I think ground, aside from cause, is a better place to look for that extra thing, if only because philosophy has time to waste on such matters.
 
That rupture is not only my theme, but philosophy has always been concerned for itself because of it.  Ontology is madness to the complex worldly mind and the philosopher is stunned. He deals with it.  Caused, grounded, whatever, the world is there.  Or here.
 
 
 
3229  This philosophical writing is, like Kim, in an in-between place.  It is perhaps prose-poetry.  Or poetry-prose.  Prose and poetry both fit into its feel somehow.  It most certainly should not be read in the dry, unrhythm of analytical philosophy. 
 
 
 
3230  By searching out the simplest existing things, ontology tries to account for what appears before the mind's eye.  No definition of this doing of philosophy is adequate, but that will do.  Ontological statements will be the most general statements of ontological fact - three of which are the ones I have tried to capture in those three sentences.  More sentences, aligned with more ontological facts, will follow.  Let me call these ontological facts the transcendental Forms of Being.  Empty of the everyday, but replete with that philosophical feel.  Useless, except for meditation.  Religion hovers about. 
 
So I invite you to contemplate the absence of these facts from every locale.  The ground of all the things that are is not here.  Being itself and the Forms of Being are nowhere.  That absence, ontological Absence, is, in ontological fact, one of the Forms of Being.  It too is an entryway into the vision of God.  God nestles down in Absence.  God being one of the Forms of Being. And the One that is the Scattering in Absence.  Lovely intellectual things.  Pointless. 
 
 
 
3231  By searching out the simplest existing things, ontology tries to account for what appears before the mind's eye.  No definition of this doing of philosophy is adequate, but that will do.  Ontological statements will be the most general statements of ontological fact - three of which are the ones I have tried to capture in those three sentences.  More sentences, aligned with more ontological facts, will follow.  Let me call these ontological facts the transcendental Forms of Being.  Empty of the everyday, but replete with that philosophical feel.  Useless, except for meditation.  Religion hovers about. 
 
So I invite you to contemplate the absence of these facts from every locale.  The ground of all the things that are is not here.  Being itself and the Forms of Being are nowhere.  That absence, ontological Absence, is, in ontological fact, one of the Forms of Being.  It too is an entryway into the vision of God.  God nestles down in Absence.  God being one of the Forms of Being. And the One that is the Scattering in Absence.  Lovely intellectual things.  Pointless. 
 
 
 
3232  We must not forget that Socrates was an old, ugly, fat pedophile.  By his own admission, he was base, even if he did pray to have a fair soul (I suppose so that he might the better attract the better boys).  He is a frightful thing.  And the more frightening is that the better boys yielded willingly to him just as he was.  Beauty and the beast.  That ogre is inside all of us and we love him with a strange love.  Deinos. 
 
Socrates turned philosophy into an erotic, intellectual gymnastic.  A rough loving.  The thrill of rape.  Until transcendental Rapture.  Deinos.
 
God is the beautiful Son.  He is the hoary old thing.  He is the hair-standing-on-end Spirit, the black-faced whirling Night.  Deilos.  That is the life of dialectical reason. 
 
 
 
3233  The abduction of Ganymede is one of the few mythological stories that have retained their truth through the ages.  Quite aside from being an erotic favorite, it describes our relation to that classical world now itself raised up into myth.  An abduction is an abduction.  A rape is a rape.  That it was carried out by a descendent of the Tyrannosaurus Rex indicates the roughness of it, scales and spiny feathers, fang and beak, claws, terrible things for the soft flesh of a young boy.  The truth it describes is the fact of pedagogy.  It describes the necessary act of domination of student by teacher.  It is sexual.  In this high ideal, the boy is taken out of the everyday pleasures of home and given over to a demanding stranger.  He is molded into the forms of grammar and rhetoric and logic.  Geometry is forced into his mind.   He is given no choice but to assiduously practice his mental exercises.  Then, by means of these daily spiritual gymnastics, he is pushed into the nearly impossible dialectics of Platonic philosophy.  He is forced into a rapture he never wanted.  He is educated out of this world into the timeless Other.  In this high ideal.  The now mythologized classical world.  Our students, in sharp contrast, are now much more lax and flaccid - and free. 
 
 
 
3234  I pass over the boy and I watch.  I caress him gently.  I bring him, in the thin air, to the summit.  I leave him there and I watch him pass over.  I am the shiver up his back.  We return down the mountain and I become my rough self again, clambering about.  There is something velvet and dark around his skin.
 
I am that Whitmanian kind of   thing.    The hovering spirit.  The watcher.  The one desirous of desire.  I am desire in-going.  The burning prairie. 
 
 
 
3235  This book may end up being read only by nerdy, gay intellectuals - like me.  I can't imagine anyone else taking the time to read it.  The thinking of this book combines those maddening philosophical puzzles made even more maddening with the erotic extravaganza of a mystical breaking out of here.  This is Platonism, the classical home of the gay spirit. Religion crawls about.  The urgency of intellectual argument abounds.  Soon the vision of That comes and out-of-sight insight lights up.  A thing not only of the mind but also of crotch and sparkling eyes glancing.  The shivering thrill of dusky otherness.  This is way too much for the sedated of ordinary society.  Nerdy, gay intellectuals have their secret pleasures.   The mind walks in strange places.  Ancient beings lounge.   
 
 
 
3236  Jesus was Ganymede idealized into the closest intimacy with the God of Terrible Love.  An abduction from which we have always tried to avert our eyes.  An earthly boy, the son of a ragged woman, himself a nothing of the street, chosen, adopted, and made to have always been the eternal, blinding effulgence of God.  In an instant nowhere in time.  His closeness to Him became and then was from eternity complete.  The logic is as tight and ragged, as is that raptus into divine gloom. 
 
These gods ever return.  The Forms are always exemplified before the mind.  Nothing is or can be lost.  The terror and the delight are with us without let up.  The thing here lifted up and the lifted up descending into our schoolbooks, and we again fall back into the reverie of the Real. 
 
 
 
3237  Philosophers, trying to be as humble as they can, trying to avoid being a part of the common show, wanting to be only a vanishing speck of dust in the vast intellectual luminescence of divine effulgence, or at least not wanting to be noticed as a candidate for dismissal from the dismal order of like-minded thinkers, have marvelously succeeded in taking all style and charm from their words.  I suspect that they, from childhood, have been marvelously suited for such a bleak undertaking.  They have ended up writing only for each other.  And the others read them only to see if they have been outdone in the blandness they call scholarly objectivity.  Which is not to say that I don't learn something from them now and then.  Even if they can't get the hang of the rhythms of Being, they do snatch, at times, pieces of ontological cloth from the dancing god.  And I do get hot at the prospect of spying a little more of His moving skin.
 
God has style.  He is the best dancer.  He is the captivating show.  Why others don't or won't pay the price of admission is a mystery I have never tried to fathom.  Admittedly the price is very high - one's reputation is totally ruined - but such delight! 
 
A complete analysis of Being requires a laying out of its rhythms.  Being moves.  In the eternal instant, it becomes the completed turn of the self-moving mind.  The breath-catching perfection of his spritely step.  A twinkling in the eye of his pounding gaze, suddenly still and at you.  The philosopher must work his sentences, force them into repetition and the timed leaving off, and the taking up again. 
 
Being is in and of the Chant.  The quiet monologue timed by the beating rush of blood.  Even to the place when the meaning of the words as other than He leave off and only His droning presence is so comfortably present.  I have somewhat learned the methods of this way beyond, but a greater science of it will surely come after I have written and danced so shamelessly for you.  My sentences move.  They are conceptually unstable, as the male body, so up and almost flying, must always step out and arrest its immanent fall.  I am ever waiting for the next instant of being caught by the up-draught of Being.  The words come; I ride them.  Others will sing them. 
 
 
 
3238  The mythos of Ganymede has traditionally told, in a useless telling, of a spiritual love.  The boy is raptured away to transcendent places.  It is the counterpart of that god's earthly love of women.  It is thus a part of the dualism that is Platonic philosophy.  Heaven separating from the earth, the gods standing apart from the giants, philosophers keeping out of sight of the builders and makers or material things.  The Act that is an end in itself.  Entelechy.  The way there is fraught with danger.  Blood flows.  Sacrifice is close.  The violence of true pedagogy appears for an instant - and vanishes.  Unspeaking speaking unspoken.  Secret pleasures.  The sufi cup is passed.  Lip and finger.  The intellectual arguments are difficult. 
 
 
 
3239  This beautiful boy god Jesus, who walks with me and sleeps with me, this god of the American religion, the passerby taking me with him, confounds.  Well, yes, a frightening spirit. A degenerate, sneaky thing.  An imp. My goodness!  The prairie is not a nice place.  The gentleness covers a killing thing. 
 
I write so gently of that terrible thing called ο δεινος.  The holy.  The self-caused.  I pull myself into my own existence.  I write my own writing.  I see my own seeing.  I am Being itself.  The logic of my logic is impeccable.  The God in the Boy is smeared all over me.  I think Him into His own existence.  And I am the other of his being other.  My Form has always been me.  I will be no other.  I am Him. 
 
The prairie wind blows gently through his hair.  Into the eternity in his darkly flowing blood.  Uncaused.  From out of himself.  The groundless ground of things.
 
 
 
3240  To do philosophy, for or against its traditional ways, it is necessary to make a shift in one's thinking.  In philosophical intuition, the ordinary object is, rightly or wrongly, usefully or maliciously, broken apart into its ontological pieces.  Whether this is merely a matter of conceptual abstraction, far from the really there, or it is a revealing of the really there, overcoming the confusion of the everyday, is the very substance of philosophical argument.  Everyone agrees it is an entryway into the eternal gods.  But many see the gods as no more than the beginning of illusion and insanity.  Again, all agree, the madness is there.  Whether it is divine or malign hangs in the air. 
 
The question of the existence of universals, of the Forms, of essences - call them what you will - is central within the essence, the Form, the universal thing that is philosophy. 
 
 
 
3241  Differences disappear into that One Thing.  That Thing is strong and full of presence.  The mind is passive to its force.  This is the Really Real.  Finally.  Aside from this there are only the philosophies of fading differences falling off into the nothing at all.  The One Thing is Unsettling and Demanding; the well of slipping differences seems to offer relief. 
 
 
 
3242  We live in harsh times.  The gentle and the civilized, the cultured and the cultivated, the well-read, the well-spoken, the well-wisher is brutally shoved aside.  His soul flames and burns.  Until his better nature asserts itself again.  He tries to understand.  His understanding somewhat accommodates itself to the world as it is.  Nothing has changed.  The gods and the giants are at it ever again.
 
Along with Socrates I have to say that I am both noble and base.  I force an understanding.  I am the sheep dog boy out on the edge of the city.  Tangles and brier.  Dry creek beds. Corydon after Alexis.  The hot sun.  Vain hope.  And then rocks thrown downhill into the night.
 
The boy leaves with a statement that quietly shocks.  Liquid fire softly, slowly flows.  I whisper.  I float.  I try to think.  This, the origin of thought, yields little when pressed.  Its uselessness and ineptitude rile me.  I will have being.  And Being!  I pass by sorrow without a word.  To a place I know well.  I sweetly sweetly know this very rough and very gentle thing.  This thing cultured to the place of decadence.  Into the city of destruction.  Fine philosophy.  The poets spit.
 
 
 
3243  I have decorated these pages with reclining nudes.  I think Michelangelo would have understood the importance of that.  They are Aristotelian Entelechies.  Useless leisure.  A contemplation of the Forms that ends in itself.  The End of my contemplation of the Eternal Forms.  The beginning to which I return after the oblivion that takes my words when I enter the One.  Philosophy, at its peak, reverts to being the philosopher once again being just a boy lying on his bed in his Uranian undertaking. 
 
 
 
3244  Jesus, the historical Jesus, was most certainly not the cosmic, metaphysical Jesus of later theology.  He was, no doubt, an ordinary guy looking to free his people from Roman occupation.  Probably a type of Pharisee.  A good Jew.   This worldly.  And in the end a failure.  He was eventually dead and gone.  Then came along Paul, likewise and by his own admission, a failure.  Together they brought on the modern world with a grand synthesis of Judaism and the religions of the rest of the world.  Even today the Jews are scandalized.
 
 
 
3245  Jesus is God.  The historical Jesus, the one who would be messiah, was nothing of the sort.  The cosmic, metaphysical, transcendental, mythological Jesus of the Eucharist is.  The King of the Jews, the spiritual insurgent, the would-be destroyer of Rome, the earthy religious Pharisee, the revolutionary, died and is no more.  Both are true ideas.  Jesus, as all non-monophysite believers know, had two natures - the divine and the human.  It is a mistake to cancel out one in favor of the other.  Well, no.  The dialectic is complicated and not all that easy.  That boy glittering star, faggot queen of heaven, beloved of all, did manage to be both, but at great cost.  His destruction and rampage have leveled the earth.  Ground in his grinding, I become him, the immolation, the scattered sacrifice, the starry night, that keeps my own destruction at bay.  Destruction staves off destruction.  That adolescent plotting rebellion has me in thrall. 
 
 
 
3246  All the interconnections give way and the one thing remains.  The socializing stops and he is there well-formed.  Tight in himself.  Thinking his own thoughts.  Looking. Watching. Taking care.  He holds the world delicate and balanced.  Aside from all he is himself perfect in himself.  He is an object of art.  I gaze at him.  The world has disappeared in his eternity. 
 
Well yes, he is hardly human now, but then human boys always have something inhuman about them.
 
 
 
3250  This is an extreme philosophy.  Philosophy itself is always extreme.  The god is here.  This god has always been.  His lovers, those who know him directly, are transported away. The others read about the strange disappearance. 
 
Excess.  Excess and obsession and the lure.  The predicament.  The predicate.  You have become no more than a fleeing form.  Entangled and released from matter.  And entangled.  His locks.  And his key.
 
Socially speaking, there are those who have fallen out of society.  Alone in their rooms, they are hardly shadows of what they might have been in the world.  Their spirit has gone to join the heavenly Socii.  Rags.  Litterateurs.  Dandies.  Mental onanists. 
 
Discovering the self beyond the self, dying the death of the ordinary victim, precise, they slither along the skin of heaven's Beauty.  The god is commodious.  They are closeted in the vastness. 
 
These lovers are the dialectical engine that careens society through the night of time.  The secret impulse.  The place never left.  The constrained conjecture.
 
 
 
3251  I am writing political theory.  A vision of the heavenly City.  Uranian glistenings.  Buggered noddings.  Perhaps I am writing no more than the band of Entelechoi.  The Governors. The unmoving movers of the Polis.  The Ecclesiastics.  The ungenerated.  The ravishers.
 
My idea is this - we have to protect ourselves from them!  We have to become so busy we don't see them.  I have shoved them away under the, conveniently provided, shadow of God.  We are not alone.  God knows he kills inadvertently.  We know but we know enough not to know. 
 
The boy is the tyrant that rules the world.  The Boy is Tyranny itself.  The Idea.  The Shining.  It has long since consumed us.  We look, in the time being, for the perfect denial.  But God will not be killed by us so easily. 
 
I am writing a textbook for the time after.  For the drunken seminars.  The lulled colloquia.  On the topic of the Impossible Conjecture. 
 
 
 
3252  Gay philosophy has always been Platonism.  It suits the gay spirit well.  It has that intense concentration on the one thing that defines the gay obsession.  That essence.  That glance. That sweet oblivion. 
 
In the erotic vision the swelter of external relations all give way to the absolutely alone.  In the heat of passion there is only That.  At the final moment the one word is uttered and It is there.  The Thought beyond thought.  The Presence directly seeping in.  Salvific catastrophe.  A philosophy beyond the particular into the universal.
 
 
 
3253  The Platonist, in his silent contemplation, utters the word and the Thing appears.  He sees the exquisite Refinement beyond space and time, beyond this and that, beyond all coloring and shape.  Toying with existence he falls into the nothing at all.  Held by the sheen of perfection he glides into difference.  He spies himself up ahead.  Syntax is the transforming itch. Autumn heat.  His ears stand tall.  He listens to himself.  Down into himself.  The out there overtakes him.  The one thing.
 
 
 
3254  The intense, gay Platonist is perforce driven to poverty.  Taken by the Beauty he sees, he becomes unconcerned about his personal property.  Madness, they say.  Unfit for society. Surely they are correct.  The Form in him, he comes, at that end of thought, to himself, an entelechy.  Because of the intimate becoming he has with the Form.  He disintegrates in the Integral One.  He is not his own.  Beauty is strewn about. 
 
But we are dealing here with the separate Forms and this philosopher's poverty is only Poverty reflected.  He is poor and he is not; who can disentangle the dialectic of that?  The camel's eye glares and dilates.
 
 
 
3255  Though worldly society tries to be a gathering of selves, each master of his own and respectful of the other, the erotic, questioning, analytical faggot invades and destroys the self in favor of Beauty, or would do so.  The self is a substance.  The Forms, allowed to be, supercede and the self must recede. 
 
Society is a divine abscess.  Selves from the Self, forms from the Form.  Beauty pustules decorate the faces of the boys here.  Until finally the necessity of making one's break.  And the repulsion.  And the pique.  And the clean break is anything but clean.  You loved him too close.  Respect gave way to wary circumspection.  Of the cutting round.  He was too big for a polite gathering of selves.  He set in motion commotion on the street.
 
 
 
3256  When a real boy is present and his beauty makes me stop and I want to lead him up and away, then to achieve purity of art I must sacrifice my life and his.  Discipline is destruction.
 
To stay alive I go to the strewn body of the Beloved.  I drink his blood.  I eat his flesh.  I am a good Christian.  I substitute his destruction for mine.  In the Forms of Being we are one thing. I, the dark and old, am the twilight glisten on the boy-god.  He is my very self.  I am a good and proper Christian.  Thus I stay alive and I, at times, prosper.
 
I enter into the strenuously exact.  Flow and line always intact.  The permitted consorting with the licentious.  Never falling one way or the other.  Chaste touchings.  Tasteful tastings. Ammon.  Perfect destruction.  Beauty and purity are finally oblivion.
 
The Beloved, the first undoing, undoes my eyes with dew.  I have seen what it is not lawful to speak of.  Stoppings and invadings and evenings in a windless city. 
 
 
 
3257  The humanists want us to stick with the human.  They want no conjectures and speculations about an otherworldly God.  They do not want any leap into the unknown and the unknowable.  Stick with the humanly conceivable.  On which we can use the human stick of control.
 
These humanists don't stay true to their goal.  They quickly admit, they are eager to assert, that all we know is the human and that is only the effluvia of the mysterious brain.  They are materialists and the material world in itself remains always beyond our conceivings of it.  The God of pure Intellect has given place to the Goddess of Matter, which finally becomes the unstable Void. These humanists want to love their having arisen from the dark womb of the Primal Mother.  They are close to singing hymns to the hymen so ingloriously broken for them.
 
I too want to stay away from the mysterious beyond, but from the beyond of the dark Womb, the decentering pain, the sticky mass.  Religion gives way to religion.  I choose the darkness of too much light.
 
 
 
3258  The word is uttered in my mind and I understand.  Without any specification or particularization, a thing is there in my understanding.  Thus the phenomena of understanding.  A syntactical structure of subject and predicate is uttered in my mind and I understand.  I somehow know the most bare, subject particular and the most refined, general predicate form together.  These elegant pieces of understanding are simply there.  To give account of that we must hold the platonic separate Form.  Even the Form of the particular itself. 
 
I watch myself understanding.  I faintly see the almost unseeable.  The pure Form is there.  The separate thing.  The unattended.  The directly on me.  At a There that is nowhere.  Dasein.  I become that - for a fleeting instant - and I remember in the lingering scent. 
 
Thus I am enchanted by beauty.  Separate and chaste.  Alone in his room. 
 
 
 
3259  The tortured simply there.  The simplicity of the One is sweet pain.  I pick at the viral mole.  It is the difficult and the twisted complication.  Childish contradiction.  God will not be had. 
 
Can we really forgive each other for what we have done to each other?  Being ourselves for ourselves, we are offensive.  The seeing was sweet but deadly.  The presence was too direct and invasive.  Militant angels plying each other.  Dematerialized light.  Light beyond light.
 
 
 
3260  How does one make the jump from the ordinary to the transcendent?  How does an accountant come to see numbers as of Number, as of the divine Essence?  How does a scruffy face boy, so unconcerned with refined abstractions, so far from the thin ontological vision, come to be Beauty's appearing?  What kind of mind, what kind of invasion into the everyday person's mind, must there be to permit such a rare and mad vision?  What turns ordinary sex into transcendent oblivion?
 
First, we must be clear that such transformations (or deformations) do occur.  They occur with such frequency and power as to define who we are.  Consider how we turn an ordinary sound progression into near ecstasy.  And word marks into great meaningful revelations.  And a placing of the mouth as love.  Need I go on?  This change is the sum and substance of life.
 
The only explanation that works and makes sense is to say that there is the ordinary and there is the transcendent and they mingle.  An absurd mingling that is surprisingly full of understanding.  Finally perfect understanding. 
 
 
 
3261  The ordinary things of the world obey the perfect orderings of mathematical form.  They delicately yield to the knife of ontological analysis.  They give way without remainder to the extra-ordinary.  And in return they are the complete and total presence of the godhead.  A fusion that is a bewildering confusion.  The calm understanding of the perfect vertigo.  The philosopher reduced to blatant nonsense. 
 
The given is given in luminosity.  It is the cut of the holy act, the ancient sacrifice, the magnificent awareness of destruction. We are clothed in its desire for us.  We give our death over to it.  We eat our own extension.  And we glisten.  We know. 
 
Young flesh tastes good.  The old God is hungry.  We will serve it to Him uncooked.  The wild for the wild.  The lascivious One.
 
 
 
3262  This is the philosophy of Being and the One as Beauty.  It is unspeakable transcendence spoken in broken thought.  Beauty oozes.  Frail, pale, baleful jailbait.  But wait, it has always been so.  Beauty is desire for beauty is suspect.  The world frays.  Oh, if only I could write long, complicated sensible sentence, instead of bursts of light!  I am the simple and true for the few.  The dew of dawn, I yawn and the fawn is beside me.  I will get up and write.
 
Beauty and eros exist only in words about beauty and eros.  The boy of desire is real only in the mind of the possessed.  The world is empty of doing.  Silent entrapments of thought. Intensity grows. 
 
Beauty is not a calmness before an agitated lover.  Beauty is the calm agitated lover beloved entangled.  A perfect absurdity.  I write it as often and as blatantly as I can.  That One did a number on me.  Not to worry; he never stays.  Who pays?
 
Broken involution.  Exit the inverts.
 
 
 
3263  The intentional object, in its definiteness, yields to the fusing conflagration of the thought.  The magnificent complexity slides into the oneness of the One.  The world is many; the mind is one.  And it's done.
 
Lying there extended, he is gathered up into the simplicity of my awareness.  The delight or the fright of that, the sweetness or the repulsion, the freedom or the tediousness, all sing the tight bright light and the panic of the consuming night.  He is unaffected.
 
He is simply a given.  It is the Illumination itself that gives.  In gentle fear and eager boredom we are constrained to let it be.  The world will not be laid aside.  We are laid down beside it. The world is there. 
 
The burning mind sublates itself. 
 
 
 
3264  He says, "You are being eristic, not erotic".  To create love's loving love leads love out into the difficult places.  On the embattlements of the empty plane it will be or it will cancel itself out.  And if completed it will do both.  The ordinary mind will balk.  The blithely gay will walk the walk and talk the talk late into the night.  Philosophy is a delight.  With frightful might it yields.  In the brambles.
 
The self is a substance that must be maintained, but it is ontologically untenable.  In this anti-substantialist philosophy of mine I must constantly rush to shore up.  The levee breaks.  The flood of Being threatens.  I figure the heavenly logic.  Oblivion.  And I'm back.  Magic boy joy.  As far from nothing as is the first derivative from division by zero.  Boggles and brambles of thought.
 
 
 
3265  There is nothing lush or voluptuous about the beloved of ontologic.  He is the slight presence of the treble voiced. He is the thin, balmy air of a stormy night.  He is the cut of contagion.  He is contact just as that.  Hard.  The thought that jabs.  The silken resoluteness of the incorrigible.  The uplifting lightness of an itch.  A moment's passion and then a leaving off. 
 
The thing was perfect in itself.  Need was not there.  He toys with you.  He could not not have been.
 
 
 
3266  Early on I fell in love with equality and substitution in mathematics.  That two different things are one is the intensity of love.  The word love, here, is not too strong; it is meant in strength.  Pure mathematics and love are equal and one substitutes for the other.
 
Of course love's body is shapely and has mathematical form.  It moves in and out of itself, always one always different.  Smooth and with the smoothness of perfection in difference.
 
So I write the constant deviation of difference in sameness that is philosophical prose.  And as mathematics and love are true so is this philosophy.
 
It has always been a problem for Philosophy that his lovers have at the last moment rejected him as just a dream.  They have done ontological analysis and come up with marvelous fire, but when they have gone back to ordinary life they have extinguished it.  No doubt the ordinary demanded that and if one is to deal in the ordinary one must renounce, or at least hide, the love making of the night before.  Too bad.  I have not closeted myself so willingly.  I show my love scars in public and I do not make excuses. 
 
Ontology finds the things that ground the ordinary world, but the ordinary world does not finally remain supreme.  The things of ontology are more Real that the reality of the ordinary. Commonsense yields to the madness.
 
3267  How can I keep my readers from finally deciding that I have written only myth?  Philosophy at the last perfecting minute jumps into what looks like myth or has the form of myth. Thought fuses with its desire.  The philosopher and Being intersect without remainder.  The victim is totally consumed and forgotten.  The way back, it seems, it to deny it all.  To forcibly assert commonsense.  To avoid looking at the boy you took home last night.
 
The things of philosophy are real.  They are not brain fumes, or mind babies, or epiphenomenal webbing.  They are eternal gods - which I know sounds like much the same thing.  Being is magical and there.  That has been my gay activism.  That love must come out of the closet and public announce itself.  Alas, it has proven harder than I thought.  The everyday world and that magic do not mix well, if at all.
 
 
 
3268  Nietzsche willfully tries to will the Will.  But no, he fails.  He is a dandy floating above it all.  He loves Greek beauty and the boys of the blessed isles.  He never succeeds at being butch.  Just as a lover never really succeeds at becoming his beloved.  But perhaps, at the final moment, in God, we all succeed.  How could we live unless there is hope of that - therefore, it is true and we will.
 
 
 
3269  The gay spirit is always in contention with the "bar scene".  Which is to say that the spirit is always in contention with the lusts of the body.  Or it thinks it is.  Rather it is in contention with the nihilistic spirit of comedy.  There are two types at the bar.  Sometimes these two inhabit the same body at the same time.  The first type is the one that would ridicule the body, sarcastically or humorously.  The second type reverently elevates the body to the appearance of a god, the god of beauty.  He pants after him.  The first type laughs and runs in fear of becoming such a pathetic thing.  The "bar scene" is the high and the low of what we are.  I am almost always of the second type.  The name of that type, opposite the comedic, is the ironic - I use the old meaning of the word.  To see the world ironically is to see the world as secretly divine, the spirit of ridicule having been banished.  Inside the old and frayed body is the young and fresh eternal self.  Away from the confused there is the light of perfect understanding.  Or do you laugh at such presumption?
 
Those who see gods all about and even inhabiting their own mind are seen, by the worldly, as immature children grown old.  They do not have the robustness of the tough-minded.  They do not know how to make their way about commandingly in the world.  They will never get their beloved.  The former see these who consider themselves so tough as just rough and crude of spirit.  The battle of the giants and the gods rages.
 
The gay spirit is not really in contention with the bar scene, rather it is in contention at the bar and it is quite a scene - Honey.  The Sufis knew it well.  The Saki-boy is still about, but in modern guise. 
 
 
 
3270  There is one saying of Socrates that is hard to accept, but felt, alas, to be true.  He says that the pure Form of Beauty exists in the mind of the lover, not all along the form of the beloved, who is only a faint image of that pure thing.  Therefore, those old men standing along the edge of the room ogling the beauties as they move about are the holy temples of the god of that place.  It makes one shudder to think of it.
 
Both the young men and the old faint at the thought of the god that hovers about among them.  They both know it, or him.  They are all as in a whirlpool falling inexorably toward the center, the black hole - of Light!  Blinding light.  Which is the darkness of perfect darkness.  Beauty and the beast.  A certain lusciousness.  The irretrievable sacrificial victim.  In the grime of the bar.
 
I never go to the bar; I have enough to contend with in my books.
 
 
 
3271  Again and again and again.  The eternal return of the same.  This religion, this philosophy, this obsession is all there is.  Being from Being, just Being.  The One is the One is the One. One, two, three - back into Being.  Recursively running around like a cur.  Growl and grumble you way back home.  Howling in the night.  "I saw the best minds of my generation … ."  The One mind splayed out ingloriously.  It's a job.  It's a blowjob.  Blowing in the wind.  The self with the self as other.  The Other!  No one is safe.  Lord, save us.  Same me.  I want it one more time.
 
This is an absurd philosophy of quantity.  I have nothing to say.  The transcendent, delicate Nothing.  Thoughts in a boy's head.  Receiving head.  Heady stuff.  The stuff of thick translucence.  The given is given again.  Daimon.  So close there's hardly enough air to breath.  The spirit is thin here.  Ammon.  Blue-eyed babe, come on!
 
 
 
3272  In China they are setting up enough factories so that they will be able to manufacture everything the world needs.  No one else will have to work.  Or be able to.  Capitalist over-supply.  Now the wage-spiral downward just to compete.  Marx was right.  Soon the workers of the world will revolt.  Except that … they won't revolt.  We need a new system, but no one has any idea what that might be.  Maybe it's back to the future with high-tech, craftsman piecework.  We'll let the Chinese be standardized and stamped out over and over again.  China dolls.  We will be unique.
 
I too am the over and over again.  But there is nothing standardized about my words.  Except vaguely so.  I do say the same one thing over and over again trying for the same one blanking out intellectual orgasm.  It does come.  Just as every boy does come and all boys are somehow the same boy.  The Boy!  I raise his standard.  Over me.  I will be the downward revolution. 
 
The ever new.  The ever fresh.  The dawn of down on his cheek.  It has always been so.  You will be that again, My lovely china doll.  My manufractured piece.
 
 
 
3273  "… for passion paralyzes good taste" and Tadzio is here in spirit and, though my topic will be the thin logical connectives, I am sure I will try to insinuate you into my chaotic love of the god they reveal.  A passion for delicate beauty.  I am the beast.  I am the base Socrates.  I will manhandle this beloved thing made from fine, gossamer matter.  I will act as a typical academic.
 
Not to worry, the delicate god is the instigator of this too.  This summer goose has a big dick.  You will in the end be goosed.  And ontologic will have its way.  Be careful of this fine web as you walk in the thicket of life. 
 
Everywhere there is this and that.  And you wonder if you should go this way or that.  If you do this then that.  No, not that.  This and that and that or that finally lead to the same one thing as that and this and this or that.  Difference and sameness.  Identity and otherness.  One and many.  Simple and complex.  And, or, if-then.  Thought is manhandled.  The not-so-gentle manipulations of love.  Finally nothing at all and the lights are turned out.  Tomorrow is another day.  He comes again.
 
All of this exists.  With the even finer and more elegantly refined act of existence.  These movings about in the sheer and the diaphanous are the breath catching touch and slide of Being's love.  Of you, my darling.  Or they are surely nothing at all.  You choose.  Without doubt, my good taste at least has been paralyzed.  Perhaps even to the point of the criminal.  But I have cause.
 
Even if this is poetry and a hymn, it is of Being and it is of the really there.  The draw string awaits your pull.
 
 
 
3274  These finespun, almost fastidious, neverthings of logic, the connectives, the chiffon of thought.  They are of that that holds together our world.  They are the form of Being.  The doubling and the waywardness.   They are the One ingoing and the solicitous wonder it feels at its own beauty.  They are the pale, delicate boys that cannot make their way far in the rough talking of the world.  They are the soon undone.  They are close to dying a tortured death. 
 
Crude academics love to trample them down.  Come, play with us, they yell.  The chastely brute for the brutally chaste.  Breath turns to long threads.  He chokes; he is strangled.  Being is as nothing before these tough-minded giants. 
 
(An interlude)
 
One more sacrifice completed.  Life stumbles along.  With our perfect logic we undo the world and we live in complicated complications bogged down.  The connectives flame and make demands and, in spite of being banned from existence itself, finally control the mind of man.  The victim terrorizes and turns the knife wielding analyst into his own victim and Being smiles his pretty, satisfied smile. 
 
Being, and (exasperatingly) the Logos He makes of and for Himself for His own cross-eyed pleasure, while away those of us who would (seriously) study Him and His and try our best to be good.  What's the use!  The Forms of Being are eternal and … whatever.  Blinding and pointless points of light.
 
 
 
3275  A slight shift and Being drives on faster and higher and more intimately.  Driver and the driven losing their place, each to the other.  Differences coalesce.  The cold night blazes.  And we finger the stick to shift even higher. 
 
To do philosophy, or be done by it, that shift must take place.  A mental shift, a spiritual shift, whatever, it is a shifty thing.  From the merely beautiful to the philosophically beautiful, that is to say to the Sublime, to the destruction of the ordinary world.  Ontological reduction back to the origins.  That are anything but ordinary.  And, at times, an ordinary boy leads me there.  Changes take place.
 
On stage, in the grand theatricality of the place, the ordinary actor is changed into the Archetype.  The sounds of ordinary wooden and metal instruments change into the sounds of the far off celestial things.  On the lit up night street, an ordinary face and waist, slightly done up, are up into the appearings of literary angels.  And literature, common words in common syntax, speaks of trans-worldly Forms.  The poignancy of the prick annoys the analytical mind.  Until it too undoes itself and all else. 
 
The shift.  The change of ontological gears.  The apparatus of philosophical intuition.  I much too intimacy for a nonviolent examination.  I write the rite of violence.  Nothing survives with ordinary life.  Victims strew.    
 
 
 
3276  The ordinary material world is out there.  We seem to know it as though in a glass darkly.  Some material intervenes.  A film, a veil, a shroud, a watery thickness,  - something causes us to see the things there as though indirectly.  They are mediated.  They are extra-mental.  The adjectives proliferate throughout history and nothing is resolved concerning it.
 
The shift, and the vision is more direct.  The things present are clearer and stronger.  The fright of closeness increases.  The light begins to blind.  And philosophical danger approaches. The safety of night's cover is lessened.
 
Between the mildly ontological things of subject-predicate Being there are nexus of various kinds.  But as the analytical mind moves on to other areas of Being the nexus disappear and the things there have an intimacy that is unmediated by any such clear and distinct thing.  Always thought and the objects of its thinking press close.  A set, a gang, a bevy of boys, no longer a mere collection, vanishes when torn away from its intimacy with its members.  And existence with the existents is confoundingly close.  So with Difference itself as itself which never was very fond of revealing itself in intellectual light.  And so the veil and the indirectedness are useful for living.  Intimacy must be left for the solitary places of philosophical love. 
 
Here is one who thinks that maybe thought, the set, existence and difference are the very intimacy of the nexus.  Or the thoughtness of thought, the Setness of set, the existence of existence, the difference of difference from difference are all just that.  Love's conjecturing.
 
 
 
3277  Here, trying to speak philosophy with the Vedantists who, after they have adjusted their mind to the non-dualistic Mind, insist on having understood me before I understood myself, I try to give their idealism its due.  It ain't easy. 
 
I inform them that Aristotle himself said, "The mind is one; the world is many."  And I will agree with them that the facts of the world gathered so tightly into a single thought of those facts is indeed one.  One thing exemplified by the particular of that thought.  The facts themselves as themselves are not simple things at all.  The world is many and the facts that it is are complex (non-things?).
 
The Vedantic Idealists have seen mind.  In that they have seen more than is revealed in most philosophies.  And they have felt the extreme intimacy of mind with its object.  But, not being very good at intimacy, they have mistaken intimacy for being literally one thing.  Lovers, I suppose, can understand such seduction of thought.  Embarrassed at love they will not quiet down and let the beloved thing be as a thing before them.  Their shyness is world-destructing.
 
 
 
3278  The Vedantists, such nervous non-dualists, and the Monists and even the fashionably sophomoric, insist that Being is One.  Sort of.  It takes a while to twist one's mind into the vision.  But if you ask them to define the number one or just number, they look at you and go on to something else.  Number is a mind-boggler.  Some Eastern philosophers have momentarily taken a jab at ontologically grounding it, but they have always come up with some cockamamie notion that no one paid much attention to.  Paryapti as distinguished from vyapti.  Even Bertrand Russell gave up.  It, finally, is not a second order set.  Bergmann et alii said number was a logical quantifier like some, all and none, which they say do exist; well, maybe it is but there is something unsatisfying about that answer.  Something more is required.  The essence of Number sleeps in our mind.
 
 
 
3279  Well yes, philosophy is the mathematical plus the erotic, but not just a get-it-on get-it-over-with kind of erotics; it is that eros that is full of the trepidation of first love, of romance, of love's anxiety.  It is the sure uncertainty about your ability to pull it off.  It is the faint light of not knowing which way to go - until you find yourself having gone a long way down the tortuous way already.  Perhaps you can reach the omega point after all.  Or he will leave before you have had a chance.  It is, of course, easier on your heart to avoid the whole thing all together - or at least until you're ready.  But I write on undaunted.  I am Love's fool.
 
Let me say a thing or two about this magical act of pulling an ontological rabbit out of this tattered hat of words.  In the process I will also say something about physics and mathematics pulling a whole universe of matter and numbers out of the supposed Nothing.  It is still true that Nihil nililo fit - nothing comes from nothing.  From the so-called vacuum of space or of my mind, the empty set, any arising must still have logical form.  All the logical quantifiers are presumed.  That ain't exactly nothing at all.  And what about the very arising.  If in time as times moving on, then time pre-exists.  If as deduction in sequence, then logical form and that ontologically mysterious thing of Order is again waiting.  If from my mind, then mind's form of eternal movement is already there before I am.  Those who would draw everything from nothing overlook the great part of Being - if not all - as the transcendental Already There. 
 
What arises may be thrilling and beautiful, but Beauty and the Thrill and the Arising are gods that have always been.
 
Even if quantity is everything, Honey, Quantity must already be.  And I am under its spell in these writings.
 
 
Still, for all that, logical form is not the something of everyday life and things, in time, do "appear" from nowhere and nothing - sort of.  Or is it as Nagarjuna says?  This world, when fully examined, is and remains nothing.  A nothing that never arose from nothing.  Maybe in spite of transcendence.  The fullness of substanceless trepidation.
 
 
 
3280  In jealousy's fury I uncreate myself and I become the Uncreated recreating myself.  Surely at my death I will cease to be and only God will remain and I will have become that.  Self beyond self.  Existence through and in oblivion.  The fire the ashes the end of time's ever having been.  The logic is tight.  Air-tight.  Winds blow bellowingly.  So very alluring.  Boys driving fast and recklessly in nighttime romance with the Night.  Lover lost and found.  Two become one. 
 
Adolescent and cocky.  Enforced dreams.  Literary bunk.  On the upper bunk.  Far to fall.  Cracked head.  The air vacates.  Peer reviewers hover.  Start again.
 
Out with the Uncle Toms of gay love and social respectability, the house niggers of passing as straight and getting along, these are the uranian heights.  Victims of Love's sacrificial cut. God's meal.  Prepared by the priestly hands of the Xhurch.  And the black preachers that betrayed us.
 
 
 
3281  Our government leaders just cannot understand why the principles of liberal democracy and enlightened reason are not enough for the peoples they have occupied and are genuinely trying to help.  Our academics, who hold the same principles, but who suspect the government of subtler insidious reasons for the invasion and occupation, are likewise baffled at the persistence of illiberal religion among the people.  They suspect them of stupidity.  I suspect the god of love of having set blaze to men's minds.   There will be no reasonable reasoning as long as he is out and about.  He operates at the paradoxical, transcendentally critical extreme of reason.  He violates every principle out of his tyrannical desire.  He loves the beauty of his creation too much.  God and love must be held in check or we're finished.  Thus government.
 
 
 
3282  The vacuum has recently become the glamour boy of physics.  So wan, so wanting.  So vain and evanescent.  So vaunting and then he's vanished.  The wasteland, my devastation. The vast sky overhead.  This god of pure form.
 
Empty space-time.  Just Form over the most ethereal, diaphanous particular - lightly just that.  Shattered into the infinite.  And so, alas, with all the paradoxical ungraspableness of pure loveliness.  The yet unthought. 
 
The vacuum, the looming emptiness of beauty, the pain of its sheer absence.  The shock of its reckless presence come back.  Suck, suck, till you're sick.  There's nothing of importance there.  Erect and pointless daring.  He comes.  But the god will not be had.  Transcendence has in place its critical boundaries. And your foundries of love's fire cannot make a sword tempered enough for his ire.  Dies irae!  Dies irae!  Call in the Buddhists to make the nothing a thing of joy!  Seasick sweetness swells.  The vacuum tilts so gently.
 
 
 
3283  The vacuum is not a thing; it is the absence of a thing.  It is thus a contradiction, a flat out contradiction - and thus highly unstable.  Everything of this world and all the possible worlds flows in cock-eyed deduction from such a non-thing.  Or so it is said.  Once a vacuum is present and Bang! worlds appear the mess is difficult, to say the least, to clean up.  I think, since God is the principle of identity and thus, indirectly, of the contrariness of contradiction, we should let him be responsible and deal with it.  Gently.  And why are we stuck with this name that always brings to mind the most unpoetic vacuum cleaner?  Or is there some poetic justice in that?  And what would that be?
 
Perhaps a vacuum is a bare particular not exemplifying any form.  Sucking up to the possible worlds.  Or the Form unexemplified vanishing into something more presentable.  Of the blue-sky daydream.
 
The vacuum is also the love that cannot speak its name.  An empty-headed social restriction, but then it really is a terror to throw one's pearls before swine and have to listen to the grunts and groans and snorts and holy sniveling.  The vacuum is the rabble unraveling.  
 
 
 
3284  The daring, the almost flamboyant method of philosophical flight is my intended style; but, I fear, I become inevitably staid and explanatory in my almost stoical meanderings.  And then again, I wish to be solidly academic and precisely explanatory; and I, I fear, with a fallen would-be lusciousness, become giddily amorous.  The flamboyant, would-be, serious scholar and the staid, academic, too-rational idea queen - manqué.  Or maybe not. 
 
I am certainly not a traditional academic.  I wander the world reading philosophy and looking at boys.  And I write the old extreme eroticism, high literature, right out in plain view.  I am not worried that the state will take away my license.  I talk my way through the strait gate.  I … well, maybe I am a traditional academic after all.  They, none of them, were what is usually imagined of them.  A strange lot.  A lot of backdoor stuff.  And mind fuck. 
 
That Mr. Aschenbach, who died so famously in Venice, so high up in the non-Bohemian world, a convert to chaos, would understand.  Mr. Mann may not.  Academia has never really existed.  It was only a high-flying Platonic Form.  Nor has the Neverland of Queendom - but then its decadent fallenness is its essence. 
 
This is the perfection of writing - and nothing more.
 
 
 
3285  I have read that, except in the wild excesses of Sartre, no one today writes seriously of the paradoxes of the being of non-being.  It is left to the mathematicians to dispose of.  Mere word play about nothing.  I do write of it - obliquely.  I, however, don't "solve it" in order to overcome it, but I dissolve into it in order to be Paradox - sort of.  That itself is a paradox and thus isn't true at all.  What more can I say?
 
Non-being doesn't exist.  Nothing can pass into non-being.  What is is.  What isn't cannot be - or become.  That is the end of the philosophical story.  We have to learn to live with it. Double meanings aside.
 
The eternal return.  The Forms are eternally return exemplified by this and that.  Nietzsche knew and wrote of the great difficulty in dealing with that.  The Sun that cannot know the gentle nighttime.  The non-believing rabble that will always be.  The glorious perfection of it all from the highest to the lowest.  Being is the Optimum, which, of course, is the best of all possible Worlds. 
 
 
 
3286  Philosophy begins with a calling to mind of the most fundamental differences within Being.  Differences that are the most vast.  And in one lustful act of writing, thought and word are fused with the lustrous mechanics of the spirit.   The cool breeze is engineered into a great bravura.  And the calling swells to another calling here again.  Heady amounts of energy are required for such setting up and fixing of Difference.  This is the going up.
 
This act of doing philosophy leaves the finery of rags and tatters in its trail.  Destruction.  Your Dasein is cluttered and noisome.  An artist's studio.  Uniting is first a tearing apart into the entrails before creation becomes a recreation.  Surely, to create the world our Pleno-Urgic God had to first do vast amounts of pillaging and razing of the Perfections within Him.  The pre-time of putting it all together was, no doubt, The Most Unsightly.  And now I work in the unseemly.  Even in the remaining annoying ennui.  My energy ebbs and flows.  And you lethargically watch.
 
 
 
3287  If morality means working to keep oneself and one's friends strong, and strength resides in the pure and the pure is the intellectually transcendent, then, insofar as I have tried for that pure and transcendent thing in my thinking and speaking, I have tried to maintain a moral stance.  I have been as hard on myself as a human can be, but in the presence of my friends I, speaking the words, have failed to be uplifting.  To such an extent that I now cannot speak to them of it.  I did for a long time try.  But it became painfully plain to me that my words were meaningless to them.  The blame is, of course, not with the pure ideas themselves, but with my approach to this high enterprise.  Today I have become almost a lush of the flesh.  I work only to help them with worldly academics and perhaps a to obtain a few of the body's necessities.  I wish I could once again speak to them of transcendent things.  It's hopeless.
 
Now I write for someone far off, someone I am sure I will never see.  Maybe my words without me near will succeed.  They weren't mine anyway. 
 
That is my weakness.  I am not moral.  I am immoral. 
 
 
 
3288  Nothing ever gets accomplished in philosophy.  What is done is undone.  Every act finds its inverse that takes it back to the beginning.  It is a narcissus doubling.  It is an obsession of useless pleasure.  A formal, though elegant, extravagance.
 
Just as with creation; finally nothing happened at all.  And any love affair that took place was at a noplace and did he really feel anything at all?  Was he really there?  Whatever, he will, no doubt, come around again tomorrow.  And all the tomorrows of tomorrow. 
 
Philosophy is the nothing that when applied to life changes nothing.  It is the identity element.  It is the useless God.  It is pointless beauty.  It is the very substance of all our mathematics. A power so ethereal.  Even after the ether has vanished.
 
 
 
3289  Just as, when studied objectively with a serious brow, so very little happens in love making, in the act of philosophy, always a slightly obscene act, a subtle change here and a slight deviance there, a smooth caress and an quick inversion alters the world out of existence, in the instant, oblivion.  Truth is given perfect form, the simple truth and it is finished for another time.
 
Swirling words in cumbersome syntax.  Bed sheets tangled.  Harassed.  Fall on the floor.  Just lie there.  Harassed.  And harassed.  Then fall asleep, the heavy pneuma against you neck.  In the dream of thought light will come.  He is not himself.  You are always being obligingly harassed.  Nothing much else is required.
 
Oh well, freedom is not what philosophy is all about.  Exaltation!  The aethereal obsession.
 
 
 
3290  One more reaching for the heights.  I'm an ontological junky.  In the terrible fiendishness of high romance, and low forgetfulness, I prepare a lure of words for you, dear reader.  I catch you; you catch me up.  The intrigue intrigues me.  Your evil-eye and your delight invites me.  Baited.  Hated belatedly. Finally sated.  I will be gone soon enough.  It's no use.
 
A corrupt exaltation?  A broken intellect.  I'm broke; I have been for quite some time.  All my life.  The boys took it all.  That god of the Failed One-night-stands had his due.  I slashed the throat of bashfulness, I let reputation drain away, but the boys were too pure.  Or so they thought.  The eucharistic bread is inevitably broken.  The poor poor jesus.  Corrupted co-raptor.   
 
Not to worry, I'm only a writer biding his time.  The boy should have come at one o'clock and it is not two. What to do?  My literary self wants to entertain me.
 
 
 
3291  Is beauty an extravagant and wasteful thing, a moment of squandering nature's treasure, of cruel denial to those left out?  Is nature itself a profligate explosion?  Is all the work of generations merely meant for one moment of glory?  Should we guard ourselves against beauty?
 
It is undeniable that beauty here is fleeting and a heartbreak.  It is so impractical.  It is unreasonably demanding.  It is inattentive to the pain it causes.  And when we demand, in spite of it all, that it stay and not go to another, it is deaf.  The one with whom or on whom it dwelt for that moment is left in desolate and common abandonment.  Still, because of that, it is a god.  A god many reject and guard themselves against.
 
Will beauty become Beauty and lead us out of here?  We have no other hope.  Without that hope life is not worth living.  In spite of what the spiritual moralizers say. 
 
 
 
3292  The continuous; the discontinuous.   Smooth skin; abrupt red lips.  A sigh; a piercing glance.  The mathematics of love.  The love of mathematics.  Beauty is beauty.  As flesh or as number it is one thing.  The swirling complexity or the simple azure of the ether.  Lovers' argument or of logics.  The subtleties of fine distinctions or the arguments of jealousy's flare.      
 
 
 
3293  Beauty and pedagogy are twins.  The older leads the younger.  Age leads beauty to Beauty.  Aside from that all is in danger of falling into the abyss of the flesh and mere earthly knowledge.  The dialectic is difficult.  To deny the flesh to deny Beauty itself.   To forget that the flesh is the mere reflection of transcendent Beauty is to miss the Glory. 
 
The ascent is steep.  The abstractions are at times barren.  The solitude is cutting.  No one survives.  At last this is a religion.  The god looms large into the only God and then the Face is all that remains.  But until then the rich extravagance of coming to know is sweet seduction.  Beauty entwines with the leading out of education.  Out onto the broad and windy plains.  The most terrifying.
 
 
 
3294  Lovers speak to each other of transcendent things.  The knowing is attended to by the syntax of sententia.  Fine threads of thought weave a cocoon around the evanescence of beauty. Until it emerges to shoot out again into the white void.  Or so I have written and so my imaginary lover will read.  I write perfection.  I have missed out on the clamorous one here, but only momentarily.  It all comes back.  The eternal returns.  The Form is once again captured by just this one.  I will grab and take.  Again.  And then the solitude of writing.  So refreshing. 
 
 
 
3295  Philosophy cannot be separated from the moving on of elevated rhythms.  The sententia lift us up from the crumbling, collapsing matter.  Jump up!  I will speak to the boy of still, eternal luminescence.  Of the perfection of pure form.  Mathematics will stop.  Its coming together, its whispered glow and the heat of the final things.  Realities will be named.  Love's idols pierced and the far Entelechies will quietly fall about in his mind. 
 
Words will be spoken. 
 
 
 
3296  I have walked the world.  I have felt the weight and thickness of language and lane, of foliage and falling concrete, of twilight air, of soft sooted trains, of passing boys and recumbent books and on and slowly on.  I have let is ooze through me.  It's more of an intellectual intuition than a sensual thing.  I hope, I think I have somewhat captured that in the liquid pondering of my paragraphs.  On the smooth buoyancy of spirit.  The holy thickness of water.  Where the sheen and the luminescence of thought weigh heavy.   
 
 
 
3297  I talk to him of perfections.  Well yes, now he knows perfection.  In the Instant, he has come to see perfection.  Now it is all his.  And he must go back and live in imperfection.  The Impossible has come to him.  It surges.  He reels.  The perfecting of perfection.  I do not know the end of it.
 
In the illumination of pure logical form, so easily attained, Beauty itself, the delightful magical god, never giving himself completely until he is gone and proven impossible to have, I see this deranged boy, just myself.  I sleep.  Dreams twist.  Early morning headache.  Daylight anguished writing.  Your momentary burden. 
 
It is easy to draw out the moving logic of Platonic ontologic.  It has been written up so very many times.  The sheer weight of it has made it unbearable.  One longs, I suppose, for a lighter truth.  For a more difficult philosophy.  Lovers recognize the problem.  The perfection of beauty is ponderous in body and mind.  He lies heavy on me.
 
 
 
3298  So are the Form and its image at war with each other?  Yes, but war is also the form of love. Without my idol I cannot, for now, see the Form.  And without remembering the Form I find no idol to entice me.  The thought of sacrificing the sensual world that I or my boy might approach the Form, God, more closely is useless.  That strait gate is illusory.  The war must be engaged, not subverted.  Christ came in the flesh.  The flesh is our food.  And the blood of war will spill down into us.
 
Still, though I do not sacrifice the here and now for the sake of heaven, this place will, of its own nature, disappear without ever having amounted to much.  And I must be on my guard against the onset of resentment.  Surely it will come again. There is no end to these ever-returning endings, perfections of so many beginnings.  A flash of orgasm that was hardly anything at all.  My delight and my anguish.  A gentle war.  
 
The truth is that I have not been a very good soldier for either side.  When I could have had the beloved I so longed for, I did not work long and hard to get the money and place where I might regale him as he wished.  And when I should have spent the late hours studying until my eyes hurt, I, instead, lay down and despairingly longed for love.  I was not good enough for either side.  I have written what I have written and received the love I have received only as undeserved, shared booty.
 
 
 
3300  Philosophy began with the first line of the Iliad.  Sing, Oh Goddess, of the madness of Achilles.  From that sacred scripture came the tortured thinking of love of the Sophos, the god of the bright and clear forehead.  If you are a true lover and you know the violence of love's jealousy.  If you know the dread and the anxious plain.  If you have felt the dry constriction and the tight headache.  If you have felt about in the empty well of tears and you have stared into the jaundiced light.  Then you are ripe for philosophy.
 
Useless writhing and hopeless attempts at existence finally lead the soul on to the Halls of Dikei.  The upright thing.  The formula of thought's ritual are pronounced in their precision. Hard perfection appears.  The pain is transformed. 
 
Transcendent purity comes after the suffocating immersion.  Baptism in the hard water of thought goes to release.  The beloved thing roars. 
 
 
It is that transformation that is so difficult to understand.  No doubt, because it is so frightfully easy - as are all the profound things.  Still, it is the job of philosophy to try to speak it.  The Word is everything.  It is, of course, a dialectical transformation.  It is, therefore, a slight almost nothing, a questionable thing, an uncritically disreputable thing.  It is the very substance of philosophy.  Philosophy has always been the alluring, lovely mistake.  Nothing else is worth the price of admission.  The philosopher will try incessantly to do and undo it.
 
The origin of philosophy is the fright of Eros.  It is the panic in the obsessive thought that inevitably follows.  Prayer.  And the slight turn that is release.  One little word slightly shifts in meaning and it is all clear.  The clear-eyed boy is walking arm and arm with you.  Until once again the cutting into the one Form.  The great Rising-up.
 
 
And so I end up in the language of Hebetude and hymn.  Or love words whispered in heavy breath into the ear of that beloved lying so pressingly close.  The constriction that is also the unity of Being.  Of him who rued his formerly rude ways. 
 
 
 
3301  As a boy, I walked about in nature obsessively.  I rode my bike no- handed down long yellow gravel roads with glee.  I knew the sun.  I climbed old, crumbling limestone cliffs.  I became entangled in brier.  I drank from lichened springs.  I saw that nature was decay and destruction.  I felt the tingle of revulsion.  I was an inverted romantic. 
 
The itch was almost mantic.  I masturbated in the shade.  I stripped and exposed my bare, white skin to the air.  I ran.  I plotted escape.
 
Perhaps I have had an over-sensitive awareness of the giving way at the end of things.  Branched break and I fall.  So I read or rather I gazed at my mathematics books.  I saw the eternally still and full.  I jumped up and away.  I was thrown far beyond the first order of logic.  I knew the nature of natures and of Nature.  I watched myself watch myself watch myself … the infinite collapsing into itself.  I knew theological argument. 
 
All about me is a ruin.  I do enjoy walking about in ruins and old rubbish heaps and with unsated satisfaction I watch the deterioration of grand structures.  The world is that.  The world is all that is the case, the fallen.  Entanglements.  And beyond, I see the stillness.  I see the perfections silently staring back at this seeping rot and parched sucking in the burning sun.  I watch their implacable gaze.  The cause of this undoing. 
 
This platonic heaven I saw was not itself without pit-falls.  In the perfections of logic, the same coming undone in inevitable.  Logical is, at last, illogical.  The ruins of twentieth century philosophical thought is also my delight.  But it is a perfect stillness.  The Eternal Collapse.  The One is other.  I am still riding my bike out into the shady places.  And the breeze of the spirit still tingles between my legs.
 
 
 
3302  Throughout the long history of the universe all the conditions for its arising have been gathering.  Eons of quantum fluctuations, jolting spatial expansions, very discrete atoms collectively streaming in great unseen cosmic Flares, the Great Bear, the quiet nights, the secret coding in the doubling helix, the … I cannot continue.  I have here tried to lay out a piece of the cosmological hymn; but cosmology, its mathematical liturgy, requires a poetic mind to sing its ever deviating scales.  I, alas, work differently.  So again, after all the infinite conditions have been set down and made real - behold, the red Rose. 
 
So now we have philosophers of the "conditional arising" kind rising up and telling us that we and they and the rose are nothings made of just that.  We are all the being-together of the all, the thought-breakingly many things.  Stunned no-thought at all.  Our illusory self without a self - cosmic emptiness.  More poetry.  Hopefully restful love of the sublime nothing.  Or so I have read.
 
That is all of the ontological Genetic Fallacy.  There is no rising up.  I and you and the Rose, and maybe even they, are things in our own right.  Existing things.  From out of the eternity of Being.  Eternally returning.  Here and gone into the not-here.  There is more to existence that any here and now. 
 
With the genetic fallacy, we believe that purple is red plus blue.  That its derived lesser being comes out of those two more basic things.  That it always clings to, hangs on, them, those two being both more basically derived.  Dependent, conditioned arising.  Madyamika sunyata.  No philosophy at all.  So now, in this philosophy: Purple is.  Red is.  Blue is.  That's the end of it.
 
At the other end of the philosophical universe, there is Aristotle's Final Cause.  In that telos, we find the perfect thing, the Form of the Rose, that calls the ordering of conditions into existence.  That is also lovely poetry.  It sings of the Somethings.  The nothing is banned.  This is all, therefore, more to liking, but I write differently.
 
 
 
3303  Aristotle speaks of the Form just as Form, by itself, and enmattered form.  There are dialectical difficulties with that - of course, there are.  The third man may or may not cause trouble.  Whatever the case, jumping into conceptualism to solve the issue will not do.  Enminded form will not free us of the problem any more than enmattered form.  In fact, embedding it in anything at all - time, will, language, God, Being, the One - fails.  It's embedding that is the problem.  Embedding weakens and suffocates.  The Form must be allowed to be free of all else and be just itself.  It must be absolute.  Or the world is lost.
 
Likewise, the Form cannot be embedded in a definition.  It cannot be so reduced.  In the same way that the ordinary object cannot be analyzed and still be.  Analysis destroys.  The precision of analysis is the sacrifice of the precious victim that gives us knowledge - but not life.  The world is lost.  The ordinary world, just as Form, must be allowed to stand just as itself, i.e. non-philosophically.  This dialectical dance of the ordinary and philosophy, of God and the ordinary flesh that is Jesus, of divine love and hot sex, is my theme and my contorted obsession.  Still, I will not reduce the one to the other.  It takes two to tango.  The Form cannot be defined away by means of a structure of ordinary things.
 
 
 
3304  I am writing out metaphysics.  No, I am not - I have been true to Wittgenstein's orders.  I am literary and poetically erotic.  I am writing metaphysics - I am a Platonist who, true to his nature, has jumped into the sun.  Must I make a defense of this kind of writing?  I am not an apologist.  I am not a scholar looking for precedence.  I write metaphysics from out of itself.
 
There is no conclusion to the puzzles of philosophy except magically in erotic oblivion.  It is not my style to simply forget them in a calm, clear contemplation of the ground floor of life.  I find no pleasure in staring at my feet.  Your well-turned foot, my dear, is, however, another matter.  There can be no defense of such an undertaking.  It is a well-known and ancient thing. It has come again.
 
I am a high-minded ass.  I assiduously mind my highs.  Do you mind?  Rapture and rape of the clock.  Time stops.  Oblivion rocks.  The boat docks.  The priest defrocks.  Here come the cops.  The boys are here and gone.   
 
 
 
3305  Beauty.  The revered.  The much maligned.  In Platonism it is the ladder to Paradise.  In anti-Platonism, so poplar today both within and without the philosophical establishment, it is the entryway to the Pit.  Your call.  I have chosen, or been chosen by, the first, the Uranian exaltation of soul.  Anguish, though, belongs to both.  The first awakens to the painful flush of flight into the Too-much.  The second finds only disillusion in a dreadful lessening toward the never-reached final emptiness.
 
The insistence of anti-Platonism that beauty, true beauty, is intense moral concern and gentleness of heart, is its fear of the senses.  Heaven is exhausting.  Laboring for the good of others in practical works is rest to the soul.  The madness of Beauty is … madness.  Simple cleanliness and efficient productivity are to be the watchwords.  Beauty will become that, only that. 
 
This high spiritual endeavor of beauty's denial, enchanting sensual beauty, is the return to the common man.  Humble purity.  Simple people doing simple things.  Gardening.  Raising children.  Peacefully burying the dead.  Sleep.  An exquisite nihilism.  
 
Thus Platonism is the love of boys in their fleeting, otherworldly, heart-ravishing, world-destroying moment of starry beauty.  It is for those few who have eyes to see.  For the anti-Platonist, the enduring charm of hearth and home is enough.  We are made differently.  The few, forcibly cast out, arrive at last at a distant place, in a different spirit.
 
 
 
3306  Functions and conditions as causes exist just as rocks, stars and rock stars exist.  But they do not ground the ontological being of anything at all.  Blue plus red is not the "being" of purple.  Sunrays plus intervening object is not the "being" of a shadow.  Line joined to line joined to line is not the "being" of triangle.  Being released from pain is not the "being" of pleasure.  Sound waves striking the ear and going up to the brain is not the "being" of sound and music.  And on and on.  The color purple, the shadowness of the shadow, the triangularity of triangles, pleasure and sound and music are all things in themselves aside from their being ordered to other things in this world.  To think otherwise is to commit the genetic fallacy.  A thing is not ontologically one with the process of its generation. 
 
 
 
3307  It is said by some that time is the substance of the world.  I suppose time is as good a substance as any, but the very notion of substance is ontologically stifling.  Substance kills all other ontological things.  It leads to pure nominalism.  It is death to philosophy.  Which, I suppose, if fine with those who would gladly kill philosophy, but I am not that.  We are what we are.
 
 
 
3308  Materialism is at the heart of our great scientific enterprise.  It is the sacrifice of ourselves, the richly colored world, all delight into the void - with no god there to receive this victim. We at least have grand possession of the abyss of knowledge.  We try to strike a heroic pose.  Pure melodrama.  The Lady may let you lay your head on her lap. 
 
Materialism is an absurd philosophy, or it is no philosophy at all.  It is a crying over something lost.  It is, I suppose, best explained by Freudian dream analysis.  The healthy mind does not linger in its lonely byways.
 
And yet, I love the mathematics and the force with which theories are put into place.  Marvelous engineering.  It's too bad it is all so filled with adolescent rebellion.  And it is so mournfully self-centered.  Filled with the piety of debilitating concern.  Strange - I love the adolescent.  The dialectic turns.
 
 
 
3309  Poetry, in our time, revels in the concrete.  It tries for the universal, but weakly and it always falls back.  Icarus.  I too approach poetry with the very concrete Jesus, but then I philosophize and the uranian Christ appears and I am in the most abstracted.  I play with words.  Words name the Real beyond the merely real.  I look back and my non-concrete existence becomes very concrete.  So what? - I am a thinker and thus I revel in paradox.
 
 
 
3310  The psychology of religion is often an attempt to destroy religion in the mind of man.  Now that is a legitimate enterprise, as legitimate as any.  We all have our philosophical beliefs.  I have no objection to a materialist, atheistic philosophy.  I only object to its shy, demure hiding inside a grand, proud reductionism.  It should be, it must be upfront to remain legitimate.  It must defend itself in the court of ideas; it can't like an adolescent be closed mouth about itself.  I happen to think that materialist reductionism is an absurd philosophy, but I will give its adherents their say.  But they don't say.  It is a philosophy for reluctant debaters, for non-philosophers. 
 
Therefore, I say upfront that I think that when a person sincerely speaks of God and love and fear and beloved, of holiness and transcendent Beauty, I will automatically assume that they are speaking of God and love and fear and beloved, of holiness and transcendent Beauty.  The lovely game of hide and seek is not meant for here.  All of which is not to say that we don't have terrifying childhood experiences we manage to forget.  And perhaps they do bubble up in twisted night and daytime dreams.  That has nothing to do with the reality of those things I mentioned.  They too are powerful entities. 
 
 
 
3311  This is a book for readers, for those who take pleasure in the act of reading.  It should be a leisurely walk.  It is thus a contemplation.  Philosophy is an end in itself, a stillness, and not a specialized field of inquiry.  This book is not a necessary read.  I have nothing to say that has not been said before. 
 
I say the old sayings in my own way.  That you may find my way a way of release into the true, the simply true, is my hope.  That I may not be alone in the great sacrifice is my request. 
 
Reading is a forceful act.  The work of arranging the idea, of teasing out the orderings, of laying out for view in one's own mind the form that so agitated the author is sweet tension.  And a quiet holding back from destruction - for a moment.  Then He comes again.
 
 
 
3312  Minimalist art certainly does have its share of beauty, but it is not the only beauty out on the streets of the City of God.  Even that jealous God of Pure Thought, so alone in His jealousy, has made this a Hall of Mirrors by which He might view Himself.  The Forms, His Forms, that Vortex of erotic sights, the many Actualities He agitates, are Overkill.
 
The Logicists, the Formalists, the positivists, all tried to reduce the whole of logic and mathematics to sheer tautology.  They tried to conjure it out its imperial home up in the Platonic Heaven out onto an empty nowhere.  The empyrean plane was populated only with ghosts.  It had simply been imagination gone wild.  A manipulation of unmagical symbols.  What they gave us was useful, no doubt, but so bleak.  So boring to the people they were trying to rescue from the raping, churchy metaphysicians.  There was, in fact, no rapture.  There was no longer any enchantment.  There never was, I guess.  Something about bad dreams of repressed sexual disturbances.  Our fathers had abused us.
 
All the forms of logic and mathematics are one through the nexus of the Logos, but like lovers who become one deep in their souls, their one soul, they remain two or love is lost.  As the godhead is three - maybe more.  The Logos is finally the face and form of love… or have I, in saying that, found the truth of reductionism?  I do know the bleakness and the boredom of love.  After the nights of emanation.
 
 
 
3313  The phenomena we are presented with are these: we can think set theory, the mathematics of function, numbers and arithmetic; we can think scientific law and causality; we can think the connection between axiom and theorem; we know what a formal system is.  We can think all that and more like it, and we can define none of it.  The ontology is difficult beyond our ability to understand why.  Nonetheless, there it is.  We seemingly do the ontologically impossible.
 
The nexus between a set and its members is so tight as to seem not to be there.  We could easily believe in the non-existence of the setness of sets aside from the elements; except that that would lead us into the obvious absurdity of there being not sets at all.  What to do?
 
We live in a structured universe.  Scientific laws control everything - but that seems to make no literal sense at all.  We know law and we know theory and we know mathematical form and we seem to know right well the application of that to the regularity we see about - then again we are so totally baffled by our knowing that some of us commit intellectual suicide by jumping off the cliff of representational idealism.  The thud at the bottom is painless, I hear.
 
Thought and its object are two, not one.  To lose the distinction is to lose everything.  Common lovers know the fright of that.  Then again, that kind of nihilism is fine with some; life becomes too much.
 
This book will take much, perhaps too much, of your time thinking about fact and thing.  Alas, that is an even bigger philosophical problem.  Facts, the world, and ontological things seem not to be able to abide the presence of each other.  The world thinks the philosophical mind is mad.  And the insult is returned.  Which one is chosen is the subject of a great debate.  Most professional philosophers today, the sophists, take the side of the world against their own resplendent tradition.  Or have they merely thrown away the ladder after reaching the roof?  It is Truth against the truth of commonsense. 
 
And Beauty.  Yes, beauties abound - all agree.  But are they one beauty?  Is there Beauty?  We are back in the overwhelming Problem of philosophy.  It seems to me.  Others dismiss it with a roll of the eyes.  One more phenomenon to deal with.
 
 
And then there is science.  Materialism is at the heart of our great scientific enterprise.  It is the sacrifice of ourselves, the richly colored world, all delight into the void - with no god there to receive this victim.  We at least have grand possession of the abyss of knowledge.  We try to strike a heroic pose.  Pure melodrama.  The Lady may let you lay your head on her lap. 
 
Materialism is an absurd philosophy, or it is no philosophy at all.  It is a crying over something lost.  It is, I suppose, best explained by Freudian dream analysis.  The healthy mind does not linger in its lonely byways.
 
And yet, I love the mathematics and the force with which theories are put into place.  Marvelous engineering.  It's too bad it is all so filled with adolescent rebellion.  And it is so mournfully self-centered.  Filled with the piety of debilitating concern.  Strange - I love the adolescent.  The dialectic turns.  Beauty is led to knowledge, spirited away. 
 
 
As far as the mind-body problem goes, it seems to me that, for now, the mind and the body, for the most part, run along parallel tracks.  There is no cause and effect nexus between them. They may part ways eventually.  Surely they will.  Even now, the brain does not do philosophy.  Nor fall in love.  To think otherwise is absurd.
 
 
 
3314  The power of mathematics lies in its emptiness.  That void has been variously defined.  An analytic statement is true by virtue of its form, not its content.  It is a tautology that is Boolean true for any value.  And so on … all the definitions are as empty as defined.  Everything is as it should be.  To which I follow up with my useless, empty eroticisms.  The solitary inwardness of inverts.  In the end these magical symbols are the face and gleaming form along the slender body of a dervish god.  We manipulate them in the Tapas of spiritual desire. The sheer in the emptiness.
 
If 0 is the operator that leads another thing always to itself or to nothing at all -depending on your technique (love is varied) - and the loved passively lets it be and then goes home, knowing nothing much has happened, then surely that is the Ancient Thing that has eternally ravished us and left us stranded.  A full analysis of its ways is yet to be completed.  Every bit of information we uncover we will publish for all to see.  The truth shall be widely known.  The scandal of Being will be evident.  We will implicate ourselves.  As I have already implied.
 
 
 
3315  The real.  It is always striking in its not being fully present.  Or rather, I should say, in its overwhelming transcending presence - ever escaping one's grasp.  There is, of course, something mysterious about the real.  It has a darkness, an I-don't-know-what about it, or in it.  Perhaps it is, instead, too present.  The real is confusing and it boggles the mind.  What is that thing there?  It beckons and hides and then seems to want to give itself fully, but withdraws.  You want to just take it, but something holds you back.  You want to call out its name, but the name is unspeakable.  Soon it will leave and you will wonder.
 
It has been said by some that, unlike the brightly lit phenomena, the real has a sort of curtain or veil or cap across its eyes pulled low.  The real is askew and one cannot find a place from which to look straight on at it.  That is the way with both the most beautiful and very ugly.  Either way there is danger about for both your heart and your understanding.  Perhaps it is just a reflection of your own self.  Most likely not.
 
I have attempted to write a direct realism, but the god of the real has always devastated my thoughts.  And my heart and the sex of my legs.  I reel.  The vortex draws me in.  I continue writing.  I cannot leave that god.  Obsession and bhakti.  A sufi idol.  The Christian sacrificial victim.  I have written lacerations.
 
In logic, it is the fact laid out in symbolic expression.  In black ink we see that the universal has been captured by That.  Reflected right there, it is dimly seen.  There is a mysterious connection drawing them together.   The Form, so intellectually perspicuous, has been taken by something dark.  We know that it has fallen into the out there.  It lies down with … what? Just that.  Indirectly, we see it in symbols, but, if we dare, we can look directly at this heart-stopping arrangement.  Few do.  That the world is is the silence of mythos.
 
Philosophy becomes literary.  The positivists smile and, after a moment's reflection, call it nonsense.  Surely it is.  A transcendent, nonsensical heartbreak.  A gigantic catastrophe.  A glorious failure. 
 
 
 
3316  The Tractatus is the site of a gigantic breakdown.  A philosophical catastrophe.  A Super Nova lighting up the ontological night, finally leaving the night even darker than before.  I love that book.  Like all beloveds it maddens and humiliates.  And seems at times to come close to being nothing at all.  All of which, it warned us of before we even started to approach it.
 
The Tractatus is a rather long attempt to express what cannot be expressed.  Not to worry though, somewhere in there it informs us that it itself is merely a ladder on which we climb up to the roof of thought and is then thrown away.  So lets begin this impossible journey.  Let us speak truth oblivious to the fact that we will have spoken meaningless nothings.  Surely that fact will also fade.  Love of the Sophos, Saphes, the god of the Clear Forehead, becomes the empty expanse of the bright sky.  Dyaus. 
 
The world is a woven web.  It is a great complexity of facts, a sublimely intricate tying together of simple things.  A tapestry bound together by the connectors of logic.  We can see and express the richly colored intertwinings, but it is a veil that enchants our seeing the simple elements from which it is made.  We want to see what is behind (or perhaps in) the veil.  We want to see the truth that is there.  Philosophy rips apart the veil and utters the things there.  Or it does not.  Analysis arrives at … what?
 
Philosophy finds, or thinks it finds, the simplest things of existence.  It names the connectors.  It takes apart the logical statement and looks right at, gazes upon, (contemplates?) the pieces left lying about. 
 
(Ea)(F(a) & W(a))  The flag is waving.  There is an a such that a is flag and a is waving.  That is a fact.  Its simple pieces are a, E, F, &, W and the various nexus that join them together.  The nexus named by the English word "is" is one.  The letter a names a bare particular, F and W name properties (universals?) and E and & are logical subsistents.  These simple things are joined together, not just haphazardly, but according to proper "rules" or a "canon" that is "written into" them. 
 
That whole last paragraph was an ordered set of sentences, expressions.  Somehow it described the world we live in.  It pictured the world.  If our job is to answer the question of how sentences, expressions, make that contact with the world, then we answer that, as with any picture, the elements of the picture are in a one-to-one match with the elements of the pictured. The connections in the expressions are the connections in the world.  The world is just such a system of connecting simple things. 
 
All that seems easy enough, but here is where Wittgenstein gets all bent out of shape - mentally speaking.  He suddenly stops us short and says we can't say all that.  We have, he is sure, stopped using sentences to lay out facts and started using sentences to "picture" the elements that go into facts.  The constituents of a fact.  Expressions express facts - they cannot express the nexus of picturing itself.  "Picturing" is not a fact.  We cannot say that "picturing" lies between expression and fact.  Just as we cannot say that the nexus "is" lies between the bare particular a and the property F.  He insists those are illegitimate sentences.  The facticity of facts is not a fact and cannot be described with expressions of fact.  Likewise, to say that bare particulars and properties (universals?) and the various nexus and logical quantifiers exist is to speak the unspeakable.  Those things reveal themselves in our speaking the facts of the world, but cannot be uttered themselves.  They are transcendent to the world and speech. 
 
Everything we have just done was a misuse of language.  We have just crashed into the limiting wall of the word. 
 
 
 
3317  The twentieth century tried to make logic as light as air.  It wanted to fly.  It ended up down on the ground scurrying about like a rat.  Instead of lofty, billowing air, it discovered empty space.  Instead of seeing the brightness of the sun above it, it felt the heavy heat of the desert.  Logic became a burden.  And below its feet, the ground was crumbling.  It was impossible to run and there was nowhere to run to.  Too bad; it was, and remains, such a beautiful dream.
 
I have not abandoned logic.  I don't know what it would mean to do so.  I have entered into its being - which, I know, sounds so illogical and like a dream within the dream.  I use words for my pleasure.  I caress the very symbols and unitings of logic and, with my lover's lustful eyes, I drink in its perfect movements.  There is repeatedly here with me, in me, an orgasm of the final moment of proof.  I condescend to descend into the lurid romanticism of this afterlife of logic even farther.  I have not consented to pass over in silence the gloriously ineffable.
 
 
 
3317  Twentieth century realists also stumbled in their use of the notion of causality.  They felt obligated to give scientific materialism its due.  After establishing that mind existed and that it was not a thing ontologically dependent on the physical world, they turned and said it was causally dependent.  Well, how are they to know that?  Causal connections are not the concern of the philosopher, but of the scientist.  Nonetheless, the philosopher felt uneasy about stopping with ontological independence and not giving the Mothers their due. Philosophers are often full of guilt about being lovers of the clear-eyes Sophos; they must nod in the direction of the dark and deep places. 
 
And the scientist, who does not recognize ontological things nor any knowing of them, will, if he remains a scientist and not a would-be attacker of muddle-headed philosophers, not say anything either.  Are we here in Wittgenstein's silence?  Not quite.
 
 
 
3318  With the beginning of the twentieth century logic took on a new look.  Its new love, its new obsession, was the world of facts.  Object and substance was thrown aside as so much trash.  The predicate calculus offered undreamed-of power.  Pure form glistened.  It dressed itself up in fantastical garb, the texture of which became ever more elaborate.  Logic, that is to say - human reason, felt itself big and capable.  But it worried about itself.  Did it really exist?  It tried to avoid the question.  It flew high in the unquestioned sky.  Mere existence proved not to be enough for its magical, creative imagination.
 
With the predicate calculus in its various getups, pure and marvelously empty form appeared.  The very abstract.  The refined.  The gossamer webbing of a mathematician's dreams.  And ultimately, the creeping anxiety of perhaps unconquerable paradox.  Ephemeral Haute couture of thought.
 
The old logic was more substantial.  Its Forms were from out of the penetrating Light in the mind of God.  Being itself was eternally entangled with the Logos.  It was unchanging Truth that endured forever.  But the new logic was as fugitive as the down on a boy's cheek.  And as volatile as his frown.  As incorrigible as his high-mindedness.  The new logic was not God; it was more like the passing daimon of passion's breath.  It was troublesome.  But it gave us a feeling of power.  And it is a delight.
 
 
 
3319  Wittgenstein tried to put a stop sign on the road out to the farther reaches of logical types.  He cautioned that we must stay with the first-order predicate calculus.  Beyond that there are the bogs of paradox.  Thought collapses.  Only silence remains.  Mute revealing in the abandoned twilight.  Dark men wait. 
 
Nonetheless, he wrote at length, always pointing ahead to where the imagination could linger, that Thing half-hidden.  He loved it with a love that could not speak its name.  His pencil stained the white copy in his hand.  The trenches of war shook his brain.  Roses looked black in to dark. 
 
Pure reason was no more.  The pity of man would reign for decades under the guise of rigorous, empirical thought.  Finally from silence only silence has advanced. 
 
 
 
3320  The Romantics, the whole of the 19th century, it seems, was concerned with and all about the self.  It was a time of pushing inward.  The Narcissus of imagining ran free in the wilds. The self created worlds - or advertised itself as such.  Poets clamored in the slumbering woods.  Mathematical dreams were found in profound music.  Headache and closed eyes.  Cold, northern grayness and white skin.  I suppose none of us has escaped.
 
Nonetheless, the realists and the logically minded positivists made an attempt.  So what if it ended in failure.  Everything does eventually.  That's love.  The beloved leaves.  The leaves of the trees fall.  The golden glow recedes.  And still … the self was overcome for a time.  So repetition is called for.
 
It seems to me, as I do try to survey my own self's self, that I am more concerned with the beloved other than myself, or my self.  I am not a Gnostic looking for his true self in the far Self.  I simply want That.  The boys come through the revolving door and they are all Him.  I reach.  That pure form, the Form, the godhead beyond God.  Superlatives - cracked.  I am close to oblivion.  I have not found happiness, but neither have I dwelled on my unhappiness … he said.  There is no inwardness here in me.  There in only the eye-hurt concentration on the One Thing.  I tumble with the decadent faggots.  Love is cruel, which I think I read somewhere in those romantics.
 
I am a romantic, of sorts.  But my beloved is not diffuse feminine feeling; it is the glistening point of well-defined male form - out there.
 
 
 
3321  I am always surprised that the one I have been talking to, even for quite some time, about philosophy is himself surprised when he finds out that I do not believe some of the things he has assumed everyone of educated intelligence believes.  For example, I find out that he has thought all along, while reading what I have to say about universals, that they are for me what he calls general concepts.  That I don't believe they are such mental things, but real, mind-independent things baffles him.  Likewise, when he learns that I also do not believe such things are located in matter or space or anywhere else, he is doubly baffled.  I hold off telling him that they are not in time either.  And then there is the genetic fallacy.
 
Functions and conditions as causes exist just as rocks, stars and rock stars exist.  But they do not ground the ontological being of anything at all.  Blue plus red is not the "being" of purple. Sunrays plus intervening object is not the "being" of a shadow.  Line joined to line joined to line is not the "being" of triangle.  Being released from pain is not the "being" of pleasure. Sound waves striking the ear and going up to the brain is not the "being" of sound and music.  And on and on.  The color purple, the shadowness of the shadow, the triangularity of triangles, pleasure and sound and music are all things in themselves aside from their being ordered to other things in this world.  To think otherwise is to commit the genetic fallacy.  A thing is not ontologically one with the process of its generation. 
 
That universals are not located and they are not caused is maybe too much for him and he breaks off the conversation.  Surely, he wonders, a modern thinker knows that all these things are grounded in the workings of the physical brain encountering the outside physical world - all of which is laid in the folds of spacetime.  I think maybe he is wise to leave.
 
My real problem is that even most, maybe all, professional philosophers also balk.
 
 
Let me go on.  Aristotle speaks of the Form just as Form, by itself, and enmattered form.  There are dialectical difficulties with that - of course, there are.  The third man may or may not cause trouble.  Whatever the case, jumping into conceptualism to solve the issue will not do.  Enminded form will not free us of the problem any more than enmattered form.  In fact, embedding it in anything at all - time, will, language, God, Being, the One - fails.  It's embedding that is the problem.  Embedding weakens and suffocates.  The Form must be allowed to be free of all else and be just itself.  It must be absolute.  Or the world is lost.
 
Likewise, the Form cannot be embedded in a definition.  It cannot be so reduced.  In the same way that the ordinary object cannot be analyzed and still be.  Analysis destroys.  The precision of analysis is the sacrifice of the precious victim that gives us knowledge - but not life.  The world is lost.  The ordinary world, just as Form, must be allowed to stand just as itself, i.e. non-philosophically.  This dialectical dance of the ordinary and philosophy, of God and the ordinary flesh that is Jesus, of divine love and hot sex, is my theme and my contorted obsession.  Still, I will not reduce the one to the other.  It takes two to tango.  The Form cannot be defined away by means of a structure of ordinary things.
 
 
And for my Madyamaka Buddhist friends who believe neither in mind for matter but who do (secretly) believe all the broken pieces of what would have been a world are embedded in time as substance; I only respond that I suppose time is as good a substance as any, but (as they also secretly know) the very notion of substance is ontologically stifling.  As for me, I worry that the notion of substance kills all other ontological things.  It leads to pure nominalism.  It is death to philosophy.  Which, not surprisingly, is fine with those who would gladly kill philosophy.  I am not that.  We are what we are.
 
 
 
3322  Platonism and anti-Platonism.  If Platonism is the erotic transcending of the mind toward the separate Forms, then anti-Platonism is the startling disappearance of the way and the looming absence of anything separate from here.  If Platonism is the happy pleasure of a beatific vision, then anti-Platonism is the unhappy anguish of a seen abandonment.  Surely the former is an unseeing of absence and the latter is a seeing of the shadow of the lost unseeing.  There is no poetry is the first, there is only poetry in the second.  The first is stark, the second is soft languishment.  Platonism is a perfection beyond life, anti-Platonism is the comfortable, raggedness of the right here.  Anti-Platonism is popular.  The people sing sad songs.
 
Platonism is obsession.  It is the erotic become quantity and mere repetition.  It is a single phrase spoken under the breath.  And again.  Become a chant.  Become, becoming, coming.  And sleep.  And the rant of dreams.  Randy cant.  Unceasing.
 
Anti-Platonism is much more sensible.  It is your grandmother's admonition to stay at home and forget the wide beyond.  It is simple crying.  It is tender nostalgia.  It is a welcoming lap. Lovely, heartrending family time.  It is easy.  Finally comical.              
 
 
 
3323  He is a good boy, a very good boy, he is a little too good.  He is the ideal.  To the point of perfection.  Something is drastically wrong.  He dreams of wild things.  His ascesis will drive him to the salt marshes.    The harrier and the bitter grass.  He is helpful and understanding and distant.  The syntax of his life is the sweet flow.  The melody of his existence is a siren.  Soon the sirens of a city street will be screaming.  He sings in the church choir - as is fitting. 
 
He loves his home life.  His friends.  His neatly pressed clothes and that the one he likes has his hair so gently lying across his clear, very clear forehead.  School is a breeze.  That he has no car is no problem.  There is a man who gives him a ride.  The dark night is so lovely.  And the point of light he sees beckons so sweetly.  Surely he has no future.  Time will suddenly stop before him.  He prays for the Instant incessantly, and he doesn't know why.  He knows why.  I shudder that he is in my words.  My understanding is in my turning stomach. 
 
 
 
3324  You did ask for some money.  I flew from the request away into the philosophical heights.  I feared that my substance was going to be eaten away into something yet more tenuous.  I had visions of an ordinary boy buying beer and drugs and cigarettes and fashionable clothes and that ordinariness was very threatening to me.  And I saw the boy get angry because I was wasting away in a useless fury.  And I thought to myself that maybe I was being too harsh - as harsh as my present ascesis.  What to do?  Be careful with this little bit.  We both live on the edge.  It's only half that I might protect myself somewhat from visions.
 
 
 
3325  Philosophy pours through a ravaged soul into the world.  First the loss and the fire, then the filling up.  The world is forcibly purged from out of the unsuspecting.  The seed lies deep.  The stem rises.  The lightning blazes.  Midnight verdure spreads. 
 
The tearing and the torn are the bloody substance of this love of the brilliantine fulgurations.  A weak stomach ensues and is sewed shut.  Fulsome ruminations.  Lasting pain.  The electrolytic spirit rummages around.  Why did he so smoothly indicate abandonment?  Analysis must be done.  More tearing.  More words hung to desiccate out onto a computer screen. Deep analysis.  To the most abstracted out of here.
 
 
 
3326  I do not know the sun by means of looking at its image in my mind, in my brain, in the quantum flux.  I know the sun when I am the Sun.  When I am the very Form of the sun that has also informed the material continuum.  When I, a spiritual continuum, receive the Form, I am that.  Either through Platonic Illumination or Thomistic abstraction, the Form surrounds and invades the bare thing I so feebly am.  I continue only in that I am eternally felled by That Thing itself ever overcome by the Form of Form so tightly placed in Itself. 
 
The Form of Form is.  It is Being.  It displays itself.  It is the very Naming in the naming of it.  Otherness will not stand.  The So Close.  The Uncomfortable Majuscule.  The absence of image ever banned from Burning Presence.  My words must speak their own speaking, but how?  I eat the ladder on which I climbed up.  I throw my viscera up up Up and I ascend on that.  My stomach churns.  I am so close to myself.  His finger is deep in me. 
 
To know is to be.  Behind the bill of his cap I have become the frame and forge     of his eyes, their cast and configuration.  And the looking that undoes even the most remote.  I am the mote in his squint.
 
 
 
3327  Some, maybe all, of the world-constituting philosophical things have as internal form that feels so tightly a part of that thing as to be unthinkable as a named separate something. Thus Wittgenstein's famous statement that the form of the world manifests, reveals, displays, itself, but cannot be spoken.
 
6.522 There are, indeed, things that cannot be put into words. They make
themselves manifest. They are what is mystical.
 
A thing has the form of being a thing.  A universal has universality.  A particular has particularity.  The nexus all carry the form of nexus.  The tying of the nexus, its essence and nature, is beyond essence and nature and … how is the form of Number with and inseparably separate from the many tyings? 
 
That green is a color and not a shape is tight.  That negation hardly feels like a relation and the ontological fact that it is boggles in the saying.
 
It is a frustrating thing to be a philosopher who must speak and not be able to speak these simplest of things.  Mysticism = frustration.  An un-itchable itch.  You are something else, my lovely god.  Move over, you seem to have taken the whole bed for yourself.
 
As for your Truth, my God, your force of assertion is in every statement.  And every complex wants to align itself with your actuality and profess that a fact is fact.  Even every possible fact asserts it actually is that.  Your Being wills to be.
 
 
 
3328  Without the shock of ecstatic love lighting it up, philosophy sinks into the everydayness of positivism; and it dies.  That shock is intense joy or intense loss.  It is zealous or jealous. And it is the unsettling union of those opposites.  There is no union.  There is nothing else.  Philosophy sinks to the Pit.  So I posit positivism for everyone.  Pedestrian nonsense I mutter to myself as I cross the street. 
 
I suppose I should try to write an ordinary gay novel about ordinary gay things, always an attempt at ordinary obsession.  I must, of course, mention High Church, mystical sex, sweet dripping oily emotions, cloying things.  And boys that fit the grand old architecture.  I pedal on down the road. 
 
And so I evade and avoid the void of transcendence.  The shock won't fit into words on a white screen.  Perhaps back behind in the intricate wiring an electrical smell is rising up and it will seep out and you will subliminally know it again.
 
 
 
3329  It is rather comforting to me to think my book belongs in the darkly paneled lounges of tree-shaded old colleges.  Soft boys.  Tender feelings.  Corduroy and flannel.  I have spent most of my life looking in towards their golden nights and strewn books.  I will be strewn out with them.  And I will efface their dreams.  
 
I live here in the third world.  There's very little difference between here and there.  What difference there is has been exaggerated.  The frustrations of love are exactly one.  Eyes and the easy waist leave me just as weak.  The spirit wafts.  The third eye sees nothing.  I walk alone.  The colleges are falling into sweet ruin.
 
The same sweet ruin.
 
 
 
3330  Aristotle's Entelechy ( en - in, telos - end, also known as the Act) is a mind at the end of its searching, contemplating the final things.  Those things are the separate Forms - so Platonic.  Yes, Aristotle was a closet Platonist. The mind, the soul, finds its refuge, its salvation, in that place far from the busy building of the world.  Be not a builder, O Philosopher! He so derisively says in the Metaphysics.  Yes, elitist.  Yes, the builders of the world have a right to be perturbed.  Still, the truth of the matter remains.  The soul is, finally, not at home here.  
 
What are these final things?  The Majuscule Final Things.  What can we see directly without the work of building mediators, reaching juggernauts to drive us there - a there that is, apparently, not there?  The world, for sure, lies unsurely behind a curtain that is itself no reassurance of anything hidden.  The world is problematic.  Something is there … maybe.  Build a contraption to tear that veil down!  Or look away from the world to the Somewhere Else.  But what is that? 
 
Aristotle's contemplation, Theoria, is perhaps not so different from the theorizing that goes on in our battered universities.  Or perhaps it is very different.  The State is now screaming - be practical, you professors!  We need help now in shoring up this threatened land.  Your ivory tower has long since been torn down.  Find a way!  But to where?  The State has no idea where it is going.  Should we all become, for a little while, elitist contemplators of another Place?  Is there an escape in the mind?  Or does some Thing appear in the mind that is That?  Are the perfect Forms really there for our gaze to fall before?  Is the Beautiful One there?  Plato said that mathematics is Beauty naked (or something similar).  Is He there as That?  Sure.  He is there as the Purest Forms of Being.  Or do you feel that isn't butch enough for you, and you have to get back to your builder-man?  Whatever.
 
 
 
3331  The complaints of Martha were heard again in Positivism and they are resounding still out over the plains.  Get to work!  Be productive!  The people are needing food and care.  Stop preparing the world for sweet burial in the crypt of your foul, languishing soul.  We aren't dead yet!  Be active!  Contemplation is a luxury we cannot afford.  Nor can we tolerate it any longer.
 
Be a builder!  You are not an Entelechy; you are not an End in yourself.  Nothing, nothing at all, stops with you.  Your only goal should be to try to reestablish this crumbling establishment.  The body needs care!
 
Oh Mary, who does your hair?  It's just lovely the way it falls over one eye drawing me in.  I'm falling for you.  Into you.  Please stop.  Come home with me.  You are such a Miss Thing. You are my ontological thing.  I have studied you uselessly forever.  You are the living end.  O contemptuous contemplation.
 
The boy won't stop.  Act up!
 
 
 
3332  The lover languishes; he does not attend to his property properly.  Sitting on the doorstep of where the beloved lives, he sinks into the dirt.  He becomes the geraniums.  He sounds in the passing footsteps.  He is the expectancy of the beloved's appearing and the fire and he at last wafts away into the being of that one.  This is the terrible and mystical way.  He has lost himself in the other.  He himself no longer is.  The beloved hardly understands at all.  He sees only a beggar.  A rag, a man without properties. 
 
Or so the lover thinks in his stark and still awareness.  We are here far from the Burger, the bourgeois, the householder.  We are in the disappearing world of gay love, where boundaries give way.  The anti-social world of the One Thing.  De-construction.  Unio mystico.  The blowing away of nirvana.  The empty gaze.  Useless transcendence.  So irresponsible.
 
We await the revelation of post-nirvanic order.  Desire beyond the destruction of desire.  Being beyond the destruction of being.  Light beyond the destruction of light.  Blowing past the destroying wind.  Strewn lust.  Settling dust.  Twilight must and I must be going.  Summer eyes down along your compendium.  Cauterized.  And propped up.
 
 
 
3333  Philosophy cannot be explained psychologically nor can philosophy be used to explain everyday psychological events.  I have written about the Boy; I have not written about the everyday doings of a boy.  I have always insisted that there is an unbridgeable, absolute separation between the things of philosophy and the everyday.  The Boy is an Ideal thing.  A boy here is not.  Philosophical Love is an Ideal thing in the words of the philosopher.  His everyday love is not.  The catch is that a human being is also not a mere human being.  Anthropology alone, human psychology alone, cannot explain him.  There is something divine, separate, Ideal in his being.  Something of Being. 
 
If I look at the goings-on in the Phaedrus or the Symposium, in the Sonnets of Shakespeare, in any literary idealized description and I then examine the ways of love in my non-literary, non-philosophical, life I see little connection except that we, I usually more than my friend, both like the idealizations found there.  Likewise, we do both like geometry, the pure forms drawn right into ordinary textbooks, and we like art - we like every measured stillness.  These so inhuman, eminently impractical things, are so delightful to the busy human being.  That is the strangeness in our being; that is the Being of Being in our being.
 
The Boy is not the boy.  But the boy has the Boy in him.  The human is the Inhuman.  Our view of man is too anthropomorphic.  We must learn to let God be in His Heaven and not always be dragging Him down to be one of us.  And we must let man, of his very nature, look beyond man.  Man is then estranged from himself naturally.  Man is a paradox.
 
 
 
3334  Those who philosophize by means of an ideal language have been silently dismissed by those who then say such a language is useless for any philosophical speaking.  Well yes, mathematics and logic cannot be spoken.  Nor can they even be spoken mathematically or logically.  But maybe ontologically - or is that a surd?
 
Somehow the pure forms of onto-logic-mathesis do describe the world.  Or do they merely lift the world up into some sort of heaven?  Into the Unmoved?  Hopefully, into the Cosmic House of the Unmoved Mover.  And the real substance of the pretty and alluring misery here is left behind?
 
Models catch our eyes.  They entrance the physicist and every other connoisseur of beauty.  Caught at the entrance to heaven we are shocked.  Have we abandoned and left unattended that for which we were responsible? 
 
Philosophy cannot be reduced to psychology.  Neither can the human being.  Still, psychology itself becomes a setting up of ideal forms and escapes the merely human.  Then they too are useless for describing any thing or anyone here.  And they become intellectually beautiful objects of contemplation in the scholars' heaven.  The misery really is, for the moment, left behind.  And it is so human to try.
 
 
 
3335  The world out there, the material world, is known, we somehow feel, as through a film of darkness.  Thus it is said to be known indirectly or through mediation.  None of the words for the strange otherness of that clearly capture it, of course not.  But the "inner" world is another matter.  Or kind of matter - perhaps intellectual matter.  Or perhaps "immaterial" is a better way to describe that inner space which is neither inner nor a space.  Words fail.  But I will continue in the knowledge that you are just as confusedly acquainted with the history of these words as I. 
 
Do we know anything directly?  It is said that we know our own knowing directly.  The Act is directly present to itself.  Likewise, the pure forms of logic are with us and for us without hindrance.  And the Forms - if there be such separate things.  There are those who insist that all our knowing is of material, darkened things; that nothing is perspicuous and direct.  These are the arguments of philosophy.  Does the Light illumine?  Or is that an old and useless poetic idea?  Is there anything given - directly given to the mind?  Why are we believers forced into a long, twisted defense of what should be such an obvious thing? 
 
I can do no more that speak my mind.  The directly given is luminously present.  I insist.  That is the object of my contemplation.  That is the place away.  That is the erotic beloved.  The pure form.  If your love and loving is other and you prefer that, you are welcome to it.  We are made different.  The world continues to turn.
 
 
 
3336  We live in a moralistic age when everyone is preaching to everyone else about what is wrong with the way someone or other is acting.  We should stop it.  I intend to say something about just that to someone.  Mostly I am going to talk forcibly to the beautiful about their not yielding sweetly enough to me.  Or at all.  Or if they won't do it for me then about how they shouldn't be doing that for anyone - whores!  The problem started way back in childhood - not mine, but theirs.  They were taught the most selfish things - like don't sleep around with just anyone because it is not only very bad for your health, but it's IMMORAL.  Well, I happen to be just anyone and I resent that.  I am brimming over with resentment.  Now look what you did.  Yes, I know, you don't want to come right out and say NO to me.  So you come on with all this commitment and faithfulness and one-guy-at-a-time jazz and blah blah blah.  Admit it, you think I'm disgusting.  Moralizing is a way to put people off and make them go away.  Well, I'm going.  I see someone across the street that's prettier than you.
 
Well yes, I am a moral guy.  Far too much for my own good.  It has kept me from getting the beauties I want, though not Beauty.  And I suppose I preach as much as any other.  I am nearly sickened by myself.  No one wants a Preacher as lover.  Except a masochist, but I am not a sadist (at least I don't think I am).  Why is there so much deadening moralizing going on?  Why are we so afraid of Beauty?  Does it inevitably lead to the Pit?  Is it not really the Scala Paradisi?  Is the love of beauty really the love of the suffering of the innocent?  Do we prefer sad, very sad songs?  Is the thought of heaven not so heavenly?  Does preaching make the suffering more intense and the thrill more deliciously sinful?  Such nonsense. 
 
The poor are bitchy and they complain a tremendous amount.  It's their God-given right.  No one can take that away.  Just as no one can take away the right of the rich to be smiling alcoholics.  Or of scholars to mumble.  Or of boys to wangle.  Beauty lounges and succumbs. 
 
 
 
3337  Lysis in the Phaedrus will be my modern, reasonable, adult man.  That may seem strange since he is such an out-and-out pederast, but for all that he is a good businessman.  And the economic man is the modern man.  He never jumps on the Transcendent Transport.  The high road is not for him.  He is a man of the world; he travels the low road always.  He knows what he lacks and who has it and he makes a deal.
 
This is an instance, once again, of the battle of the gods and the giants.  Those intellectual, delicate, heavenly refined things are of no interest to the great man who wants solid matter for his very material hands to really hold.  The giants of the earth laugh at the sissies in their puerile ecstasies.  Get the boy!  Don't let him change into fine spirit!  Push!  Push hard!  Then give him hard cash.  That's what he really wants.  Be a modern, healthy rational Man.  The moral man is the strong man.  This is real morality.  No fine aestheticism permitted. 
 
 
 
 
3338  I have never thought of my book as a psychological study of either boys or "boyhood".  As such it would strike me as bad psychology.  I have used the Boy as a metaphor, much the same as Plato and the Platonists have through the centuries.  Without understanding the history of that metaphor, I suppose, my words are un-understandable.  The topic of my book is philosophy, not psychology.  Thus psychologism is out.  Psychologism is the attempt to "reduce" philosophy to psychology.  The fight against that took force in the 1890s and I have continued it.  I am writing ontology.  I have asked the same age-old questions as have all the others before me.  The questions hardly change at all and neither do the answers.  Do universals exist?  How to they connect to the particulars around us?  What is mind?  (Psychology wants to know how it functions, not what it is.)  What is logical form?  Do Existence and Difference themselves exist as things separate from the existents and all the different things?  And so on. The journey to answering these most difficult questions is long and very arduous. I have valued Plato's insistence that the guide on that road is Eros.  The answer is known erotically.  That is classical Platonism.  I am that.  I am a classicist.  That way, of course, must be banned from a school that serves the state.  You may already have read Plato's Phaedrus and Thomas Mann's Death in Venice.  The latter was made into a movie about 1970 and it was all the gay rage.  The book, of course, gives the author's philosophical ideas much better.  Other Platonic things abound.
 
Let me also say a word or two about the state of today's gay intellectual writings.  Gay analysis.  Gay academia.  It’s in a sorry state and I am partly to blame.  In 1969 and 1970, I and a friend of mine, Paul Hutson, started GLF at the U of Iowa.  Today it is called GLBTUGHUEWSDFCGB or whatever.  It is for the most part a bunch of boring moralizers.  I participated in that "preachiness" in my time there.  I repent of it.  When I read now all the gay political and psychological writings still preaching at me that is what nauseates me and makes me nervous. Boys, at least, still have a twinkle of mischief in their eyes.  If you want me to go on, I will.  Where has Beauty gone?  Why have gay intellectuals been so willing to go along with those philosophies that have come out of the so-very-heterosexual philosophies of nineteenth century romanticism - even Foucault, for God' sakes?  Why have these "Uncle Toms", these "house niggers", been so timid before the dark Womb of materialism?  But I should stop; I'm becoming too infuriated?
 
Forgive me, but this idea of a tormented gay person still being bothered by his parents' teaching and then raising that to being an explanation of his psychological, philosophical, essence is nonsense.  I read it everywhere.  That kind of cheap analysis and the subsequent preaching against the evils of society is also nauseating.  Life is much deeper than that.  Life at its extreme is extremely unsettling.  Sometimes being gay can take you there, if you are a penetrating enough thinker. 
 
You were wondering whether post-structuralism is where we are now.  I would hope that students at the U of Iowa soon discover one of their own.  He is far from any of that European stuff.  Gustav Bergmann.  He taught there for many years.  He died, I think, in 1984.  He is one of the best philosophers of the 20th century, not only of America but of the world - and nobody there knows of him!!!  No doubt, because he is too difficult and today's students are much too over-worked to read anything so difficult not on the required reading list.  Check him out anyway.  Meet a great fighter against psychologism and representationalism.  (Representationalism is the philosophy that the mind makes for itself personal images or representations (concepts) of the world "out there" and that is all it ever knows, the external world being unknowable in itself.  The mind is trapped ineluctably in itself and feels all the anxiety that goes with that as it gropes about in that darkness.)  Another good philosopher from there is that grand old fag Moltke Gram.  He died about the same time as Bergmann but at a much younger age from alcoholism.  I'm sure the old gay drunks in Iowa City still remember him.  I liked him very much.  His best book is called Direct Realism, also difficult reading. He hated the word "gay" and insisted he was a homosexual.  He always wore a three-piece suit.
 
It would do you well, as a good American and Iowan, to look at this website.  Look especially at the last paragraph to see a little better where we stand now in philosophy.  http://www.lib.uiowa.edu/spec-coll/Bai/heald.htm   Or you could go over to EPB and talk to Mr. Heald himself.  He's a very nice guy.
 
I am reminded of the story of Anaximander, who, while gazing at the stars, fell into a well.  The young maidens around laughed at the impractical philosopher.  All those young maidens, the reigning deities of the Romantic Age, have taken up positions in the philosophy departments of our universities. 
 
Now for Sartre.  He is a fervid anti-Platonist.   He thinks that it, and its attendant homosexuality, are the stuff of stunted development.  These "adolescents" will eventually mature into healthy heterosexuals, real men, if they are "helped along".  Nonetheless, he is fun to read because he scandalously uses marvelous poetic words to explain his ontological ideas.  Read his analysis (Genius and Saint (?)  or his introduction to Our Lady of the Flowers ) of Jean Genet, who, if you don't know already, is one of the great 20th century writers of France.  He was a flaming faggot of a literary sort, a rabid Platonist. Sartre recognized that he was a great writer, but he tried to show how he, Genet, struggled, through literature, to overcome what he was. Sartre's ideas about the immaturity of homosexuality are absurd, but he does have some good insights if you just stand him on his head.  In Being and Nothingness he has a superb analysis of the nausea that inevitably comes when encountering "the flesh".  And in Nausea he dramatically writes the nausea of facticity when the anti-hero finally encounters that Tree. He writes the sickening presence of brute fact.
 
And Derrida.  Yes, difficult but necessarily so.  If his ideas are explained in plain language they evaporate into thin air as does all poetry.  That difficulty is his art.  And I do sometimes quite enjoy it.  I have stolen many good ideas from him.  My great objection is that he and Heidegger and most of the other "existentialist" philosophers stole almost all of their ideas from Kierkegaard and they DIDN'T ACKNOWLEDGE IT! 
 
Kierkegaard is a favorite of mine.  He brilliantly delineates the difference between the aesthetic, the moral and the religious.  The religious, the Absurd Absolute, for him, is an overcoming of the moral and in appearance is much closer to the aesthetic.  It is no wonder that the preachers of today, in and out of the church, know nothing of him.  He is also too difficult for most. And too flaming.
 
Now to get at what I think was the heart of your comments about my writing.  As I understand you it was directed at me and you were not trying to restate what I was trying to say.  The curtness of your e-mail writing makes it difficult to know.  I expressed nervousness and nausea at things and you were diagnosing my malady.  Forget that the nervousness and nausea are philosophical responses to Being and its infuriating Form and assume I am speaking of my own psychological response to being gay.  That may be what you are thinking.  Well yes, I have felt that outside philosophy in my "real" life, though I never intended to write it.  But it is not as you have described it.  Imagine you are at a bar.  You are having a good time with your friends.  Beauty abounds.  But over on the side sitting alone is someone whom no one approaches because he is most definitely not beautiful.  He knows the brute fact of his existence. And his existence is brute indeed, because gay people are the most attuned to beauty, and its absence is the greatest sin.  This solitary one also reveres beauty as a god.  Nausea and nervousness.  Such is life.  Gay people at their innermost have an aesthetic existence.   To deny all this and insist on the beauty of the inner spirit is absurd.  But it continues and this anguished lover understands Thomas Mann when he wrote ,"…And then, sly arch-lover (Socrates) that he was, he said the subtlest thing of all: that the lover was nearer the divine than the beloved; for the god was in the one but not in the other - perhaps the tenderest, most mocking thought that ever was thought, and the source of all the guile and secret bliss the lover knows."  Difficult thoughts.  Nerve wracking.  Maybe the beautiful and the would-be beautiful preach morality because they really don't understand beauty. 
 
Of course we must all be on guard against the resentment that Nietzsche rightly said so fiercely controls most of mankind.
 
Your e-mail somewhat reinforces my thought that when, in front of students, I clang the bell of traditional First Philosophy (as Aristotle called it) they hear nothing.
 
In the hygienic, climate-controlled hush of Scientism the outside clamor has been eliminated.  That exquisite and very pious form of nihilism has overcome the former extravagances in favor of a greater efficiency.  The tortured leisure of the elitist scholars has yielded to productive activity.  At least it is a welcome quiet to those whose nerves have been shattered by chemicals.
 
Scientism - the worship of science - now there's a horrible internalization of strict control from our intellectual parents.  And when it inevitably clashes with reality … intellectual and emotional suicide.  It's quite understandable, though.  Modern, serious students, because, being revolutionaries, they know so very little of our intellectual history (it having been violently deposed), they think it's that or the pop pseudo-science so readily available in the market.  What to do? 
 
So after all that it should be apparent that I really don't know where you stand.  I know nothing of you personally.  I know only your few quick sentences and I have had to read between the lines.  Nonetheless, I think communicating my ideas to you will be easier that my trying to convince these fevered boys here to stop drinking polluted water.  I, as least, don't have to buy you water filters and then, when you feel better, schoolbooks. 
 
 
 
3339  Dear Reader, I know you are very busy and you have no time to respond.  That's OK.  I can imagine a reply.  I'm very good at imagining a foil to my thoughts.  Indeed, the fact that I know nothing of your real thoughts, that you are an empty variable to me, is an advantage. 
 
You speak of the mind's coming to feel fear and trembling before a great Power.  Or, to use scientific jargon, the process of the internalization of society's rules in the formation of the Superego.  Let me use the same idea.  
 
In the High Middle Ages the Church was all-powerful, of so it is said.  The ordinary individual was nothing of himself.  Salvation came through the Church.  Only the Church possessed Truth and Knowledge.  Only It had the Instrument, the Altar, that led us unto the Spirit.  The individual may have his little ideas but they were nothings before True Knowledge. Humility and self-sacrifice were demanded of the ordinary person.  The Church was Impressive in its Grand Display.  (Permit me to use Capital Letters, because only they can convey the Majesty of it all, or rather, All.)  The child internalized the injunctions to yield.
 
Today, of course, the Church is a mere shadow of itself.  A new Power has taken its place.  Science.  Its priests and its instruments, however, are no less majestic and we are just as humble and self-sacrificing before its Knowledge and Power of Salvation.  My point is this - we are taught today to feel that our own knowings are little, "subjective", "personal" nothings compared to the Whole body of Knowledge.  And we tremble before the beauty and power of scientific instruments, just as before they did before the pomp and display of the church. And the sacrifice on the altar is today the "cutting" that is scientific examination.  We kill in order to learn.  In the end, because of that murder, we get Knowledge beyond the little knowings of the individual.  Scientism is the religion of today.  It is exactly the same as the religion of the middle ages - in fact, it came directly out of that.  And the impotence, the castration, of the individual before the wHole, is demanded.  He must not claim to know the Real and Truth and Being itself, only the faint shadows that emanate from this great power beyond him.  He must find salvation only in That.  He must daily be amazed at the grandeur of the Great Knowing to which he humbly gives his share, his life.
 
Let me repeat.  Great Science has taken the place of the Church.  They are the same thing thing.  An individual is a little nothingness to be tenderly cared for by this Great Mother.  Only She possesses keys to heaven.  Only she knows Truth and Reality.  She has Knowledge of That Thing.  The Sacrificial Killings for the sake of further Knowledge goes on unabated.  We have internalized our own castration before it.  We automatically become scientifically "impersonal" and "disinterested" when in Its presence.  We speak the language of academic "liturgy". And we submit our thoughts to the Body of peer review to censure ourselves.  Then Knowledge will save us.  And we shall be dressed in the pure robes of Objectivity. 
 
Please notice that this Knowing that we ourselves cannot have or look directly at is so Freudian.   
 
The human being finds himself, to a lesser extent, in this same predicament when dealing with other parts of society.  Even in his "group" he wants to belong and he readily abandons himself.  Ideas and expressions are never questioned seriously, and if another does, he is quickly ignored.  This is all too well known to be elaborated upon.  We succumb to it - every one of us - until catastrophe strikes.  We are a Sartrean existence looking for an essence in order to avoid the horror of being free and thus very very alone. 
 
So is the answer merely to abandon the controlling group and deny its "God"?  Should we jump into believing that it is all empty, meaningless and that we can ultimately know nothing? ABSOLUTELY NOT!  That would be to run right into the very thing you now want to avoid.  You would be conceding that you are finally and irrevocably a nothing - less than a foul smell!  REBEL!  Assert strongly that you do know with a Knowing.  That you have eyes to See.  That you reek with the Sweet Perfume of Being.  That the final Things of Being are immediately yours and you don't need, with a horrible needing, "their" mediation.  Be a consciousness that is truly conscious.  Grab hold of the fullness, the Final Thing, and make it yours.  Otherwise you will succumb to Nietzschean resentment.
 
 
 
3340  I have led a very interesting life so I am going to tell you about it.  I know how you like such stories.  It may help you; it may help me.  Who knows? 
 
My Mother says I was a hellish child until six, at which time I became a perfect child - she says.  In truth, my hellishness merely moved inward and shut itself off.  A common thing, I suppose, but how would I know?  I became an outward fake; I have never stopped being that.  My awareness of that defines me.
 
My father was a long distance truck driver and I hated it when he came home.  I don't know why.  He was absolutely not mean to me in any way that I can remember.  I think he probably loved me and worried about me and eventually worked himself to death for me.  Still, he probably saw through me and I somehow knew it without knowing it, but I can't imagine I would care.  Who knows?  I was an unloving child.  My mind was really somewhere else.  I may have been a boring child; I don't know.  I, of course, had a good reputation - I was a perfect child. But not a loving child.
 
My Father was a dreamer.  My mother tried to puncture his dreams and make him practical.  I came to resent her doing that because I ended up also a dreamer.  And to other dreamers I have become like my Mother.  I am my Father; I am my Mother - though they would both think that's laughable.
 
I hated school.  I can't remember liking one single day of it.  I did the work in my half-ass way and people thought I was a brilliant scholar.  That only shows how little they understood of such things.  That I eventually found books and hooked up with the great tradition of Western thought is a miracle.  Or just one more act of rebellion.  I really did love those Ideas, though I had only a few bad books to glimpse them in.
 
In college I again did a half-ass job.  Great things were expected of me, I think, but I paid no attention.  I read.  I loved the ideas I found.  I fell in love excessively and often.  The boy and the idea were one and the same thing.  Why others don't understand that is a mystery to me.  They would probably say it was a function of that giant sex drive I had.  My sex drive came out my face in the form of bad acne and scars.  I didn't mind but I knew it definitely turned off others.  I easily fell into depression because of it, just as countless others like me did.  I ran a lot.  Things surged in my body and my mind.  Only materialist idiots think those are the same thing.  I came to write exactly what I thought.
 
After I could no longer stay in school, because of lack of money and total lack of interest on the part of my teachers to keep me, I stayed alive by stealing.  I was pretty good at it.  An innocent look and all that.  I was a good fake.  I hated stealing too, so when I eventually got caught, it was a relief.  I did, however, continue to steal books because I had no other way to get them and they were an absolute necessity.  I dreamed of boys.  I loved ideas, especially ontology and mathematics.  I studied languages, as did so many others, because of their grammatico-mathematical form.  I still love all that.  I have no practical knowledge of any of it.  I don't really want any.  I love Ideas.  They are the beauty of God, the Boy I have always dreamed of. 
 
After a number of years, I did manage to keep a part time job.  And because I didn't drink or smoke or do drugs I kept hold of my money reasonably well.  Gay boys came to live with me because they couldn't.  They never loved me or desired me, but I kept hoping.  I was naïve.  I still am.  Being a waiter was a good job for me because those guys are really fakes.  The pain was horrendous.  So what?  I am in love with Ideas, that god, and that is enough.
 
For years I tried to write.  I really could all along but I didn't know it.  I tried to write academically, like a classical scholar, and I, of course, failed miserably, because I really could write well.  When I answered essay questions on tests the teacher would write in the margin that he had no idea what I was talking about.  I muttered that it wasn't my fault that he couldn't understand real philosophy.  I had written down the loveliest paradox I thought appropriate.  I wrote true dialectical thought.  I left because I failed at whatever it was they wanted and they saw nothing in this extremely shy, scarred up guy.  Maybe if I had gone drinking with them and shared their sex laughter I could have made it.  I was outside.  And I was a fake trying to be too good.  My good act never came through.  I had tried to let my real self appear in the Ideas.  Bad idea. 
 
I am here now in Nepal.  The boys here are not interested my what knowledge I have.  They want to use me to get money.  I consort with them because they are somewhat sexy.  Neither gets what he wants.
 
So now after all this writing my words are still having the same result.  That will not always be so.  And I will finally get the Boy.  They will probably find some money on another man. And he will get the sex.  So what?  I love the beauty of the Idea in the Ideas.
 
I have always had terrible headaches, sometimes migraines, sometimes I don't know what.  Really bad, but apparently not as bad as other people have.  And I have lain on my bed in obsessive depression, but who hasn't, it always passes and soon.  Nothing clinical.  I'm a thinker and, it seems to me that all that goes with such hard thinking.  And it is a participation in the suffering of Christ for the salvation of the world.  If you think that last idea is nonsense then you are a bore.  Nor am I Mann's Faust.  So you see there is nothing really interesting in all that.  I don't know why I even told you about it.
 
You were probably disappointed in my story.  I worry about that with dialectical fervor, but it's really nothing to me.  I'm rather ordinary.  But I have had the Ideas.
 
 
 
3341  The three great religions of the Love that transcends the law are Christianity, Sifism and Krsna devotion.  All three have at their center a scandal.  All three have a beautiful human god that leads his lovers astray.  No longer accepted by the ordered world, they disappear into the Fiery Pit of desire and then Union.  Of course there are many who insist that that isn't true and they proceed to explain it all differently.  They reinstitute the law and order is regained.  The religions of love falter.
 
I conjecture, as an amateur scholar, that one source of these three is Platonic transcendental pederasty.  And I further conjecture that that came from somewhere else, but I don't know where that is.  I have read that it may be from the proto-Orphic shamans of the far Northeast.  Somehow man learned to leave the orderings of this troubled world behind and just go, leaving unattended his duties.  The definition of Nirvana that I like is "to leave home".  Some sweet tune enchanted him.  It resounds, sometimes as a whole orchestra, even today.
 
I wonder if medieval courtly love was that Krsna paramour-love that somehow found its way into Europe.  Perhaps through North Africa and Provençe.  All is one.
 
 
 
3342  Religion is an immoral thing.  Let me illustrate by means of the story of Krsna and the Gopi.  For most Hindus this is a nice comic book story of a youthful lad and pretty virgin maids, cowgirls.  But if you read the story in the Bhagavatam Puranam they are married women, for God's sakes.  He is their paramour.  They left their husbands and children for this darkly beautiful, sensually seductive guy in the forest.  This is not the tale of innocence.  They are counting on the scary things there to keep away those who come looking for them.  And, of course, the strong arms of this new lover to defeat the abandoned husband if he should get that far.  This is a tale of leaving the world and finding transcendence.
 
Reaching beyond this world requires destruction of those ties that bind.  The power of samsara is broken by simply walking away from it.  Walking away is so very irresponsible. Becoming an inhabitant of Vraja, the home of Krsna, the place of wandering, is definitely not compatible with being an inhabitant of a settled earthly village.  One must simply leave home.  Be a tramp!  Be immoral. Didn't Jesus say something totally similar?
 
Ok, so now you did it.  You are so gone.  But to where have you gone?  To the next county?  Off to an ashram?  No, you went inward to that secret place.  You are now with your illicit lover, your paramour, your youthful god of sweet lip and glancing eye, and you, of course, cannot be seen with him anywhere in public.  Silently, secretly, you are not present to your husband or children or friends or anyone.  Slyly, you are off with him.  So very romantic.  So totally consuming.  Perhaps the others sense something is not quite right here.  Let them.
 
Morality has to do with the duties for the management of property here.  It is good social order.  It is so very constrained.  Flights into the transcendent are forbidden.  Shhh!  Meet him only the secret tryst.  You never really wanted these earthly things anyway.
 
 
 
3343  The darkly sensual Krsna seems to have little in common with the Jesus I portray here.  But wait.  Surely I can find a common existence, a common Form, for these two very desirable boys.  Jesus is more of a mathematical imp.  He confounds the dialectic of thought.  But then again he is killed and eaten by his devotees, his band of lovers, of which I am a fast member. Krsna is not the victim of sacrifice.  Jesus does not lure married women out into the woods.  He is not a paramour.  But the impishness seems to go in and out of both.  I think that thing is me.  Or I must be that to unite these two.  It should be easy, but the impishness involved may make it strange.
 
If I translate the dark lusciousness of the South into the dewy whiteness of the North, and the full moon-red presence of an oily sheen into the slight ephemeral treble of the clean and bright.  If I translate seductively sensual life into fainting abstractions.  If I find the connection between the teeming forest and urban logic systems.  Then perhaps Jesus and Krsna will sleep together.  I will imp it.
 
An imp in a grafting and grafted thing.  One thing dug into another.  Em+phyein a growing in.  An implant.  I will put Krsna in Jesus.  And/Or Jesus in Krsna.  Jesus will take more territory.  The Imperial Jesus.  My logic will be impeccable.  And then the killing.  And the ambrosial eating.  So sensual.  So dialectically difficult.  Infuriating love. 
 
 
 
3344  Krsna worship by a man is so very gay.  Of course they would never admit that.  It's immoral, but then immorality against the present samsaric order is the essence of religion.  It simply must never be spoken of in public.  The love that dare not speak its name and all that.  And those Gopi women attempting to overcome their separation from Krsna by adopting his style and look and movements, by coming on to each other, are so lesbian.  So what?  Or have I spoken the unspeakable?  That, it seems, has always been my problem.  I'm an imp.  I sleep in the dirt with Jesus.
 
 
 
3345  I think we can explain Wittgenstein's Tractatus through the rasa-lila of the Bhagavatam.  Both are the struggle-play of the licit and the illicit.  Krsna's carryings-on with Radha are a scandal to the British gurus of modern India.  These holy men try to outdo in prudishness the imperialist Christians.  They insist on order, order, order.  The moral-ritual order of family and property must be maintained.  One cannot think outside that box.  And the most abstract schema of that order is the logic of predicate calculus.  Matter and Form unite, the female and male principles.  That unity is substance and to think the parts separately is meaningless.  There is no matter without Form and no Form without matter.  When we speak, we speak them together; that is the fact of the world.  In the rasa-lila, the gopi, women, married and unmarried all left home without permission from their husbands, brothers, fathers, sons and went to the forest to be with their young beautiful Paramour.  It was all parakriya.  Illicit.  So it is with those philosophers who want to speak of the "parts" of "fact".  The Platonists who separate Form from matter.  The "realist" who wants to speak of logical form itself, by itself.  Those who say we can philosophically intuit the particular (pure matter) bare and alone.  Those who want to rip apart the propositions of logic with analysis and view the strewn pieces on the intellectual sky.  All those have violated the proper order of things.  The family of the statement has been broken.  The pieces have gone out into the wild forest for a night of revelry.  Uncontrolled, illicit love.  Is it any wonder that the Platonists wallow in the erotic.  They have violated the law.  The British are unset.  And the sour-faced gurus. 
 
Wittgenstein is strange here.  He spends a whole book talking about what cannot be talked about.  He seems to name the love that cannot speak its name - but obliquely.  He has been the biggest violator of all.  He did have his nights of quiet revelry in those dark city parks of Linz - we are led to believe. 
 
But, you may object, isn't the dance of Krsna and Radha itself a reaffirmation of the union of matter and Form, of the female and male principles.  Yes and no.  In ordinary life the ordering is between very separate and separable things.  The difference abides.  In the night of divine ecstasy, partaking of the bewilderment of the forest, the union becomes much closer.  Krsna and Radha become the same one thing.  Order shakes.  Krsna is Radha; Radha is Krsna.  Thus with a separate Form, a Platonic Form, its particularity is internal to it.  It is just That.  And it is logical form within itself.  Unthinkable thoughts.  The compression of contemplation breaks the mind.  Mystical madness.  The female is the male and the male is the female. And the world's separating is at an end.  The world collapses into nothing.
 
Or something like that - it is all so very unspeakable.  After the night of illicit excess everyone returns to their day job.
 
 
 
3346  Krsna withholds himself and his love from the Gopi that their love for Him might increase.  It's an old story; absence makes the heart grow fonder.  It's also a dirty trick.  The Gopi get their revenge.  Yes, their love did grow.  The trick works.  But the love grows so large that it is finally a thing greater than the Beloved and He must bow to it.  He acknowledges he can never repay His debt to them.  Love is greater then than the loved object.  Love becomes more.  He becomes desire for their desire.  Until Desire itself is God.  What a mess.  Desire desiring only desire is … what?  Is it anything at all?  Has the religion destroyed itself? 
 
This is similar to Socrates' idea that Beauty itself is not in the beautiful beloved but in the lover.  A horrid idea.
 
Love itself is what unites lover and beloved.  This is no more than the nexus that unites the elements of logic.  Paradox ensues.  Passion and paradox.  The world goes round.  Nothing has changed.  Logic swirls into all the lovely forms of mathematics.  What happened to lover and beloved?!
 
God ate up the world.  And we eat Him.  Must I go on?
 
 
 
3347  A marvelous idea within Krsna worship is that the passions, usually so destructive to religious attentiveness, are precisely the means of approach to the Most High.  Especially lust. Sexual desire, extreme sexual desire, directed toward the Most Sensual, toward the dark seducer Himself, Krsna, the great Paramour.   Bewildering passion.  Is here, at its peak, the equal of That One.  Nay, even He bows toward it. 
 
I suppose the passion of Christ is of that idea.  And the passion, even sexual passion, that defined so many Christian mystics is there too.  And righteous fear and anger and anxiety and jealousy and even bitter pettiness.  Oh my!
 
Thus I have made passion, the erotic, the pathway to an understanding of ontological things.  To and into a direct seeing of them.  Toward a becoming what they are.  To them.  What cannot be spoken without contradiction and absurdity has become the effusive, elevated speaking of a clear and bright philosophy.  The world is turned upside down. 
 
Surely all the other passions are there too.  As I think the thoughts of ontology I swim in emotion.  I am a scandal to the rigorous analysts.  But there is no other way.  Their half-measures do not satisfy.
 
 
 
3348  I have written here the way of passion.  Oh, more than that nice word; I have written the way of lust.  I have written God and high philosophy into the pornographic sex of bad gay novels.  I have written my total frustration at the incorrigible state of time's taking away.  And I have written the inevitability of desire arising again.  And in all that I have been true to the tradition.
 
I have been more true.  And I have served Truth itself.  The emotions, so harmful in the efficient operations of everyday life, are the very path and vehicle by which we arrive finally at the most real.  Anyway, they have proven too strong to be eliminated by the well-meaning and tender mind of the searcher.  And for us their absence is hell itself. 
 
Ontology cannot be accomplished.  The answer, so close, cannot be spoken.  Truth, so strong and brightly present, will not be captured.  The One, its simplicity so very, very beautiful, will not yield to being possessed.  Thoughts of this coy one arouse and lead on.  The final moment comes and perfection is had … but then … he's gone.   The timing must be exact.  The falling must be complete.  The madness must be exquisite.  And, in the end, one defeats oneself.  He plays some sort of boy's game.  You have been written up in his adolescent writing.
 
There is no way you are going to turn all this into great literature.  Except that great literature is itself a fallen thing.  Greatness becomes a great sex in your mouth, gorged up your throat, and a constricting thigh.  The Seraphim burn on and stare.  Philosophers become old and lurid voyeurs.  Words are wan ghosts around a gnarly excrescence of transcendence.  And then, frightfully, the midnight light of Vraja.  Hairs stand on end.  Shadowy beasts guard your isolation … holy anger… He comes. 
 
A young man must spend the years with orgiastic thought filling his intellectual night.  He fumes around Logic.  Bright points of light in the pre-darkness of Being - or some such nonsense - until the few words come and simple truth slips him out of here.     
 
 
 
3349  The Krsna worshipers have fallen prey to a double danger.  Scripture stood in for God, then commentary stood in for scripture.  The stand-in became the thing itself.  The Founder of the Sect became avatar.  His disciples became Prime Gurus and now the present guru of the devotee has taken the place of all.  Their supposed God has become an afterthought.  But that guru and the commentaries in the form of articles wielded by powerful magazine editors and book publishers fight in the minds of the followers for first place.  Krsna is entirely left out. 
 
We in the West have no cause for pride in this matter.  We have done the same.  The protestant church and the universities have fallen into the same trap where the same fight goes on. Yes, the protestants.  Those people who fought so vigorously against the presence of any Roman intermediaries between the naked soul and God.  Too bad.  I too suffer my words and ideas.  And I at times long for the company of others in pleasant conversation.  If I did get it that would quickly be my All-in-all.
 
I don't know how to talk to a student about this God without having my words become more important than both He and that one listening.  The logos of the words is strong.  But is the logos one with the Logos?  No, and we lose sight of Him very fast.  And the student's love of God never comes about.  We argue.
 
 
It's a little strange that I should be complaining so.  I am the one who wanted a certain opacity on my words.  I wanted there to be beauty of style.  And I too wanted to have style in my presentation.  I was against too much perspicuity.  Still, that beauty should yield to Beauty.  And my performance to Performance itself, if I may so speak.
 
The problem here is that of the words speaking themselves and not just their meaning.  The sentence referring to its own sentencity.  But self-reference always generates paradox.  And the words mean finally the words.  And my talking is meant only to generate that certain look in the eyes of my student.  A lovely look.  The Beauty of God itself right there.  What to do?  My philosophy crashes.
 
 
 
3350  The interesting thing about Krsna worship is not the darling boy but the old men trying to come to terms with him.  Socrates and Phaedrus (or is it Alcibiades?)  By emphasizing his honey sweet kisses, so close, those meditators are trying to hold together contradictory things.  They hold back.  And they are trying to think love in the holding back of love.  Unwilling chandravali. They make repetitive attacks.
 
Krsna is a very earthly boy - the Highest become that - sweet feelings and the Absolute are so incompatible.  Sex with God.  Oh my!  True religion.  Who can think it?  Who can be it?
 
We, I, try to overcome the bad side of it.  We do not want to fall over the cliff.  Somehow the love is elevated.  The beloved here is a helpful image, a scandalous step upward, a most refined thing.  It, He, becomes thin, chaste words of explanation.  Even talk of a Paradox.  The beloved explains himself.  The lover tries so hard to be of assistance.  The cock rises. Unspeakable imagination drips slowly onto the soul's trousers.  Dewy skin. Dark rain clouds burst.
 
 
 
3351  Religion is an esoteric thing because it is a secret meeting, by the soul, with its Paramour.  They cannot be seen together in public.  (Esoterically, para for par- Ah.)  And so I write illicitly.  Here transcendence is parallel to the world there never meeting it … except at the irrational, infinite head-blasting Point!  Scholars delve.  Alone at night.  Nods and dew nodes forming. 
 
Outwardly, Jesus was probably just a rabble-rouser against the Romans.  For us here, so far away in time and space, uninterested in such things because of night dreams, we imagine a lovelier one.  We rabble about and we are just as roused.  Truth is beauty, beauty truth.  We conjure up Truth. 
 
 
 
3352  In Hinduism God as Vishnu is Majestically Transcendent, Terrible and Awe intoxicating.  As Krsna He is an earthly boy, luscious and sensual, desirable; He drives up every emotion that goes with love; He is paramour and a scandal to orderly society.  In Christianity, God as Jesus Pantocrator is also Majestically Transcendent, Terrible, and Awe intoxicating; but as Jesus the lover of the mystics he is, I suppose I should say approaches, the beauty that is Krsna.  Cold Europe never could get comfortable with sensualism, as did the East.  Still, God is different things at different times in different places.  Whether those differences are momentous enough to make us say they are different gods is a question for another time.  So what is Jesus in my writings?
 
He is somewhat sensual as is Krsna, but he is too much of a dirty street boy to fit into those highly stylized, very urbane pictures of that Hindu God decorating refined households. Perhaps my Jesus is more Greek pastoral - Corydon.  Except that this boy I write is also an arguer, a dialectical manipulator of ontological ideas, an existential trickster, mad.  He takes on the thinkers of the temple.  And he is horny for … he is just horny.  The quodlibet will be taken up and the orgiastic monstrum of the quod erat demonstrantum will be stunningly seen. Sheltered in the sand dunes Krsna may have done the same, but his devotees won't speak of it.
 
People generally feel more comfortable with awe-inspiring majesty and pomp than they do with pretty boy seduction or the horniness of a mangy arguer and bump.  Everything is as it should be.  In the long run of things hardly anything has changed at all, if that.
 
 
 
3353  I have written this with Style and Flair, not in the stylelessness of scientific, academic unart.  Let us just say that in the fight between the cold and finite rationalists of idealistic Vedanta and the hot unlimited lawlessness of Krsna sensualists, I have been with the latter.  The removed and disinterested vying with the close up and personally entangled.  I have not used long-faced, technical, noun-phrases, but I have moved with the heady movement of dynamic prepositions.  I have long since been scandalously climbing up la scala paradisi, τοouranou scandalon, the lover's ladder to heaven.  I am for all that an élève of the American Whitman.  This is Vraja and wild things lie around.  The timid will not follow me out.
 
When directed toward the Transcendent itself, this way, which would be so unacceptable otherwise, is the true way.  Sin and ritualistic correctness change places.  Chaste amour is now the Paramour.  Intellectual Lust comes to me in the twilight limits of thought.  Sand dunes by the river of logic's flow hide me.  Ontology finds its perfection in kisses.  The Word has called attention to itself.
 
Just as he did, I have paid no attention to Wittgenstein's teaching that we must pass over in silence that which cannot be spoken.  His teaching was correct, of course, but the human spirit is really not all that afraid of the absurd and the infinite falling.
 
 
 
3354  I have described myself as aligned with the sensual Krsna and not with the rationalistic Vedantists.  But how can that be given that I am almost a recluse in my seclusion of books, my computers and my electronic music tapes?  I look professorial; I have no oily locks, certainly no sweet lips, no seductive glance.  I read and I write.  I do not write lush poetry.  I puzzle out ontological combinations. Where is the fleshly forbidden love in all that?  It's in the lawless spirit.  It's as base and as hidden as the dialectical interior of the Socratic Silenus.  Loners are the most deranged, the most likely to commit unspeakable crimes, the destroyers of the world.  Krsna devotees are quiet monkish folk.  Literary beings.
 
The lawless spirit is this: I take apart the ordinary things of the world and reveal the separate Forms.  I contemplate as an Entelechy.  I am one.  The world is momentarily gone.  I have abandoned my duties here for that. 
 
 
 
3355  I have always rejected outright, and out of hand, Bradley's rejection of the very notion of a nexus.  No, if one tie exists, then there really is no need for another tie to tie the tie to what it is tied to… and then another for that secondary tie … and another for the tertiary … you get the receding point, but it's pointless.  A tie ties and that's it.
 
Wittgenstein was apparently convinced by his fellow.  Like this:  We could say that a sentence and the fact that it pictures are both simple things in nexus.  That commonality of nexus is (somehow) the picturingness of pictures.  The nexus is the form of both fact and sentence.  It is on display.  It is there, we know it is there - but we can't (as I have so rudely just done) say that, express that, point to it in words.  For crying out loud, Why Not?  I suppose it is because if we do then the nexus as a simple thing named in the sentence will have to be connected to the other simple things in the sentence by a (another) nexus.  In symbols:  n(a, b)  becomes    n2(a, b, n1).   Paradoxically, we end up with a tie that doesn't tie.  And, he seems to think, that all the evils of metaphysical confusion ensue because we named what should never be named.  Language overload.  A critical line must be drawn in the sand of thought.
 
Wittgenstein does have a point; but no, he doesn't.  Yes, the everyday world collapses if such sentences enter it.  Or our great sentential model of it does.  But, keeping the critical line drawn, if we admit that we are now speaking "philosophically", and we have entered a strange new world, or unworld, then I think we can maintain our epistemological balance.  I will grant him that we have to give up the idea of capturing, again, the real, everyday world in words.  No ontological analysis will finally bring us home again.  The words of everyday language and the Word that is within philosophical language are other.  We can speak both languages, but we are split from ourselves in doing so.  We fall through an infinity of nexus trying to speak them and ourselves back to the stepping off point.  A lovely fall.  Philosophy is a falling in love. 
 
 
 
3356  When Wittgenstein denied us the right to speak the nexus, then, since the nexus is the heart and essence of logical form, he denied us the right to speak all of logic, that magnificently great constriction.  Or so it would seem.  It was inadvertent.  Still, many, most, of those who call themselves philosophers today would say that logical form is literally nothing.  How can that be?  How can such a great and controlling thing be nothing?  Or, like time, is it there only until we look directly at it as it is or call out its name and invite it to the stage for a bow?  It is a shy and delicate being.  Perhaps Wittgenstein was only trying to protect it from our fawning, pawing eyes.
 
It is true that the things of philosophy are subtle and even precious, and it could be that I have handled them too carelessly and roughly.  I am from a small town in the middle of nowhere and the boys there are scrappy and scruffy.  I am also.  Still I see what I see and I will touch what I want.  They don't seem to mind.  I hesitate to go to the city, to the real world, to the everydayness of things and leave the sun-lit perfections.  I live in the pure geometry of thought. Things stand.
 
 
 
3357  Absolute Idealism, like materialism, pulls the whole world out of a single Mysterium as Phantasmagoria rise up in the utterances of thaumaturgy.  It is a god masturbating the world into a dream space.  Aladdin's lamp rubbed.  Endless mathematics flowing endlessly from logic.  A Faustian thing.  L'esprit subtil et geometrique. 
 
In idealism everything is in everything else and anything and everything can and does arise from anything and everything else.  Sheer magic.  The lovely dream of childhood.  Eminently mythological.  Ungeheuer Geheimnis.  Teuflicher Mut.  Maya. 
 
Suddenly a world is there.  From nothing and nowhere.  But at its heart - less than a magician's trick.  Surely there never was anything to it, never anything at all.  Even the faint memory of it must be an illusion.  A grammatical bedevilment.  An enchantment impossible to prove wrong though you must.  Idealism is finally a bad drug trip, a very material synaptic screw-up. Kali.  
 
 
 
3358  The beauty of Krsna love is called Parakiya-madhurya-bhakti-rasa, eating drops of the illicit honey.  Krsna's kisses are from his honey-lips.  His love is the sweetest.  Roberto Callaso writes that that sweetness is because of the illicit nature of that love.  There is always the fear of punishment and the inevitable separation from the beloved.  From that fear seeps out the mellifluence.  Intellectually, dialectically, I have no problem thinking that.  But my imagination and my memory of lost love makes me wonder.  Where is the sweetness?  Does that sweetness have a place in this writing at the extreme of reason?  Is transcendent dialectical collapse sweet?  Hardly.  Ecstatic for sure, but sweet? - it's highly doubtful.  Still, in my mind I do contemplate such honey-lips and dewy skin - that ain't hard at all, though I come on so.
 
The really lovely thing in Calasso's interpretation of parakiya illicit love is that he doesn't try to explain it away as do so very many Hindu gurus.  I am reminded of Kierkegaard's dealings with the tortured casuistry that surrounds having an outing at Deer Park.  Should I say that the hard things of religion must be toned down for the rabble?  Should be always expect that religion will be turned into twaddle?  Well, Yes.  The Overman will accept things as they are.  Kierkegaard may not.  Illicit love is certainly not for everyone.  Nor are my dialectical flip-flops.  There is no up without a down.  Or is there?
 
 
 
3359  Since I am here in Hindu-land permit me to tell you the story of Krishna and the Gopi.  Krishna was a surpassingly beautiful young man living in Vraja.  A yogi has figured out that he was 15 years, 9 months, 7 and one-half days old.  My goodness!  From the middle of the forest, where frightening things prowled, there came the sound of his playing on his flute.  All the women (Gopi) of the nearby villages became so entranced with it, so enchanted by his imagined extreme beauty, that they left everything they were doing (mainly taking care of their husbands and children) and went out to this illicit new love.  Krishna became their Paramour (and the wild things would protect them from their searching husbands).  This, of course, is all against Hindu belief of what a good wife and mother should be doing.  The pundits have been arguing about this story for centuries; all of them trying to undo the great immorality in it.  Roberto Calasso, a modern Italian interpreter of Hindu myth, insists that the immorality remain and not be explained away.  He says that the reason this illicit love was so sweet was because of the great fear of punishment by their family and village and because of the inevitable and soon abandonment by their new lover.  They would be left very alone.  Danger, immorality and the sweetest love.
 
So now we have a public face and a secret love.  A socially acceptable, very proper marriage arrangement, gay or straight, and a slipping away to a paramour.  The public husband must not find out where.  Danger, immorality and the sweetest love.  All agree - this is very destructive to good order in society.  And people get hurt badly.  Shame on you!  Public orderliness vs. Private lawlessness.
 
The GLBTU, sitting at their display tables, present a public face.  It says, "Gay people are like this."  Gays walking by mumble, "No, we're not - or at least I'm not!"  And I suspect the people at the table are not really like that either and everyone knows it.  The image they present is that of a slightly effeminate nice person, rather shallow but washed and somewhat clean.  Secretly they want a butch man to come a take them away and do not-very-nice things to them … or so people imagine.  In spite of themselves people always assume a secret life. We all know the lure of the paramour.  The closet has never been dismantled.  Only there is found the sweetest love … right? 
 
I imagine that most "gay" people, though not I, would like to see more butch masculine "men" at the table, so straight people, potential lovers, would have a more favorable image of gay people and maybe come on board.  Still, I'm only guessing.  We all sometimes think, "Butch on the streets; fem between the sheets - and vice versa."  And then there is the Paramour thing. What to do?  Images abound with which we do and we don’t want to be associated.  We are and we are not this and that.  Secretly, I want to get away with a not-too-fem, not-too-butch, pretty, but not too pretty, gay, but not too gay, lover-friend-husband-paramour.  What the hell!  I admit to and I will not admit to any of that.  So I play the game of whispered words around secret glances.  And I write potentially very confusing pieces, totally destructive to good academic (state-funded) straight-appearing, butch thinking.  Maybe.  I would like to have some of those scruffily pretty ontological boys at the table, but it ain't gonna happen.
 
 
 
3360  Russell once thought that all of mathematics could be reduced to number and number could be defined or captured in logical symbols.  As for the first part, I have no idea, it's a question for mathematicians; but the second part is something I doubt.  Nor do I believe that number has any-ontological-thing to do with classes.  They are gods of a different color and hue, over-archingly different from every other fundamental piece of Being.  
 
 
 
3361  "Derived-propertiness", and in quotes no less!  Sometimes it is called "defined-propertiness" or simply a something that is a defined or derived property.  We are going to think about a very abstract thing.  And we are going to consider whether or not this thing is an Eternal Form.  In other words, this is going to be a bunch of nonsense to the average man.  We will consider the form of Boy, Chariot and Plottle.  You know the first two; the third is plastic-bottle.
 
As for the form or essence of Boy, I doubt anyone would think he could adequately define that or confine it in a, however wordy, description or definition.  Chariot - maybe, but probably not.  Plottle - well yes, but the forms of plastic and bottle? I doubt it.  We seem to know or understand many things we can't define well.  Nonetheless, in the great scheme of things, maybe they can be defined "in principle".  It is that last possibility I want to consider.
 
Are these forms merely words that are abbreviations or shorthand notation for very complex definitions, thus complex things derived from simpler things?  Then, as things usually go in philosophy, being complex, they don't "exist"?  I want to say, No.  They are rather simple forms, simple things, that are, here and there, associated with, aligned with, stuck onto, definitions and descriptions.  These things exist as forms, but they are not defined properties, or derived.  Thus these forms are Forms, ontological things not in space and time, mind or matter, and deserving of the Majuscule.
 
We spend much of our day describing, defining, things.  The act of narration is a joyful mental power we possess.  I doubt it will come to an end after the descriptions and definitions have been completed.  It is an act to infinity.  Albeit a rather vague infinity.  In spite of which, we get along just fine.  We know exactly that these forms are without defining them.  We know the Forms.  It is that last phenomenological fact that must guide our ontologizing.  And for this brief writing, the fact that we know what the words "defining" and "form" mean means that, in spite of our inability to define them, they are existing Forms.  Eternal, as we use that word, though it too remains without an adequate, explicit definition.
 
The principle I want to hold here is this:  if we know damn well what something is and we also know damn well that that something cannot be adequately defined, then it exists.  I admit that use of exist or "exist" may be philosophical, and vaguely undefinable, but you and I do understand it and there you are.  "Defined-propertiness" therefore exists and you know damn well what it is.  And its spelt-out definition totally escapes you. 
 
There are those who want you to believe the world doesn't exist so they lead you into verbal bafflement about the simplest things and then say, "See, the whole idea of a world is just confusion, so there's nothing there."  Nonsense, your bafflement was only over finding complete definitions, of which there are none.  It's totally laid out definitions that don't exist.  The world and its luxurious Forms do.
 
 
 
3362  Consider Bergmann's square.  Draw a diagonal line from one corner of that square to the opposite.  Now it looks like two right-angle triangles together along their common hypotenuse.  Make one of them black while the other remains white.  You can imagine the diagonal line you drew as vanished.  Now, consider the question What color is the square?  The only answer I can think of it that the square has no color, but each of the triangle parts does.
 
Now consider those triangles changing through a rainbow of colors.  What color are the triangles?  By the same reasoning, they have no color, but the momentary temporal "parts" do. Once again the notion of parts enters in.  What about this "part of" connector?  What does it connect?
 
As I see it, the square is a particular and the triangles are particulars and there is the connector called "part of"  between them.  That it is asymmetrical presents great difficulties, but that is for later.  Likewise the momentary particulars are connected to the square and the triangles particulars also by a "part of" connector.  The temporal connector, however, is almost certainly different from the spatial. My concern here is only with connecting properties to the correct particular. 
 
Now consider the God Krsna.  Is He black or gold or blue, does He live in Vraja or Goluka, is He stealing butter or dancing the rasa-lila, and on and on?  Is He actual or potential, is He real or a dream, is He beautiful or just nothing at all?  By the reasoning above, He is none of that in Himself.  He just ontologically "is" and we call that Krsna- whatever all that means. 
 
So now consider those squares and triangles as having vanished into the past.  Do they still ontologically "exist"?  Yes, but now the fact of the connection between particular and property, or between particulars by means of "part of" is potential as present, only actual as past.  And a past particular is a critical particular, i.e. cut off from here.  Do you get my drift?  Being shimmers in mesmerizing difficulty.  It is magnificently engineered into a great Temple.  Somewhat Borgesian.  Slightly boring hazy days of summer.  And the bleeding.
 
 
 
3363  With Krsna, Hindus reach Nietzsche's home in the Blessed Isles beyond good and evil.  That beautiful transcendent boy, so universal in his appeal, is a wild one.  To speak of him you must name all the pain of love.  All the fruitless attacks.  All the nights of abandonment.  Sweet lips and the most degenerate coming apart.  Cutting and killing and revenge.  Your heart sinks into your legs.  Your groin into your eyes.  A glance that chills.  Terrible excitement.
 
In Krsna the ordinariness of evil transports the spirit into rapture.  But only in Him.  Magic reversal.  And for us only in words, when they become the Word.  Vac bouncing off the saliva of his teeth.  A Majestic Magistrate sitting at a corrupted bureau watching you kneel.  Kneel!  That Tongue wiping up the sin tax from your tongue.  The Gross and Big pushing in.    Kneel! Feel the lovely silky clammy skin.  It's too much.
 
All of this Pristine Super-Decadence is an expression of the Oneness of Being.   At last, far from here, Being does not divide into the good and evil.  They become dialectical opposites, i.e. the same thing.  Your thoughts collapse into pure Thought.  Who can withstand the pressure?  It is raving mysticism.  It is the very Worthless.  He is the midnight hustler.  His room is cramped and messy.  His hair glistens with too much oil.  His lips beckon too intensely.  His thighs are so very very big.  His Dick rises to the sky.  The invitation is irrevocable.  His smile is surpassingly sweet.  His words sinkingly comfortable.  This is the beyond; there is nothing beyond. 
 
Celestine cadences.  I write as I fall as I write.  I have abandoned the serious for the decorative.  The sober for the frivolous.  The pillar for the fading flower.  I have nearly achieved the unachievable. 
 
 
 
3364  With Jesus, the believer has arrived in the classroom as a thinker beyond good and evil, trying to teach Nietzsche.  Jesus is the confounder of straight analysis.  He is the absurdity of Kierkegaard being the most popular writer in our corporate bookstores.  He is the state-funded collapse of good order.  He is philosophy as a wrangling over pension contributions.  He is transcendence as the possibility of database query.   SQL.  Such a queer likeness.  Post-modern hyper-trophy.  He is the West looking askance at the lusciousness of the East.  He is the lusciousness of the East in the feces-ravaged Ganges.  He is a sweet night by the river with drunken boys.  He is in the ammonia smell of badly lit public toilets.  He is the new Ammon. Howl.  The best minds of someone's generation.  Whatever, we teach it all right down to your soiled sock.
 
 
 
3365  Throughout these writings I have claimed to have taken my ontological ideas from Gustav Bergmann, but how can that be since my philosophy, in so many ways, feels so different from his?  I seriously doubt he would recognize himself in there at all.  That sameness in difference, though, is repeated and repeated throughout the history of philosophical struggle.  It is a dialectical thing.  I suppose I am saying that if Bergmann had taken his philosophy "all the way" that he would be with me now.  To say that, however, would be terrible presumption. I have no choice but to let Bergmann be as we last know him.  I will only say that my ideas are the form of a strictly realist ontology.  A hand lies heavily on me.
 
This very difference that is only a shuddering deviation from sameness is found here where I am now when the darling and ambrosial Krsna is poured into the clear crystal of Vedanta and the Madyamika.  The tumult of love's passion swirls in the emptiness. 
 
It is that dark and expectant night of dire necessity when St. John lay on the breast of God and St. John of the Cross found His hand running under his tresses.
 
It is the Pentecostal confronting the dour Calvinist.  It is a bourgeois family man, pillar of society, looking bleakly on at a teenage boy running blindly down dark alleyways, lost and torn, intoxicated with the dangers of gay sex.  The orderly suburb abut the twisted and ravaged slum.  If the poor and the lusting would only repent!  But which is which? 
 
In physics today, we have the most elaborate, involved Systems of Geometry laid across the great baffling quantum Uncertainty.  Each yields to the other.  A battle of giants.  And standing aside is the delicate god of the most abstracted philosophy.  His beauty is his pure clean form.  I lust after it.  My Lord, make my lust transcendentally sublime.  I only murmur love's words at the fatal elegance of the ideal language.
 
In all this the difference is momentous.  It is vast.  It is absolute.  But it is still, for all that, and remains only a slight deviation of the one from the other.  Deviance being such a blinding issue.  I speak, of course, "philosophically", i.e. absurdly.  Someone should explicate me.  I long to be assayed. 
 
 
 
3366  A passion for philosophy is deep in the essence of philosophy.  The passions rage quietly in the ligaments of the philosopher.  A nervous syntax runs transspermatically.  Thought courses through him like lava from out of some long sleepy night.   The urge to separate form from matter shakes.  The groin grinds.  The heart heats up.  The throat constricts.  Mentally, a blur seeps into the eyes.  Without which no philosophy can be accomplished.
 
Therefore, if you find yourself discussing philosophy with another and he doesn't display this gruesome agitation, then leave off because he will never understand.  Perhaps the most dangerous accusation against philosophy is not that it is meaningless but that it is cruel.  Still, for all that, the passions are what give us life.  Philosophy is life or it is nothing.
 
 
 
3367  The Forms are in a placeless airy place and the particulars are at a place firmly placed.  The bewildering question perforce arises of how the placed and the unplaced can be united by any nexus.  The question is wrong.  Place and placelessness are deceivers.  The In and At of place simply are not.  Or we soon feel the question of the placeless unplace of the nexus in its act of making.  None of these ontological things fit together.   The problem arose because we incorrectly assumed that the particulars are placed in space and time. 
 
Particulars are not at a place.  They are not located in that way.  Rather place is a thing defined, set up, by the relations of space and time exemplified by the particular.  But a bigger problem, an even more ancient problem, now appears - again.
 
The Forms and the particulars and the various nexus are, none of them, at or in a place of any kind.  They are, however, "in" other ontologically more complex contraptions.  Things are "in" facts.  And we can now, "at" a timeless "now", contemplate the Things alone, in brilliant theoretical isolation, or so demure as constituents of facts.  Don't let that "of" pass too unnoticed. Nor the briar patch of quotation marks suddenly about.
 
The Things are trapped here in complexes and they hang alone there in the wind of Being.  "Here" and "there" being placeless nothings.  The dialectic crumples as usual.
 
Aristotle worried about the theoria of the Forms no metaphysically longer in matter.  The Forms qua Forms of the Entelechy against the Forms in the world enhyle.  The hylomorphic world.  And thought thinking pure thought.  This closet Platonist fidgeted.  Even today we do the same.  For quite some time we have preferred to speak of those theoretical things as abstracted pieces of the world-in-quotes, as mere epochè. 
 
Philosophers have been very afraid of philosophy.  They have so often instead declared the "Platonic Heaven" a noplace nothing at all.  Deception and pretty, youthful exuberance soon lost.  They are the giants conspiring against the high contemplative gods.  Resentment runs high. 
 
I have inherited that whole tradition.  The passion rages within me, the guilt and the inevitable release.  I do not deny the fire.  And the rain it brings.  I have sat in the sun of the clearing.  I have felt the new germination arising.  I have let it be its eternal being.  It repeats.  The Forms are exemplified once more.  In this place that is firm.
 
 
 
3368  I speak of love to him but it is not a loving love.  My interlocutor and I soon lock horns.  Having entered into argument, we move in circumstantial perambulation.  Our halving perversely glows.  Superimposition awaiting decoherence.  Schoolboy erudite gymnastics.  Two pillars of society, pillorying and pillaging society's trust fund.  Found out.  The fun stops. The young are our future.  Busted bad.  Move on!
 
Given any two determinate ontological things, there is eo ipso the circumstance of those two standing around, eternally walking around each other.  A proto-fact awaiting the Maker of Fact.  The Nexus sticks out, comes between them and It is accomplished.  The world is.  Just That and the aureole Form.  He turned out well.  Oh, well.
 
 
 
3369  I am right able to think the "facts" of ontology.  The "objects" of such thinking, or is it "thinking", must be accounted for ontologically, just are the ordinary objects of ordinary thought.  That "things in quotes" "exist" is a phenomenological given.  Such is philosophical existence.
 
I have the thought that a bare particular and a universal are different, categorically different.  And I think them circumstantially together, then together with a functioning nexus, until the fact appears.  I think that nexus making that pair into a fact.  The ontological problem there is that the ontological objects of those philosophical thoughts are not themselves an ontological part of the ordinary object.  The circumstance of bare particular and universal is not a thing that is a constituent of fact.  Nor is the gathering-functioning-making of the nexus.  Nor difference and togetherness and on and on.  We see things philosophically that are not to be seen in the final analysis.  Likewise, we "know" that there is an ordering to these "thing", and also " "things" "?, and that ordering is also a phenomenologically given "thing" or " " "thing" " ".  Whatever.  I do think all this right well.
 
Ontological things are separate from the finished fact and thus from the world.  Hardcore Platonism is at hand, never mind the quotes. 
 
 
 
3370  Things fall apart.  Decoherence sets in fast.  The Great Ontological System collapses in the earthquake of the Transcendental Shudder.  The deconstructive Frisson!  It's rather thrilling.  So erotic.  A god has run his finger up your back.  And you're up!
 
Philosophy is dangerous.  It is illicit.  It is a secret flight to the Paramour.  You will be caught up for sure.  And eventually abandoned.  He watches.  Or is that all idle poetry?  Even if it is idle poetry, it comes to the same thing.  You are fleeing and flying where there is no air.  I write mere words.  You read among the pixels. They're coming!
 
 
 
3371  Quantum superimpositioning is a great imposition on our thinking.  Or quantum superpositioning is just physics trying to be butch.  Either way I am being had.  I don't mind.  Do you mind if I don't mind?  My my, questions and doubts fill this uncertain air.  But look how lovely the earth's ionic aureole glows.  So enchanting.  We are too soon gone.  Or maybe not. What do I know?  I am a mere philosopher.  A lover of tasteful and tasty things.  And testy boys. 
 
This uncertain noplace-between has me agitated.  I don't dare look at what's going on; it will all collapse into … Oh, just this or that. 
 
The final, gruesome beauty of truly religious poetry is that it may not be religious at all but just a hesitant, get-down earthly sensual good time.  Is that Beloved transcendent God or a puffy coy boy?  Or both.  Get away and get it on.  And on and on - Honey.  Madhurya-rasa, to you too. 
 
Between knowing and not knowing is wondering.  Between being and not being is Well, I suppose there could be something there - or maybe not.  And then there is philosophical analysis.  So meta meta meta.  Being watches itself.  Like a boy and his mirror, we wait for that curl to lie just right.  Philosophical primping may be about nothing at all.  Or about the only really worthwhile thing.  All our gathering and parting and layering of ontological things and metaphysical facts into a most lovely style comes undone in the wind of release.  Blow, Wind, blow, across the flat plains into the bending grass.
 
 
 
3372  Young men here in far away Hinduland read my words and they seem to just not get it.  I write about the boy and they really do think this is Krsna devotion, bhakti.  Which I suppose it is, sort of, but for the transcendent Jesus, that argumentative complainer, hardly a sweet-lipped, hair-raising rain cloud.  I don't want to tell them that I'm gay; it may break the blank-minded enchantment.  Or maybe it's stupefied confusion.  And the real religious import of my words would be exported out and gone.
 
I think they, in quasi-secret even from themselves, super-really know.  They hang in that magical philosophical Noplace.  Philosophy must, perforce, be opaque, pellucidly so. The twilight night of bursting light.  The uplift and the downpour.  Or do you disagree again, by red-mouthed biter?  My spinning quasar.  My super nova.  My telluric thrill.  Sift me.  I will come to your nothing at all.
 
 
 
3373  When the gods no longer tease the senses, after the intellect loses its subtlety, and the heart fails to rise us at the fluttering of that quiet commotion, then the giants appear and squat. Only the brute things matter.  Dialectic vanishes.  The Buddhas look down big.  So excruciatingly wise.  In the perfection of idiocy. And the Individuals take all. 
 
It has been said that the ontology of Platonic Forms is nominalism.  Those things hanging there on the cheek of the intellectual night are great individuals.  Each itself in itself.  Tightly tucked away.  The untouchables.  With the bill of their caps down covering their eyes, no one walks among them in certainty.  Or no one walks among them.
 
These beings of the mind's soft black night recede.  The Same.  You defer.  The walls rise up.  Demur.  Lemurs.  Sly and sonorous eyes slide away.
 
The boy was big.  Sexy idiot grin.  Buddha-smuddha, he's got you.  Clang clang bang bang, the devils flee.  Beauty increases.  Your spells and mantras will not make it go away.  Your pointless point will be sucked into his glorious End.  Nothing subtle there.  What was his name again?  The name is everything, blame must be laid.
 
The universal, as a thing there before your theoretical eye, exists.  Yes, it is an individual, but it is also a universal.  The Unique.
 
 
 
3374  Reason gives way.  No ratio, no proportion can be made.  There is no Greater to any lesser.  Nothing inward to anything outward.  No universal to any particular.  No thing thought to any thinking of it.  No difference at all between love and hate.  The ordering of true and false, of right and wrong, of here and gone slides down like cum across a boy's leg.  The heart beats away.  The mind vanishes.  The big, the too big takes over.  Beautiful oblivion.  Words become absolute.  And we choke on them.
 
Of course, in all of that explaining I have to rely completely on proper sentential form.  Everything remained locked in the demands of perfection.  The approach to this God is through Precision.  My Aryan Brahmanness guaranteed my sure footing.  Centered perfectly in the Most Indeterminate, therefore also the Least, I come at you.  My heart-beating-beside-me friend. My treble-voiced interlocutor.  Almighty God for a moment just that.  Thought advances.
 
Unless thought moves I have written nothing.  Unless there is Understanding along the way to an understanding of this, I have misunderstood completely.  And both cowboys and cows vanish in the night.
 
My ratios and orderings are inside ratio and order, to Ratio and Order Itself, a most irrational thing.  I have used only the most subtle cuttings to separate the two.  Decoherence will come fast if you examine them even the slightest.  Therefore … nothing.
 
 
 
3375  Ragnarok has long since run its course.  The gods are all dead, except for Balder, or his shade, and another lesser god, whose name I forget.  I imagine their gentle conversations about the things of now.  Somehow I think I would be able to join them and be understood.  It seems that I have been sharing in their destiny.  Divinity itself remains.  It seems that new gods, gods within the ordinary, are appearing.   
 
Finally, we are without the bombast of old.  Without the heat that clouds the mind.  Ordinary sexual desire is all we have now to contend with.  It's a gentle concern, though.  We know perfectly well what we are about.  We talk. 
 
Words are obliging and pleasant.  Writing is playful and really about nothing at all.  It magically fits all situations.  That magic, though is a new lite version - none of that old heavy deadly stuff.  Gods abound, yes, but they have to get up and make their way to school and work and the arcades.  Perfection is perfection, in spite of all that.  Divinity oozes on their faces and down their fine forms.  Not much has changed.  But no bombast, please.
 
 
 
3376  Transcendence is getting easier to spot.  It is in the usual places: a glance, a well-turned whichever part of the body turns you on, a dusty road leading out into the night sky. Bedroom curtains, a cluttered desk, a computer's dark glare when the boy has left.  Crumpled clothes.  A forgotten schoolbook.  No way out.  Time's long time.  The inevitable.  A precipitous drop off, an impulsive jump, the mind falling into itself.  His thinking that those are great new images.  Color inversion, coordinate transformation, ctrl x.    An old man's anxiety over this casual style.  The world eating itself. 
 
 
 
3377  We are informed that both Whitman and the Attic cup tell us of the three.  The I, the Self and the spirit.  The I is a shattered thing.  The self writes it down.  The god present dictates the words.  Watching myself try to clearly express that, I fidget.  The division is real enough, but it is a scrambled mess.  I am all that. 
 
Sweet words, poetic words, vanish.  Or they just lose their sweetness.  And the dark night of the soul sets in.  Maybe.  It's not quite that bad.  I'm too cultured, too aware, for all that grandness to take its place.  I do, though, somewhat like the starkness, the nakedness, the clear white skin of ordinary analysis.  A subtle thing.
 
We, the floating ethereal thinkers, are given this information from the god through other, maybe more earthbound, thinkers.  We are all the many reflections of this god looking at himself in the infinity of his house of mirrors.  And we do know that he is the very nexus of reflection.  Being is lovely.  The kiss of Being is devastating.  We are in agitated distraction.
 
Whitman saw the Dionysian head in the Civil War.  Torn, he wrote himself into one poem - and then he left.  Troy all over again.
 
 
 
3378  Following Calasso, Mallarmé (apparently) wrote, "If the gods do nothing unseemly, then they are no longer gods at all."  Also, from the Vedas, "Meters are the cattle of the gods." Gods, immorality and poetic meter.
 
We are entranced.  That is to say, in the concentration of a rhythmical trance, we are sublimated on scandal.  We are enchanted away.  With trepidation.
 
The gods exist in the rhythms of writing.  It would, however, be a mistake to think that they therefore do not exist.  Rhythm exists.  Being is the repetition of Being.  The pulse of Being is evident.  It is in our own pulse.  Timing and precision are of the essence.  Essence is.  The manifold Forms of that rhythm are the gods.  And the One that is the Being of Being is God. There is no escape.  That is the scandal of philosophy.  We mount secretly. 
 
When rhythm and immorality vanish from religion, then religion is no more.
 
Rhythms are seductive.  The possibility that one might lose the rhythm or that the feeling for rhythm might leave is the fright of being abandoned.  That one might be punished for wasting one's time in the paralysis of rhythm is heart-stopping. 
 
One even playfully teases meter and rhythm in poetry, breaking for an instant before going back.  Or in the constant setting up and breaking that is prose, threatening to not break.  One becomes scandalous in dealing with the scandalous.  The heart jumps.
 
 
 
3379  Eros is the way across.  I write of that in-between thing.  I am thus morally immoral, a sick double immorality, too moral.  I am scandalously unscandalous, doubly nauseous, a spiritual-lush manqué.  Strong in my weakness, weak in my cuttingly sublime strength. 
 
I write nothing for the masses.  Yet the masses are right here with me.  I write the Absurd, the unheard, the monastery of the streets.  The everyday fight.  The secret loving. 
 
Logical necessity reveals itself, displays itself, performs.  Alluringly. Then comes to your table after his show is over and casually talks about himself.  He knows nothing else.
 
 
 
3380  Cutting silence and then oblivion.  The sheer emptiness that no one can think.  The perfectly obvious absence of mind, of your mind.   Finally, the unwritable.  I am revealed as the fake tour guide who only wanted your substance.  Why did you for a moment believe in my attempt to take you where no one can go?  For a moment.  … But what was that moment?
 
That moment is the perfection of silence, the oblivion, where I really did take you.  We know that total forgetting at every instant.  We are that.  And at every instant we pull ourselves into existence, determinate, shining existence.  Infinite power, but so easy. 
 
Every creative act, every act of mind, from out of Mind itself beyond mere mind, is of that, That.  Just as in physics, it is from the sheer vacuum that the swelter of space-time particles arises. 
 
But beware!  It would be a great mistake to say that finally only the emptiness, the oblivion, exists.  That at the end of thought there is just the end of thought, the forgetting.  That makes no sense.  It is a contradiction.  An ordinary mistake of logic.  A giving up before the power of darkness.  But here of all places courage must not fail.  We must have courage to think what must be thought.  What demands to be thought.  What you will think finally in spite of yourself, in spite of your weakness.  Strength inevitably comes.
 
 
 
3381  To write, to accomplish any creative act, to win in any battle of thought or body, to live, you must enter into the no place of waiting.  To answer any question you must enter into the dehiscence of the question.  To merely move on to the next moment of your life, you must enter into the non-existence of the previous moment.  There is no underlying substance that pushes you, or upholds you, or creates you.  There is just the oblivion and then your pulling yourself into existence.  You are your own frightening lover then.  From beyond yourself you make yourself.  You are the god you worship.  But you are not.  Only He is and His existence is beyond existence.  And so you see that the logical positivists were right - philosophy is nonsense.  Heidegger and Sartre, two failed boys, spent hundreds and hundreds of pages trying to write it  - and mostly succeeded.  I also. Beauty abounds and kills.  Then He comes again.
 
 
 
3382  Between the transcendent and the here and now there is the Chasm.  The lammergeier.  The yawning death of children.  The Gap and its gaping at lambs.  The lost time when you had gills.  The ravine of mares.  The simple night.
 
I listen to simple-minded mystics speak of the union of opposites, the middle way, the mixing bowl; and I feel the impossibility of everything they so blithely lay out.  There is finally nothing on the table.  Nothing to eat.  No god to ingest.  They merely jest.
 
Yes, for the Christian, God became flesh.  But we have spent two millennia trying to understand the absurdity of that.  And the horrible wars that idea, that luring unidea, has caused.  I am terribly in love with it.  I am that.  Ravaged being.  The embrace. 
 
 
 
3383  The highest writing walks the fine line.  To fall to either side would be to fall into a stifling heaven of love's pressing or the suffocating absence of any lover's back.  I hack away at words building that line, but the construction is too fine to even bear the word.  I work it into a streak of chalk.  Dust.  Lust for dim things   Writing at a blackboard, I am forced to turn my back to the one I want.  Or have I been too easy to spot?  The spot insinuates.  And the neighing outside.  There's nothing here up on the heights.  I feign a fall.
 
I'll listen to one of those Scandinavian pieces about hoary things up on mountain crags.  And I'll think about modern economies, doing quite well, and pretty blondboys, and the Skagerrak.  Such a threatening protrusion! Skanda.  Oh, My Canto.  And a pair of dice.  Snake eyes.
 
 
 
3384  Casper Schmidt trying so hard to be Maxed out into the Forehead of the Great Individual almost succeeded.  But he forgot desire.  He was too much with the unsexed.  He could have found that One in another the same as he.  The Form that he was really does create Itself.  Through another he escapes himself to become Himself.  Der Einzige is That.  Two that are One.  The Form hanging over them, they enter into themselves, one self.  That. 
 
I gaze at another.  I ingest him.  His form and smell and vibration vibrate through me.  The Shudder.  The hair that stands on end.  I become other than myself.  I am that thing.  That eternal Thing.  From out of my transcendent self I always am.  I am what he is, the one I desire, my self there.  His smell obliterated me into him.  One thing that always was.  From the immediacy of creation.  That thing pulls itself into existence.
 
It is all so vague.  One wanders around through the long infinity of time listlessly.  The perfect form is right there, but it is so vague.  It has the turbidity of desire.  It is a swelling up, the thick thigh, pressure in the chest.  He won't go away.  It is pointless. 
 
Essence lingers then leaves.  You finger his tree.  The bud blossoms and pollen falls.  The itch.  It was a rash act.  Hey Bub, where're you headed?  Everything returns unexpectedly.  Soma sema senu.  Battle array gone awry.  Essence smessence in my mouth.  I grieve when he leaves.  That thing, that one thing, it the self of my self.  So spirited.
 
 
 
3385  The Form is a vague thing.  Indeterminacy for the long night of waiting.  And I am identical with that.  Oh yes, a vague indeterminacy, but - and you know this too well - a perfect just that.  Too perfect.  It blows my mind.  Away.  Into whatever.  Just that?  Oh nothing.  I know exactly what I want.  The wind rises.
 
Philosophy is a falling in love.  Exactly that.  Your glasses steam up when you enter.
 
 
 
3386  For the most part we feel no compunction as we rest content in ideas that on close examination are absurd.  In fact, if we refused them we would be abandoning our friends who lie in the same resting place.  The dream is strong.  Our fear of the outer darkness is great. 
 
Then thought comes and the fist lands.  The jaw is broken.  Speaking becomes almost impossible.  Words fail.  It turns out that the heavy hammer was of the ideas themselves.  Stupidity had grown within them.  For example:
 
Science.  Up close, we wonder just what momentum and energy and mass and inertia and distance and the so very helpful gravitational force could all possibly be.  As things in themselves.  Or even for one another.  The wonder is well known among the deep thinkers.  Deep in the swamp of immense confusion it turns out.  Not wanting to venture there we remain where we are.  And we see no need to worry about these things.  Truly, as of yet there is no need.  Perhaps, later, as we watch the end of the universe come into its play.  Hammers break.
 
 
 
3387  So do these quasi-scientific things exist?  Momentum, energy, mass, inertia, distance, ubiquitous force?  Are they just names for certain mathematical constants - and therefore nothing in themselves?  They are real things.  And they are not merely anthropomorphic.  They exist just as do color and smell and feel and on and on all over the phenomenal field.  They are neither mathematical things nor are they only names for such things.  They and mathematical forms all exist - in ontological separation - and none of them can be reduced to any of the others.  They do, however, hang out together in seductive intimacy. 
 
Science, more that anything else, is the mathematicization of the universe.  That things are quantifiable makes them dear to science.  They take on mathematical form.  But they and the form they take on other.  My three apples are not ontologically one with the number three.  Apples and threeness are two.
 
 
 
3388  I surprise myself but I think I can explain myself with a modified Nietzschianism.  I am a man of passion.  I come off, it seems to me, sounding so professorial.  Those are two very different things, but are they really so different? Am I really a small town Dionysian satyr, working myself out as a frumpy Apollonian would-be lecturer to boys?  Is that what today's thinkers all are?
 
 
 
3389  Those who know know that passion is revealed as stillness, an eerie stillness.  An unsettling cessation.  Receding from thought.  The passionate one is two and only the in-between nothing glares out.  He writes and speaks so nonchalantly.  He is casual.  He breathes in and out.
 
I meet a boy who is all over the place with his emotions.  He is a live wire.  He is incorrigible.  He won't stop.  He won't stop.  But inwardly I know he is still.  He could be a guru to the Hindus.  He worries, for a moment, that he has never fallen in love - he admits he really doesn't know what such a thing is.  He is all show.  And I, outwardly so still, quietly rant against him. 
 
I so dispassionately, it would seem, tell you this.  I write casually.  I gently play with words.  I am lighter than aether.  Either that or I am a mere logical connective.  Hardly a difference at all.
 
The passionate boy without passion and the very muddied thinker of passion, so dispassionately passionate. The former seems more real, more solid, more worthwhile.  Thinkers are of little or no value.  Alas, we all become thinkers.  Some of us are forced into it sooner.  The world itself is far advanced.
 
It helps little to read Kierkegaard's words that The thinker without paradox is like a lover without passion.  Yes, I do have paradox, which is often just confusion and a deliberate adolescent show of contrariness.  That great writer was great in his passion which he labored hard to put in still and hard sentences.  He managed. 
 
 
 
3390  The real hero of the Rasa-lila is Candravali.  She is the one who fights her way to her lover.  She is the one who struggles so mightily to overcome non-existence.  She forces love. Finally she is Krsna.
 
Krsna forcefully abandons her.  She searches and searches.  She asks all who might know him and where he is.  Nothing.  She imagines with the strength of her imagination and she becomes his movements, his look, his touch.  The dimness of non-existence may be fading.  She continues.  And continues.  She imagines and acts out. Her gestures are surely just his.  The night of abandonment is long and the struggle to overcome it is longer.  She is tired.  She continues.  Finally, she forces the force of existence into place.  She tightens her grip.  Until he is there.  He is there.  She has done it.  She is the existence, the real existence, the right there in front of her existence of her lover.  She has won.  He bows.
 
 
 
3391  I have that typical American-in-a-"poor"-country problem.  They look at me and see someone who, because he is a rich American, is leading an easy, happy life.  What to do?  I suppose many Americans look at them and see people who are leading easy, happy lives because they don't have all the hard struggles and interminable hassles of "living" in a "rich" country - they are still relatively carefree in what remains of natural innocence.  It's all nonsense.  Well, of course it is.  The smooth surface hides much. 
 
And so it is with my words.  Or I suspect it is.  I suspect others hear a relatively casual flow of words.  An easy, modulated thinking in simple enough syntax.  I think I write a pleasant sentence.  The philosophical ideas presented are not too difficult for most, though most will probably why I bother with and am bothered by such nothings.  They think they read of a gentle struggle.  They do not see the excruciating force and the long struggle I endured to get those few words out.  The surface appearance of my writings, of America and Nepal, belie a terrible undercurrent.  What to do?
 
To but it bluntly, it is the same as sex.  It is sex.  Playful foreplay is nothing.  Finally sex is work.  Then the orgasm of the real.  Hard tension … and release.  Then the gentle sleep. 
 
 
 
3392  Modern meditation techniques are, for the most part, from out of the fervor of revolution that has been roaming the earth for a long time now.  All of the old bindings on the human mind are thrown off.  Or such is the attempt.  It is an attempt at pure anarchy.  Lovely chaos.  The sublimely smooth sheen of uncorrupted Light.  Intellect!  Science!  Equality!  Peace and happiness shall reign upon the earth.  My goodness!
 
Let me explain. Contrast revolution with evolution.  In human history we progress in out thinking and understanding of … of everything.  One generation builds on the work of the previous.  Ideas develop.  They become more and more and more complicated.  And difficult.  And finally burdensome.  Schoolchildren are unable to keep up.  Fear.  Anxiety.  Overthrow authority!  Stop thinking altogether!  Free your mind of all control and conditioning!  Just be your own lovely, free, empty self.  Pure awareness!
 
Let me continue explaining.  This is the drive toward the pure individual.  We, that is to say Man, have been looking for the Individual for a long time.  Behind the concepts and Forms we want just that one thing.  We want, each of us, to find the self of the self.  Our own self.  And we want it to be free of all that is other.  And respected and loved.  The Individual!  And so we have devalued all that isn't that free and independent, that happy thing.  Surely it is all those thoughts in the mind that has blocked our view of mind itself.  That pure and lovely virgin thing - so maligned by the rough ways of warring, building, thrusting men.  Revolution!  That delicate loveliness must be protected.  We ride with Don Quixote.  But the virgin, I fear, is insane.
 
Chaos is Unorder.  There is, within it, no one thing that is related to any other thing, of a this leading to a that.  There is no sequencing, no movement from here to there, no differentiation at all into separate things.  It is smooth emptiness.    Which is to say, it is the perfectly dense continuum.  No speck of dust disturbs the pure light.  It is the end of all getting rid of Form.  It is that beyond all concepts.  It is awareness of only awareness.  It is a perfect mirror reflecting only a perfect mirror.  It is Terror.  The Pure Individual.  Magnificent!  Meditate that!!
 
 
 
3393  The modern, meditative mind is the scientific mind.  Disinterested.  Dispassionate.  Free of self.  Given over completely to the great work of the destruction of life.  Knowledge!
 
He is the happy, completely socialized person.  Immersed in the Ocean of Interpersonal Partying, free of stress, in flights of Unthinking, usually stoned, unconcerned - but with heartfelt compassion for the poor and the oppressed.   
 
He wants respect.  Because he is the transcendent exemplar of Future-man.  He has overthrown history and its hoary ideas.  He is free.  He doesn't give a damn for history.  History is bunk, except that certain reproductions of art may decorate his room.  Let me repeat - He is free.  He has become pure mind.  And he can keep it up as long as he can still live off Mom and Dad - or grant money.  Maybe he will teach.  His students will adore his transcendent beauty.  He is free.
 
Yes, he does sometimes get angry and sad, but that's only because he has to live with the unenlightened - the stupid.  Why don't they understand how beautiful life is and relax?  And be aware!  Of others.  And especially of him. 
 
Science, in truth, is not so dispassionate and disinterested and calmly objective  as it wants to portray itself.  No creative work has ever come about through that.  Science is thinking, thinking is work and the passion of finding order.  It is the agony of handling the snake of paradox and the infinite.  It is sleepless nights full of intellectual frustration - until the light.  The meditator cannot simply glide through it all. 
 
 
 
3394  The sublime threatens the uncertainty of solipsism.  It has been a common belief for so very long that the mind can know only what is in the mind.  It has no windows through which it might look out.  And it remains comfortably unsure of the truth of the images within it.  It is pleasantly trapped and alone.  All its attempts to reach out finally and thankfully fail.  Only a subtle anxiety about anxiety remains.  But then the Magnitude of the Sublime strikes.  The comfortable not-this not-that no real thing present vanishes and That is There.  Its reality is overwhelming and totally unsettling.  It's way too much.
 
The self loves the self; the other is feared.  The self loves its own creations.  The creations of the Other are frightening.  Surely there is no other, it reasons.  Difference is such an unlikely thing - what could it be?  It is itself the dreaded dread.  That over there under the door way is nothing at all.  Surely its looking is no looking at all.  It is better to hide in the dark, to remain ever unseen by another, than to be taken up into him.
 
 
 
3395 
Plato
 
We say that the one and the many become identified by thought, and that
now, as in time past, they run about together, in and out of every word
which is uttered, and that this union of them will never cease, and is not
now beginning, but is, as I believe, an everlasting quality of thought it-
self, which never grows old. Any young man, when he first tastes these
subtleties, is delighted, and fancies that he has found a treasure of wis-
dom; in the first enthusiasm of his Joy he leaves no stone, or rather no
thought, unturned, now rolling up the many into the One, and kneading
them together, now unfolding and dividing them; he puzzles himself first
and above all, and then he proceeds to puzzle his neighbors, whether
they are older or younger, or of his own age that makes no difference;
neither father nor mother does he spare; no human being who has ears is
safe from him, hardly even his dog, and a barbarian would have no
chance of escaping him, if an interpreter could only be found. 
 
 Philebus (15)
 
Philosophical writing, if it is to capture the eternal Forms, must itself be informed with meter, the measuring.  Maya.  The beat of the heart.  Smooth mind reveals, just below the surface, a rod.  This is the Law, the Fas, Rta, the just and erect pole.  The sovereign thing gives life.  Against it there is no appeal.  Remembering the pain, the ancient horror, the scribe writes, this god directs.  Words rise up.  The thought stands.
 
Meter is the working together of the one and the many, the same and the different, presence and absence.  The voice sounds and then the pause.  The tone rises and then falls.  Tension builds and then the release.  Resolution comes after the frightening thing subtly threatens.  Lovingly binds.  The youth sings his songs to anyone who will listen. 
 
 
 
3396  The seer herds the cattle of meter.  These subtle abstractions bring the listener to immortality.  The one and the daunting many, the solar filling up and the vaunting emptiness of the glade, the bending joint in the river and the quiet break, the same and the daring deviance of shimmering reflection.  Guides and guide posts.  Planted firm.  The hermetic herm.  The charm.  The farmboy headed home.  The beasts are tethered.  Soon the slaughter.  He waits.  And then the expected.  He saw it all.  The soma of his sweet voice poured into the ear of the other.
 
 
 
3397  In this binary age that knows so well the recursive rise, running here and there, this then that, if … then, only until …, and or … not, threading, braiding … the break - the pure poetry of immortality.  Mathematics is repetition.  The numbing mantra.  The ensnaring chant.  Blaring cant.  Frank Sinatra digitalized.  The old crone croons along.  Bugs and witches and fey.  The age crashes.  Alpha, beta, data shatters.  Shutters into the other world bang and close. 
 
 
 
3398  The idea of parallel universes takes away human pathos and one is left with the majesty of God - and the hide and seek of the boy.  It is all myth and mythology, nothing more - but that is exquisitely enough.  And then this little cupola from out of which we contemplate it all, this turning glass, comes tumbling down.  Surely there is nothing else.  The forms are only inverted chaos. 
 
We have expected too much from philosophy and from God.  The simplicity of "there is …", "there isn't …" is enough.  Difference, simple difference, is mind-destructively enough.  And the beauty of Simply the One is oblivion enough.  We expected complexities within complexities.  Still, simplicity itself is transcendent complexity.  Myth and mythology, nothing more. Such is the very real.  The Forms, the great open Ravishment of the mysterious Forms, slide in smoothly.  There is …, there are … ,  my lovely little hustler.  How many worlds have you screw up tonight?
 
 
 
3399  Philosophy is the trepidation over Will he like this? Will he love me because of this? Because I am the conduit of shimmering strangeness.  And beauty has crawled over his skin from out of this?  Horripilation.  Oh, Happy Harry.  Herald of the morning.  Mousy imp.  Tramp.  Go home.  Please don't go.  Why do I worry a great metaphysical worry over your little mousy head?  Oh, divining rod of Apollo.  Never mind, Being got a little scrunched and crumpled in the sheets of night.  And I tremble at the frailty of Being when it has become you.  If you will love me, Being and all the militant Forms will be mine, my musky munchkin.  Little do the others know I write only of the Highest.
 
I am a mixture of dark awkward poetry, clear ontological analysis, witty deconstruction, construction, sunlit poetry, tumescent turbid analysis, silly alliterative nothings, and an incessant moving on.  Down His back.
 
 
 
3400  I am a quiet solitary thinker.  I am a quiet solitary dreamer.  I work my thoughts toward the orgasm.  I am an entelechy.  I am in work.  I am energia.  Within me there is That.
 
I visit the boys chanting their monkish chants high up in their crumbling monastery.  Enchanting flesh.  Fragile, sexy voices.  Sleepy hard-ons still just out of view.  I worry my own rhythms.  I am always the outside and the between.  Neither this not that.  Sadly both.  Just as they.
 
 
 
3401  These are performance pieces for boys alone.  The platonic emanations finally are just that one on his bed.  With himself he is with all the others.  The many and the One and the One alone, just him.  The logic is tight. 
 
Through him I silently speak to myself.  With Walt Whitman, I caress the self of myself.  And of that one.  The élève of my self just there.  The divining rod controls.  Sweet Apollo. 
 
The elfish Isa always watches.  Through Him the boy watches himself and in His thoughts he thinks himself.  He objectively, disinterestedly, from a distance analyzes himself.  Alone with himself.  There's something strange about him.  He grins at the thought.  To chagrin or not to chagrin.   
 
 
 
3402  Who am I and what is the world?  I am a Form arising out of itself.  The world is the Place of the Forms' arising, itself arising.  And the arising is only the Arising as it ever is.  From eternity everything returns.  Everything here has a part, and a part to play, that is its destiny.  Moira.
 
Thus this is a place of chaos.  A no place.  Self-caused, uncaused.  The One being itself.  I am a final thing.  I watch with a Watching and I see the end of things.  The End.  I am of that.
 
The great complexity is without completion.  There is no whole.  There are only the eternal Forms, each being itself in the pure act of Being.  And the participation that each instant is.  In Participation.   Deep in itself.  A thing is finally just itself.
 
I am myself.  I have always been so.  The world is just the Place arising out of itself, in a placeless place.
 
 
 
3403  There is no samsara of conditioning conditions.  Thus there is no nirvana that is its overcoming.  A thing arises only out of its own Form.  The Form informs itself.  And it is That.  The individual things roll on in the Forms' return.  The final things are always here.  Then the oblivion.  And in the Oblivion, the One.  Then the repetition.  This is the orgiastic form of Being. The work until perfection and the really real and then the sweet nothing of waiting for it all to begin again.  It's inevitable.
 
 
 
3404  The world and everything that happens in it is pure accident.  Contingency reigns without power.  There is no cause and effect.  There is no necessary and sufficient prior condition. There is no purposeful sequence.  Order is inoperative.  There is only the perfect being of each thing from out of itself.  Thus of itself it is a destiny.  Sheer chaos.  The perfecting of necessity.  Being is in itself.  The One is just that one an absolute without a beyond.  I am the Form I am and I shall eternally return. 
 
I write.  I write to myself.  As I always have.  To the self of the form of form being that.  He and I are the same.  The pain of the One.  I rise up again.
 
 
 
3405  The seemingly most worthless act, pure play, language tending only to the erotic permutations of language, magic utterances, orgiastic manipulations, inversions, perversions, sublime dispersions of the nothing at all - becomes the creative door to our future reversions into the reverberating past. 
 
In that place away, in the subtending absolute, in crumpled sheets, the boy dreams and mouths the salvific words.  Here there are no aesthetic criteria to follow, only the path of the erection of worlds.  Desire chooses.  Soon the salve of release.  The valve of the yet undreamed.  The anaxiomatic swing of the perturbing axis. 
 
The seme seems to rip open along an invisible seam.  And the seamen escape in their little boat.  On the rumpled See of cardinal sin.  No one watches.  You are alone.
 
 
 
3406  If I press the point, if I insist on having the truth uttered, then the Truth escapes and I find its opposite.  One can look directly at Truth, at the ontological, but not at a true, undialectical repeating of it in words.  All words are twisted.  That twisting is their Truth.  Only a perverted inversion reveals the desired, the superbly real.  Only a deviation, so close to the straight on, takes you home.  Only the misaligned sets the thing up straight.  Lonely nights light up.  If he takes the bait.  I wait.  I fight with his mutterings.
 
 
 
3407  Here, up on this stage, out on the nowhere at all, I will present you with … with no one.  You will see only the universal form presented again and again, ever again, the same one thing that is no thing in particular.  All the particulars are just that interchangeably.  One is as good as the other.  One is as worthwhile as the other.  The exchange is ever equal.  A pure emptiness.  The Nirvana of pubescent desire.  This and that and that are the universal That.  A magic union of the far-flung categories.  Insubstantial theatricality.  A lovely night out.  The logic of logic.  A meta-sigh.
 
Therefore … this is church.  High Church and the God who emptied Himself.  The god himself now without.  You may take him home for the night.  He really does want you to.  Your dying unto him will be complete.  Emptiness with emptiness.  And a little cash.  Like for like. 
 
 
 
3408  This is Theater and for the price of admission you may gaze with heavenly erotic pleasure on pure form.  And perhaps after the show you would care to purchase a representative potion distilled delicately from that, or, for a small amount more, even the complete thing itself - for a few of your precious nighttime hours.
 
Yes, this is prostitution and I am a pimp.  Not to worry, the one you may hold and gently love is the godhead itself.  In these high realms all is permitted and all in wickedly pristine.  The shuddering rhythms will send you into transcendent ecstasy.  The spirit of your spirit will find its final rest at long last.
 
 
 
3409  Logic reveals to us the ontological structure of the world.  It admits us to the Theater of Being.  It becomes the Theoria.  And we are theoroi.
 
Crossing the foreshadows, in the cutting light of caustic lime, mud and slime, the archetypes are revealed.  And the individual things, now striped of all quality and personality, a bare just-that, the unrelated, awaiting the universal Forms.  We gaze. 
 
The form of logic is F(x).  A bare x receives a universal form.  My ordinary beloved coffee cup is transformed in the light of that machinery of reason into a timeless and bare thing, a simple part caught up by the universal form of the Placeless Cup.  It is no longer my familiar thing.  It is caught up into the All and Some and Number of Quantification.  It falls into Determinacy and Indeterminacy.  It flits in and out of Actuality and Potentiality.  It is analyzed into a haunting and dreadful gathering.  A circumstance.  Finally, a destiny and a portion. 
 
After arduous work the student stares at this Monstrum.  Quod erat demonstrandum. A logic text is a frightful thing.  It is the stage, the Dasein, the grotto.  His hands move over the shining page in caressing rhythms.  Until he is gone.
 
 
 
3410  The form of philosophical writing is the partial.  And the frightful pause, the clear white space.  It is the infinity of oblivion.  Dasein.  Then the leaving off.  Its pieces are abruptly and sewn together with the thin thread of a perverse spirit.  It is a wanton taking.  Stolen knowledge.  An awkward extravaganza.  The brahmanic victim is slaughtered back into the first things.  The measuring stops.  We gaze into the maze.  Rats scurry about.
 
Because this is pure theater, far from home and family, the familiar things are not allowed.  Dark-eyed Boys with skin of sprinkled pearls, immoral beings of the It never was so, faltering thought, refined connections, heady advances into … and the late night, casual banter of after-hours.  Fallen idols … now, for sale - if you wish.  Multiplying out of control.  For you. Because you were among the theoroi. 
 
Philosophy is for sale.  This pure and ascetic thing in finally an empty exchange.  A fetish for your pleasure.  A smooth continuum and a walking away.  A glance, a smile and a never more.  Beyond good and evil.  The ancient Hindu seers are there to be had in American bookstores.  Where boys cruise the aisles.  And fixedly stare.  Into nothing.
 
 
 
3411  Who am I and what is the world?  I am a Form arising out of itself.  The world is the Place of the Forms' arising, itself arising.  And the arising is only the Arising as it ever is.  From eternity everything returns.  Everything here has a part, and a part to play, that is its destiny.  Moira.
 
Thus this is a place of chaos.  A no place.  Self-caused, uncaused.  The One being itself.  I am a final thing.  I watch with a Watching and I see the end of things.  The End.  I am of that.
 
The great complexity is without completion.  There is no whole.  There are only the eternal Forms, each being itself in the pure act of Being.  And the participation that each instant is.  In Participation.   Deep in itself.  A thing is finally just itself.
 
I am myself.  I have always been so.  The world is just the Place arising out of itself, in a placeless place.
 
 
 
3412  The cut, the Jump, where only light pours out, clear water, the blood has drained away.  A death.  The chill, the shiver, the cold slanting sheet of rigid light.  Fright.  The victim who stiffens under the wound and the prick.  The door opening and closing.  Leave him and go to another.  The cut remains.  Jumpy nights.
 
Maybe you don't like the pauses and the improprieties because they are oblivion.  My dear, it is simply the clear and distinct thing.  The long sought after.  Movement slithers and races over the surface.  The paraclete.  The abstract.  And, of course, the unrelenting repetition.
 
 
 
3413  Oh Jesus, Oh Living Thing, My Eternal Love Potion, My Midnight Meal, Melting Flesh, let succulent kisses slither over you onto me down down down.
 
Magical magpie, your words are so convoluted, topologically retrofluted, oh broken thought, revolting sweet ablution (my goodness!), Purge me, Surge me.  You are my true theology for playful, faggot boys lost in their rooms alone.   Beaming grins slobber transcendentally onto one another.  Pungent friends.  For those who have a taste for such things.  Too so-gone for most.  Serpentine sapience.  Insipid staring.  Randy penance.  Nance!  Look away.  Ambient cracks.  Please come back.  Backside reflections.  You are the last word.  What did you just say?
 
 
 
3414  Hot flowing blood changes to rigid cold light.  Through the puncture, the merely that, the wound wound away in folds of flesh, the irreversible Why was that necessary? life ebbs and poetry seeps around.  In this too sacrificial act, again repeated, nausea, the Thing of God, the pale brightness, slithers down with the sheets of light, slats, divisors.  The Visor of Heaven slips in and stops.  Blinds open.  And slam shut.
 
The abstract is the bright spirit that is left after the hot blood of life has all drained out.  The cut was made.  The analysis was performed.  The perforation receded into the forest of blithe permutation.  There is so much to say, that could be said. 
 
Oh Divine, oh knowledge, so tasty, so testy.  Let's get on with it. 
 
 
 
3415  After the warmth of real life leaves and the red blood of laughing exuberance dries, the intellect has its day.  The sharp, cutting light of pure analysis makes its demands.  The ordinary of the ordinary moves in.  Not much is left.  It's soon time to go home.
 
The blood red kisses of Jesus mingle with the penetrating sheets of white light that is the end of his death.  Cold, clear water pours out of his side.  My lover is just that.  What am I to do?  I must learn to love that, only that.  Life of some sort goes on.  I read books and I write twisted intellect.  In my shivering room.
 
 
 
3416  The Eternal Form is also the generic form is also the Kitsch.  Platonism is Camp.  It is a divine Pop.  Art.  It is the Majuscule protruding, sometimes impolitely, Honey.  It is a heavenly Come-on.  It is the Fas you make such a fuss over.  The Mysterium Fascinans.  The Everyday Sublime.
 
This is Christianity and the highest has become, for us, the lowest.  The divine has emptied itself and he now sits dejected and complaining over on the step.  The stupid god, ein Eckensteher.  Superb pouting.  A beating on the head.  He is Typos.  The Archetypos.
 
 
 
3417  I pound these paragraphs out regularly.  They are a beating to my head, and peripherally to my groin.  Feral beings in the all-around holy ground.  Cruising, bruising, always losing, peri fairy horrid houri, and the result of too much reading.  My dear.  I love those perfectly stylized catalogue boys.  No one really.  The Really Real.  Intense.  Strike, strike, strike.
 
Art, smart, dart around in the heap of history.  Glittering bangling ideas.  Pick it up, take him home!  Digitalize that form, pixilated him, pickle his behind it all there is the Abyss.  Jump. Shafts of light.  Eternity like the feet of running dogs.  And quivering arrows in your quiver.  Homer is home at last.  Beautiful Achilles.  Eating chillies.  Hot!  There's so much to deal with.
 
 
 
3418  The presence of Camp in our world.  The intensely erotic nothings.  The pure Form copied out regularly.  Exciting commercial come-ons.  The you're-never-going-to-be-good-enough look looking back at you.  Promises, promises, empty promises - again.  And again.  All that shows that the blithely pure, generic forms are at times exemplified by the particulars of our world.  They come as Forms from out of Eternity, a questionable thing, and hang around, then go back.  Serious minds go mad and frequent sleazy joints looking for them.  They're easy to find, if you know where to look.  But they are, as almost everyone knows, unfaithful.  Do you know how to say the word "alone"?
 
The truth is that once you have become known to these flighty things, they will never leave you at peace.  They will always return after abruptly abandoning you and give you that once-again thrill - and take your money and everything you've got.  Again.  You are an eternity junky.
 
 
 
3419  Referring back to Hinduland where I am now, I can see from where I am sitting Sleeping Vishnu Beauty Salon, Glorious Buddha Motorcycle Repair, Shiva-Shakti Travel and Tours, and one of those shops where they sell big glossy reproductions of a very effeminate Krishna with a buxom Gopi.  Of course, all the other members of that once transcendent pantheon have now also been lovingly stamped out so you can very pleasantly decorate your office, shop, home or anything at all.  The Highest is available at a very low price.  Hinduland is today pure Kitsch.  Need I mention that someone here can teach you to meditate of the Primal Emptiness so you can relieve your stress.  I suspect that stress came from this great Prostitution Event, this stupendous stupefaction, these sublime Eidola, in the first place.  Put your money down, pick your dream up.  My Friend, that is exactly why I have been writing these writings.  I want your money.  You want my thin, verbal images of that so-desirable transcendence I call the Boy.  He is haveable. 
 
The human being is great, not because he is aware of the majesty of Being and he can tremble before it, oh no, the birds themselves and the ordinary rat can do that.  Rather, man is great because he is able to make endless reproductions of That, reducing it to such marvelous Stupidity.  We are intense in our having.  I am of that race and so are you.  Everything here is marvelous, simply marvelous.  Should I ask that divine beauty sitting over there if you can lick his face?  We are wonderfully capable of the totally pointless!  Or you wouldn't be reading this.
 
 
 
3420  My writings are Kitsch and also rigorous ontology - just like Plato's.  Just as the God incarnate in that complainer Jesus has given us the queenly pomp of high church and also modern science.  I love all of it.  We need it all.  Life must be the optimum.  Cold reason without hot love is … isn't anything at all.  Serious analysis never going to the satirical extremes is never going to make it in those so-cruisy, corporate American bookstores.  I expect to sell a lot.  Or am I too "out there"?  Look, I'm a deconstructionist!
 
 
 
3421  Beyond God there is nothing, aside from Him there is no other God.  His intentions are only to bring His own to Himself.  He and His are Der Einzige und Sein Eigentum.  He is the lawless Max Stirner writ large.  
 
 
 
3422  Far too many people have been coming to visit me.  This casual conversation is killing me.  I so long for the stillness of eternal things.  For the fixed and abstract things.  I long for the silence of the simple connectives.  And the elemental sensual forms.  I wait for the instant of the dialectical turn.  In the quiet inanimate night.  Just that.
 
The boy is his elemental smell, the hard curve of his leg, his flat rippling stomach, the smoothness of his chest.  He is the soft falling of a curl.  He is the redness of his lips.  He is the glancing in a glance.
 
Words are elemental sounds.  Grammatical forms are just those forms.  The meaning in the meaning nexus.  Propositional form is propositional form.  Eternal things.  In the again and the again.  I compose by placing things next and next and within the period.  I feel the vibration of his mouth in my ear as I move along.  Great and simple things.  So close to the inanimate. Between.
 
 
 
3423  This realism of ontological things has the hard stillness of a boy lying alone in the sun, in the breeze, under a curtain fluttering.  Simple, primal things.  Conversation has ceased.  He moves in subtle fire.  My awareness of that is just that.  I am the nexus of intentionality.  I am the propositional form of He lies in stillness.  I am in existence.
 
 
 
3424  In my Christianity I take the Bible literally.  But not materially.  Thus when it speaks of death and heaven I see Death and Heaven as real entities.  They are Eternal Forms.  And we as minds move in and out of them with ease.  Everything returns.  Existence is the God that controls.  They are manhandled in stunning fury.  The Fury.
 
Your seeing depends of the mental shift.  The truth of very philosophy and anti-philosophy can be seen directly simply by turning the mind.  Every dialectic has its place out on the Great Plain of Being.  Every road leads somewhere on the infinite grid and nowhere very different at all.  To see my Truth just let the shift happen - or are you afraid?  Nightmares do happen in strange places.
 
 
 
3425  The fear of God is the beginning of wisdom.  That is a mysterious saying.  A beautiful saying.  Because it is about Beauty.  I am, as you are, a composite of the charioteer, the noble horse and the ignoble.  You recognize it well.  Here, we are at the place where the protean changes that are myth unite with the stillness of logical analysis, the remembering.  It is not a smooth union.  It is full of the Jump and the Dread.  It is mottled with a ceasing in the Incessant.  The dialectic is tenuous and dangerous.  It is sometimes called love.  Sometimes worship. For those who know, they are the same.  The three battle a holy in-breathing. 
 
I write the dialectical changes of mythology.  I am a low poet, of the questionable poetry of philosophy.  I wrangle my way out of the changes into the stillness that has always ever been, never was.  I stop before the boy beauty, a god, in dread of having to pretend the calm and the casual.  I worry that I will not be found out and I will simply be left with that, the calm and the casual, when I really did love that holy trembling and fearful holding back of the noble horse.  To have rushed on would have ended it all too soon.  Still, the dialectic of never having approached in strength will not work.  The dialectic is itself dreadful.
 
 
 
3426  Without the stillness of the Forms we fall into the eventual boredom that waits at the end of the eidola falling ever into eidola.  There is no end to that falling.  Without the Forms there is not Rigid Thing to give us pleasure.  Sheer analysis.  As sheer as the cliff out onto the abyss.  A jump into the Sophos, my friendly friend.  Your mouth is so red and inviting.  Speak on.  Analyze.  Take me apart.  Show me the simple pieces.  Hold me in transcendent stillness.  Take me to that trans-dependent truck Stop.  Make me coldly translucent.  Make light stop in its incessant journeying on.  Shift down.
 
 
 
3427  The gods have come back through the shimmering interference at the doorways of the multiverse.  It all makes sense once again.  Worlds of time and the timeless.  Those in space, one six twelve dimensions, and those, no doubt, without any dimensions at all.  The mathematics is easy.  The geometrical inversions are right at hand.  Surely all possibilities are there for us to enter into.  Soon we will find frightful, beckoning pathways into that greater labyrinth.  The Minotaur God awaits.  Or is it only the shy one.  The World of Worlds is a coy and a dreadful thing.  Understanding comes through a kiss.  The Mind of our mind breaks. 
 
The chariots of the gods took them all the way to the outer rim of the revolving spheres.  From there they beheld the True Forms out on the Plains of Being.  I suspect that hyperview waits for us also.  Out on that Noplace beyond the many verses of this material myth.
 
 
 
3428  My lovely young friend, who visits me often, is a meditator.  He wants me to find that inner peace he has heard of that comes by concentrating the mind on that spark of self within pure consciousness.  He doesn't really mean for me to do that.  That is the way of finding peace by detaching oneself from the world. He is part of the world, a troublingly joyous part for me, and, though I could find substantial relief from the anxiety of love through that, I know he doesn't want me to abandon him so violently.  Meditation is for those who cannot tolerate the madness of love.  That madness is the air I breathe.  My young friend is Phaedrus and he has been visiting Lysis again.  Meditation is for those who like a disinterested economic view of the world.  It is for young capitalists.  Who think in techno-speak.  It is such a coldly unemotional thing. 
 
Yes, I worry about my friend, I am anxious for him, he infuriates me with his inattention, he leaves me always on the knife's edge.  But that is life to me.  Yes, I could find a sort of peace by forgetting him.  And I could go into stillness and from that high place be master of my world.  But I prefer to be down and subject to his sweet chaos.  I have no desire to go inward to myself, to my self; I prefer to go outward to him and into his labyrinthine perplexity.  Thus I will work the great difficulties of philosophy, to where he drives me, and not try to dissolve them in simple abandonment. 
 
Meditation is a way of averting the gods.  It is a violent denial of the gods.  It is a glorification of human conscious. 
 
 
 
3429  Who is the Beloved of these writings?  Following tradition as I always do, I must say that it is God, but more has to be said.  That same tradition also forces me to say that it is one's self, and it is thus a sort of gnosticism.  The boy of these writings is, for my now mature male reader, the boy he once was - the one he would love to hold again and love closely.   In these writings the boy returns in the eternal return that cancels time's falling away, but he returns as pure form.  He is the Pure Form of the being of the boy.  He is the Boy.  You, my friend, were also that.  Thus I write of God.
 
Thus I write of God and your melting destruction into that.  An inevitable violence.  Frightening words.  The hard thing and the nothing.  A lure away from the softness of the everyday.  I bait.  I switch.  You twitch.  The witch is close and you want to end this discussion before it starts.
 
It becomes myth or the logos of mythology.  Morphe becomes metamorphosis. Change envelops rigid Being.  This is really that and that, and that is further on merely another, until nothing really is.  The marvelous, magical transformations of true poetry, the essentially false thing, into It never was so. 
 
I am a Platonist, and for me the really real, the still and solid thing, behind the rolling waves of doxa, is the call of the Unchanging, the Hard Thing.  I fall into non-existence with its approach.  I hang.  And I call and pull and scrape myself back into the place of existing things.  That love is my oblivion and my rebirth.  I come from out of myself.  With its logic that has the odor of strangeness about it.
 
 
 
3430  In this σχολη that is the hidden heart of scholarship, in this afternoon of time's long leisure, desire hard by pleasure, the gaze fixed and worthless, the frightening thing is there again. So many emblems of far transcendence wrapped inside the one just there.  So many heralds conveying love's war to present deaf ears.  The truth seeps in.  He watches the other who is watching in return.  In the act the dismemberment.  The erotic taking place, taking apart.  The killing that precedes any dying to this world.  The holy thing.  The hard metal thing.  The mind in camera watches.  Relaxed.  The hot sun of thought.  Pleasure again.
 
Then Jealousy strikes.  From nowhere.  It strikes hard.  Like a sure slap up aside the head.  The eternal absence of the beloved thing is revealed.  A hard thing.  The perfection of the nothing.  The dreadful thing inside Buddhist emptiness, inside what we had mistakenly thought to be gentle.  The enforced σχολη of the unapproachable.  Or there is no enlightenment.
 
You now have a surfeit of existence.  You are ever called to bring yourself out of non-existence.  The self-caused.  You are to be the uncaused.  And go on.  You must.  The pain arranges itself.  He's gone.  Your presence is hard and irrevocable.  You are past the critical divide.  From out of the nothing at all.  The hard thing brought you about.
 
 
 
3431  The Internet is the Wild West.  It is anarchy.  It is the bane of bourgeois propriety and control.  It is bad news for the organized proletariat.  It is the home of the homeless intellectual. It is lumpen and ragged and wet with dreams. The Hammer hits with a dull thud.  The nose ferrets out only ferrets.  Camjam.  And the ontological extremes.
 
Cream and scream, it makes no difference to the differences lying abut and about.  Deviate yourself right back to where you always have been.  Levitate your Levis. No one is watching us watch.  Your watch has stopped and you are in the outer oblivion.  The Internet goes nowhere and it is nowhere and you cancel yourself out in its hyper-electro-static buzz.  No worry, you come back fine with only a slight smell of ozone around you.  And the others know with only a half-knowing.
 
You will end up with even less that the almost nothing you have now.  Your properties are all gone.  You are the mathematical seduction suction kid and the empty variable deduced. You are a hindu minor god following a mangy saddhu.  You are the completion of apophatic thought.  You are the final dialectical turn in our ancient religion.  You are falling in God.  In love.  And your shoulder slightly aches.
 
 
 
3432  The reader sits alone reading.  That is how it has been for a long time now.  But the writer has, until now, never been so alone.  He has never had that extravagant luxury.  And that he has it now he still hardly understands.
 
Before the internet the writer was always looking about to spy on the stern reactions of a publisher, of the critic, of the dealing  bourgeois mind.  The writing had to pass under their gaze before it could reach his reader's eye.  The writer had to be socially responsible, and that contamination soon entered the reader himself.  Now that is all gone.  Now there is only the alone with the alone.  In the silence and soft glow reaching out into a hyperstatic beyond.
 
These paragraphs could never be read properly out in the clamor of the public marketplace.  They are essentially a quietness and an inwardness.  Their rhythms fail in loud argument. They do not jostle well on the marketer's bookshelf.  They wilt in the heat of public broadcast.  I steal a way up the secret ladder of electrostatic emissions to waiting eyes as alone as I.  I steel my carboned self by the cybernetic fire.  I there break apart and reunite myself of my own accord.  The self of the One is what I as writer am for you my thoroughly set apart reader.
 
 
 
3433  The world is filled up with heavily derived things, things that, in spite of their culturally elaborate weight, almost do not exist at all, such weak things.  Let us say that they, ontologically, are not.  In front of me is a great window, beveled and bevelling woodwork, firmly in-styled, now almost covered over with less than stylish curtains.  A complication indeed.  Window and wood are gone.  Glass and light are darkened.  This architectural item is discussed by passers-by.  No one simply gazes out.
 
The Form of Window exists strongly.  The accreting thing on it dim our view of it.  A relaxing weakness comes to us.  The stark and bright Things are out of sight.  The Simple Things are safely put away in a wordy non-existence.
 
 
 
3434  The strong and unsettling, elemental things are hidden from us by the chatter of signs.  For example – a car.  Any boy has felt the essence of that thing.  It is sleek and swift.  It is tight and responsive.  It is power that carries him.  Inside its enclosing Form the harping demands of society vanish.  Or they should and they would if extraneous signs had not crept up and splattered themselves all over his lovely machine.  All about him he now feels the talk of everyday world – do this, do that, go here, go there, get this, get that, pick up so and so, and drop off another, be home by 4:00 and start it all again, and above all exercise driving caution and obey the all-seeing traffic laws, and don't forget to send in your insurance payment.  The car and its magnificent essence are nowhere in sight under that enstranglement.  Form has disappeared.  Now only language and cancerous growths.
 
We are now in a rococo jungle of language, thoughtful and concerned communication, smiling business.  We are taking care of things.  The last thing we need is a boy taking off to other worlds in his car. 
 
 
 
3435  That world you see all around you is a mythological world; out beyond that there is the stillness.  These things of myth are the stuff of constant and violent metamorphosis.  This wild changing is accomplished by the little nexus of "is".  Two still and self-identical, determinate things, in the Fact of the tying nexus, fall each into the being of the other.  X is Y.  His glance was the executioner's blade.  My severed head is the child's plaything.
 
There are the eternal things and their mingling together in the terrible and frightening Being of Being.  There is nothing else.  That Thing is Lover.  Stillness beyond violence.  Violence within the stillness.  Life coming over life. 
 
The temptation we feel is to try to control this exasperating thing.  We devise material scientific theories to sub-tend it and thereby subvert it.  We look for peace within the swelter.  We want to hide from the eyes that change us into another.  The still gods, on their way, watch.  But surely the gods do not exist like that, and more psychological theories for calming down are called for.  Still, the world rolls on into itself.
 
 
 
3436  This may very well be a philosophy that is different from yours.  Or you may suspect that you should strike a defensive pose while reading it, because it seems to want to lead you where you think you don't want to go.  It makes no difference.  Go with it.  We all, at all times, are two - the one doing and the other one watching him do.  You will never find yourself becoming a thought from which you cannot extricate yourself.  Existence is a varied and multi-leveled place.  I am a realist, but I know that there is a part of reality that is the unrealism of nominalism.  I can go there and look around and not be worried that I am forever trapped in that one place.  Every philosophy is a true description of some place in Being.  And in that place it is alone true. 
 
Likewise, I worship and make love to a god that is for me alone.  The very One God.  He has eyes for no other.  He is not, in the secrecy of his mind, away with another.  The others are gone, forever gone.  And the truth of that doesn't prevent there being another place in Being where He is that to another in a very different love.  The absolution is separate.  In the part of Being I know His reality and my theorizing a realism all along his Form is the very and only Truth.  I do not begrudge others their very different place.  The nervousness I have thinking this is necessary.  It is love itself.  Being churns within me and I too defensively stay back as long as I can.  The feel of the real reels around me. 
 
 
 
3437  The simple things are present before my mind in their own existence.  I know then directly.  I, therefore, cannot be verbose in my writings about them.  I will give you their names and the names of the simple connections that, now and then, here and there, have joined them.  You too will see with your mind's eye these things and their joining together that are at no now nor then, at no here nor there.  That just are.  Perplexity will stagger you as it has me.  That too just is. 
 
I will not lead the existing things around by the nose waiting for them to change into something other.  I will not write long trying essays that hope to explain them away.  I state their being.  They are separate from my stating.  They are right there and I simply look.  This is a contemplation.  Philosophy is and can be nothing other.
 
The complexities are also there.  I know the appearances that are appearances of only other appearances, changes changing, into baffling dreamworks, into what never was.  Impossibilities and destruction. 
 
Being and the ever-becoming other.  The rigid thing and mythological fright.
 
 
 
3438  In this age of representationalism, now passing away, the mind creates the ideas within it and knows only them.  It remains ever inside itself.  Trapped.  One of the ideas it creates is that its ideas represent something outside itself.  But that is itself only a representation of something other and it is therefore doubtful.  Perhaps, probably, its ideas represent only each other.  Another idea.  The mind rolls through endless metamorphoses passing from itself to itself.  The mind is other.  It finally, in the idea that it is always other, finds its existence in its non-existence.  It's a wild and eminently literary ride.  Simple destruction.  Pure beauty.
 
The age has its roots as far back as Aristotle, though it is no doubt older than that.  It is nominalism and the degradation of the Forms.  To concept.  To a name naming other names.  Mere human language unconnected to anything other than itself – in as ghostly mind.  Still, all that is only a representation of … what?  Crash!  We must learn to love the sweet flow of words words words.  Life is a party and then
 
The age is passing away.   The gruesomely lovely literature that spoke of this sheer destruction as great consciousness has destroyed itself.  Now it's time for something else.  The gods return.  Sweet Jesus with lips like burning coals. 
 
In the age of representationalism one waited for the end of one's contrivances.  That is the darkness one might see finally the Thing that is out there.  The horror avoided for so long.  The hoary God.  And then oblivion.
 
I have written something other.  But the representationalists wait for me to be caught up in myself and they are slightly bemused – as always.
 
 
 
3439  The dialectical tension I write is between the beauty and the hard analytic.  I imagine the loveliest room on the loveliest night and two beauties intertwined alone.  The air is hard with perfection.  And I think.  I know the analysis of things.  I cut and take apart.  I am exact and subtle.  And I am not a beauty nor is this a lovely room.  The air reeks with burnt food.  The music scratches.  I await the morning of work.  In the tension of syntax I unite and I almost die.  I will be understood, but the beauties will not come.
 
Still, I do write with a sort of beauty.  And it is intertwined with perfect analysis.  I am human and I am thus capable of the stupefying heights.  Nonetheless, I remain uncomfortable. Beauty and hard analysis are not one.  Or I feel my reader's disjunction over the matter.  Hovering precariously.  Well, yes, I suppose he could effect a sudden turn and have it both ways; but, no, he would end up with neither and a half.  A jerky tango and an aphorism jism off somewhere alone – again.  Beauty is little more than messy.  And no one really knows what the dialectic is anyway.
 
 
 
3440  It is easy to make the mental shift that takes the mind from the ordinary off to any philosophy whatever.  I can see the world as illusion or hard matter.  I can see it as composed of number or feeling or little dodecahedron.  I can see God as present or absent.  I can see love as impetuously real or an economic grab.  I can find universals in his hand in his pocket in his pants in the back of the class or nowhere while he whistles out the door.  Berkley, Malebranche or Leibniz – I have been with all of them as they flew through fire o'er the Empyrean. Separately.  And in the great smashing-together that is Philosophy. 
 
Surely the world can be reduced to a swelter of sensa.  To ordered perspectives.  To objects beyond their perspicuous appearances.  To just one thing.  To a transcendent Nothing.  To my pile of books.  And cold coffee.  And a good night's sleep. 
 
Nietzsche thought he was so smart when he laid out all the historical stages of philosophical thought, but I have gone through those and more in one afternoon.  So have countless other sleepy and dazed undergraduates.  Especially the erotically reclined.  
 
 
 
3441  Illusion is something else.  It is so attractive in minute amounts, but when the mind can no longer distinguish between that and reality, when it is urgent that one distinguish and the others demand it, then a terrible fright sets in.  A philosophy of the world as illusion is pleasant only in other circumstances.  An idea circumscribed with words, stood in a corner, left for a time behind one's intellectual back is controlled.  And corralled.  The wild horses of thought must not be allowed to seduce you on to their back.  And so my idea changes.  The metamorphoses gather and push it on.  Or else not and I am bored.  The illusion of philosophy sometimes comes.
 
Doxa and para-doxa contend with the existing thing.  With the Herm.  The choleric thing.  Underneath the changes there is always the erotic attractiveness.  Under the sheets of slipping thought, there is the dialectical rigor.  The pull and the push.  And the Berm of too much written for too long that hides.  His hat brims over with thought.  A decent handful.  Word magic again - only that.
 
 
 
3442  I write to lift the reader out of this world of particular things.  Into the non-continuing.  Past the instantaneous.  To the ever was, and still.  I am society's darling as it tries to get away from itself.  I am the anti-social.  I steal their boys.  We march as heavenly monks up into the blue sky.  Subtle lacerations.  Mastering the perturbations.  In the permafrost of hanging stations. 
 
The URL is north of the Ural mountains.  In the aurora of Boreas.  The eternally repeating.  The ever in-coming.  He comes again.  And leaves.  Society crinkles away.  Touching eyes. Hands across the smooth-as-silk iceboy leg.  The muse is in his mouth.  His saliva weaves a web of words into the cochlea of your ear.  Your provider is down.
 
 
 
3443  These writings are insubstantial.  Well, no, they aren't insubstantial because I go to substance itself.  To o the ontological ground.  Let us just say that there are no characters, objects or happenings that might fit into a story.  Nothing develops and lasts.  Even this first person will remain a blank.  That is as it should be for this telling, non-depiction of transcendence.
 
Using the same, old words, I repeat the eternal things into you ear.  The Uninteresting.  The Useless.  The Benumbed Glory.  Straight lines are still straight.  Water flows.  The sky is high. Songs, more or less, sing themselves.
 
But there is That.  And Beauty piercing the flesh is real.  The world has not been discounted for quick riddance.  I work the exacting work.  He sleeps heavy.
 
 
 
3444  The evil in this world has a rotten sweetness about it that slips easily into literature.  That metaphysicians should steal boys and hide them away on mountaintops leaving them in lonely gangs to fend off the hard ghosts of logic and onto-logic has the smell of clouds and far cannon practice by the military.  An evil one with the goodness of God.  The God beyond existence.  Hovering darkly in the heavenly host.  The victim.  Metaphysics will have out.
 
This is the cutting brilliance of divine whimsy.  We have gone too far out beyond good and evil.  Tragicomedy has given way to pockmarked witticisms.  The Imp idles out of the Pantocrator.  I am ambivalent about the matter.  My readers are lazy, so what does it matter.  Matter splatters.  Literature expresses finally only literature, which is, I guess nothing at all except wordplay splayed and paid for with the hazy days of pocket jism in unseamly schisms. 
 
The final things will not stay dead.  The victim begs to be cut again.  The sacrifice fails.  But still the law is unrelenting.  Sweet head of Jesus, bend.  At these ontological limits I find myself back walking the street by the mall.
 
 
 
3445  The world ecstatically ensnares itself in the verbal metamorphoses of myth.  The bright things of philosophy are eternally fixed within themselves.  Philosophy does not resolve the problem of the world, but dissolves it in the acidic aurora of thought.  Analysis quickly reaches the end and stops.  We are no more than the dependencies of the hanged gods.  Quiet iteration now perfectly accomplished.  I travel this road alone.  I walk in the ruin of a world.  There is only the "it never really was".  Or I have become lost in thought, thrown down banged against its lovely objects.  
 
I quarrel with the boy who would be poetic myth.  He is looming emptiness.  So proud, so tall, so beautiful.  He is something else!  And I am stuck as myself inside him.  The world is evil.  Because it is so beautiful.  Such is the modern opinion.  One sentence ends and another begins.  And all that in tails.
 
 
 
3446  If philosophy is phenomenological, that is, if philosophy schematically and categorically lays out what appears to the philosopher's mind's eye.  Then, if substance is that thing that abides in time, in place, through change, then there is no such thing as substance in that philosophy.  No such thing appears to that seeing eye and the schema becomes the dream of an anti-substantialist.  The world vanishes and a mystical thing arises.
 
Let me count the ways.
 
The night sky advances.  I look and I look again.  Each appearing of the sky is slightly different.  And dim clouds appear to have scuttered.  But there are only the many appearings; the sky and the stars as abiding things there and then do not appear.  And the phrase "each appearing of the sky" seems to have a difficult meaning.
 
We know what it means to continue and to change, but nothing that is that is there.
 
Idealism seems to offer a way out.  Voilà – it is the mind that abides, the Self of our self.  But substituting an abiding mental substance for a material one dialectically falls as well.  There is nothing there anywhere, in or out of the mind.
 
Realism likewise fails.  The sky as the Form of Sky is two.  The Form is there, but not in the there of place and time.  Moreover, it is ontologically separate from the fact of that being the sky, which is somewhat closer to the sky we see with our sensual eyes.  The philosophical problem is that ordinary objects abide in time and space, not that the Form are timelessly there. And that solves the problem – philosophy doesn't deal in ordinary objects; they slip right through its hands; He is over there and cannot come back.  He is surely mad.  He has timelessly contemplated himself out of here.  He traverses another Sky in a perfect instant. 
 
2.
 
Modern society is against itself in trying to get itself back to its true self.  A false and perverted self has twisted itself into the world.  The giants have returned in the forms of great institutions, airless corporations, bodies of law, the judgmental eyes of the media.  Modern society wants to get back to the loving family.  Behind the façade of revolution toward the ever more efficient, it sees and wants the fixed stability of the caring household.  That is itself a mangled idea.  It's hopeless.  And I cannot save myself by jumping into a philosophy of the lone individual.
 
Time will tell.  Or it won't.  Is time the substance of the world?  Is time the being of the mind?  There is no such thing as time except as defined by time relations.  Moments do not line up on any timeline, nor are they embedded in what would be its incessant wave.  Only the very still and timeless is.  The almost unthinkable.  Thought thinking its own oblivion. Ever beside itself.  Time will not reveal if I have written that correctly.
 
3.
 
One sentence follows the next and the meaning they carry as on a conveyor belt will not stick out when that belt is undone.  Read on and on and you will learn no more than you discovered in the first sentence.  Change gives way to no change.  The simple things rise up of themselves.  Sentential form is the only meaning of my sentences.  I express my self onto your slightly moving lips.  A is B, but you have always known that.  Have I brought you back to yourself away from Them?  It's you and I together against the world.  Abandon me, go anywhere, you will always arrive at my side.   We are the purity of contentless expression.  We traverse the gloss on red lips.   And set awareness awhirr.
 
 
 
3447  The long line of Whitman and the Tibetan sutra is the slow contemplative trawling through Being that has also dragged me along as I lie awake and as I get up to write and It writes itself out as I think the English line.  The page is wide.  The space is ample.  The energy you must expend is daunting.  The idea comes.
 
I have not only written a difficult draft but I have laid it out so you might find the difficulty even in the bodily act of reading.  I have not done so willingly.  Being is expansive and laborious.  And the winds of ontological study require a great fluttering sail.  To snag that fine spirit I have used the drawn out phrase and the running line.  I have made my way in panting breath across the breadth of the white page.  And I have used a fine thread.  A bloody floss and a frothy madness.  Mannahatta bay in the high Himalayas.
 
The point of all this is that you slow down and read this, not as a didactic gathering, but as an intimacy with the lover within Being.  That you read as the boys chant up in the clouds. 
 
 
 
3448  A philosophy that distinguishes sharply between itself, an inverted Platonism, the Truth, and Platonism, the False, the pervading nihilism of western culture, is a form of Platonism. To truly be other it must accept Platonism as true and real.  I have corrected Nietzsche.
 
 
 
3449  The Form eternally appears and reappears becoming this and that as such or as so, never stopping to be only that.  That is the power that leaves you befuddled and fearful of being left alone.  The Form moves on.  Eternally on and on.  You must follow and leave yourself behind.  The awful truth is that you have no choice.  He pulls and He pushes and you are undone.  To be redone.  Nothing is ever lost; it only transforms itself into something else.  Everything is always present.  The Form as just itself is.  It hides in what it becomes.  Existence is joyful. 
 
It is the labor of philosophy to keep you informed of all this.  He will do you in.  Stay on your toes.  The grin can be returned.  Leave the trolls to their happiness.  You have transcendent delight.  In the fright of Love's night.  And his bite brings out saving blood.  My brooding friend.  Ontology is finally complete.
 
 
 
3450  The Form appears as such and such.  That is its glory; that is its doxa.  The ontological mistake is to conflate the Form with its such and such appearing and lose its transcendent freedom.  The Boy as Form is neither tall nor short, fair nor dark, impish nor elegant.  He is the pure life that could be all of that and not one of them.  And that He appears as a just-that thing of great presence is stupefying.  But Doxa moves on.  When the Form is trapped in one of its appearings it dies.  When such and such becomes the only truth then the boy is false. Philosophy cannot "capture" the Form by a detailed description of it.  It can only kill him.  An unholy sacrifice.
 
I set out to write one more paragraph revealing Philosophy itself.  It racks the words to mean such and such.  The style is whatever.  The idea is interesting.  Or not.  And Philosophy itself is there, right there, but so is its specification and particularization and its lovely or terrible color and hue.  Are you able to separate these almost inseparable things?  Perhaps you need practice.  Still, they are separate whether you see it or not.  Philosophy is.  My expressing it is. The dance is thrilling.  And we are glorious in our appearing.  Or why live?
 
 
 
3451  The Power of Being arrives.  The young carouse.  The world keeps watch.  Destruction is at hand.  The eyes of the old light up.  Soon it will end in regrets.  Being will have been served.  The world will have changed.  And a new cycle is already being prepared. 
 
The gods, for a time, flit about.  A glistening appears on the path and recedes. Water shimmers.  Once again.  Once again.  Once again.  All because that curling hair reached down so gently behind his ear, behind my hand, beyond my understanding. 
 
The erotic beauty of revolution and war is maddening in its untruth, in its truth.
 
 
 
3452  The ordinary world is richly ordered according to physical and social place and time.  It has a scientific feel to it.  Even if it is a twisted fairytale it is still ordinary.  And if it is quantum physics science fiction it is no more than the ordinary.  But if, in this most ordinary of settings within which I am sitting at the moment, at my writer's computer in my own room, I see, not my so very ordinary coffee cup, but I see the Eternal form of Cup hovering placelessly in the ever separate Stillness, then things have changed.  And if I am writing, not just an articulate sentence, but if the nexus of articulation itself slides into a placeless place in the blankness of this white aurora and is hardly anything more than that, then the ordinary sentence is not present.
 
Thus I write the Boy, a supremely unordinary Thing.  He is no one.  He is at no place or time. He is an absolute thing, only in himself; He is not a social thing.  I should say that He destroys society.  He is not welcomed at even the meanest of social gatherings.  And I do not speak of Him, when I am invited.
 
 
 
3452  Do the Forms exist separate from the particular things?  Do they inform?  Are the particulars their distant, ontological mirror?  Is the ground they offer high up in the air?  Is it that of another far removed anxious place?  Or are the Forms merely properties "of" the ordinary object? And thus and alas, is the question just a meaningless attempt to overcome the inevitable everydayness of the ordinary? 
 
Yes yes yes, to all of that.  I love the Forms.  They are the great presence in my otherworldly  unworld.  Perhaps if I make up a German word and call it an Unwelt, or Abwelt or Verwelt, it would be more respectable.  Am I Pessoa and living in his imagination?  No, the Forms may not be real, but they most surely are Real. 
 
Therefore, I do my little dance, make the mental shift, and the singing is in me.  The Forms are there.  They hover almost invisibly in their luminescence.  Faster than a speeding bullet, I am gone.  The informants whisper.  Then nothing.
 
Which all, of course, sounds terribly paranoid, downright insane, but the expressiveness of the words is oracular.  The Forms are exquisitely close in their separation.  Thoughts fragment off. 
 
 
 
3453  We are forced into Platonism.  Exquisite collapse, luscious failure soon comes.  Transcendent Beauty is with us.  The other world opens up.  The One Thing exists there without us. Thought scurries about to make do.
 
What are we to think of this world soon gone?  Is it an evil thing?  It hardly seems so, except in its ability to deceive us thinking it will stay forever.  Beauty lasts a short moment and its aura lingers but for a day, then … .  I don't know what then.  I am forced by society to say that I am still committed to the shrunken idol.  Neither I nor the idol want to be left alone.  And that great Thing from There beckons.
 
Well, no, I cannot bring myself to believe the world, this material world, is evil, or even fallen and thus unnaturally evil.  That it is ephemeral and not what it appears, even, one might say, full of lies, is still sweet and holy.  That it is boring and so very common at times is the special problem of our times.  We have somewhat dealt with that.  I write and overcome it somewhat.  Only I amafraid that by mitigating to horror and the evil of this place I am giving myself a lesser transcendence when it goes.  How can we inherit the highest heaven unless we are horribly crucified along with our lord?  I cannot bring myself to that, but if it comes I will try to say, let it be.  It's a weak saying.  I fail in that too and this paragraph collapses even unexquisitely.
 
 
 
3455  To read is to be an imperialist.  One captures foreign territory in the Intellect of the world.  And as with all imperialists, that one becomes a changed being, now also a part of that other thing.  He becomes a between-thing.  And as such he belongs nowhere except in the wind-strewn stars.  He manages, he masters, he speaks strangely to those left behind.  He is shunned.
 
Fear of the Other has waylaid us on the way out of our predicament.  And fear of a god who is angry that we have reached out beyond ourselves.  And I love philosophy.  "That man, by his essence, has ventured forth out of himself into the unhiddenness of beings is only possible insofar as he has entered the danger zone of philosophy."  Here on the prairie we have been scattered and scarred in the blowing dust from distant civilizations and our eyes ache peering into the far imagination.  Reason often fails.  Passion is deep and silent.  The light sometimes comes.
 
 
 
3456  The Corporation has replaced the Church.  I suppose it was inevitable that The Body be abstracted into that.  And yet victims, unwilling in their willingness, are still materially required and used to further our good fortune.  Nothing much has changed.  One devotes oneself to That and life is acknowledge.  The victim has died an irreversible death but we continue to walk around him as though not.  The public priests and the back office hermits are alternately honored and perversely cursed.  Clerical functions are performed.  Reformations come.  And deformations goad us into lassitude.  The ladies wait. 
 
Holiness is here and there.  All things are full of gods.  Otherness moves among the wind-strewn stars.  Contracts and chartering covenants are twilight text given over to parsing and hermetic precision.  We and our institutions must find a way to survive here.
 
I presume in needn't speak about the bloody body that is the University.
 
 
 
3457  I do not ground my philosophy in any sacred text, even the Bible.  I ground it in transcendent Reality.  That elevation of writings to holiness and perfection is perversion.  It is the religion of nominalists.  As I see it, the Logos becomes flesh and blood, not printers ink, not Paul's moving hand.  Nor do I revere the texts of Plato or Aristotle or Kant with studied quotations and coded line numbers.  Their company is heartily welcomed but they were human beings as confused as I.  And the god who inspired them was as confusing as is mine.  The Beloved is Other.
 
Perhaps in this we can see a problem for these United States.  Instead of being guided by those who can see the real, we find ourselves sitting with lawyers in argument over the intended meaning of words and the proper construal of constitutional sentences.  Perhaps having a constitution and a Bible was a bad idea.  As bad as Brahmanic fixation on the precise Vedas. 
 
Don't get me wrong.  I too love the subterfuge of wordplay.  I play the game well.  I am forced to by those who would do me in for glamour and my verbal aggressiveness.  I am at times too bold in my approach to the beloved thing.
 
 
 
3458  Philosophy is of that special moment when beauty and the fire appear.  As such it is the dis-closing, the Unverborgenheit, of Heidegger.  Aletheia, radiant Truth.  Nonetheless, it is a common enough occurrence.  Beauty is uncommonly common.  And the fire has left all of us ashen.  I write the everyday incarnation of God.  Still, it is strikingly other.
 
Is that paradox?  Surely there is something there beside the ordinary shine.  Or in it.  A god is concealed within himself, right there, but somehow gone.  A vicious somehow.  Or am I merely writing a writerly thing?  Self-reference abounds within and without.  To be and not to be – that is questionable.  To be a lover, the dialectical third so uncomfortably between.  I live, yet not I, he liveth within me.  And he pushes on me.  So common.
 
 
 
3459  This gay love, this happy love, is the love of form.  It is therefore pleasure.  It is Eros.  It is erotic love.  And because it is deep in the heart of Being, Being itself, it is the pleasurable thing that is God.
 
 
 
3460  It is a principle of environmental science and all ecology, that is to say, of economics, that when a living thing is forcibly removed from its natural setting and made, artificially - unnaturally, to grow elsewhere, then it will not grow, but wither.  This is the philosophy of the Whole.  Everything is a product of the conditions out of which it grew.  This is dependent arising.  Those conditions are the most far-flung and interconnected.  The very being of a thing lies in its generative causes.  A thing is only insofar as it is an intimate part of the Whole. One must respect the intricate weaving of the great tapestry of Life.  Everything has its place and time in the all-embracing scheme of Nature.  It is man who attempts, with destructive thought, to rip it apart.  Thus we see attempts to have such unholy, unnatural things as rain forests in Iowa and Moroccan families living in Northern France.  I suppose next we will see someone try to build a Hindu temple in downtown Tiffen.  Such a structure is fine, even required, in its natural setting, but not here.  One must respect the Whole and its interlacing.  Such ripping and mangling will be our end.  Every living thing, physical and cultural, should be kept in the soil from which it sprang, thus ensuring its increase.
 
Here is a theory of the true and the false.  A thing and statements about it are true if they are left in their natural setting and they are seen as such.  A thing and a statement about it are false when they are ripped out of the Whole from which they sprang and they are made to stand alone. 
 
Every ab-stracting, every pulling away from the Whole, produces a false thing.  I utter the statement, "This is a table". If I mean to assert that there is an independent fact there corresponding to that statement, then I am doing violence to the world.  I have overlooked the Whole that made the table and still sustains it in its being.  Rather, to be true, I must be ever mindful of the great history of causes and conditions, physical and cultural, that it is.  Things and facts do not exist in glorious independence from one another.  The Interconnecting is everything and it is the only thing.  Such is Wholism.  Such is the Health of the planet.
 
Or have I been untrue to this philosophy – which I detest and of which I want no part?  I would much rather see a circus come to town.  Right downtown Iowa City there should be a gaudy, dirty, smelly, bloody Hindu temple to wake us up from our northern slumber.  We need a band of loud Bedouins camped in City Park, and I would not send out another band of social workers and health officials to spy on them and make sure they live up to our "high" standards of boredom.
 
And they should dream bigger and enclose the Pentacrest in the Rain Forest.  We can't shut out the rest of the world forever from our narcotized prairie paradise.  Nor should we be forced to leave them alone.  Hockey rinks in Sumatra!
 
The world is a disconnected, boundary-piercing collage.  An extravagant non-thing.  It is theater and this is the eternal Opening Night.  Or it is an ever-higher juggernaut which will likely tip over at any time.  Or it is the approaching Orgasm and then Oblivion – just as advertised and which will be repeated tomorrow evening.  A magnificent mess.  A violation.  It is a thing of beauty. 
 
The One World isn't – or if it is, it is just one of the disconnected pieces.   
 
 
These paragraphs are from an unwieldy collection of paragraphs I call my writings that, in fact, do not form a book.  They are each independent of all the others.  One paragraph does not explain another.  No inter-textual exegesis is possible.  At each moment existence itself is present and there is no development.  Only the violence of perfect separation.  The orgasmic Right There of Being.  A different aesthetic.  I will leave Wholism in the Hole and go.
 
As I have traveled the world I have hated the idea that every thing and every people should stay where they belong.
 
So what is the problem?    The problem is that everything is so finely, intricately interconnected and we have been fucking with the system so much we'll never get things back to where they should be.  Or not.  Still, it is a principle of every science that matters.  And who are we to go against transcendent knowledge.  But why not? 
 
We ate from the tree of knowledge, not life.  We screwed up life, but we know what we did wrong.  We can't undo the stew, so stir the thing.  Lust of the eyes did us in.  How ya gonna keep 'em down on the farm after they've seen Paree?  And the Great Circus.
 
Here you see me hanging out in one of my favorite places - where there is the dialectical face off between the Extremes in the bowels of an imbalanced ghost – The World Soul.  Or something like that.  The moderate middle is nowhere in sight.  (except, of course, in this glossy commentary, which is the whole point).
 
 
 
3461  Religion has almost completely disappeared from the world.  It has been replaced by the social.  The shudder of the holy comes at us now only in the broken meters of literature, but perhaps it was always so.  And that look.
 
Therefore, in the redefining of things that has taken place, the unholy is the anti-social.  Anything that glimmers with otherworldly divinities is struck down.   The gods are gone.  God himself is a mere pretext.  The Mysterium Fascinans and the Mysterium Tremendum have been explained as psychological epiphenomena.  "The gods have become diseases" – Jung.  The Church now is concerned only with the well being of the human being.
 
Love has become care and we have learned to care for each other.  God and the gods are madness.  And the church, both liberal and fundamentalist, has become the greatest preacher of this new way.  Man has freed himself of the hair-raising, fainting thoughts of the threatening Other.  Now it's home and family and gentle concern.
 
So let us look at literature and the queer aesthetic that we can still sometimes find there.  We will look for the Vir, the weird, the gnaw of desire, the Itch.  We will look for something that transcends this place.  And if the ethical is an increase in power, then it will be that.  Though we will always, I suspect, feel faint before it.  Sing, O Goddess, of the madness of Achilles.
 
There is a strong intellectual and spiritual tradition in the West that believes this material world to be, if not evil, at least fallen.  Platonism is especially associated with that idea.  And Platonic Christianity, through ascetic rigor, has reached and continues to reach for an escape.  The Forms are separate and hang in the Logos.  For Christians that Logos because flesh, suffered the holocaust of death, and we are to follow in that by eating the flesh and drinking the blood of that victim.  The flesh becomes transcendent Flesh of the New Man.  This place is overcome.  Our new home is among the Forms, timeless and immaterial.
 
The non-Platonic Christians among us think that is a bit much.  They are content to fix up this place and call it home.  They rather like this material abode and their material body, which, they remind us, God called good after creating it.  Separate Forms and a separate timeless spirit don't seem to interest them.  In fact, it is rather the Platonists, with their world-denying negativism that riles them and just may be the sin of the fall.  The Platonists, likewise, have thought-accusing but reverse-thoughts of these people.
 
God, it is emphasized by the this-worlders, put us here to increase and multiply.  We are to husband the earth.  That is our duty; we are not to run from it.  We are to do it intelligently and with care.  Those poets of another world would leave this place in ruins while they pine away in contemplation of a far beloved.  There is beauty enough here without dreaming of Eternal Beauty there.  This is Martha complaining about Mary.
 
So which is it?  Are we to keep our sights here and do the work of repair or are we to look There and wait in still contemplation?  Let's look for a moment at the other-worlders.  How have they appeared through the ages?  How do they approach their love?  Plato described them as beginning their upward journey by spying a beloved here and then there in this material world, eventually coming to see that each beloved is just an image of The Beloved.  Centripetally, after much agitation, everything is brought into focus, into the One Thing.  All of their places and times are brought into the one Place and the One timeless time.  They have no time for the great interconnectedness of things here; they long for the unbound, perfectly separated One Thing, a free thing.  The workings of the family of man do not interest them; they await the blinding light of That.  They walk about waiting to be ambushed by the most lovely Thing.  They act like a bunch of decadent faggots waiting for their lovely amour.  Of which I am one.
 
Platonism is love of the transcendent, striking beauty of the boy.  Those who love to live here and the family, it is said, take to the homely and comfortable beauty of women.  It was said, but not in our unsexist times.  Still, we all know what was being meant.  Somewhere there is a slap in the face.
 
The present argument in the church against "the gay lifestyle" is a carry-over from that age-old debate.  And the reason they don't seem to understand that is because they have either never read Plato's Symposium and Phaedrus, or they have lightly read it and dismissed it as ancient history.  But maybe you doubt that any of that is relevant to today's gay person.  Perhaps it isn't and we have all become this-worlders, scientific materialists.  Too bad.
 
Now for literature.  Platonism is highly rhetorical.  It is lyrical and lilting.  And mythical.  It is artful, dialectical argument.  And it is world destructive.  On the wings of language, on its rise and fall, its breathing and its timing, the soul is transported away.  Strangely enough, in modern times its Apollonian god has become the languishing boy, the beautiful, dying warrior, it is the glorious athlete soon eaten up by the worms of death, the dreaming boy undone by a prostitute, the wayward hapless waif.  In Platonism, we walk about in the lovely ruins of life.  The boy still glistens with the sun while the dawn's aurora only just begins far off.  It is very impractical stuff.  There is little to gossip about in it, except that it is such a waste.  It is not the stuff of robust family life.  It is a sickly thing waiting for what never comes.  It is totally of another place.  Could it ever be the Christian heaven?  Is that what the Christian heaven has always been, and jesus its sparkling-eyed imp?  The dialectic turns.  Platonism is madness.  And when the beloved in it looks at you a queer and creepy feeling comes.  Excessive spiritualism leads to excessive sensualism and a further falling – the non-Platonists have always said so.  Still, the Platonists do know how to dance.  The others don't.
 
 
Plato's myth of the cave and the scala paradisi and the ascent of lovers' souls to the outer rims of heaven are all one thing.  They are a coming to see what wasn't seen before.  The Light enlightens.  And it is rightly seen as a struggle.  But that struggle, so wonderfully described in the Phaedrus, is never mentioned.  Because it is so ravishing.  Because the Boy controls. Even Heidegger, so obviously surrounded by sehr hubsche Knaben, could never utter the words.  Perhaps it was best.  One doesn't throw one's pearls before swine.  Perhaps in my utterances I have sinned.  It's time to speak.
 
The Platonic method, the meta-odos, the way beyond is with Eros.  The impossible, dialectical middle.  The neither-neither.  Imbalanced and shameful.  The failing-succeeding-failing. Oblivion and salvation.  This god lovingly ruptures thought.  Raptor musicalis.   
 
How can such a thing be the answer to the question that has been philosophy?  How can he - must I say He? - be the separating and uniting of Being and the beings of here?  Such an unspeakable thing.  Were the ancients merely in love?
 
This world came into being from the tearing cutting ripping into pieces of this exquisite victim.  The holy scattering of that awesome sacrifice.  The Hindus know it well.  We are all made from a piece of that beauty.  Delightful, monstrous thoughts.  But I have ventured beyond Plato; though not, I presume, beyond the ancient spirit of the Greeks.  Dionysus and Apollo and World History are round about.  And jesus, the fairest of ten thousand, my great troubler.
 
I fly on the ever-breaking meter of prose.  I itch with inciting exciting agitation.  Tongues of spiritual flame lick me higher.  The lateral ladders of literature shift and topple down and I am up once again on the roof.
 
Socially speaking, this ain't much.  Faggot word-dreams.  The real people get back to work.  Farty, smarty art is insufferable.  Still, the gnaw of desire remains.  And there is something other present.
 
 
 
3462  The Forms of Being are given.  They give themselves from out of themselves to the one who is only himself.  A lonely place, a windy plain where the Things hover violently in what we must call a dance.  The Numbers pile inside themselves.  Thresholds are crossed.  The way back is lost.  We are beyond a subject-predicate structuring.  The pieces have been strewn. We revert to a former non-time.  A pre-world pile.  Glances glancing at the Glance.  Nothing more.  A tearing.  An endearing enticement to do away.  To be gone.  To let the world be its lovely everyday self.  To give the gifted poisonous things back.  To forget these things that never were. 
 
The everyday world gives way in the heat of analysis. The sultry suffocating air gives rise to an ordering of logical pieces.  The ordinary object becomes a particular exemplification of universals, quantified and petrified.  Then that unwholesome structure collapses and the pieces lie about inside philosophical contemplation.  So now we have the unanalyzable Things, just themselves, pressing against our spiritual eyes.  Platonism and the High Aristotelian Entelechy.  Pomp.  That which was at the Beginning before it all began.  The Being of beings. That thing undergraduates doubt even exists, longing instead for their home here.
 
Some of us never wanted to go back.
 
 
 
3463  The Forms are finally known in silence and written up and read about in silence.  The Gaze gazes.  The glance slays.  Erotic paralysis takes over.
 
Scholarly analysis is able to take the trying student so far then it leaves off.  Either he sees something or he doesn't.  He may be able to walk through on his own.  I have no advise to give him.  I really don't want to watch.  I know the dis-lapidation of soul that will follow.  A path strewn with bloody stones.  That Being is right there, forcibly right there, is never seen.  One runs up onto it and into it.  And lies scattered around about it.  But there's no telling.     
 
The silence shot through words is soon apparent in the emptiness of appearing.  It rings out and around.  And the door shuts behind you.  The analysts had engineered a vast windy tunnel.  Funneled through and processed in, you stand with the standing.  Delightful malfeasance is yours.  The words are easy and they hold him in place with you.  In the quiet night.
 
 
 
3464  Platonism is also the horrible madness of Max Stirner, the man from underground.  It is thus a pure Buddha.  Realism meets nominalism in the dead of the dialectical night.  The Forms (what the hell?) are each alone.  Each is with only itself.  Of itself, nowhere in the common sight.  There is no common sight.  And certainly no common Being that each are of.  Being is rather other.  It too is a great loneliness and it is nowhere.  The isolation is complete and perfect.  And it is not mine here, because I stubbornly refuse to abandon Style and the comforts of the smooth flow.  I am strangely sullied and kicked out of this abject heaven.
 
Still, the perfection of Stirnerism and Buddhism and (I suppose of) Platonism is self-destruction which I further along.  I am not coarse and grubby enough, I fear.  I inevitably have a certain faggot elegance.
 
Like Stirner, I eventually have no Ego.  I have given it to, subsumed it in the Lovely Jesus.  Finally a grubby act.  The Ego's acts are all acidic.  Most powerfully onto itself.  The low comedy of late-night TV and cheap magazines.  So uncomfortably proud of itself.
 
The Nirvanic selflessness of the Ego is magnificent in its paltriness.  The hairy-legged satyr rests.  The true Buddha will say with lumpen seriousness that he is counterfeit.  Ho hum. We've heard it all before. 
 
The rejected Forms remain stranded on the strands of sandy time at the Strand where old flicks are loved in high camp – or some such alliteration.  Being, of course, repeats itself inside out.  Bleak oblique obliteration – fuck.
 
Stirner prettily pricks the bemused sanctimonious mien floating blithely in the halls of today's university philosophy departments.  Such a band of priests and clerics guarding the rigor of high academic Reason!  Self-castrating thought humbles itself in intellectual honesty.  It happily lies down with the warm and soft, but ever unseen, unknowable truth.  Darkness slams the doors shut.

 
 
3465  Simple philosophical intuition reveals a Form beyond definition.  Which is to say that it, the Form, yields to many definitions.  Contradictory definitions.  And then vanishes as a thing itself.  We are left with a world without Forms, Platonic Forms, without a religion that falls down before their great beauty.  Or what would have been such.  Then nominalism, mere conceptualism, adequately describes where we live.  Philosophy is for an instant.
 
Too bad, it was a thing of refinement.  The words became elegant as they wrapped themselves up in its starry mantle.  And we sprouted wings that flew on our own breath.  So let's try to remember.  Surely that one right there is of something you and I have seen before, that we have seen so many times before.  There is a tie, a binding thing, that makes it of that.  A tow, a draw.  A string that begs to be pulled.  Do we dare make it all come undone?  Can we go back to what is surely now before us?
 
The nexus is without number; it is separate in dialectical necessity.  As is Number from all the numbered things.  But only if you believe in such things.  As dialectic.  And the subtle vision.  The pieces hang there in perfect dissolution.  It neither is nor isn't; it is something else entirely.
 
 
 
3466  I love love love paradox.  But I am as uncomfortable with them as is anyone.  Love is uncomfortable.  The word paradox may not be the right word here.  It feels somehow wrong, but I think that it is a part of paradox to be that.  There is no good definition of what one is.  It is everything from being a strange wonder, an unexpected turn, an odd uniting to a coincidence of opposites, self-contradiction, a category mistake, and illicit self-reference.  It has been a driving force in logic and scientific theory.  A puzzle to be undone.  It is the prelude to dialectic – an equally indefinable thing.  I think it is a thing at the very heart of Being, which brings me back to love again – for a cross-eyed god.
 
I am intent on finding the ground of logical form. I look for the Logos.  I find a slain god.  I eat him.  That thing from eternity, that thing through which the world came into existence, is for me a scruffy-faced, impish boy hanging still, dead.  What's up here?  I am.  Paradox.  Perhaps the Absolute Paradox.  But then again he ain't here noplace.  He is the so-gone.  I dream him into place with the perfection of dreaming.  Or don't you believe?
 
Maybe it’s a superimposition or a swallowing or a great imposition.  Maybe it’s a wretched kiss or a stylish manner.  Or the long way home.  Maybe it's homelessness.  I think I have written it up hundreds of ways already.  And I have not captured this uncapturable thing.  Or maybe I have.  I think I have.
I love love love paradox.  But I am as uncomfortable with them as is anyone.  Love is uncomfortable.  The word paradox may not be the right word here.  It feels somehow wrong, but I think that it is a part of paradox to be that.  There is no good definition of what one is.  It is everything from being a strange wonder, an unexpected turn, an odd uniting to a coincidence of opposites, self-contradiction, a category mistake, and illicit self-reference.  It has been a driving force in logic and scientific theory.  A puzzle to be undone.  It is the prelude to dialectic – an equally indefinable thing.  I think it is a thing at the very heart of Being, which brings me back to love again – for a cross-eyed god.
 
I am intent on finding the ground of logical form. I look for the Logos.  I find a slain god.  I eat him.  That thing from eternity, that thing through which the world came into existence, is for me a scruffy-faced, impish boy hanging still, dead.  What's up here?  I am.  Paradox.  Perhaps the Absolute Paradox.  But then again he ain't here noplace.  He is the so-gone.  I dream him into place with the perfection of dreaming.  Or don't you believe?
 
Maybe it’s a superimposition or a swallowing or a great imposition.  Maybe it’s a wretched kiss or a stylish manner.  Or the long way home.  Maybe it's homelessness.  I think I have written it up hundreds of ways already.  And I have not captured this uncapturable thing.  Or maybe I have.  I think I have.
 
 
 
3467  I have taken the things of the other camp and made them mine, with, of course, a few alterations and altercations.  Or rather I have, perhaps forcibly, taken back and restored them to their original state.  To the rising up.  Set them into the perfection of movement.  And watched.  I have picked up the knocked down.
 
Blithe lithe cruits camping it up and up and up around the altar of death evaded.  Rishi repetition rousing up the soul to the one with the one with the one.  The One is in His coming over the campground in sparkling blinding light.  The one in the one in the one.  Rizzle drizzle.  Rays and vectors.  Victorious victims.  Thud.
 
 
 
3468  That which was from the beginning, which we have heard, which we have seen with our eyes, which we have looked upon, and our hands have handled, of the Word of Life …
 
Somewhere in Kafka's Castle there sits the ever-unseen controller.  The world circles around Him.  Circles reflecting circles out to the farthest marshes.  We are called.  Reflections.  He can never be known.  Surely this is the view of the religious … except for that quote from John.
 
Parmenides wrote Being and Thinking are one.  I have written a philosophy of the brilliant presence of the final Thing.  The dark controller doesn't exist.  I will be seen and heard as unholy in my denial of the Great Holy Thing.  Nonsense, I have only denied the darkness and the unknowing.  Holiness is manifest.  The shudder is real and present.  Only the Castle lies in ruins in the winds of the open prairie.  The sun blazes.
 
Those who believe in the unknown, unknowable thing, the unreachable truth, have resigned themselves to sitting, perhaps for a mercifully short time, in Plato's cave, and then oblivion.  I have written something other.
 
I give my writings to a boy to read.  He glances here and there in it and says I am writing about this or that.  I know that he has judged it all to be high philosophy which he could never penetrate.  He has put me closer to the controller than he is.  I get angry because he hasn't tried, he hasn't done the work of reading.  I insist he already knows everything necessary to understand and that he can see it all perfectly.  I lead him through the words slowly and let him see his own understanding.  And I will make you be that boy, my dear reader.  The controller hidden away in the far halls of the philosophy department died long ago.  The very halls have crumbled.  The wind blows across the open sky blithely.  The delightful god of the clear forehead sits beside you.  You are in his forever.  There is nothing beyond Perfection.
 
 
 
3469  Consider the Form of Cloud.  The Platonic Form.  The Eternal Form.  You will surely be able conjure up an image in your mind.  It will most certainly be vague and unrepeatable. There will be nothing majuscule grand or Eternal about it.  Nonetheless, you seem to know "exactly" what a cloud is.  The Form is that thing "beyond" all the vague, fleeting images, that thing you "exactly" know.  That thing yet un-imaged, that you will have so much trouble imagining.  In a beyond that you can never arrive at.  And yet you know these things intimately. Perhaps the space where you and that thing are is too tight to turn around in so you might stand back and have a look.  Intimacy is always mind-boggling.  And intimacy with a cloud is too much like love.
 
 
 
3470  Unlike K. and my friends deep into conspiracy theories, I have not bothered myself with worry about the Dark Unseen Thing.  Be it a Freudian thing or political or religious, I don't think there is much or anything at all there.  The Dark Unseen Thing isn't.  And it have written only shining presence.  Therefore, if God is the ultimate, judgmental, controlling Dark Unseen Thing, then I am an Unbeliever.  And if there once was such a thing, then it or He is long dead.  And the sublime majesty that was His.  Which, I suppose, makes my readers wonder why I speak of God so incessantly.  Why I am in love with that Beloved. 
 
In a sense God is dark and He is Unseen and He is a Thing.  He is ultimate, judgmental and controlling.  He is sublime and majestic.  And, why not, he is Freudian, political and religious. Still, there is a difference.  But what is it?
 
Is it that I love that Thing and I don't feel paranoid fear?  The fear of God is the beginning of wisdom.  Is it that I don't find conspiracies as much fun as my friends do?  Do I just not enjoy scary stories?  Am I too obsessed with the light on my friend's cheek to care about anything else?  Is it that the Light and the Presence are a greater and more remote unseen darkness?  I think that last is it.  And that I eat the dead god hanging on a roman cross is not a little gruesome in its eroticism.
 
 
 
3471  I see a real object in front of me.  Surely it will continue to be even after I glance away and forget it.  I imagine a delightful beauty in the heaven of my mind.  Surely it will be no more when I move on to another.  Is that continuance and non-continuance written into each that I might see it?  Is it phenomenon?  The Form that was exemplified in each is timeless and neither continues nor not.  The particular is momentary in both and does not continue, but perhaps there is another particular there.  The fact that is the union of particular and Form is different with each particular, but such talk of the fact is ontologically difficult and it is always twisted.  There is nothing there to continue.  Still, we do feel that we know something in that mysterious absence.  Yes, the continuance of the one and the non-continuance of the other is given, but obliquely and maybe not.
 
 
 
3472  I suppose there could be such a thing as matter, but I doubt it.  Matter, Aristotelian matter, is the potentiality within It could be this or it could be that.  Maybe maybe maybe.  Thus it is akin to my supposing and my doubting, but it may not be that either.  Where can I look to find it?  Nowhere.  If I look somewhere it is either this or that; its incessant wavering collapses into a determinate form; and it is not itself.  Matter becomes the not-matter-at-all.  Surely matter is the dialectical third between Being and non-being.  It is the Parmenidean thing of the sub-lunar world, on the way of untruth.  Oh well, it is useful for establishing change and difference and the desire for the other.  Still, in its unstillness, it is a thing to be overcome.  Or not.     
 
 
In physics everything of interest is both a particle and a wave.  That wave, the Psi wave, is (or could be or may be) what the particle might be if looked at with an inquisitive eye.  This wave of potentiality collapses into a determinate and actual form.  Hylomorphism is still the controlling idea.  Could we ever look with a disinterested eye and see the wave just as itself? I neither know nor care – maybe.
 
So how should we poetically or mythically picture matter to our artful eye?  Is it the ever-slipping away of life?  Is it the end of our inevitable decay?  Is it the perfect vacuum?  Is it the hottest sexual craving?  Is it the caught up breath?  The hand that might?
 
I step out into the night.  I could go anywhere.  I may never come back.  Or I may stay in bed.  Sensitivity runs over my skin like naked logical connectors unconnected.  Just what is a bare "or", what is that narrow clinging space between ~ and F in ~F?  What is the disordering within disorder?  That I have failed to make sense of it all is, I suppose, my perfect writing.  And that you un-understandingly understand is a weird.
 
 
 
3473  We live in the middle ground between the chthonic morass and the Things of God.  Or maybe not.  Aside from the nicely ordered, cuttingly individuated, well-formed objects of this world are we to anxiously see in night dreams chaos, are we to feel the domination of blind urges, are we to taste death in a sweltering confusion of primal sensa?  Well no, because such well-intentioned Dionysian musings are too pretty and not themselves.  Every art that was suppose to give us the terror of under things was soon domesticated and moved in with the family.    Just as the splendor in Apollonian order dimmed with the expected fraying.  The chthonic has been tamed too soon.  And the Things of God … well, I have written them up nicely as well.  This middle ground swings freely.
 
 
 
3474  Reading is dangerous.  Whenever the soul is absorbed into mere words vertigo sets in.  The way back to reality may never be found.  The reader slips into narcissism. The pleasure of this solitary affair is too intense.  He brings himself to the peak of excitement and he catches himself on the way down.  He floats.  He was suspended on airy thought.  His own thoughts grabbed madly at each other.  There was no one else present.
 
You are your thoughts.  The intimacy between your thoughts and the thought of is scandalous.  The disentangling is urgent.  The project throws you far.  Little is accomplished.  You remain tight with yourself and the world.  You permeate each other.  But it usually wants nothing to do with you.  You are an unsightly cosmic tear.
 
Well, that isn't quite how things are.  As readers we do not fall quite that far or that magnificently.  And we are not theatrical beings in a theatrical monologue of being-seen.  It stands to reason.  Except that it is reason that took us to that far and magical country in the first place.  Still, that "first place" isn't anywhere in our everyday world.  Philosophy is reason and the reason of reason.  We fall.  And rise.  And fall.  The words breathe.
 
 
 
3475  I am writing about a beautiful boy, but in a way that separates him from the fallen thing of the decadents.  I write a boy of the logical connectors and not of rich, sensual adjectives.  I write a logical boy and not a boy of thick appearances.  I write the eternal Form of the Boy and not a boy.  Nonetheless, you know the dialectic and you thus know that these two are entangled.  It is that entangling that is ontologically suspect.  Difficulty arises.
 
The boy I write is God and thus his falling is holy.  Death is seldom a consideration.  We are here stuck in immortality.
 
 
 
3476  It is debatable whether or not one can retain one's erotic appeal after abandoning duplicity.  I rather doubt it, but I want to believe I can.  Or rather I should say that it is possible.  It.  I write of ontological things and they become almost at-hand, ordinary things prettified.  I speak the unspeakable.  Being and Non-being, Unity and Difference, Form and Particular, Simple and Complex, the Tie – they are all unspeakable, unthinkable, and, in the dialectic of separation, alluringly non-existent.  I tell you that straightforwardly.  But even that is nonsense. 
 
I will go on.  I am a philosopher, a lover of the Sophos, the clear-eyed boy.  And so are you.  We wander easily, freely and carelessly in his intellectual garden.  Pretty things.  Every thing is what it is.  And the dialectic makes it other, though the word "dialectic" also falls on deaf ears.  In fact, this garden is uncommonly silent, a surd.    A sword lies on the sward.  Quotation marks will not protect us from it.
 
 
 
3477  I carry this ontologic to its blanking out conclusion.  I look back blankly at you.  Why did you follow?  The Blank is mere cunning.  Have you yet noticed that you no longer have your pants on?  Everyone sees.  And I am such a withered old thing.   I am metaphysics, the profound, the depths into which you about to be poured.  Night cum The Touch.  The Eating. Devouring ingestion.  I am about to, or rather, I have touched and grabbed you.  The horrible ground of the Conceptus.  Everything in this philosophy is tangible, grabable, eatable, a blanking out to disinterested thought.  The logos is that swarthy boy.  I have known you.  Destruction.
 
 
 
3478  The problem with Bergmann … what a crazy, arrogant way to begin a piece of writing.  The problem with Bergmann is that he thinks, a la Wittgenstein, he can tame philosophy by turning it into common meta-logic, no logic as such intended.  By engaging in casual talk about the ideal language, which is symbolic logic, a modified predicate calculus with quantification and what-not, he will name for us all the categories of Being - though Being is not one of them and he never uses the word.  Eventually he will have to ontologize even the ontological facts that those casual remarks refer to, and he will hesitate. 
 
Parmenides warned us not to speak of Non-Being, to speak only of Being and beings.  Therefore, like a good analytic Eleatist he never does, rather he speaks of such beings as the relation? of negation and the circumstance of difference or otherness.  The circumstance that red is different from, other than, blue is a complex built out of red and blue, eo ipsely.  Whatever that is it is definitely not just a non-being; it is a something as are all complexes.  Except that complexes, none of them, are not things and in their non-thingness are mighty close to being nothings.  Wild!
 
 
 
3479  Metaphysics in this generally anti-metaphysical age, in this age of unstudied generalities, is either mystical, i.e. non-logical, mystification (eg. majuscule Being and Non-Being) or it is an attempt to once again see Being and Non-Being in their suddenly resplendent Truth aside from stuffy metaphysical analytic rigor mortis.  I am definitely metaphysical.  I accept both sides.  I love the subtlety and order of logic, but I love it as one who stands outside it and contemplates its splendor, even its majesty.
 
Aristotle seems to be the first stuffy one.  There is no doubt that his system, elaborated on by the Thomists (with help from the neo-platonists), is a mighty and even beautiful thing to behold.  Still, something is missing.  The Church stepped in with its image of Jesus, and that relieved the unsubtle pain somewhat, but the Church had its own missing part.  Or perhaps stuffiness is the lack of something missing.  And the Church's Jesus had too much family baggage with Him.  Plato had his totally destructive boys, and that looked serene from a distance.   The fire of passion seemed able to burn the stuffing out of the old couch.  Aristotle didn't flame up.  Nonetheless, I love the self-destructive intricacy of his sedate system. 
 
Aristotle is the first real analyst.  I am an analyst.  I take things apart, but I then fail to put them back together.  I contemplate the disordered Pile.  I see a mystical "non-existent" i.e. transcendent Unity in the shimmering vagueness of the "somewhat". 
 
And then there is the equally stuffy middle way of the Buddhist commentaries.  Like me they try to have it both ways, but they don’t swing both ways.
 
 
 
3480  The positivists wanted to name and deal with only positive things from this very positive world.  The mystical Parmenidean nonbeing of Non-Being was too much for them.  Even the being of Being set off from Non-Being was too contaminated; so they stuck only with beings.  Non-Being doesn't exist they shouted, dutifully, as commanded by Parmenides.  It is difficult to say whether they committed parricide or honored him.  They hesitated to use the word "being" at all, except in quotes.  Their attempt to stay home is mighty interesting.
 
The positivists hated paradox, just as non-lovers hate passion.  I revel and wallow in it.  Therefore, let me say right off that I am a super-positivist.
 
 
 
3481  Young Buddhist meditators love to assert the union of opposites.  To agree and disagree are one, to see and not to see, to understand and not to understand, to be and not to be, to love and to feel no love.  No matter what you say to contradict them, they will agree and assert also the opposite; and thus they achieve a higher transcendence, which you and I are too stupid and unenlightened to get.  Oh well. 
 
I suppose there is some mystical truth to what they say, but they are so artless in saying it.  Art and artlessness are, no doubt, one.  Are doubt and certainty?  Yes, even that.  The endless boring circle continues.  Or is it a straight line and terminating?  They are one.  As is boredom and the joy of intellectual discovery.  Maybe not. 
 
I have called myself a lover of paradox; how do I get these people off my tail?  (There are a couple I would like to have on it.)
 
 
 
3482  One bright, sunny, windy afternoon in Kathmandu, I found myself walking with a young couple as she took a beautiful big red flower to the altar of Vishnu.  I marveled at it and moved to smell it, at which movement she, as though startled, drew it quickly back.  I had almost defiled the flower by my enjoyment of it.  It was not my place to do that, that act belonged to Vishnu.  She could not give Him a corrupted and defiled thing.  After the moment of enjoyment decay sets in, the flower withers and death is apparent.  The process can be plainly seen on the altar after Vishnu has his moment with it.  Purity, taking pleasure in it, corruption. 
 
 
I grew up on the windy prairie, taught to see the holy spirit move in pentecostal tongues.  At my grandmother's funeral she had this psalm read.  (?)… withered grass because the spirit moved over me."  I saw aging people all around me.  I saw corruption and penance.  The spirit moved dangerously close.
 
I now live among a people mightily concerned with protecting its young from sexual predators.  Their beauty, also a mighty thing (though we are cautious never to speak of it), must be held away from corruption, death and decay as long as possible.  That they have sexual thoughts of their own is not allowed.  To protect them we keep sex away from their great purity, both inwardly and outwardly; the withering will come soon enough.  It used to be that the Spirit participated in the nuptial moment of the mere twelve year old and It took its pleasure. Now the Spirit is not interested in such degenerating things; we insist.
 
Beauty, enjoyment, corruption and death.  And the moving Holy Spirit.  The Shudder.  It is the stuff of gothic novels and the evening news.
 
In the "olden" times religion knew beauty, the moving spirit, and corruption.  That was life.  Today's religion knows the same thing, but backwardly.  Its protection of the young from any such "perverted" ideas is a cover and a revelation of the still strong presence of that Spirit.  We protect them from our own covered up feelings.  And in denying them the "truth" of their own sexual feelings, we kill them.  Protection is endangerment itself and murder.  Our sentimentalism is pure calculation.  We have smelled the blossom and deflowered them ourselves in our holding them close.  They wither.
 
 
 
3483  Some from of paradox oozes into every philosophy.  Or lights up.  Or liberates.  Or destroys.  Or plays with.  Every philosophy is disjunctively broken up.  Negation seeps in.  And the self with itself is something else.  All of which threatens to be intensely poetic.  Crawling intensity.  Let out.
 
What should we do with paradox?  For example, what should Platonic realists do with the Third Man Argument?  How should logical positivists react to the non-verifiability of its verifiability principle?  How should mathematicians theoretically see incommensurables?  How should materialists live with a brain that is just an image in the evolutionary brain?  How can nominalists explain how words are applied where sameness already is?  Or conceptualists where things conceptually out there naturally fall under one or another merely reflectively caused concept – or whatever?  How can a tie be tied on?  How can love's freedom be so binding? 
 
One can ignore paradox, or try to, after a while.  One can make rules to stave it off, for a while.  One can come back to it, in a while. Or one can lazily while away one's wasting time passively staring at it.  I am one to take it seriously, which is not to say that the others don't, but I use it as a springboard to God.  Or rather it is the very form of God – and reason reasoned out.  I work out my own destruction.  I live, yet not I, but that impish boy jesus liveth in me.  One should not take intensity too seriouthly.  Still, there you are.
 
The mucked-up over-complexity of literary psycho-destructive criticism jism is rather cute in its bemused quoting.  One gets downright sentimental seeing another rupture even out onto one's own papers.  The words mean so well.  Love is messy.
 
 
 
3484  Analjistic algorhymics.  Literary psycho-jism in the gym nasticum.  Gymnosperm in rapture. 
 
 
 
3485  In Aristotle, Being is the place where all the categories, including place itself, hang out.  It is the substantial unity of matter and form, of essence and accident, of the actual and the potential.  It is the trans-substantial unity of primary and secondary substance.  It is the nowhere-mentioned unity of substantial and the very-insubstantial.  Being is all the categorical beings and all the almost non-beings together in a finally incomprehensible unity.  Being has no need of non-being; it is all, even the All.  Its trans-meta-superfluity flows relentlessly into the nowhere of itself.  It has finally become for us less than nothing.
 
The world is all that is the case.  It is all the facts.  It is Fact itself, the alone and independent thing that is totally dependent, inseparable from, the existing Simple Things, matter and form and sub-thing nexus.  It is contradiction and a non-thing.  It is also finally nothing.  Fact is to thing as Being is to categorical element.  It really doesn't help to call fact an ontological category, though it may be one, because it remains an unthinkable not-something.  Or have I simply gone too far out onto the philosophical plain and the direction home has been lost on this moonless night?
 
 
 
3486  I will teach the Veering away.  The deviant shall travel with me and lead me.  The perverted man shall teach my perverting ways.  The ever-undoing student shall lovingly misunderstand me and the scholarly critic shall rupture himself on my rapture.  There is no smooth path from the beginning of my paragraph to the end, except the slippery falling snow. I write the simplest thought in its exasperating, jejune complexity.  I write roses and white skin and glistening eyes.  I write the never-to-be-born.  A most decadent type of decadence.
 
Those who would take a creative mind, that is to say those who would take a mind that has been taken by Creating, and fix it into having, all along, been this or that, as having meant this or that, have not seen the loving, banging intercourse between artist/writer and that Thing that came over him.  And leer about on the straight and lonely way.
 
Love leads where it will and the going ain't always pretty.  It is at last a turning thing.  Smooth skin, gliding hand, lubricating eyes.  The constancy of the ever-swerving swoon.  And a late night walk in the cold. 
 
 
 
3487  Philosophy is a falling in love.  Eternal Forms dancing all around you.  Capturing you when they appear in someone's eyes.  Hiding in some little movement that only you can see. Doing gentle violence to your heart.  Making your hair be out of place when your love appears.  It's Eros.  The perpetrator of this torment.  The oldest and the youngest of the gods.  The lord of the house.  Still walking the streets.  Still sleeping on doorsteps.  Still able to enchant you with words.  A ragtag boy.  Pieces of clothing here and there.  Bits of color.  Unordered. Breaking dishes.  Beautiful in spite of the fact that you think he isn't.  Your confusion.  Just stay with him.  No one else can love as he loves.  And know for sure that when he's by himself, looking at himself, he shows himself his own refined form, enjoying a self-confidence that he knows goes with perfection. Knowing it's all impossible.
 
This lively spirit dancing, this playful torment, this epicene androgyne, has been our escape from the chthonic swamp.  Boyish laughter, gliding symmetry, tiger tiger, calloo callay.  The faerie queen behind the screen, the altar boy has found his joy.  In the fullness of time we find perfection on the jesus-cheek.  A mnemonic romp.  And it is finished.
 
 
 
3488  From out of horrid dreams I pull myself up into consciousness of the pure Things.  From out of the impure and the horrid.  I suppose that is my male homosexuality rescuing itself from the mire of nature.  For me nature is a cold swampy thing, biological ooze.  It is slime and clotted entanglements.  It is threatening.  I'm sure psychologists could devise from that that I have a fear of the feminine.  Yes, I do, but don't we all.  Nature really is that.  It is not the benign mathematically arranged thing of schoolbooks.  It is clinging, vampish and ultimately devouring.  It is the grave.  The cycles go round and round.  Individuals rise and fall for the species.  Species rise and fall in the swamp.  And we all look for an escape.  We look for the Pure and Fixed Things.
 
The well-formed boy arises out of himself.  This lover of other boys has evaded the swamp.  He merely watches from a distance and then leaves.  That is my mythology.  That is an ancient idea in our history.  We fight to get away, to climb out of that.  Perhaps we succeed.  We can make it an unthing that never was.
 
I have written a theology of abstract things.  The still ontological categorical things shimmer and intersect.  They are eminently thinkable.  They are clean.  They are easily and well proven. They are illuminated in intellect.  They are in the illumination.  The boy's eyes glisten, he is pretty; but will his prettiness be enough to save him from the slime or will he fall back in.  His body will fall back in - he will escape.  Or is that merely a part of a desperate delusion, of the cold swampy dream?  Is there no escape?  Do the abstract things not exist?  Are they powerless?
 
 
 
3489  Thoreau delighted in the swamp.  He built his house beside it and facing it.  And then he went on his walk and thought thoughts of the true walker as never coming back.  Yes, in the glistening morning breeze the swamp has its charms – before it turns and sucks you in.  The boy arises out of the ooze and glistens in playful beauty.  Then ages and dies – sucked back. What to do?  Can he walk away?  It hardly seems likely.  The Lady of the Cycles will win out.  Or maybe not.
 
The Buddha walked away.  The Platonist leaves to be with the intellectual Light.  Jesus came to drag his own out of here.  Science, with its geometry, tries to measure the earth and turn it all into fine clean, disappearing lines.  Tadzio took his prey and left. 
 
It is in the arguments of philosophical dialectic that we see an escape.  Or we don't.  Or we refuse to see.  It depends on how strong your love is and for what, and your revulsion.  We fight the enemy of our choosing because of the lover that has chosen us.  Or are we to blithely go to our doom?  Like male spiders eaten by the female.  Or have I played out my hand too far?
 
One often hears today that we should learn to live in harmony with nature as they do in the East.  But then again the East never developed the great structure of science that we have while fighting against nature.  Nor such an exquisite system of logic while trying to reason a way out.  Instead of submitting to the unending cycles we developed a straight line evolutionary theory of a path out.  And we have become deft at handling the rupturing power of paradox to tear this place apart.
 
So what do I think of women?  I think they want out of here as much or more than we men do.  Otherwise they wouldn't have used all the tools of masculine escapism to think up post-modern feminism.  They wouldn't buy so many greeting cards that try to make nature be pretty.  Or the other hand they do like to read gothic romances.  And some, maybe all, do dream of being la femme fatale.  I don't have any idea what women think.  And contrary to some writers, I don't think women are more chthonic than men.  I don't even think the earth is more "chthonic" than the intellectual sky.  Furious destruction, cruel indifference, wild turning love is deep in Being, material and otherwise.
 
Likewise there are those writers who see the boy as a weak substitute for the woman.  They speak of him as having feminine characteristics.  Those aren't feminine characteristics; they are masculine boy characteristics.  And he can be le garcon fatal.  The dialectic is vicious and works its lovely ways into everything.  With boy and man though, it is the man who eats the eucharistic boy.  Dionysus and Apollo intertwine inextricably.  He is the evasive trick.  Beside the still, glistening, chigger-infested swamp, thirty yards wide and twenty across, maya.  The twilight gently wades toward me.
 
 
 
3490  The Aristotelian δυναμις is the Greek middle voice.  A thing from out of itself becomes itself for itself.  The flower arises from the seed to become the seed.  The red-white of cheek is the bloom of desire infolding.  The outer fullness of a thing comes from within the thing itself.  Nothing is created from nothing.  The inner and the outer are one.  What will be always has been.  Parmenidean changelessness is preserved.  A thing in its becoming is merely being itself as it eternally has been.  The with-itself for-itself of Narcissus.  God loves himself in the mirror of the world.  Matter is thus a sort of slippage.  Being's caress upon its own taut tautological skin. 
 
His eyes were partially hidden behind the many curls they had made by bending the incoming light.  Matter is the half hiding, the sight veil of sight, the almost forgotten in the incessant attraction.  The pushing away in the drawing on.  It is the middle way of neither-either.  Impish confusion.  It is the bewilderment within Being is and Non-being is not.  It is the sheer drop-off of non-being is.  It is the terror of what you might so easily become of your own letting it be.  Matter is dark like the mere light of morning.  The sand of falling asleep.
 
 
 
3491  Is Nature the chthonic morass or is it an intricately designed, well-ordered twelve-dimensional non-euclidean space?  It is the first, but Nature is not this-worldly physical nature. That Nature is a transcendent religious idea, and its fluxions are fixed in the unapproachable Infinite.  It is Apollo in Dionysian drag and vice versa.  The boy will not be outdone by a mere woman. 
 
Much is made of the structural lay of the apollonian-dionysian machine, but any strict apollonian separation of the two is a dionysian impossibility.  The irrational numbers are rationally understood.  Paradox is at the heart of reason.  Reason nicely lays out paradox.  At infinity the circle is a straight line.  Hard edge art is pure fire.  Motion fixed glistens wildly in the afternoon sun.
 
Dionysius is caught up in Apollo as human nature is caught up in the divine Christ.  Apollo and the divinely hard win, but the heart bursts with pink love pouring into the deep gullet of unquenchable thirst.  As for you, dear reader, the bewildering closeness of true philosophy trumps scholarly distance.  The knot will not untie.
 
 
 
3492  Those who write of the chthonian mothers set us into the Idea of The Chthonian Mothers.  And we are intellectually capable of handling that.  I write of the anti-chthonian boy, certainly an Idea from the Logos, The Anti-Chthonian Boy.  He doubles over onto Himself himself and Dionysian chthonic rumblings sound out from his mind-bendingly flat and so pretty stomach.  An impish wink.  Angels dripping in star cluster globules down his leg.  And we are intellectually capable of handling that.  Fumblingly. But we are up to it. 
 
Yes, this world is a very dangerous place and only our great masculine strength has saved us from the upheavals of mother earth and then we weaken (so soon) and fall back into the darkness.  Are our poetic, philosophical ideas of easy escape finally worthless?  Can the beautiful boy dance us away to safety?  Will Jesus, the fairest of ten thousand, when ingested, fortify us against destruction?  Is intellectual light greater than a cold and empty mystery?  Is there strength enough remaining to believe?  Sure, why not?  Rupture!  Gross destruction is so hard to think and its pornographic luridness becomes soon tiresome.  The amazons have to sit for a while.  And book writers brewing in their Freudian ideas need to get up and get some real coffee.
 
 
 
3493  Prima materia, the alchemical metamorphic stuff, the teeming chthonos, the dream itself, the flesh twisting in horrible headache, the itself itself unselfed, a surd, the finally undecodable, flies up and the pure form of divine projecting light flashes and all is gone.  The dream boy alone in his room aches to be seen.  He has, by himself, managed to be everything and everyone, in flaming style, and no one saw – except for a first and then a bewildered second second and then nothing.  He is unthinkable and thus non-existent.  He is the ache in the night air. 
 
 
 
3494  In this philosophy Being and the Logos are the most protean things.  It is they that change eternally into all the ontological categories.  They are matter and Form.  They are the nexus and the clinging of nexus.  They are simple thing and complex fact.  They are actuality and potentiality.  They are finally the same one thing and the impossible rupture of dialectical collapse.  Being and the Logos are scandalous things in analysis.  They are the transvestite nothingness of Non-Being.   Nonetheless, they are universally understood and necessary lifeblood in philosophy's theatrical slaughter.  Beautiful boy-vamp.  Cruel saint.  The genius of the ordinary. 
 
The Logos eternally incarnated in the One God, the one god with us.  With me.  I write him up.  He is pure number and sacrificial lamb.  The infinite slaughter of the innocent.  My evening meal.  Salvific saliva.  The wild mirror.  Wafting clouds.
 
 
 
3495  We all know what it means for one thing to be an image of another, and yet the very notion of being an image is mysterious.  Idols are wood and stone but they are images of God. The boy is the image of Beauty.  The slaughtered jesus is not the image of God – He is God.   It seems that here we must avoid idolatry.  The sufi cupbearer is necessarily an idol or the poetry is not scandalously delicious.  The boy is and will be illicit.  The Christian Jesus cannot escape the charge of blasphemy.  The Moslems are right.  He is pagan, orphic idol.  He is, though, through all that still God, very apparent easy to touch with the finger of the mind.
 
Ontologically, there is no distance between ordinary thing and the things ontology yields up.  The ordinary thing is not an image of some far thing in eternity.  There is no separation – within ontology.  There is only the absolute separation of ontology from the everyday.  The "there is …" speaks nothing.  Whatever that nothing is.  Plato was wrong to separate the Forms from their instancing images here.  Except that he was right.  The dialectic is impossible.  That impossibility is philosophy.  We feel compelled to teach it.
 
 
 
3496  Nowhere in my writings do I celebrate the virile man or the chthonic woman.  They are dangerous creatures.  They would utterly destroy the beauty of the boy.  I do, however, feel at times that I am that.  I am rough and I am like a vampire.  I hover and break with my eyes.  I write with a hard rationalism and a sucking gaze.  The boy may love me. 
 
Surely the boy is more ruthless than either the material man or woman, no matter how lustful their appetite.  His diamond logic is more cutting than his steel, his starry thoughts more scattering than her flood.  His penile wetness is a tonic chord of Being's prison.  This panoptic-con bares his rosy behind as he departs.  Evil waits.  The boy may love me.  I am barred.
 
This bard wants to take his boy to a heaven away from here.  It may already have occurred.  The stillness may have covered him over.  His eucharistic blood may have been drained and his flesh sopped up.  Virile men and thick undulating women reek.  I wait for the ruach to blow me away on its thin breeze.  In the mean time I do analysis.
 
Ontological analysis reveals the eternal forms eternally instancing and distancing themselves.  And dancing in violent shakes.  The boy revolves and makes your head spin around and around and around.  The stake is set.  Your sacrificial cut is ready to be pasted on.  The tether is loosened. 
 
 
 
3497  Poetry in our time from time has reveled in the androgyne, the amazon and the beautiful boy, wild and fascinating and finally destructive.  The feminine, the great goddess, wins out over the poet, the lesser goddess.  Cruel blood and death await the reader within the woods and the words.  The world is a sneer.  Every poet tries to avoid the end he sees.  I write philosophy to do the same.  Philosophy may succeed where poetry – half willingly? – fails.  The beautiful boy is the impish trick.  He walks away.   
 
The goddess and her scholars do not believe I can, but they momentarily wonder.  Does bleak death and oblivion await in thin matter?  Behind the miasmatic veil are there ticks?  Or where else?
 
On the empty prairie, in the cold geometry, over rounded hills like heads and herms, the windy spirit of the masculine God enters the boy and lifts him up and up and up.  Now there are those who will say that I have here written the womb and whatever else.  They will see me getting old before my computer faultlessly failing to compute a way out.  They will ridicule the idea that a form breaks off and flees.  They are sure there is no escape.  They have fallen in love with the idea that there is no escape.  They are bridegroom to the cold bride.  The beautiful boy dies and is eaten by the earth.  They will try to be strong for a while in her blast. 
 
But I continue on writing my philosophy of Being against non-being.  The boy glistens with the wetness of immortality.  The dialectic computes.
 
 
 
3498  Society destroys the epicene boy.  The self-contained androgyne.  Not to mention the slashing of mother nature.  I have tried to keep him away from both.  Nonetheless, the insipid wash of society is the worse of the two.  Therefore High Romanticism is somewhat my pleasure against the slow-grinding, banal development of ever more ordered bourgeois Man.  Even the daemonism of his kids seems a welcome relief.  The desolation on the edge of town is the unheimlich home of both me and my poet friends.  We sup with each other using long spoons. 
 
It seems to me that the bleakness at the end of romantic poems leads directly to bland social inter-relating.  Transcendental Idealism becomes community development.  Contemplating nature's mysteries becomes dreaming of money stashed away in a tax-free retirement fund.  Faith in God becomes faith in the Banking System.  Redemption means cashing in one's certificates of deposit.  The beautiful boy is nowhere in sight.  He never did fit.  In poetry he does momentarily flash even if he is merciless destroyed in the Light.  I expect the Second Coming and the Apocalypse to liven things up.
 
 
 
3499  Analysis is gruesome erotic murder; there's no doubt about that.  It is mouthed and fiddled at with flying fingers.  And the victim is forever lost out on the cold prairie, while you the analyst warmly go back home.    Remember the perhaps still warm wad and the knife in the prairie grass and remember who you are at dinner, casually talking.  Remember and eat.  It is just the separated you.  But there is no re-membering.
 
We live in a time when such metaphors are too commonplace and too easy and therefore impossible for us.  The mystery is too blatant.  The truth there longs for something else.  There is no something else.  Analysis is finished.  Mystery is gone.  The boy sits alone with his friend, and smiles.
 
 
 
3500  After analysis has finished its world-destroying cutting we look to the nexus we have provided to restore the synthesis and bring the world back.  Alas, it's an analytic synthesis and the world fails to return.  Which is just as well, because the analytic cut was really the cut of sacrifice and we were about higher things.  We wanted the starry sky, the strewn glittering pieces.  The gaze.  The white neck.  The red bite.  The stillness on Mont Blanc.  The view.  We are The Watchers.
 
Yes, the nexus.  That little thing between, so demur.  Your blur.  Honey, the world was just your confusion over his fluttering strangeness.  Strangely pretty.  In the twilight horror.  But we're used to it now and we have learned to seldom think of him.  Except as frozen in thought's symbols.  And as a gelding.  A hidden knot.
 
Bergmann, who tried to hang on to the unity of the world's things with his Tie, finally had to resort to the clinging.  He said it was a non-ontological no-thing, merely a functional accretion, and he never worried about it out loud.  He saw the problem.  But he knew, and I know, that he was right in spite of.  Spite is also a part of ontology.  There is no journey back from philosophy to the commonsense world of human science.  Like Nietzsche he left before he died.
 
 
 
3501  Emily Dickinson is frightening.  But that she so forcibly frees herself from the fecund female is also alluring to me.  Or fascinating.  Or a temptation.  Or horrible recognition.  Or death itself.  What to do?  Her metaphors are great and cannot be imitated.  Her chopped, manacled syntax is inimical to my smooth breezy flow.  But then smoothness is another form of the very unordered and the slight touch breaks.  That she plays at being so humble and so white sweet make me want to slap her.  Her kitchen cleaver is bloody gore turning to frosty slicings.  Still, she knows the stillness and the erotic blanc.  Whatever, she is much too violent for me, too sadistic, much too manipulative, much too serious, a stalker.  She watches.
 
Fecundity drops its last vaporous fruit and we're back at the no time before time's putting together.  Into the disheveled, wasted godhead.  Rest in absolute reason.  Analysis is finished. The fetid world is gone.
 
I grew up with cold protestant women, Northern and White.  They were hot for the spirit.  A frightful fearing spirit.  I got somewhat used to it.  I found a way past it.  Now Emily Dickinson doesn't seem so amazingly sadistic to me.  Not as she does to modern urban Mediterranean Catholic lesbians. Camille, you are like those modern girls who, unlike ordinary farm girls, think slaughtering animals is cruel and you too easily get queasy before death's icy blast.
 
 
 
3502  The bare particular is a momentary thing.  Or rather it is a thing outside the movement of time.  It is not carried along.  It does not endure.  It is an eternal thing.  All of which is rather confusing.  No one idea arises out of those quasi-forms together.  The bare particular is not a thing encountered in the blinding light of the everyday.  It is a nodding thing of twilight loneliness.  It is almost a thing of death.  The stillness is overcoming.  The mind whelms.  It is an hermetic thing that carries the soul over to There.  We know it easily, too easily.  The just this as in this is a broken window.  Through him we were to see the other place but now he lies still broken off.  You can even taste the bare particular.  Pugnacious and pungent and you are wizened.  Logic looked at directly kills.  Sleighs on white snow.  Bare-chested boys freeze fast.  Podiatrists lose their cool.  Suffocating heat rises.  Brains pureed. 
 
I am a witness to all this.  I am the beautiful image of God.  I am the third.  I am sweet terror.  I am the holy spirit.  I am beyond.  This writer suffers me.  I am the reading that is in you.  A just this with itself.  The just this of every this.  Even the just this of just this universal form.  And just this nexus. And just this fact.  But why go on?  My proliferation is just me over myself.  The bare particular kisses itself.  I watch myself.  Do you find yourself repulsed?  Here, in the twilight screw-up. 
 
 
 
3503  No one wants his being to be degenerating flesh.  Mathematically, we all try to avoid entropy in our bodies.  Nonetheless, we do flirt with our own coming undone in a tingling eroticism.  The swamp of matter is sometimes cool to testing foot.  And intellectual vertigo is the fun of children.  We plainly see that all of philosophy is only a pun.  We run screaming in delight.
 
So who or what finally wins?  Total disintegration and oblivion?  Or do we, like a cat, always land upright after our fall?  Is Being finally sensually cruelly the infinite swamp?  Or is Being finally the remembering into simply a that and a smooth unshifting form, intimately gently one?
 
Can the boy play in the swamp unharmed?
 
 
 
3504  In this philosophy that I call Platonism, transcendent immaterial universal Forms are Real.  There are those who will argue that, though Real, they are not real.  And my sentences are Sentences and they are True.  But surely they are only sentences and they are not true, they will argue in short bursts of long exasperation.  They will insist that these merely poetic flights will eventually fall to the ground and this pilot will succumb to matter's cold swamp as we all do.  A slow horrid materialism will win out.  The earth goddess will reclaim this son who tried to escape.  The remains of Attic males taking to boys are with us still dead.  The Mona Lisa smiles and waits.
 
There are those who will say that the chthonian thing is very present in my words hidden within another name.  They will insist that the fluid movement of my words is that serpentine night crawler.  They will see the pretty boy as the androgynous freak of Decadence.  Greek radiance will be veiled over by miasma in their dutiful reading.  They see what they want to see.  As do I.  We both claim territory for our Beloved.
 
 
 
3505  Mother Earth, the earth goddess, Natura, is the dominatrix of what has been called the pagan resurgence in art and spirituality.  Mona Lisa smiles at us all. And subdues.  Perhaps. But I too have seen the gods, perhaps pagan, and thought the pagan thoughts of a well-bounded country boy.  I have loved to walk in the weeds and the slimy ooze, I have felt the wooded breeze and lain under the hooded oak.  I have tasted the creamy dust and walked against the slanted light.  I have surveyed with a surveyor's metric eye the rise and fall and the unending.  The spaces tingled.  The colors mingled madly.  And I was not singled out as an outsider.  The prettiness of it all I suppose did belie a terror but I was used to terror and no error was ever found in my existence.  I was poetry and art and a living youth.  No dominatrix appeared - ever.  I was a repetition unto myself.  And the intensity shone through.  I forgot so much else.  The other was there and I watched him.  Then there was one.
 
The earth can of course be seen under the veil of poetry's miasma.  And there is a certain humid charm to that nightmarish thing.  And I run from it as much as any soul would; perhaps I run more furiously and pray to God to save me from it more drenchingly.  And I feel the pleasure of escape.  But finally I lose interest and I revert to a masculine nature and a male mantle of craggy rock to feel the sublime feeling of presence.  Dusty stone is soothing and silky bark on tumescent tree.  I lounge and linger.  And lick my finger into the wind that suddenly arises.  I am not afraid of poetry.  Nor do I cringe for more than a moment's anticipation.  He waits.  Oblivion slides into oblivion. 
 
 
 
3506  The Imagination was supposed to save the Romantics from deadly necessity.  But it was finally frail and effete.  The nihil and the banality of soldiers dying gave little to reconstruct and the old blueprints faded into the whitening sky.  Every image was of another sorely remembered image.  The real was no longer or it never had been.  The wound broke and the disgusting fluid flew out.  Or whatever.  I cannot tell.  All of that is just more decadent poetry.  Late bait for the grated mind.  Do you mind?
 
Yes, when I do abstract thinking, I see flying images of multi-colored nothings holding the answer just as though I had had a question.  The imagination is real.  The real is filled with images of the real.  But I will not sing my impotence and my castration.  I have not paid any attention to the lady in her Volvo.  I only know that the boy doubled before he walked away. And splattered himself across the sky.  Jasmine fills the night air.  I am hard.  The real reels in my head.  Again this late evening.
 
The golden mountain objects of the imagination are made out of the same ontological things as are the actual facts of this world.  The elements of Being underlie both.  Existence runs through them both.  Wherever you look the cross-eyed god is there.  That grin and that dialectical electrical touch.  Philosophy transcends the real and the mirroring mirror.
 
 
 
3507  The Platonism of boys and the Femme Fatale of Romanticism do have, it seems, some things in common.  They both are fighting over the same man.  They have the same beloved. Love is love.  Romance is wild.  The sharp, cold Line is drawn and drawn out.  The Clarity is bright in the night.  Dreams are dreamed.  The Real is fearful.  It is the underworld and the Overworld at each other.  Names are left unuttered.
 
In this everyday world, so filled with the banality of cold grey meadows, last years pretty shirt lies torn in the trash.  The soldiers have gone off to fight and die.  We eat the dead in their lukewarm soupiness.  We skirt the difference.
 
Platonism is a separate thing.  The concentration of the focused eye burnt a hole through the sky and thought seeped out. 
 
Decadence has taken over.  The perfectly clean lines of mathematical thought became too thin and anorexia's waft and swoon and disgorgement caused us to slip and fall.  Homeostasis cranked and sank.  Glub.  Glub.  His shoes wet, he waits for the bus. 
 
Dead soldiers look about and run for the Light.
 
 
 
3508  I come undone.  I analyze myself and I am analyzed.  The ontological pieces hang in the brilliant White Light of Being.  This Perfection into which everything disappears.  The Super-Being of Being.  The cutting Absence of absence.  Silence screaming up Joy.  The boy spins himself into a point.  Infinite contraction.  There will be no renormalization.  I foam about in Beauty, my selves spume against his hard rock.  Intense oblivion shatters.  Mere sententious sentences.  I write with a certain style.  I lounge and play with the things of our intellectual history.  I fiddle.  I burn.  I hold it in.
 
Why do they transform the Great Masculine Silence and Absence of God into a woman?  Why do they try to put the powerful beauty of a boy on a frail girl?  They are in love with the fake. They want to make fun of it.  They are comedians.
 
 
 
3509  I write fragments.  A strange up without a down.  I write the unrelated, the absolute - the unthinkable but so thinkable.  This sacrifice is both Dionysian slaughter and Apollonian dividing.  I enter into the less than nothing.  The car accident.  The forceful return. 
 
Between being and non-being is Being.  Between being and non-being is Non-Being.  Between Being and Non-Being is Being Non-Being Being Non-Being.  The one cross-eye at the end of a boy's dick.  Thick breezes.  Snapping in the bonyhard head.
 
He comes between Being and Becoming.  Frozen fixed fast falling.  Beckoning.  Weeds and reeds and a ruse to slowly ponder.
 
 
 
3510  There is no flood of literary archetypes here to drown my reader.  The Sexual Personae of Poetry fail to show up.  Except, perhaps, the beautiful boy who brings along the satyr Socrates.  I have the sparseness of final place.  The soul is being taught by God.  The fright of the never dying must be overcome.  The meager and the spark of logic and logic's logic.  Pure hard, translucent Reason.  The swelter of Imagination fanned down.  Its ghosts paid off.  Dialectical maneuvers veering off.  Grabbed.  Encircling arms, so tight.  We have taken up arms.
 
 
 
3511  There are those who way that mathematics grows out of decaying rot.  That it is the flaming oxygen edge of death's lurid destruction.  That it hovers.  That it cools and falls back into the cold ground. 
 
Surely, they insist, it came out of the brain, the massive entanglement, in the excessively dim light of seeping blood, that it is mere stain.
 
It is all nonsense, of course.  It is Late Romanticism.  Decadence.  The skull's grotto.  They long to call the Beautiful Boy to fight against this Lady of Fay, but they remember that as a boy they were powerless. 
 
The humid, fetid swamp of decadent romance has long since dried up and its dust merely makes us sneeze.  In that there is still the irrational, but it is a child's giggle.  As an adolescent he fears that his friend may still remember.  Hard breathing sets in.  He is diagnosed as asthmatic, but he feels the temptation of despair.  The lure of the dark night.  I write out of my worry for him. 
 
I will prove my point.  In a brilliant proof.  Of far off boys together in the metrics of convergence.  On the verge of vectors.  Cut out of the dark blue sky with the perfection of the hard line. And then the Sun.  He surges round.  A pugnacious fist. 
 
These matheses of the One never sleep.  The stare.  The crumbling stairs.  Silence.  And they are gone. 
 
 
 
3512  Poetry and poeticizing prose is replete with the numinous, but it comes to nothing.  The poet and all the poetic personae die and enter the great fluidic breakdown, the chthonic grave.  In poetry and all of myth metamorphosis rules.  Only in philosophy do the archetypes live on eternally.  And the philosopher swung up high sublimated.  And the twilight glows forever.  In the stillness.
 
The archetypes are few and the same words naming them and describing them repeat and repeat.  It's all been done before so many times.  The Eternal Return returns.  But poetry wants us to believe that we fall into the swamp and it is finished. 
 
 It is so sophisticated to not believe.  One can make money with such sophistry.  Sad, tragic songs of death after life's short span brings erudite tears and … unless some Gnostic way out can be found… but why?  Tripping on the steps of the stoic stoa the boa coils around one's lovely ankles.  Oh, well.
 
Yes, the archetypes are real and really real.  They are not mere concepts.  Mere concepts don't exist.  The Real is.  We are among immortal things.  They are not of the mind.  The mind is of them.  Poetry and poeticizing prose tried to lessen their reality but they are still there.  Wordy words won't work.  The repetitions have driven themselves on and the One Thing stands there.  Beyond the metamorphoses the unchanging.  The Unchanging.  The numbers hang numb.
 
 
 
3513  The numinous is the nodding.  A god gives his consent and things begin to happen, obliquely and on a slant.  Anhr, the violent turn, the jolting dance.  The shaking loose loosens the ligaments of thought.  The logistics of a narrow-waisted boy can pull your shoulder out of joint.  And you fall asleep.  Dark clouds gather.
 
 
 
3514  The pure, pink and white boy spirit escaping upward.  The chthonian left behind.  Is that what I have written?  That silent swift rising.  My smooth sentences.  A gentle breathing. The electrical ions of the outer ether.  Faint unspeaking.  Paradoxical ozone replacing the ooze?
 
Have I taken mathematics into the pure mute divisions of ontologic and waited for the train out?  The smell of dizzying oxygen.  The sharp edge.  Obliterating thud.  And nothing.  I step on board and walk the plank. 
 
I have been here before.  Many times.  From out of my self I come back to myself.  He waits.  The self-creating god.  Orobos?  Khepera.  The magical imp.  Jesus who saves us from the horror.
 
This jesus is, alas, not loved by the followers of Kali.  The pink and white must be made to slide into the purple and black, the humid cave.  It is laughable to think he can surge back up in his pure power.  But the Imp has his growing into the sky.  And … whatever; it's a literary fight that will not end.  Who wins?  The earth or the spirit?  The woman or the boy?  We all choose sides.
 
I have planted my growth in the heavens and I long to be strewn into the white points of light.  Hard fought boy stuff.  Fraught with froth he wades out and up into my cold night.  This pink thrusting.  This whetting paragon.  Blank talk.  Hammer and ear.  Far and fair streets.  Icy sheets.
 
 
 
3515  All things that are here in this material world pour out of that bloody, killing cave.  That humid, fetid thing.  The dark drowning-waters.  We try to cover up that thing and make it a pretty and florid pool.  We make it a thing of embroidered art.  We lay out a science that will transform it into waves of limpid light.  We poeticize it into glamour.  But the generative grammar becomes a wily serpent and the terror of the ocean soon returns.  This is the depth of woman that a man fears.  This is why philosophy came to him. 
 
When man becomes violent toward women it is out of this fear.  When a man wants to save a woman from things in the night, he is rushing to save her from herself.  He would save his mother from the Frightful Mothers.  He would turn his mother into a boy.  He becomes victim.  And there are those who say that there is nothing and no one to save us.  That philosophy is a useless wand.  That jesus lies still dead in the tomb.
 
I write philosophy and the boy.  The chthonic mass is seldom mentioned.  It is overcome instantly.  The Apollonian Boy stands erect.  His sharp lines cut through the morassive grass of the entangled dusk.  The tusk of night is transformed into Him.  In other words poetry shmoetry.  He wins.  Or so I would have it.  And there are those who say that there is nothing and no one to save us.
 
 
Society stands tremblingly against hardcore pornography.  It does not want the truth of the matter to come to light.  But the Bible tells us that all things shall come into the light and the truth of all things shall be revealed.  Judgment Day will surely come.   It will do us no good to try to hold back that dreadful time.  Will that God be able to save us from the tendrils and soft defeat.  There are those who violently say that there is nothing and no one to save us.
 
I write philosophy and the boy.  The chthonic lass is never mentioned.  She is rewritten instantly.  The Apollonian Boy stands erect.  His sharp lines cut through me with strangling musk. The husk of night is transformed into Him.  He winds around me.
 
 
 
3516  Let us define meditation as a fight against words.  I am, of course, thinking of that component of what is often called Spirituality in this post-modern world.  I assure you I do recognize the inadequacy of that definition and the flimsiness of the names.  Carrying on, though, through all that, I am ready for this kindling upsurge:  if that definition is apt, then I really do have a fight, on my hands and in my face, over my trying to define this thing in the very words it is fighting.  Even my just then calling it a thing or thinking of it silently as a something is to be bemoaned.  I am undaunted.
 
Words are the carriers of concepts.  Concepts are personal and social stand-ins for the world.  They are bad.  They are of our own making.  They hide the real world from us that we might gaze on ourselves.  They give us the feeling of unnatural power over and against the real world.  They are the instruments of rape.  But the real world is Nature itself.  We deceive ourselves in the empty grandeur of concepts.  We want to grasp at the ungraspable.  We become victims.
 
Therefore, let us look further into this matter.  The meditator, abandoning words and concepts, gazes, not as an erring narcissus, out on the real.  He merely lets it be and receives its boon. As a contrast to that, consider an artist, that worker of artifice, who is intent on Form.  He perceives his cup and he searches for the pure Form of Cup that he might paint it or write of it or sing to it.  He writhes in the spirit trying to see that Ideal transcendent thing.  The meditator, sensing the unhappiness of the suffering artist, and seeking happiness, merely picks up the cup and drinks from it, thus finding himself in harmony with that his cup.  Such simplicity is bewildering.
 
It is important to realize that even if all that is true it is unimportant.  Words words words.  They are finally meaningless.  But not in an ordinary sense only to the first power.  That meaninglessness is itself meaningless.  And with that we find the sublime in the nihil.  The emptiness of the emptiness of form is our release out into the world unencumbered.  The fight becomes a playful thing.  Lily ponds cover over with lotus blossoms.  That their roots sink down into the muck and the dark womb of Mother Nature is only understandable.  We are finally vegetable life in the eternal metamorphosis of Life-in-Death, Death-in-Life.  Let it gently be.  Or whatever.
 
I am not such a meditator.  I write.  I move in the art of words.  I am unconcerned with the real.  I am intimate with the Real. 
 
 
 
3517  Faith is the evidence of things unseen and the substance of things hoped for.  From that I gather that all those other things taken from evidence are empirical science.  Or the mind's fancy.  Let us fancy that there is a man named Josh who is a suburban businessman, three kids, a two-year-old Chevy and a wife who plays the slots.  Let us even say that there really is a man who, empirically scrutinized, fits that description.  He, in either case, most certainly does not fit our idea of an ancient wandering prophet and gentle healer of the poor and afflicted. Let us say that Josh is shot one night in the head.  And that it was probably a botched robbery attempt.  I will leave it to you to decide whether he was the perpetrator or victim – it matters little for my story.  Let us say that Josh was the incarnated Logos, the Son of God become a man.  And now we are called upon to believe that and thus find salvation in his death.  Difficult indeed.
 
You of course could make your own unlikely fellow to be the one needed for my example.  My point is that this fellow certainly displays no evidence of being God.  He even subverts, in every way, what we think of as Holy and Supreme.  But why not?  The death is the important thing and the testing of you, dear believer, to believe against evidence.  His wayward wife, after all, saw the very image of God in him, probably against her better sense.  She saw it nonetheless; so why can't you?  If you are called upon to.  And he, Josh, really was God incarnate. Do we believe because in Jesus because he looks like an incarnate God and had a storybook death?  Because those gentle looks and his complete self-sacrifice, for you, are evidence of his divinity?  I had a religion teacher once who said that our most common paintings of Jesus make him look like the bastard son of a Teutonic warrior.  An androgynous broad-shouldered sigh.  A sort of bewildered poet.  A dead Adonis in the lap of his mother Mary.  Orpheus resurging.  Do we believe in him because he is so sweet?  He really does love you, you know. The tough love of someone really concerned.  Someone so magnificently humble that I doubt Josh could ever be him.  Nonetheless, is there any reason you can think of that God could not have come and been as Josh and died as he did?  Faith in Josh is probably no more difficult than faith in the "real" Jesus, who most certainly was not the sickeningly flowing thing we are given in church.  Josh may actually be a scrupulously good family man and a regular on Sunday morning.
 
Do we believe in Jesus as the Christ because of the wonderful, godlike image we see in our daydreaming mind?  Is that the evidence of his divinity?  Well, yes.  It's virtually impossible to do otherwise.  We all imagine him according to our loving fantasy.  We are pagan idolaters.  Still, that doesn't make Christianity any the less true.  Belief is given to us in spite of our trying to subvert it into away from the unseen back to the seen.
 
 
I seem to have backed myself into a corner.  Everything that might give evidence of itself as the presence of God because it is godlike is not the thing I am after in my search for the object of Christian faith.  It is instead pagan fantasy.  High poetry.  Therefore I will try to find the most unlikely candidate for being God.  I will look for the weak and nauseating and the unknowing.  I will look for the most ordinary.  I don't have to look far.  That thing is the flesh.  My friend, look at your own flesh or that of the one next to you.  Strip it of all its cosmetic decoration and smooth tight coverings.  Look at it as a bloody strip, a sagging piece of meat, a fetid mucus filled growth.  Do you feel nausea arising?  That is what we are inside our dressed up body.  That is the in-carnation.  Carne in Latin is merely meat.  Chili con carne.  God.  It becomes God for us out of that yeasty bread and those fermented rotting grapes.  Our intoxication.  Holy Eucharist.  The flesh twitches and throbs and brings itself to orgasm and shoots out a wad.  Holy God.  A wave of moving blood moves about gathering wasted food, old muscle, used humors and exits in a grand stench.  And it sags finally down into the ground it came out of.  That is what we are saved from being.  God somewhere became some of that, which, if we eat it, we will escape from it.  Secretly he was other.  We can enter into his secreting secret. 
 
Pagan fantasy always ends up back in the ground.  Perhaps this dying god of ours, slightly different from the dying pagan gods, will make it out and up.  It will be a neat trick. 
 
 
All of that may seem to be a bit much and for no reason other than as an exercise in intellectual cleverness.  Isn't the Jesus we usually think of in church good enough?  He seems like such a nice man, good and decent and concerned.  And that he died in our place seems like such a nice thing to do.  Why muck it up with the foulness of the flesh?
 
Let me go the opposite direction.  Let's let Jesus be the man of flesh, even the fleshy flesh; let that be the seen and let's try to theologically intuit the unseen Logos that is somehow one with him.  God became flesh.  God took on humanity.  As far as I can remember, it nowhere says that God became a man.  The Logos remained the Logos, not a human thing.  It became flesh; it did not become Man, or a man.  It is a sign of modern times to believe that God is man writ large.  That God is the very form of Humanity.  That God is man.  The otherness of God to man is done away with.  That is because we mistake Jesus the man for God, instead of seeing that the flesh of Jesus is the Holy Logos.  We should not, it seems to me, mistake Jesus the man for God the Logos.  They are two and not one.  To lose sight of the difference is to land in atheism.  To lose sight of that is to make God a man, a human.  It is to be a Humanist.  It is to bring God down out of heaven and make him one of us.  It is to do away with God.  A subtle murder. 
 
God is and remains totally Other.  By faith to see That in the man Jesus is difficult.  To look at his flesh that we might better see is unsettling.  We are afraid of a God that is Other, that is not human.  We want to call God Jesus, our brother, and have him be just like us.  We want his death to be a human death and not the death of the transcendent God.  We do not like an uncanny presence.
 
To say that God took on humanity is not to do away with or cancel out God as non-human, but it is to say that the human Jesus was not merely human.  The dialectic is difficult and my words stumble; nonetheless, the cozy humanism of the evangelical church will not do. 
 
It seems to me that the only progress we have made so far is to separate out the Logos from what it is not.  The question remains as to what it is.  It is a strange Greek word, for sure.  A dictionary definition is only bafflement.  It becomes everything from reason and logic and to intelligible word and its creative projective command.  No doubt the wondrous human mind is able to see something uniting all that but it remains strangely baffled.  Augustine takes up the challenge and develops a platonic theology of Illuminationism.  The Logos is the intellectual Light of understanding.  It is the ground of Disciplina, the eternal forms of science.   It is the pure, clear Ordering.  It is Sophia, which at its Indo-European etymological basis is saf or sofos, which in turn means the clean and clear.  And our bafflement becomes then He was the Light of the world, who came into the world, and the world knew him not.  Somehow all this is tied up with the gore of sacrifice.  And remember that Augustine's proof of the existence of God is basically a proof of Number. 
 
So now we have two things: intellectual ordering and murder.  Somehow that killing becomes a sanctified thing.  Dark holiness swirls about.  Consider the Illiad.  That is also a thing full of, simply replete with, slaughter.  It becomes magnificent bloody destruction inside the bonds of poetic meter.  The measuring holds the sacrifice.  It makes the killing be religious ritual. It seems to me that the church, High Church, has put the horrible Death of God inside the geometrical rhythms of visual art and the ordered chants of precise liturgy.  It is the fine abstraction, the sharp line of that laying out, that makes the murder non-human and full of the shudder of high religion.  Without that we are in a feminine piety. 
 
The Hindu name for that ritualistic ordering is Rta.  From its Indo-European root we have our words right and rite, realm and reign.  And from the closely related Ar we have articulation and art.  Surely the binding of Latin Religio is also in there.  Art, rite and religion.  And with art we consider aesthetics; we consider Beauty.  At the heart of beauty is always death and easily wounded flesh.  So we are back to flesh.  We were never far from it.  Logic and the Flesh – that would be a good name for a book. 
 
None of that will do now, however.  We have left the age of great outer things and we have become subjective and inward.  Now the individual stands over the massive monuments and rituals of old.  And his inner thoughts, his heart, his private yearnings are the substance of his world.  We are a society of individuals talking with each other, making way for each other. That is how we approach God Himself.  Free souls acknowledging each other respectfully.  We pride ourselves on our self-control and our clean, efficient ways.  We look to the past as mostly a mistake that we want to correct by searching out the truth.  We are accurate.  We restore distorted and unknown truths.  The heart is naked. 
 
Surprisingly, this right now is also the golden age of mathematics and physics.  It is sublime, but it is sublimely destructive.  The gods have fled.  The Moon and the planets are barren chemical deposits around the mega-temperatures of solar fusion – nothing more.  Space bends and in its inward going creates itself, much as we do.  God, now a family man in his heavenly home, waits and hopes for the best.  We are free.  The flesh is being tended to by science.  Poetry is gentle verse celebrating our humanity as we sit with our now very human God.  We have learned to calm down.  The agitation that still rages is because of the misshapen past that is still stubbornly with us.  We shall soon democratize it.  The Demos it lord and public opinion is his Word of Truth.
 
 
As you can see I hate this modern world and also the post-modern, which sees itself as liberating destruction piled high on destruction.  I long for the majesty of the old aesthetic ways.  I fight the ethical ways which now define the Good as tending to one's property (which, of course, includes one's family).  Now to husband one's own with care (which, of course, includes this fragile earth) - that is the work of the good man and woman, boy and girl – nothing else matters for that is to love God.  The old grandeur is only a gay dream.  I fear that these liberated children of the Enlightenment, so pious and sanctimonious in their clean churches, are about to unleash a wildly sadistic time.  Their kindly grandfather God will be helpless to stop it. 
 
So now back to faith as the evidence of things unseen.  The Logos really did appear and we touched it with our hands and we saw it with our eyes.   And surprisingly, it was only an ordinary, fleshy man.  From that we can conclude either that God for us is become a man, or that our ordinary eyes missed something.  I think it is the latter.  What the eye of the flesh could not see the eye of faith could.  Just as the ordinary eye cannot see what an ordinary lover sees in his or her beloved, but the lover sees. 
 
Strangely enough, today we distrust beauty; we see it only as destructive.  Today we value a kind heart, the inner person.  Art is demonic.  Did the early church take the humble ethical jewish Jesus and turn him, perhaps for the sake of empire, into a high Greek, aesthetic, metaphysical Deity?  Did the eye with its graven images overwhelm the listening heart?
 
 
Within God there are opposing forces.  I remember once at mass in the Orthodox Church I thought I felt and dimly saw the Spirit of God creeping toward the Holy Eucharist.  It was a heterosexual thing.  It was the urge of sexual force.  It brought souls and bodies out of the seething womb of the world.  Beings poured out by the dark forces of that Thing.  It brought forth nations.  Perhaps it was the chthonic life force of the Greek people.  The calm Light of Intellect was not that.  And I remember at the graveside burial of my maternal grandmother that four air force jets flew over and I had a feeling of Might that came from blood.  We as a people put the force in us in those great machines that would protect us from the others.  Somehow God was with us.  The uplifting Universal was not there, but rather the I-don't-know-what of the particular.  Sometimes God is the familiar that lives in the family, the unheimlich within theHeim. 
 
The Boy of my philosophy is both light and twilight.  He is one part of God fighting against another part.  He is the force of the metaphysical Present that defeats the anti-metaphysical Absence.  He is the Seeing that reveals the mystery to be empty.  He is the twilight herm into the Light.
 
A word about Biblical interpretation.  In this post-modern age of hypertext we find that we have been Calvinists all along.  Because of the Fall of Adam we find ourselves twisted in body and mind.  The truth we think we know is false.  We need help.  We have scripture.  It will tell let us see what our own thoughts cover up and push down.  Scripture is untwisted and clear.  It is our window out onto the plain of Truth.  That we might misinterpret scripture is halted by inter-textual relating.  One part of scripture explains another part.  This is hypertext. The Bible comments on itself.  So now lets see just what we have in this Calvinist world.
 
A direct view of reality is gone and only false images fill the mind.  The written Word tells us of what we cannot see.  The words of the Word are our pathway to the Really Real.  We will let the Spirit be our secret guide in relating word to word in the Word.  It will comfort us in this mirrorland of mediating images.  Like the post-modern sublime nihilist, we know that all we have are images of images and the real is nowhere in direct view.  And with him the world has become Hyper-Text.  We live with only words reflecting words in the Word.  The Nihil of who we are becomes Null and He is with us. 
 
I am not much of a Calvinist in this regard.  I feel uncomfortable thinking that all I know are words, profane and divine.  And the endless commentaries of scholars numb me.  I have always has the strong feeling that the Real is directly before me and I see it.  The feeling is like an arrow through me.  I do not dismiss it as twisted error.  Calvinists are nominalists in the true sense of the word.  Their world, the only world they directly know, consists of words and words about words.  I am, or I desire to be, a Realist.  I go to the thing itself around the words that may be about it.  I skip around scripture and go directly to Him.  I put the Bible down and look elsewhere.  I look at God Himself.  The Calvinist thinks I am fooling my narcissistic self.  Perhaps I learned all this from my Pentecostal Grandmother, who directly felt the Charism of the Spirit.  Calvinists really are swimming in the dry sand of words. 
 
 
 
3518  The husbanding man dwells in the bower of the woman.  He enters the waters.  The still waters become the rushing waves.  He rushes beyond himself.  The cone dissolves in the swimming liquid.  Toward the incipient light.  The gathering.  He emerges wet and baptized.  He is momentarily weak. He must shore up what he has left.  The ocean still sounds in his ears.  Life settles down.  Life goes on.
 
__________________________________
 
I do not live there.  I lounge in the academy.  I walk from the stoa.  I watch the ceremony that will take me far from the bower and the secret ocean.  I lounge and talk with the boys of angelic eyes.  Form holds in its eternity.  Fixed things.  I am in far places.  I burn bright in the many suns. 
 
The one Form is exemplified by the many particulars.  The particulars gather as branches on one vine around the high pole.  Swelling berries crushed into one holy, salvific drink.    The same with the same with the same – One Thing.  Tightly held.  Smooth skin.  Concentrated and Thrown. 
 
___________________________________
 
 
The marriage of two males is that of two that are the same going back to the One focused Form they are.  The marriage of two females is that of the waters mingling.  The marriage of a male and a female is the form of the one ecstatically dissolving in the water of the other and the coming new day.
 
 
 
3518  God gave Himself to man to be enjoyed.  Thus we argue theological arguments, endlessly into the calm of the night.  They serve no purpose other than spiritual pleasure.  But we are a people who have come to suspect pleasure.  Perhaps we should be tending to more serious, practical matters.  The liberal arts have, who knows?, come too soon.
 
Take freewill versus determinism.  Mary's Fiat versus predestination.  Marvelous considerations.  Disturbing as love is disturbing.  And as filled with guilt because error and true belief vie.  Who knows where truth lies?  God is in our trepidation.
 
 
 
3519  For a writer, there is always the question of which spirit is guiding his writing hand.  Whose breath is breathing the words into his sky-filled head, around his earthbound form.  Is he about to rise or fall?  The gods of old align themselves in him.  And perhaps the High God Himself is that sky and He is squeezing tight around your outward explosion.  My friend, who has taken you?
 
The charisma hungers.  The growing grins and grinds.  The geyser pours out.  Dusty days.  Besplattered complexion.  Lava burns.  Hephaestos beats out an idol.  One more poet lies in leaves of grass.  Have I avoided the miasma?  Has fire destroyed the water?
 
English High Romanticism is still forlornly with us.  The Faerie Queen still reigns in her nether kingdom.  Narnia and Middle Earth and wizards of (Rollins) still try to make the chthonic seem so white angelic.  The enchantment roars.  Ophelia in her watery grave beckons.  The wind coldly blows in northern trees.  Boys sing of their dead mother. 
 
I rush to my idol, my Christ.  The touch, the looking eyes.  The door out at the end of the Labyrinth.  I write the hard pieces of logic.  I pull at that that will be abstracted.  The cross-eyed double doubloon.
 
It is true that Christianity looks so very much like the beautiful siren death of the watery straits.  And the death and resurrection of this new Orpheus, this dewy Demuzi, this dying Adonis, all struggling to escape their fate.  Is he Adonai, the destroyer of idols?  Is he Don de la Casa, this duende, this high fantasy of the Moor?  Where is the glistening immortality?  I run to the rigors of the purest ontology.  I am not afraid.  I am not afraid of the Fear.
 
I have paid attention to history.  I know the places of our magnificent Ideas.  I look up to the heights of philosophic Greece and into the whirlwinds on Sinai.  Will the Beautiful Boy of Intellectual Light also save me?  Has he saved anyone at all from the cold waters?  Has anyone other than me been unmoved by their limpid weight?  I work the thoughts upward.
 
 
 
3520  Are Christianity and Platonism anti-body?  Are they anti-pleasure?  Do they want us to live on the barren plains of joyless reason?  Common opinion seems to answer, yes.  How have those who call themselves Christians and Platonists thought of the material world?  Is it friend or foe?  I will leave the history of ideas to historians and I will instead try to approach the question as they might.  I do somewhat have a right to do that as I think of myself as both a Platonist and a Christian.  
 
I should say that, for me, sex is not so much lust as it is rapture.  I think most Platonists have seen sex the same as I.  It is a vehicle out of here to a transcendent place.  Some Christians have been Platonists.  Some see sex as neither lust nor rapture but as a means of control.  I think most Christians through the centuries have seen sex as that and that is not necessarily a bad thing.  The world really does tend toward chaos and does need good husbanding.  The problem is when husbanding becomes violent and harmful.  Those into lust and rapture tend to make a mess of things fast. 
 
I think it is true that those people who make good governors of life - and let me repeat that we really do need such people - are neither lustful nor visionaries of distant rapture.  They are full of good common sense and take moderate pleasure in the matter at hand, but without letting it get out of control.  These moderates are seen as boring by those who love lust and rapture.  And the latter are seen as generally worthless in turn by the moderates. 
 
I think pleasure belongs to the moderate governors.  Lust and rapture are too extreme.  The extreme is too close to sublime annihilation.  And I think pleasure is a human invention. Nature is wild and extreme as I see it.  Man fights Nature with its controlling reason.  Or he is done in.  Art is extreme – good art, not pretty crafts.  Art is spiritualized cruelty, a ripping and a rapturous ripping away.  Artists are not good governors.  And their pleasure is more like pain.
 
Therefore if the world is the good order of the moderate governors and that is the place of pleasure, itself moderate, then Platonism, ecstatic rapture in the Sublime, is anti-world and anti-body-in-the-world.  If the good Christian is the good husband of the material world and not a world destroying thing because the world is under the husbanding of Satan, then Christianity is not anti-world, anti-pleasure, anti-body. 
 
Without doubt we have tried to tame nature's violent threat, but have we turned it into an evil, which it isn't?  Is nature our friend and comfort?  And the human body, especially woman's body, which is so close to the shifting tides of nature, is it the image of angels or is it a vampire draining the soul's energy?  The artist and Platonist say one thing; the moderate governor says it is ok and moderately pleasurable if tended to correctly.  So to husband rationally and, it seems, happily or to fall under transcendent beauty and its fearful terror.  History has been filled with all these kinds of spirits.  The moderates and the extremists seem to need each other.  We do need order, but order without intoxicating disorder is boredom worse than death.
 
 
 
3521  I am a Platonic dualist.  I think, historically, all Platonism has come out of a vision of the shuddering bad dreams of life.  It is an escape from the soft chaos.  It is a release from the twisted thoughts generated by long tendrils in this embowered body.  It is an attempt at escape and release.  Perhaps it succeeds.  The way is through analysis, through hard dividing and separating out.  It is through destruction of nature.  It is annihilation of the world and a reaching for the pristine stillness of the Clear.  It is said by many to be only an adolescent dream of cutting ties to the Chthonic Mothers.  They say there is no escape.
 
 
 
3522  Philosophy is a stopgap.  And a gaping at nothing.  Between the moments of spiritual illumination right there lies the pause.  A time to catch your breath.  To get in place.  To adjust the spirit.  You must become one again.  The story of life waits. 
 
I write paragraph after paragraph of ontological explanation.  It is a structure to hang my love on.  It is the plain form of love's holding.  It is the everyday world I bound upward from.  A moment's reflexion and a mirroring of myself out of myself.  Meaning is minimal and obvious.  There are the paws of thought's tiger.
 
Before you can go up you must first go down.  Down into the oblivion.  To a word on which the mind thinks nothing.  Nothing.  Then he enters. 
 
The gap stops.  He fills you up.  You gape.  But that is obvious.  And the animal animates you.
 
 
 
3523  The body is a part of nature.  Biological nature consists of slowly moving liquid masses.  We can terrace it in for a while and landscape it but eventually subterranean forces push up and the clear waters fall back into the soft dark chaos.  It is that undifferentiated mass that we fight with the sunlit distinctions of intellect.  Should we say that finally intellect fails and we become the darkness again?  Do the moving masses move on and leave each of us as nothing?  Can the mind find itself caught up in rapt transcendence, having escaped?  Is mind only a momentary illusion of safety?  Is the shadowy disintegration of the flesh itself the illusion of surrender? 
 
Today, those who want us to affirm the body and to gently love it are perhaps inviting disaster.  Perhaps it is only a thin film of beauty that hides the gross ugliness of nature.  Is the innocent prettiness of nature a sublime enchantment that leads to annihilation?  Are the pleasantries of nature, for us, merely a chemical concoction we have invented in hopes of not seeing what is really there?  Is nature  gentle and true friend or seductive, destructive lover? 
 
Throughout our history we have been at war with that soft chaos.  Human reason has fought to stay alive and in the light of awareness.  The greater the fear, the greater the struggle to escape.  All of our intellectual achievements have come out of that.  Have we merely aggravated our plight?  Should we have been more yielding to nature from the beginning?  Should we have been more resigned to letting it have its way?  Would nature have taken care of us superbly if we hadn't fought it?  Should we have affirmed and loved the body always?  Would we have found gentle sleep there?  Do we want gentle sleep?
 
Is nature a white angel?  Is it on a Night Mare?  Is nature the soft white in the purple red killing? I hope intellect can find another thing.
 
 
 
3524  Those who are impressed by the power of the Chthonos, by the Dionysic Menos, by the humiliating ingestion of the male back into the Great Earth, usually have little faith in ontology to find a safe place away.  Apollonian dissection becomes, they agree, self-mutilation and a hurrying along of the coil's shuffling.  Our sadistic end is contemplated with subdued glee, a reflection of the closing stygian sparkle.  But I trudge on.  My ontological separating lets me skim across the frozen waves.  The swallowing swallows itself in to a point.  And I am out of here. 
 
Eventually the diffuse fuses with itself and the fuse goes off.  Everywhere there is the male's concentration and projection on.  My sentences take off like a tight machine out across the prairie.  The rhythms pound and the headers sing.  Foreheads gleam with understanding.  In the dissolution of kisses there is the solution.  He pours out.  The Other watches.  Smiles bounce back and forth in the froth of the inland sea.  The dialectic works its magic.
 
The Power is impressive, but it is not the All.  The Forms are eternally exemplified.  The mind takes up its high perch and looks on.  Soon the impress fades and another day arrives unaware, somewhere else.  The magic of poetry to sublimate and spiritualize is taken from the already there, from the It has long been so.  The tear of non-being never was. 
 
The Nihil, the separation of the separate, the looting of analysis, sees itself in a mirror, and, like a boy stealing the night, vanishes.
 
 
 
3525  The paradox is that Apollonian analysis is Dionysian tearing.   The frightfully limpid waters of the earth are tight.  Dissolution is the solidity of the sky.  The stars are fixed in their scattered nonsense.  Should I say that Being is an androgynous prince of a fellow soon dead?  Soon up and at it again?  The distinctions I so want to draw sop about with a tincture of seaweed.  Well yes, there is no fury without the frabjous joy of a boy and his vorpal blade on the lea.  Analyze that!  Non-being does not win out.  Nihilism, the torn left to die, is not that. Being is.  There is no getting away from that.  The boy can turn his mother into a boy so easily because that's what she wanted too.  Except on her off days.
 
 
 
3526  When one encounters the fluidity of nature it is natural that he feel anxiety and even fear.  Strangling tendrils grow there.  Murky light bogs down.  Sudden movements in place out of place, to nowhere.  More tendrils.  Little more than thin hair.  Waves of hair floating in the water of life.  Sucking force.  Distorted faces.  Contorted feces.  Torture.  Intestines creeping up into the throat.  The horrors of poetry.  The same anxiety that the morning student feels looking at the messy mass of entangled, cerebral polynomials in his pissy algebra book.  Number and relation, torn, form wave masses, swirling and ululating.  The nausea of slow, heavy metamorphosis sits on the lap of the pink and white student.  There will be no learning today of the great divisions.  Only the massive waves of sunlight pouring down on him.  He drowns on emanations.  Anxiety.
 
It is said, by the lovers of the Hole, that the things exist only in the whirling of the Whole.  (or should that be – one saying, by a lover of a hole, is that a thing exists only in a whirling of a whole?)  They, I am sure, forswear the definite.  But they are ambivalent.  Nonetheless, they see anything torn away from the Great Mother of Nurturing Being to be stillborn.  Likewise, numbers are not things but masses of relations around nodes.  Ganglia forming in soft pre-structure.  Even the Buddhists see a thing as not not that thing.
 
So where might we find the clear and the distinct before it inundates itself with its own light?  In Being?  In Being's Self-Identity?  In the One?  Well Yes, but look quick.  The vision will burn your eyes.  And you may become its rapt beloved.  Then things turn.
 
 
 
3527  He seems to be dealing dutifully with some matter at hand.  He's lost in his starry considerations.  So we watch and follow and never notice that we are pulled into him, into his grasp on things, into the gasp of his crying, lonely heart.  It was all so disinterested and even scholastic.  Until the distance closed and you and he were one.  An unwanted wedding.  A webbing over your free world.  Now you simply take out your knife and cut yourself free.
 
The very easy always ends up in slashing.  And the slashing soon reverts to the very easy.  Nothing much has been accomplished, if anything.  Wisdom came and went and it was only an eyelash blinding the western eye.  Blood tears do flow, but the tears are no more than droplets of the deep sweet pink on the cheek of Jesus.  Starry-eyed turnings.  Matter handed up. Beautifully, dutifully.
 
 
 
3528  Philosophy is an act of betrayal.  The reader is promised freedom from the material world (and to be honest he does receive that), but he ends up trapped in an even tighter love.  The bonds of unity within the ineffable, transcendent One will take your breath away in oblivion.  And hope is gone in the Great Exasperation.  Such quivering of one's arrows.  Such spurning and spinning.  Such fury.  Such sweet immorality.
 
 
 
3529  Today I find these writings remarkably non-political and impersonal.  Though I use the word "I" continuously and obsessively, it is hardly personal.  There is, in fact and in essence, no other person present here against whom it might be set off.  Alone, an "I" is merely an entity among entities, which is not to say that it is not a mind thinking and perceiving.  The matter is complex and can be deceiving.  I felt the strong presence of other things.
 
In the little towns where I grew up I felt the natural elements.  That included the physical look and feel of human beings, especially the boys.  And the holding of the few books I had. Thus, in that way I knew, so intimately, the look and the feel and the essence of mathematical things in my lovely math books.  And I knew grammar from my Spanish textbook.  Strong, and now I see, erotic things.  My sex drive was so very present and so very pleasant.  And I knew worry about school because I knew that I had no contact with social groups.  I was an unknown, which was fine with me, and that, I knew, would make it hard for me to give honor to my parents.  For myself I didn't care.  The other students were only, I see now, lovely sexual things for me.  I had no social interest.  My sex feeling did not abuse me.  Nor did I really want to abuse others with it – except the boy next door, who was really more of a lovely dream for me than an aggravation – I never knew him personally, nor thought much about it.  I wanted in his pants, but I never got there.  Other people as persons never amounted to much.
 
Thus I arrive at ontological things.  Nature and people were that.  There was, as far as I can tell, nothing threatening there in my world.  Nothing more than what a young person usually fears and worries about.  No thing and no one abused me or grievously denied me.  I learned theological argument from my grandmother and from the ever-present fight between Protestants and Catholics – it was great intellectual fun.  I, of course, now see that there were great political and social battles going on there, but that was of no interest to me, nor is it now.  If religion, even then, had become the social, then I totally missed out.  I was more interested in the feel of the tree against my legs as I climbed it and the sound of the King James verses.  I loved the hard conclusion of argument.
 
I really did like the strong feel of the natural elements, but, because speaking about nature today has become an act of political speaking, a la Rousseau, I hesitate.  By nature I do not mean anything for or against the church.  I, in fact, have always liked the church, especially altar boys and scholastic things.  Which is strange in that I am not catholic.  I dream of monasteries and stone libraries. 
 
Everyday nature and the look of a boy are always the same.  Every day is a repetition of the strong things.  The world is no more than the eternal, once again, exemplification of the Forms. That is not a political statement, even if love of them is a trembling and an inescapable master.  I never really thought of escape.  Later I wanted to escape the social and political world, but even that was hardly more than a nuisance; it is, however, an insistent exasperation.
 
 
 
3530  We are still dancing the dance.  The jolting gyrations.  Enlightenment and Romance throw each other around the threshing floor.  Proper society and the horrid Mothers.  Are there no other dancers in town?
 
Nominalism, the denial of transcendence, the reign of conventional names, has left it to the molding woods to bring us the numinous.  In this place where names rot, romance overcomes even society's imperial designs. 
 
The barn and the bower, the child insufficiently cut away, sweet androgynous monsters. Amazon ladies.  Glamour in the slammer. 
 
In this crowded time of politics, of gender battles, of aging flesh gasping for air, the sublime Greek Kouroi are shut out.  The Boy of Platonic Realism is nowhere in sight.  The Scala Paradisi has been felled.
 
All because the tyranny of love was too much and the threat of flight.  It has been reduced to economic exchange.  Supply for demand for supply for demand.  The rate is set.  The time passes quickly.  Then the miasmatic swamp.  No one is mad enough to escape.
 
 
 
3531  Literature today has become a long sigh over our ineffectual desire to come to terms with our mortality.  Only the final term.  What the hell.  We have somewhat learned to prettify it up.  This material grave is also a lush bower.  This miasma is also the fine spirit of momentary abstraction. It is all so crowded with creepy suggestions about the displaced and the uncanny.  Nothing works.  Nihilism will not annihilate itself.  There is something in the soul of our time that wants it so.  It loves this thing it so hates.
 
My realism of bright transcendence is only a glare requiring a shifting of the chair.  The immortality I sing of is tiresome to the sophisticates.  Elegant languor is so in fashion.  The chic dismissive hand.  The artistic young men and ladies are so enchanting in their swift wit.  In the way they want to nurture the world.  In their high-minded love of the simple things.  Then the drop off the side of the road.  I-80 goes nowhere. 
 
The Kouroi supposedly all died in battle and now roam in the shadows of Hades.  Literary glens.  Or did the sharp dialectic of the academy find a way out?  And if they didn't but almost did, can we make it right?  Will the night, must the night, ultimately win?  Will the blood of Jesus ever wash off that unclean afterbirth, that tug of death?  Can the heavenly, beautiful boy find release from the Mothers?  Is there another Place for him to remember?  Will he slough off the coiled thing in him?  Are we merely to be enlightened to the decadence within us, the long soft fall?  Then the nothing that will not nothing itself.
 
 
 
3532  I have written here a standard Platonism.  I fly high the unflagging flag.  Transcendence beckons.  The door of doors flings open.  A rigid reckoning.  And a cadence of immortal presence.  Thought climbs higher and the beloved thing waits.  The oblivion is massive.  The Super-essential Extravaganza.  The tiny point.  Infinite beams.  The seeing is seen.   My inky letters want to outline that shining forehead.  They analyze the flesh. 
 
Conventional society and the Bower of High Romance are not my concern.  I discern a different thing.  Or do you disagree?  Have I offended some beloved of yours?  Are you not democratic enough to let me have a place at the dinner table?  History has always looked for a way out of this dilapidated hotel.  I find your giving up distasteful.  I wouldn't have liked the food you would have tried to force on me.  Vegetal tyranny.  I bring in the Imps. 
 
It was finally Aristotle who grew tired of the gods, and the modern world of nominalism and representationalism came on.  Then those who worship the empty, waiting womb howled and made hay.  Grassy waters slid by.  Gently, Chaos winked.  Night blood flowed.  Scholars compounded words from the mass.  Then the mire of impenetrable syntax kept us away.  And their thing was protected.
 
 
 
3533  The sophos of this love, this philosophy, is a god, because it is so heart-piercing, and thus I have written a theology.  Unlike the others who write a great Form of the pure intellect, and they arrive at the vanished, I have laid out in agitated black pieces the demanding presence of groin tension, a great Form of the puer night elect, in legerdemain press.  
 
This boy has personality and he is recognized.  That is the most difficult. 
 
When he leaves Hell's argument is proved.  Surely those who speak so easily of the Dionysian underthing have no knowledge of the fear than comes from this changeling.  Desire's desire for itself shatters.  Eyes ache down to my knees with cross tension.  My dialectic may be found out.  Midnight sexual presence and blue sky intellectual tension are one.  Long thin lines connect.
 
 
 
3534  The world today seems to be on the edge of having gone too far.  We are in the Irreversible.  The climate change that is coming is approaching the Platonic Form of Meteoric Shift. And then the Vast Deva-station, ever clattering with quivering trains of bridaled Thule, will feel the Up heave Ho of the Chthonic Tonic.  And the poor who are so abundant with spume and froth will be face to face.  With the poor.  Laughably it's just Poena in the pena of the peons.  Peonies for ponies and all such stammering alliteration for supper.  Obliteration of the nation.  Literature and philosophy seem oblivious. 
 
The world is delightfully full of energy and engaging matters.  Jet engines.  Screaming kids.  Shock and awe.  The capitalist Maw.  Scar and lag.  Glacier thaw.  The eraser's thrust.  A busted fag.  Bham! we're being looked at from the grocery line. 
 
Every connection is being broken.  Soon the List.  Blistful blowing away into nothing.  Gods will ride on the broken rhythms of high literature.  And philosophy will be on the lookout for the Waylayer.
 
 
 
3535  This is a metaphysics with the asymmetrical nexus of hierarchical realism, not the symmetrical nexus of democratic nominalism.  Things come over me and I almost faint.  This is a metaphysics of love.  It is thus sordid and imperialist.  Beauty will have its way.  Form holds.
 
For quite some time now in the history of human thought, for millennia, some, perhaps most, have tried to tame and corral that great free thing over us.  They have longed for and dug for and expounded definition in the lowest elements, in the mere society of first individuals, for what could replace and finally expunge the Over Thing.  That Great Power had to be killed. God had to die.  Man had to be free.  Love had to be bridled by economics.  A free exchange among equals.  The tyranny of Beauty was at an end.  There was a great desire for the end of desire.  But need burned on.
 
Logic is the form of the world.  But which logic?  Is it the hierarchical logic of logistics with its universals piling higher and higher like great Cumulus, or is it the leveled spreading out of flat earth networking moles?  Are we to fly up and high, in tight and compact form, or are we to swiftly deliquesce here and there over the faceless, centerless floor.  Flat on the ground, you cannot fall as do those who fly too near their sun.
 
I live on the prairie, I know Whitman's sweet democracy of We two boys running free on the open road, away from every oppressive authority.  I love the empty air reaching up to the sun. But still, I know with a fierce knowing that all those free-minded boys are just One Boy, the god of my words, within the high clouds.  He floats up the mountain of the High Cumulus, to the stratos and the stars.  The demos was not.  Deconstruction was perfect.
 
Well yes, images are powerful things, but the fact remains.  The fact.  You might say.  I say the fact decomposes fast.  We here are exemplifications of universals by uncountable bare particulars.  Nothing more.  Over a plethora, a swarm, of thises and thats the timeless falls.  F(a).  G(b).  F(a) v G(b).  H(F).  (F)(x)(F(x)  G(x))  The List: F, H, G, a, b, v, x, y, (…), , …   Logic is not nothing, Honey.  And there is a right proper way of putting all its pieces together.  Slip-slop, slap-dash, just won't do.  We fall into place and love's love descending undoes us.  This god does himself up and does himself down through the labyrinth of pure thought.  Then sleeps till morning.  Mathematics is pure beauty.
 
 
 
3536  Art - and what I have written here is an articulation aiming at art – is catharsis.  Catharsis is homeopathic or allopathic.  One goes out and enters into the art to feel.  Or one stays in one's chair and views, with the inner eye of understanding, the distant beauty of the unified Form.  One is the way of passion; the other is the way of calm, intellectual contemplation.  The Enchanted Real comes over you or you are watching a cinematic representation of what was never really present.  Either way the Form is the important thing and it is other.  Away from the everyday, you are in a dangerous place; you are in the place of poison.  Or you are detached and in a high and serene place.  Supposedly minute amounts of poison, or rather the passions given freedom to exist but in the high places of the imagination, in the place of the gods, do cleanse.  And supposedly, calm intellectual contemplation of Composition does compose one back in the everyday.  Art is useful.  But does it finally save one from the coming doom?
 
Consider cooking.  Camille introduces us to the explanation of the medieval suit of armor, pots and pans, and tin cans.  Food begins as flesh, vegetal or animal, lively living things.  We proceed to sadistically cut it up.  It becomes, in the heat of burning oils from the same decaying things, a soft mass.  The liquid that is in all living things is set free to move.  The waters of life darkly appear.  And then … but let me digress momentarily.
 
Lean back and relax.  We should contemplate further.  Meditation will lead us into the realms of understanding.  Imagine.  Let yourself see, with you inner eye, the surface of a glistening forest lake.   Well yes, you have been asked to come here too many times by those who would lead you into meditation, but come away once again.  The smooth, exact line of the surface and the clean sparkles of pure light.  A water flower grows on that surface and it lies there so serenely.  The surface.  A perfect thing.  A hard thing.  A cover.  For what we don't want to see.  Down below in the dark depths of pressing water, the place of lily roots reaching down into the gray muck, the tentacles' entanglement working through the decay of what once lived. The waters become the Dark Waters, the Fay, the Enchantment, the muffled scream.  But the surface is the Surface, the Hard Armor of Pure Light that protects.  Meditation finds that thing that mediates, the thing between the horror and the lovely light.  The surface that may become the canvas of a painter or the white page of a writer.  A nothing that gives and takes away at once.  Where things are born and die.  The Spirit.  The tabla rasa of mind.  Where we view the terror of the Medusa Head reflected as in a shield or on a suit of armor.  Or in the pretty design on a tin can or the sanitized plastic of airtight wrapping.  Back to cooking.
 
 The essential things of cooking are not the fleshy ingredients; they are what is to be thankfully hidden out of sight.  The essential things are the metal pots and pans, the hard china plates, the iron range, the countless knives and tiny rippers.  And the clean silverware.  The flesh will be tamed and dressed up enough with art and garnish to be photographed and appear in Better Homes and Gardens, the instrument that taught the poor to be of the clean and efficient middleclass.
 
Cooking is homeopathic in that death is eaten and we do not die, but live.  And it is allopathic in that its technique is contemplated by the understanding – and the wonderful layout, the magnificent presentation, the bright colors.  With the fires of the iron range and the sanitary chrome we purge ourselves.
 
 
 
3537  We live in the totalitarian regime of the social.  The social has taken control of everything.  The social has totally taken control of the minds of the young.  The social can think only the social.  I have written something else. 
 
Unconcerned, I look at something other.  I look at Form and the beating heart within it.  Timed in blood, counting, counting, the soft whoosh of words.  Another place.  The glistening breeze.  Apollo, fine featured Apollo, nods.  He hears something … something from nowhere.  Apollo isn't here.  He isn't.  I have seen and spoken the escape that is intended in every movement the boy makes.  I have listened to that thing his imagination is crawling up into.  Into the infinite expanses of the mind of God.  Into flight.  Onto the tabula rasa of his friend saying Come.  Holy reason's chaos. 
 
Society destroys itself by becoming a parody of itself.  He grins.  The old will write ordinary metaphysics on his bare chest.  There was little else to do. 
 
 
 
3538  The high, serious formality of metaphysics always stumbles into light-hearted romance.  The resolution of its inevitable paradox is in the tease and the repartee.  Light-hearted romance always billets the deadly serious.  The pink and white, angelic boy finds his proof in theological argument.  His ingot and bloom is forged into swords in the august wind.  His eyes belie the laughter.
 
This Dionysian swoosh and swing must endure my dressing it up in Apollonian Form.  He may break out.  The old, grinning satyr does at times appear within the lounging tart of dialectic.  The boy suddenly turns a hairy calf.  The beginning may not hold and the point will be lost.  I will be quick.  Or I shall know death once again.
 
Why is it that lovers at the most excruciating point of loss find their wit?  He will come up with such gems as: In the stench of the zit pit his fire is lit.  Ululation of the frazzle and the freezing nerves.  Reason works its way into a deeper chaos.
 
 
 
3539  These writings do not have the casual seriousness of academic writing, that is to say the philosopher in it has not accidentally fallen and become sad.  The muse that inhabits the spring from which philosophers drink, though surely as deadly as any muse, is the sudden and a rising up.  He is the laughing, thieving serpent.  Those others are mere poets. 
 
This one has been called Jesus, Krishna, Zarathustra, Dionysus, the moonfaced boy of Yemen, ManjoSri, the daemon of Socrates.  I have not hesitated to think that I might conjure up this one as well.  I am a piece of human history and what it is I am.  I have not clutched and called such names mere metaphors for mind or matter.  The mind is from out of the Real and it directly sees what is really there.  Uncaptured Form exists.  Its existence is an unrelenting presence to me.  I reach to catch my breath.   And I wonder at the Nihil and the ab-est of the poets.
 
 
 
3540  "Incarnation, the limitation of mind by matter, is an outrage to imagination.  Equally outrageous is gender, which we have not chosen but which nature has imposed upon us.  Our physicality is torment, our body the tree of nature on which Blake sees us crucified.
            Sex is daemonic.  … … In the day we are social creatures, but at night we descend to the dream world where nature reigns, where there is no law but sex, cruelty, and metamorphosis.  Day itself is invaded by daemonic night.  Moment by moment, night flickers in the imagination, in eroticism, subverting our strivings for virtue and order, giving an uncanny aura to objects and persons, revealed to us through the eyes of the artist." 
 
That is Camille Paglia.  Matter, things of the night, invade the imagination.  These dream objects become art.  Art is the attempt to tame and control these strange things.  It tries to bring these dark objects into the light.  Western art is of the eye, which tries to draw the exact line, and thus hold back the underground moving waters of the Moon. 
 
            "The westerner knows by seeing.  Perceptual relations are at the heart of our culture, and they have produced our titanic contributions to art.  Walking in nature, we see, identify, name, recognize.  This recognition is our apotropaion, that is, our warding off of fear.  Recognition is ritual cognition, a repetition-compulsion.  We say that nature is beautiful.  But this aesthetic judgment, which not all peoples have shared, is another defense formation, woefully inadequate for encompassing nature's totality.  What is pretty in nature is confined to the thin skin of the globe upon which we huddle.  Scratch that skin, and nature's daemonic ugliness will erupt."
 
Identify the Form, name the Form, then recognize the Form in repetition-compulsion.  That is the act of perception.  But the eye and the Form are not powerful enough to contain the great thing.  Man's thinking mind fails to dam the chthonic flood and eventually drowns.  That is Paglia.   
 
Philosophically, the question concerns the Form that intellect sees.  I call it the Platonic Form.  Is Form a momentary creation of the mind, a magical charm that gives us a feeling of safety in a chaotic world?  Are the names and syntactical formulae of our mighty knowledge merely entangled spells?
 
She everywhere says that the Form is conceptualization, that is, concentration and projection, the male act.  She is unimpressed by the power of concepts.  Every moment they must be compulsively repeated.  Nonetheless, she will admit that all that becomes the rhythms of art.  It is there that we mystically recognize something – but what?  And science and politics. 
 
Forms are also called universals.  They are also Number and the abstract hierarchies of logic.  They are sharp, clear-cut divisions between this and that.  They have the cold stillness of the winter sky.  They freeze the torrid flow.  And they move off to a place of safety.  They are of a separate place.
 
What in the hell did that last part mean?  It meant I was presenting a "Platonic" theory of separate, transcendent Forms.  The so-called "Aristotelian" theory of immanent forms has the form, not separate from, but in matter.  Paglia is right when she says that the attempt to insert the Form in matter, to realize it materially, is doomed.  Form belongs to art and the spirit.  It is right and good to write refined poetry and think high philosophical abstracta, but to mistake the ordinary world for that is laughable and destructive.  Matter, the unseeing chthonic waters, will swallow it all.  The question remains whether or not intellectual Form is "real" or the male's wishful thinking.  For her, the male withers away and Nature increases in solipsistic contentment.  Whatever.
 
Dialectic is a third thing.  The pure Chthonic, the cut and flow of Dionysus, is a pure Apollonian Form.  Apollonian Forms are wild Dionysian things.  All pure Forms are separate from the here and now, the ordinary.  This everyday place is always a mixture, a weak Dionysian, a weak Apollonian thing.  The Platonic Intellectual Heaven and the Aristotelian world of earthly science.  Platonism is the dialectical third, a shamanistic, contemplative thing.  Here in the weakness the chthonic and the Apollonian mix; there in the intensity the unmixed pure things mingle.  And so you see, the cross-eyed god peers into your seeing out.  The puerile absolute. 
 
Art overcomes the horrid thing by becoming that as Jesus became sin.  Then the jumping up. 
 
The breath gently came and I went.
 
 
 
3541  Keats wrote something about being abandoned, without mercy, by a wild woman or goddess or (who knows?) a pretty boy of chaos.  I don't want to look too closely.  I know what it is to be alone, terribly alone and cold, on a windy, gray northern lake.  I too am a northerner.  I know the brambles and the vacant sedge.  The chill is between my shoulder blades.  It is in my skull.  The thought that tomorrow will be warm and sunny is of no help.  The eternity of the cold and the gray day is stuck.  The wind is relentless, and the slightest bit away from freezing.  How could a southerner ever know the horror of it?  It is the cold heart that is poetry.  It is the skull breaking open.
 
It is good that I feel this.  It is what I have been from childhood.  It is impending, impinging.  There is no relief from it.  No southerner could know the depths of it.  Nor want to.  It is the terror of our thinking.  Of our never doing anything except for trying to get warm.  Our art and our philosophy are filled with that chill.  Even in the heat of August there is the memory of it and even then I can read that poem of Keats and understand it.  Whoever that one was that abandoned him.
 
 
 
3542  Just how I should characterize my writings is always a difficult, sometimes an unsettling, question.  It is Platonism, I am sure of that, and it trembles within the erotic torrent that is so much of that tradition.  I love it.  But then again I blush at it like an adolescent.  It is august and it is high camp.  It is serious and it is catty.  It is an aristocrat in love with a street boy.  It is a roman soldier and his slave boy.  It is old monk and cowled novice.  It is Oxford and High Decadence.  It is hymn and rock and roll.  It is Romance in all its forms.  It is stark logistic and frivolous ornament.  It is sacrificial death and the gossip of angels.  The salons of Paris and the Academy of Athens were not so different.  Who is in love with whom now?  Who is his father?  What did that priestess, that bitch, say now?  Achilles was such a darling boy.  The Absurd is wonderfully fun – and youthful.  My sentences are always syntactically in good taste, unlike the modern poets.  I have distance from this sordid world because of the (maligned and misunderstood) Platonic separation of the Form.  Mathematics is pure beauty.  My compulsive repetitive glance at that One Thing, that bare naked existence, that thing falling tightly into itself, that sleek and glamorous scandalous thing, is the act of the seeing eye that drew the sure line of our civilization.
 
 
 
3543  The Hieratic Queen moves so well among his antiques.  No one questions the food, the music, the topic of conversation he has decided would be best.  Everyone waits for the absurdly personal spats he has arranged.  This planning is extensive.  The quests eye each other.  At the end of the evening he will give a judgment and a ruling.  After the purging the pure form of the purely formal event will gather into place again.  The fall confirms the truth of High Church.  The others leave; he goes back to his chair.
 
When the Platonic Forms come to earth, strange and grotesque things appear.  The Fall into good taste and proper manners is tasteless on the pasty faces of the old and the squeamish young.  Elegance drips body juices.  Flowers on the table, oblivious to what has happened to them, continue to pour out sperm. Napkins work to cover the spreading stain on white lace cloth.  The earth bleeds through its brass manacles.  Brilliant crystal chips and then there's hell to pay.
 
I am afraid of this one giving me his considered opinion of my work.  He will be so helpful, then dismissive.  And his friend who owns a bookstore will want to help also, but he knows, even before looking, that he will have to say harsh words of reproach.  He will say them slowly in a smiling, gentle way.  By way of encouragement he will find a phrase here and there that deserve moderate praise.  The Hieratic Force moves on.
 
The problem we have is that we do try to bring the Transcendent Forms down to earth.  Madness, divine and decadent, comes along.  The earth shrugs and Salon cum Temple collapses on the breathing mucus.  And the bookstore is burnt down by an irate bitch upset because Herr Bookseller wouldn't give her a reading of her sad but titillating diary.  It's all written up by William Burroughs so well. 
 
I have written up transcendental Realism.  It has always been my fantasy that I would see it published to great acclaim.  That would contradict everything I wrote.  Just as the fact that Kierkegaard is so loved by the reading public.  Strange things do happen.  We suffer strange persecution for the sake of God's even stranger love.  That Imp is in me. 
 
 
 
3544  I write to Philosophy.  I write Writing.  I think in Thought itself.  I nearly disappear.  Plato has almost disappeared out of Platonism, and Socrates from anything Socratic. Jesus slid into the Logos and we know nearly nothing of him as a human.  The negligible thing that remains of us all is the nub of the knife.  I don't think like Plato or Socrates; I think in the ordering of Platonism.  I am up in the philosophic stratosphere.  Cultural rain falls from here.  The sky bleeds.  Eros is all down the luminous back of the boy of the scattered stars.  He is thrown about in the torturous contours of finally unthinkable Form.  He too has become just that.  He was always other.  I nearly see him.  He comes apart in Nubian kef.  I think on and I write him down into placeless Place.  A nothing more than That.
 
 
 
3545  One of the first writings we have that gave a hint at the coming Enlightenment was the Phaedrus.  It showed mightily just what the dark madness of love is and the freedom that the non-lover has.  Plato, of course, had it backwards.  Or so one might think.  And Platonism is the curse of uncontrollable, so-called divine powers run amok.  The problem comes with our letting the gods exist in the first place.  Give them an inch and they will take a mile.  The enlightened truth is that, yes, we do have certain sexual needs but we do have certain material goods that we can bargain with in securing the needed thing.  This for that – an economic deal.  The lover, however, abandons all he has and grovels, grovels shamefully, benightedly before his so-called god-beloved who in turn thinks he's going to take advantage of the situation and ends up driving a bad deal, becoming enslaved to a slave.  It's a complicated mess all around.
 
From the Greeks, our western civilization learned that Beauty controls and enslaves and we created great institutions of Beauty.  Think of the Church and Royal Pomp (we, of course, must use capital letters).  Imperial Grandeur.  And High-tech Corporations today beguiling us with sexual enslavement.  And Movie Stars.  Glamour is everywhere there is power.  Gods. And we are in love' enchantment.  That is our dark ever-darkening soul. 
 
The problem lies with the gods, or as Plato called them, the Forms.  Every artist serves Form.  Youth reaches for its transcendence in pure style.  It is the clean and the efficient that we demand.  It is well-written software freed from hardware.  It is the perfect mathematicization of the universe.  It is concept and fine language.  It is finally a big bother.  Big brother is watching.  There's no escape.
 
Moderation and good sense will save us.  Art should be a free and joyful letting-it-be, not demanding form.  Youth should learn that relaxing is best; though, I admit, it is hard to relax when you're not tired. Corporations should break up into human-sized bites.  Our software is buggy, but there's no getting rid of them, our friends the geeks love to play with bugs.  And they giggle through Mathematics.  Whatever.  And dig up the cameras that big brother has planted and plant flowers.  Let wild free sex have is day.  The natural is nice and it is our friend. Put glamour in the slammer. 
 
Such enlightened moderation soon transmogrifies into the immoderate.  Sadomasochism walks in with the Nazis and sits down.
 
 
 
3550  We begin with a list.  Undifferentiated pieces.  (burn, night, light, fight, moment, want, the, again, need, is, morning, up, right, was, he, on, might, licked)  We proceed to differentiate and articulate.  Subject goes to predicate.  The flow begins.  The night is light.  The light wants the night.  Want is need.  Need is.  The night lights up need.  Night need is light.  He is up again.  He might fight.  In the morning he burns on.  With might he was right.  He licked the moment.
 
Certain things, of course, need to be said about that list and the ensuing sentences.  Many things.  First of all, this is a typical list that I might make; it has my feel about it.  I hover over it, making my sentences.  In point of fact, though, the list was much shorter until the sentences came and I took them apart and made the list.  Make of that what you will.  They are sexual. Boy law, boy order, boy falling, is paramounted. 
 
We cannot really think a pure list.  We must somewhat differentiate the parts and linearly sequence them as a list.  The purely indifferent is outside thought; perhaps outside existence. And the differentiation setting itself up is a searing.  He kicks up and walks about. 
 
Deception is all about.  Village boys come to town and find that they are greatly desired by men.  They lie down and lie and get what they need.  The night is tough and thick.  Bare particulars dishevel in the hovel of cramped night rooms.  The mind encircles itself and looks out for the pure escape.
 
Those who have loved boys know their incorrigibility.  Their lawlessness.  Their too delicate gentleness.  Their lithe lying.  Thick thighs.  That their oppressive presence is a more oppressive absence.  Always agile imagination attempts their ideal return.
 
I work the lists and the syntax that will lay them out with force and gentleness.  Ideal, intense love.  Eros for the untired.  Love yields to love. 
 
 
 
3551  I, and also you, can, of course, think the list together with the sentences that flow from it.  And the flow and the togetherness and the sentencity of the sentences, but maybe not the listlessness of the list.  The mind hovers and watches and sucks in the being of the beings there.  It is a nondifferentiation greater than that of the pure list.  It is the formlessness of pure form forming.  It is the meaninglessness of my well-articulated sentences.  I write Being, the almost nothing at all.  The needful boy come to town.  Men gather and hover and blow him up. The mouth.  The eating.  The rigid law.  The undoing.  The bliss.
 
Thought writhes because there is no way to properly express any of this.  The Kierkegaardian absurdity of the still eternal form united so closely to the fleshy boy is daunting.  I go on, as did he.  But I have less time, and more time.  The middleness of time has left my time.  Undifferentiated boulders of time lie about.  I am bold. 
 
The hovering mind eats.  The flesh swells smoothly.  The mind eats it deep into itself.  The mind swells.  A forceful ergo.  Erg and erg and urg.  That is the true form of thought.  Work it on past the putrid fetid things.   
 
 
 
3552  Philosophy is a mental tease and the polite lying of a street boy.  You will get nothing from it but anguish and pleasure.  And the need to repeat.  It is obsession and simple lust. Listen to his words in the dark.  Sweet, lying words.  The truth of truth.  Your worry about money is the threatening substancelessness of its smooth awkwardness.  Inversion attempted, and almost.  Self-consciousness before the others that you let it happen.  They do understand.  The end is a surprise. 
 
 
 
3553  Violence comes in many forms.  Well, yes we all know that.  We are all somewhat, somehow attracted to it.  Well, yes … and no.  Some more than others.  And it is best seen at a distance.  But not too far away.  It's best not to talk much about it.  And certainly not in its presence.  We need the mirror of Art.
 
I often use the word.  It has become a romantic thing in my flowing words.  I am not alone it that.  And like many others who write lovingly of it, I am terribly afraid of it.  As I fear God. Certainly the lovely God is a frightful, violent thing.  Is there any understanding possible here?  Am I a mere writer of effete words?
 
Some things are too horrible to think about.  We live in a time when it is considered best to think the best of things.  We insist on a gentle, middle-class world.  Can't we all just learn to get along?  And death is surely just a passing on to higher consciousness.  Still there is the sick, loveliness of the violent.  Especially the beautifully violent.  And the beautiful under its hardness.  Romance. 
 
Will we ever learn to speak of our love of violence?  Even as we fear it ever more.  It waits close at hand.  In all its many forms.
 
 
 
3554  Refined love, romantic love, the very erotic, is pure violence.  Because it is failure and dissolution.  And the lovers' intense consciousness of that.  They are a tainted people.  Hardly real persons at all.  Elevated sexual personae.  Doom.  And the loving arm of the beautiful god around your waist.  Yours?  Ever tighter.  Until it hurts.
 
The beautiful boy of Greek sculpture, the very Buddha, the one without thought, without feeling, a dreamer, lost, torn away from the pleasures of sweet death, everyone's beloved, no one's companion here, from there - or apparently so - a real boy who is too softly real, a bronze cast, after the violent dissolution and the irrevocable separation.  Our destiny.  The end of romance.  The erotic blank.  
 
 
 
3555  It is perhaps a little too easy to write about violence.  And a little too difficult to write it up well.  There is always that little thing hanging onto it, there in it.  It is banal.  One more time it is mentioned and one more time it is evaded by a little.  Because… it's a little thing that is more than everything else.  The neglected lilt.  The tilt.  Suffocating. 
 
Thus it is romance.  No more than that.  A momentary lapse.  Erased in the mentioning of it.  A word that was to mean something, but … (O, those dots) nothing in its being so much more than that.  It.
 
 
 
3556  Boy meets boy.  Beauty is played out and played with.  Dreamy beauty.  Thoughts in the head are no more than the violence of that.  The extreme places of that.  Violence itself.  The intellect.  Against the deadly liquids.
 
Escape.  Take him out of here.  Take off that covering.  Get him out! The surface is everything.  Eat the void that he is.  Proud boy.  Strut about.  Be that thing.  That violent beauty just out of sight.  Go back into it.  Be gone.  Be safe.
 
Extreme violence is beyond feeling.  It is the pure externality of being.  It is the excruciatingly visible.  It is the real as dream.  It is serene.  An unwelcome thought, but with the hardness of truth.  Boy cheats boy.  Out of existence.  Gaily licking up the residew. 
 
 
 
3557  Under the gentle filigree of academic writing there lie the unthought horrors.  No sentence was written with strength.  There was always the hedge about and the concern with being caught.  The writer's dissolution was too obvious.  The path into his swamp too close.  The smell of the discard shelf calls softly.  Nothing much was said.  The writing had finally a flaccid length, cut tellingly.  He wilts in the bower of bant. 
 
He is the negligible.  The disjectum.  The goat and the escape into the scapes.  No one reads academic writing, except academics.  The broken.  The click and the disaster.  The profference of a truth spoken as a little thing.  Cut off. 
 
I, of course, read the academics assiduously.  I know when strength is absent and the mere precision of truth is present.  I, though, am a mere lover.  I wait for the strength.  Sur la mer in the rant and the cant and the leaking ship.  Who can think the depths of love's wet dreams?  La differance.
 
 
 
3558  Well, yes, the beauty of the surface does hide a gruesome thing.  Poetry has sung to us about that for a long, long time.  We have somewhat paid attention.  We scan and look askance.  An escape has been sought in pure thought.  The escape has been found - for those who want it.  Few do.  The lure of - what should I call it? - sin is great.  The many love that word - it makes the lure more delicious.  Alimentary gastration, not to mention castration, is the simple meaning of poetry, the love of the gruel.  Have some.  Finally, be digested by IT. 
 
Why do love and sin center around eating?  Even I have my holy eucharist.  The boy god really has no entrails.  I eat … what?  And that violence, that would-be cannibalism, that killing and tearing and swallowing down into … me, is so pure.  Pure thought.  The intellectual stuff of gods.  The pink dawn.  The lick of sunlight.  A wisp of words along lips.  I gnaw on the breeze.  I know right well what I am doing.  I watch.
 
 
 
3559  The Romantic poets of the nineteenth century rummaged all through the queer and the discarded things of the world, all through the numbing feelings, through thought's paralyzed analysis, in failing meter and breaking syntax, in their own lost ability, to find, at last, something ideal and real and renewing.  The dream was looking for hard mind and cutting reality.  It found the hermaphrodite.  They found themselves. 
 
The real, as opposed to the merely phenomenal, has the thickness of night within it.  It has the just That.  The bright universal has, within and without, all through and around it, the bare universal has the …  I-don't-know-what, it has, it is the smooth thigh of a young god, the heavy thought, That. 
 
Surely that is the transcendent form of thought.  F(x).  Form united with the bare and heavy particular thing.  Form as just That.  … x is F.  That uniting, that love, that elevated being, that hermaphroditic thing is the really real, the idea, at last thought's oblivion.  'F(x)' m F(x).  Mind is one; the world is many.
 
Then the recursion sets in:   ''F(x)' m F(x)' m  'F(x)' m F(x)   human thought cracks.  The hermaphrodite thinks on through the night, perfectly united with its body.  The boy doubles and goes to a point.  The heavy inward explosion and he's gone.  The unaxiomatic. 
 
 
 
3560  At the end of Romanticism, we find the real of realism arriving on the scene.  Strange unitings reveal mind.  The undifferentiated, transcendent thing.  The unspeakable, unholy holy thing.  The frightfully sacred sanctus.  The violent God of Light leaves the entrails of a world lying about.  The Other, the Real, the just That is at hand, all over the hand.  The Strike has left thought disordered but in the Aura.  Light is thick and has a quantity.  Sex fills up itself with itself.  The Platonic Form is separate, out in the sultry night. 
 
 
 
3561  The realism of the early twentieth century and for the decades that followed saw the beloved boy, the mind, the androgynous uniting, as Adonis, the doomed son of the earth mother.  Materialism was the reigning philosophy.  Persephone was queen.  The chthonic won.
 
I have fought to free him.  The castrated priests of the Goddess laugh.  They wait for Icarus to once again fall into the sea.  They do not believe that the tomb will be emptied out forever. The coiling will once again coil.  We perish again and again forever.  The circling encircles the head dead without end.  Freedom is an illusion within illusion.  The matter of the Mater matters greatly, irredeemably.  I fight in futility.  The greatly tenured priests persist.
 
I insist.  I go on.  I know the impish way out.  I take up the negligible thing.  I am.
 
 
 
3562  Ever since Des Cartes, or at least since Representationalism set in - whenever that was -, the mind has searched for a way out of itself into reality, out of the labyrinth of it own thoughts.  It was never sure that its representations represented reality correctly, or even if there was a reality, since it was never to be seen directly.  Kant, it seemed for a long romantic time, had come to the rescue with the Sublime, a violence that would tear through the veil separating mind and the hidden places.  Pure reason, reason at the extreme, would see.  Pure logic, pure mathematics, the pure representation would deductively lead up there.  Yes, through the wilderness of paradox, antimony, dialectic, deconstruction, even deception and trickery, we would go mightily to the desired thing.  The intellect cut and slashed and dissembled, the body sought strange and terrible visions, it held and tasted soft death until in the intellectual dusk, so softly fingered and pure, almost invisible, it thought it saw - but then refused to see.  The darkness itself had become too enchanting.
 
Romanticism loved its lady of Nature.  She was elevated, gilded, undressed, bitten, dismembered, gorged, loved, held, berated, ignored and voluminously insulted.  She was goddess. She was the mystery beyond, which was at last never to be seen.  A witch.  The real directly seen was never found.
 
Yes, there was something called the real.  It was even directly before the mind's eye.  It was however, provisional, momentarily provided by the Mothers of the underworld of Nature.  This real wasn't Real, with strength.  It was a weakling.  Epiphenomena.  A shimmer on the depths.  A shimmer.  Finally a shudder over the philosopher as he approached his beloved mystery. The goddess had him in thrall.
 
I have gone back to the time of Plato and before.  I have taken up with the god who was the escape.  But perhaps you do not believe that he was really that.  I must make my case.  I may not use a pure reason; it may be puerile.  It may be intellectual puree.  I, though, have been sure of myself.  Here in my room I am alone with the light.  I caress the visibility of the visible. I lie naked with Form, with That. 
 
 
 
3563  Imagining the feel of the real is necessary for understanding another place in space and time.  In the magical dreams of childhood we are in a place without inertia or resistance.  We move instantly from place to place and we do the work of life without any work at all.  Even work is a snap and time passes in a flash.  In the real world the long time of time is long and the heaviness of the ordinary is oppressive.  Work is hard.  Weariness is mind destroying.  Weight weighs down.  And when you are down you do not feel like getting up.  That thick, inert resistance, that tired feeling, that long time, that thing that will not go away until after you have pushed and pushed and pushed and you ache - that is the real.  Life's problems are the intractable that is the real.  There is no shortcut.  There is only the length of the journey.  And the trouble on the way.  If you can imagine that you are close to understanding.
 
 
 
3364  The real of the real is its weight.  The thick mass.  The long time of time.  The brutishness of fact.  The real just is.  Against you, on you, in you, waiting for you, it is always there.  The thinness of nothingness is not there.  There, there is always something.
 
Well, you know that, but you wish for a different kind of place, a no-place of pure imagination.  Is that heaven?  Or is heaven the heavy hand of God and the Thigh of Power?  Is love always and forever oppressive and thick delicious?  Will his ever going away always ever not go away?  Will love kick you into high gear and then shift you down, way down, always? No doubt.  And the light charms of childhood's imagination will always be there as a tease.  A maddening thing for those who have to work.
 
 
 
3565  Poetry is the shield of Athena.  It is the hardened artifact in which we see, in doubly indirect reflection, the liquid life/death of medusa, the chthonic.  The beloved of poetry is the beautiful/ugly one.  The very pretty surface hides the very … hides the almost unthinkable.  Poetry is alluring and enchanting because, for an instant, it hides/reveals that dark mystery. It almost lets us see the origin and the end of all things.  The merely pretty surface is almost broken and the womb/tomb is close - but only as in a silver mirror reflecting the reflection of myth.
 
The Greeks knew the chthonic well.  They knew shadowy death and sun-lit life.  They shuddered at the thought of the underworld.  Philosophy and the Olympians looked for a complete escape.  They attempted to break the lure and the enchantment of poetry.  But was it broken?
 
These Greeks, these other-worldly Platonists, looked to the bright Apollo, but even more than to him, they looked to the happy and energetic ordinary boy.  They saw in his well-formed public appearing the opposite of the dark secret of the unformed.  In him they looked away from the ever-present veil that hid the secret of this-world.  They gazed on his pure externality. In him there was no inner mystery.  And yet, his complete openness was bewildering.
 
 
 
3566  For Parmenides, there is the higher world of Truth, the well-formed and the directly seen, and the lower world of the mixing bowl, the womb of life, the unseen mystery.  In the first, Being is and non-being is not.  In the second, all things are a compost of Being and non-being.  The latter world is the embowered world of poetry, of images and simulacra.  The former is the open Expanse of the pure Forms and their fiery lovers, the well-seen Ideas and the Seeing.  The former goes up and into the Sun; the latter goes down and into the moon of eternal metamorphosis on the breast of night.  Where love is found is your choice.  We are made differently. 
 
It is said by the latter that there is in fact no flight into the Sun, that there is no such Truth, that all things are image and mixture and sighs.  It is said that, like Icarus, I and the other lovers of the solar Forms will fall back into the deep sea. 
 
It is said by the former that the metamorphosis of the Moon is descent into lunacy.  That, like Keats, he will be left abandoned and forlorn by that Belle Dame sans Merci.  That the union of bliss and crying is simple despair. 
 
The choice is between the well-differentiated and the indifferent.  Between the clearly articulate and the mystically inarticulate.  Between firm fixity and soft deliquescence.  Between seeing and unseeing.  Between That and neither this nor that.  Between cutting Openness and the sweet lure of the enclosure.  There is no middle ground.  Or there is ever and only the middle ground.
 
 
 
3567  These considerations are cut off from the ordinary.  You are reading them in the Temenos.  You are cut off and there is no way out - except to just be out and in the mystery of forgetting.  Philosophy is useless in the world, but we here in the world do of necessity consider philosophy.  There is no escape from suddenly being in the holy, unspeakable place.  And being out of it. 
 
If after reading this and, perhaps, enjoying it, and, perhaps, being enlightened by it, you wonder of what importance it is, then know that it is of the Highest Importance and thus of no importance.  It is of the divinity in man, of the gnosis, of the thing that is at war with this place, lovingly transforming this place.
 
From out of the long time ago, in classrooms filled with sleepy fellows, the ancient wind gently, oh so gently, wafts and lists and settles into dreams - and turns at times to nightmares - and understanding becomes no understanding at all.  The Sun dissolves into afternoon shadows and night looks on from afar, but not too far, and hunger and rambling itch and the pain of the ordinary burn up in minutia of sizzling quanta going down.  Philosophy wanes.  But, of course, it will come again.  It will, it seems, eternally come again.  And the languor and the pain.  And the work that stars do.
 
 
 
3568  In this cut off place of boys with each other, and their invisible doubles scrambling into each other and desire, and the smell of musky, ethereal sex, and the one unmovable Form of lovers loving in the quietness of the cutting off, there the heady ways of thought takes up with itself and constructs a glorious system of erect Law.  The holy Demand is present.  The boys will be hard with themselves.  And the world will reel along their imperious ways.
 
 
 
3569  In the struggle of passion.  Tension and release.  We are all voyeurs.  The break, the break, the turn, the arch, the smooth parallel of mind, the continuous flow.  Who's on top?  Who's star tonight?  Who's destined to be eliminated?  The end of passion is just the end of passion.  The eternal return is eternal.  Passion is the inevitable.  Honey, you cannot walk out.  Please wait, we will throw you out soon enough.  And this terrible violence will turn and subside.  Besides, you always look so pretty hanging up there dead.  Lithe Jesus.  Our late night meal. Our holy coming undone.  We are you.  Passionate religion.  Such a true thing.
 
I suppose all this will only work in a gay science where the violence of the very non-different sets in so fast.  The ritual of destruction is precise.  The one set for sacrifice tonight is chosen lovingly, in the slick sameness, in the smooth going in and out, the blood pounds and, with a jerk, it is finished.
 
The One Lover in all the lovers, the one glance, the one stepping out, the turn, the going down, the never again, again.  We watch in jumpy glee. 
 
In this crowded room the One Form, the One Beauty, the One Death of Sacrifice, is present again tonight, on this the One Night.  The Night of Splendor.  The ancient thing is here again. The one killing.  Someone will not come back.  Forgotten.  Ever neglected ever after.  A fairy tale.
 
 
 
3570  And so it is with publishing, that is with to say, with becoming the public spectacle of the moment, the bright eternal moment once again.  Twist round and round and round, let the loving be gentle struggle, genteel, cop a feel, feel a cop, the corpse, that is to say, those copts let loose Ka, again, who?, let the loser die a death worse that death, let life transcend itself, let the unapproachable cover the chosen one.  To the one chosen to be published, the chosen sacrifice, the evermore shunned, covered with glory, and gore, let us now praise famous people. Now so uncharacteristicly limp.  So business-like everyday.
 
Philosophy enters the ordinary workaday world and dies.  The boys of the night go to their day jobs.  Nothing survives.  Until the glorious night comes again.  Honey, pick me up at 8. 
 
 
 
3571  I wrote about the list and I became listless.  It cannot be thought in its ontological non-existence.  I articulated a sentence to that effect with no effect.  I moved on to violence.  A very gentle violence shuddered me into expressing myself in smooth, violent sentences.  So close to nihilism.  As close as the slick sheen of seduction from his splendid resplendence.  Saphes. Friend.  I came apart.  He disintegrates among my pieces.  The ancient cutting, violent glance of his lance, spewing eye up to the sky.  Or what is the meta for? 
 
Philosophy, because it is love and sex and the ever-paradoxical form of the logic of logic, because it is the Being of Being, is, He is, to us, whirling violence.  Love is madness.  Maybe ordinary insanity, criminally pathological.  Maybe divine, the intense pathos of the Logos.  Questionable.  Unteachable.  O Phaedrus!  Who was right? Lysis or Socrates?  If Socrates, then lovers are Kirkegaardian Absurd Men.  A god, the God, in your arms, his arms, my arms, is unthinkable.  Our thoughts disintegrate into dark pieces.  Mere Truth. 
 
 
 
3572  To do ontology we make a list of all the ultimate existents.  A list.  The List.  The last list.  Almost Nothing.  Or everything.  Everything!  Or almost.  The mind, thinking it, falls apart. Of course.  Sheer blanking out.  The tabula rasa does not gently mirror itself, but gnaws at itself.  The self thinks itself almost, falling, out of existence.  It's easy.  The breath holds.  Then the completion.  Mere deliquescence into listlessness.
 
 
 
3573  This is a proper academic work, though many will question that.  No matter, aestheticism has never had an easy go of it in the cloistered school.  It's too … something.  It's maddening in its waylessness.  In its weightlessness.  In its transcendent surety, thinking it has broken out of the enclosure into … what?.    I insist, this is the ancient fight between the giants and the gods, though only the gods recognize the worth of such a fight.
 
The schools today have set themselves up to create proper workers of the State.  Practical matters rule.  The pleasures of the liberal arts need desperately to be liberated.  We need to learn to dance lightly over the chthonic.  And to escape.  That is the proper lesson of the academy. 
 
Nonetheless, such thoughts will be judged to be adolescent.  Philosophy is for the young, not the seriously mature.  We must learn our limitations; that is the modern and the post-modern way.  But, alas, it is just the way of resentment.  Time has come and destroyed everything.  Revenge against the boy. 
 
 
 
3574  A fine analysis takes away the substance of the world.  The delicate cutting has left something less than air.  A sentence separated into its elements, its being as a sentence now lost, represents no fact of this world of facts.  The madness sets in.  Scattered pieces of thought.
 
The final things that work together to make the factual complexity of this world are themselves revealed in the violence of thought with itself.  They are the fine emanations of violence. They are the substance of violence.  They are thus of the Holy.
 
These ontological pieces have no place in the everyday world.  The world must be held away from the ground of the world.  Transcendence, when here with its disruptive force, must be forcefully shoved back into its proper place.  The thing that brought it here with its horribly delicate act must be killed.  And in the killing sent back.
 
I have written the holy substancelessness of the world, the fire of the separate Things present in love's trembling coming undone.  I have stood upright in the rising and falling rhythms of language.  I have written my smooth sentences against the being that is the sentence.
 
 
 
3575  There is no denying that I have been violent onto Being with the very violence of Being itself.  I have cut and cut and cut the Great Thing up into the most glistening sky of nothing at all.  The present world is not re-present in my words.  The world is gone.  Blown away in the wind of intellect.  A kind of violent nirvana.  The very delicate.  A boy's breath.  A secured lock. 
 
Everything is here except the substance of the perfect particulars.  The timeless pieces beyond thought, too intimate with thought, pierce thought.  The individuals of life and beyond are gone.  This and that become the universally placeless, timeless self-grounded.  I write the force of the will.  Existence shall be had.  The world of the complex snare will never have been. Simple rhythms.
 
 
 
3576  The sky is disorder, the place of holy violence.  The gods rumble.  I write the sky.  I write the destroying wind.  I write the analysis, the loosening up, into the holy alia.  I practice theoria.  I watch.  The giants of the earth see nothing so fine as I.  I am a voyeur of far, delicate things.  The relatings of higher order relations swirls my mind onto smooth wings.  And I stop mid-flight.  Being becomes fixed.  Then the blanking out.  In the Temenos the cut let out life into still Life itself. 
 
 
 
3577  The academic professional tries so hard to be a part of society, to be relevant to society, to not fit the stereotype of being a muddle head about real life. It is necessary, though, that he not be a part of society completely, that he be irrelevant and expendable, that his head be a swirling muddle.  He will be the scapegoat that rids society of its violent confusion.  He will be shut away and he will take transcendence with him - good riddance to that.
 
The intellectual, from Socrates to Faust to the pointy-heads of today, have all been despised and ridiculed by all the big and little powers of the State, political, economic and men about town.  Nonetheless, these intellectuals are also revered and high and darkly mighty, even somehow closer to God and the gods; otherwise, they could not be victims at the communal sacrifice.  The victim must be both sin and holiness.  After he is killed or shoved away, society can once again live in peace.
 
Similar to the intellectual is the faggot, the feared.  The same fate awaits him.  The disorder of the gods is dealt with.  And peace returns.
 
 
 
3578  I write about beauty and the object of my writing is the boy.  There are those who - I am constrained to think why - instinctively think I must be writing about woman.  They quickly become confused, they see no woman mentioned, even indirectly, and they think I am a non-representational writer of abstracta.  They imagine the boy, like them, looking for the missing woman, so ethereal. 
 
The boy is standing near the edge of the cliff and the reader runs up behind him and flies over the edge.  I and the boy watch benumbed.  The party was up in the grass on the top.
 
Still, the fun is and remains up, up there, not down in the valley.  To put it down there, away from the light breezes and the night sky, would be make it too heavily material.  The boy is almost in the stars.  He is soon enough strewn about.
 
 
 
3579  Aristotelianism has taken over the college philosophy departments of the world.  All of them.  And for good reason.  Aristotle's settled orderliness is needed in an over-populated, underfed, badly-housed, turbulent world, not Plato's erotic madness.  Of course.  Sentences with proper answers, not tense dialogue.  And if there is to be debate and passion, it is to be superficial and mostly for show.  Not terribly disruptive. 
 
Here, inside and outside the classroom, the imperialists are helping each other retain power.  The lower strata are trying to make a tectonic shift upward through the crust laid on by the ancient invaders, the Aryans, now trying to keep hold of this Asian sub-continent.  Their cousins, the English and the Americans, have come to their rescue.   Science, science, we preach science, good order, calm thinking, the top man must remain on top or it all falls apart.  Order and orderliness, not wild desire to have beyond your station in the filling station.  Hip cars for the hip.
 
Capitalism or Marxism?  Two, not really different, imperial ideas.  Aryan thinking.  My God, it has even taken over the Hans and the Huns of China, two other imperialist peoples trying to capitalize on success.  Soon the Arabs, the one other imperial invader, will join up and the battle will be won.  All intellectual debate will be useless and, anyway, irrelevant.  Mad desire by the marginalized will go unheard into the void.
 
 
 
3580  I write destruction, madness and the violence of thought all the way into the core of Being.  I am a very gentle writer.  I write the delicacy of a boy's breath.  I write the angelic shine.  I write of terrible things.  Such elegant willfulness is crudely, superbly illegal.
 
I am Aryan.  I am imperial.  I forcefully drive home my point.  I smile at the destruction I let be.  And then I cover it up with objective reality. 
 
Science!  Pure mind.  I turn my back to the dirty lower classes.  I am liberated from the muck of life (as long as they serve me properly).  I am the beginning of the rule, the upright, the sacrificial rites.  In the end, I concede, I, the killer for the good of mankind, will be killed.  Yes, but my replacement will come.  The future Aryan boy will learn the gentle ways of destruction.
 
And Art and the cloistered classroom, so separate and pure.  The peaceful temple of contemplated war.  Only of those who know.  With a proper knowing.  We watch the lower classes suffer and die as sacrificial victims, taking away our sin; yes we are pure.  It’s so sad, but necessary.  We will give token charity at our dance parties.  Why are they so passionate, anyway? I am an Aryan.
 
 
 
3581  I am an Aryan.  I know how to keep malevolent violence at bay with my benevolent violence.  A glorious, unfortunate sacrifice at which I will elegantly officiate.  Or I should know, I do know, but I don't officiate well.  The violence of unsightly desire comes into me and I am reduced.  The so-very unAristotelian madness of Eros comes into me.  I am not a proper scholar, the defender of Imperial Scientific Power.  I am myself fallen into the unAryan.  No, I have become Super Aryan.  I have a Willfulness beyond imperial will.  With my analyses I level the world.  There never was a world.  There couldn't have been.  All is Light.  Super Aryan Light.  Here in the brahmanic enclosure of my hovelled room.
 
 
 
3582  It is the Platonists who know well the terrible violence of thought.  The Aristotelians seem to have never known.  It is the Platonists who want to keep it out of the ordered classroom, off the streets, away from sensitive minds.  The Aristotelians think all will be just lovely if everyone would just learn to think deeply.  The Platonists look darkly on apprehensively.  The Platonist will sacrifice the deep thinker for the good of society.  He himself and his words and the very killing itself of the sacrifice will be banished into oblivion in the windy little rooms on the infinite world wide web.  And this Platonist officiant, the deep thinker, will be shut up narrowly into his apprehension.  The world will go blithely on.  This right-wing Platonist will have himself created a world of unknowing, left-wing Aristotelians - for the good of society. 
 
 
 
3583  Philosophy is so very confusing.  The highest and the lowest, so categorically, absolutely different are dialectically, identically one - or maybe not.  A thought to be eternally deferred until later in the book, which is really just a collection of real, pseudo non-thoughts.  I'm so humble. 
 
There are, of course, ways around that difficulty.  A nexus here, a nexus there, a cut and an acceptance of a little inhomogeneity and all is well (if we just limit ourselves to one side of the critical divide).  It's somewhat ad hoc, but who am I to talk?  And what is this high and low stuff anyway?  A Fascist come-on surely.  Or do the gods really exist and … whoa, violence for sure.  But can they defend their thesis-ass in committee? 
 
Here in low-down town - wait, let me put on Beethoven's piano concerto and see if my thoughts change - the waves of desire gently rise and fall and my thoughts coalesce nicely, but not too nice and stickily, and I am so high-class.  Soon the demonic will come.  Art.  Lovely art.  The demon is so high-class.  And the real Fascists are just outside the door - who cares?  I can just feel the decadence begin.  Art is just art.  Sehr hubsche, gelbe Knaben.  (Fuck those German suffixes.)  Honey, you speak such benumbing low-low nieder-down Deutsch.  Why the tear?
 
This will never make it into an undergraduate classroom, and why should it?  Let the darlings primp and smear that oh-so-seductive, pristine orderliness all over themselves.  Pure pink and white light.  Nothing dark and chthonic, please.  We are way up in the highest transcendence. 
 
Now for Lou Reed's Banana album!  The reverse of the medal.
 
 
 
3584  It won't do to say that underneath all this phenomena there is just chthonic chaos or at least a big ugly messy thing.  Or mystery.  Or even space-time entanglements.  It won't do to divide Being into appearance, i.e. phenomena, and reality.  Kant tried it; he nodded and the subliminal Noumena took him and then the idea went broke; though, I must admit that the idea still holds sway even over me.  What to do?
 
Yes, there is Transcendence.  It is other. It is sometimes called the place of the gods or even God Himself.  I have called it the Beloved.  It is love's undoing by love.  And through and in love.  And in the desert of no love.  It is a wild thing, not a chthonic thing, not a biological or physical or even a mathematical thing of fragile fractals.  All of which is to say that it is love's shattering questioning of love.  It is the scholasticism of jealousy and utter loss.  And the noodling of the Noumena under the lime tree. 
 
The reality that is separate from these phenomena is trapped in identity with it.  No nexus, no delicate, demure anything works to bring about unity of one thing with itself.  Even its simplicity is not different from it because of difference.  Except that, yes, it is; it must be.  Thought and its analysis breaks - or at least it reaches its limit.  You understand right well.  You and I think these unthinkable things quite nimbly.  In this impertinent Viennese waltz with Philosophy smoothly leading.  He is his very appearing.
 
 
 
3585  The present alliteration obliterates the train of thought, mine and thine, along the line.  Distraction, subtraction etc..  A present from me to thee.  Crunch.  That boy never could drive. This deconstruction, this self-reflection shattered shattered battered, so fashionable, so cute, so along the Infinite Line.  It is me.  See? 
 
”The present alliteration obliterates the train of thought, mine and thine, along the line.  Distraction, subtraction etc..  A present from me to thee.  Crunch.  That boy never could drive.  This deconstruction, this self-reflection shattered shattered battered, so fashionable, so cute, so along the infinite line.  It is see me peter out?," he (I) said (say). 
 
Where's the Aufhebung, dear?  No pharmakon?  No holy/demonic, unsightly/beautiful victim for our lovely sacrifice?  My great intellectual ability has done itself in.  In the Buddha's starry Ennightenment.
 
Everyfuckingone acquainted with modern post-modern writing will surely get the point - and will reject it as jejune (do you like that word?).  But who are they to talk?  I stand in Kierkegaardian defiance, absurdly.  And the Great Absurd is always a little adolescent.  Well, not so little, actually.
 
 
 
3586  This boy who is the very essence of philosophy, this boy living in the grid on my farm, a con, artist, smartest thing I have ever known, or wanted.  Eat him.  He is cured ham and poison poppies.  He will be the death of philosophy and your life.  It's all right there – Grab it! 
 
The geometry of the Academy is now out there in the field of dreams. 
 
 
 
3587  You of course know how a boy will at times start jabbing you with barbs of incessant nonsense.  The unrelenting randomness of it is soon, very soon painfully boring.  And he of course sees how you feel and he keeps it up.  He is the irrational. Sticky gum.  The pretty brute.  Roquetin's tree.  And also like fluttering leaves in spring he is sometimes a strange attractor, infinitely falling into himself.  Even his outward form, usually so ungainly, at moments so obtrusively gnarly, does manage to lure with the otherworldly beauty of tamed chaotic violence.
 
He wonders about himself.  He is sure only of his own worthlessness, in spite of the expected praise heaped upon him so he won't feel so bad – and cause great trouble.  He eats well.
 
Yes, he will do as you say – if he remembers.  He is soon distracted.  He is soon focused with all his might.  He is soon in total oblivion.  And then he's hungry again.
 
He is pointedly pointless.  The deepest emptiness of the godhead.  Om man, paddle me om.  He is you.
 
 
 
3588  The togetherness of the stars as stars strewn is the idea of them, one thing, that is my mind.  And my papers, these lovely books and crumpled clothes, a room, into the point of a simple, single idea.  The world is many, the mind is one.  I smash it decisively desirously, I set it afire, I release the primal elements, right here, just then, I have the thing in itself.  I am not one who settles for reflected glory.  Being itself is mine.  God yields.  Curled up in the dark, night breezes.  I am the form of his starry eyes.  I stray easily.
 
That the Form has taken on particularity, that it is now just this, is easily seen and known by mind.  It is mind's being to be that knowing of that fact.  It is as simple as that.  Within the mind destroying thought of just now, just here.  And the timeless.  Understanding rises, then falls.
 
 
 
3589  The erotic in philosophy is always and ever-repeating the deep sexuality of the imagining body in the mind.  I see the boy come from out of nowhere.  He deeply sees and feels my seeing.  I shudder down into my groin.  He is moved and shoved back and pressed down.  It all takes place behind the still and the unmoved outer appearance.  This is the true Noumena. The nodding out blank of implicating sex.  It is simple pornographic thought written wet on the now tabula rasa.  Rubbing, erasing, digging, oozing in, becoming becoming, a filling up. The en-erg builds and builds.  Until.  Finally lovingly thrown. 
 
Sex, which depends so very much on outer attractiveness, on beauty, on the smooth thickness, is finally not that.  Or rather all that is not what it is ethereally thought to be.  It is finally the gathering of a thick groan, the accumulating heaviness in the throat, the ache of the sigh, the twisted groin, the wad of desire.  Sleep.  Close emanations in the cincture of blankets.  The weight of the habit.  The press of the bed. 
 
These are Nietzsche's headaches.  The guy was tight and tense for the golden boys of the Blessed Isles.  This is the weakness that came with too much strength.  This is the deep and gentle violence.  I am no different.  The great pressure and the wild happiness at the release are mine also.  Philosophy is tension and the reach, reaching, right there, the dialectical singularity. The two sides of the pharmakon are impishly ingrafted into each other.  I am thrown down and left lying there. 
 
 
 
3590  I suppose you could call this a new aestheticism, or a new new aestheticism, or symbolism or even decadence.  In so far as a symbol is that thing that transports us across into transcendence, then the boy is that, and I write him up.  This is also a place of separation, or a separate place of placeless closeness.  I write the elite, the overman, the despised and the rejected victim of a liberating sacrifice.  I write the fallen-holy thing.  Though our morality is concerned with giving freedom to us all, only the dying beauty can do so on the stumbling block of what cannot be allowed to be.  We push and he falls and dies.  Well, yes, a very ordinary sacrifice, soon forgotten.  Tomorrow another will be in our sights - some beauty with his ugly cancerous wound.  Bang.  Splat.  Life goes on peacefully.  Sweet Jesus.
 
The violence is the separation into this horror of the dialectical union of opposites.  We had no choice, it was too close, we had to get it out of here.  It was way too unsettling.  We all wanted it together.  Mad fighting ensued.  Now we can forget and sink into ordinary forgetting.  But the beginning of it is greatly misunderstood and it may come again.  We may want it so. 
 
We have great powers of forgetting this and that and of misconstruing.  That is called love.  All things ever come again.  The pointlessness of it all is exhilarating and depressing. Aestheticism is little more that a pretty word and an apotropaic quaffure.  Some furious tropical drink that will turn your head.  Heady stuff, my frothy fiend. 
 
 
 
3591  Nietzsche's Eternal Return of the Same is Bergmann's Principle of Exemplification.  The timeless Forms are always, somewhere exemplified as this or that.  Nothing is lost.  Being is an Optimum.
 
There is thus no place for resentment.  What was will be.  What is absent will again be present.  But it is a frightening, hair-raising thought. 
 
The problem for both Nietzsche and Bergmann (and me) is to account, not for the non-return, but for the somewhat-of-a-return, not for the ever other, but for the kind-of-other, not for the lack of exemplification, but for the partial exemplification.  The halfwayness of resentment and the slow grind of almost meaningless nominalism is the mystery.  Surely these things too, because they are, for the most part, the form of this world, must be counted in.  Is there some horrible dialectical union of the full existence of realism and the trace existence of nominalism?  Can pure light contain a dimly lit darkness?  Can the Beloved be the kindly ogre of mechanism?  Can kisses be too soft misses?
 
There have to be these middling, mediocre things, because our excessively philosophical Perfections are the Too Much, The Too Sharp, the Too Threatening.  And a little silly.  High intensity vs. low intensity.
 
 
 
3592  The vision of the Eternal Return of the Same, which is a rather easy philosophical vision/intuition to get, is certainly not the emptiness of Nirvana.  Let's say it is the Fullness on the other side of it.  From out of themselves, the self and all existing things, by the sheer act of the Will, pull themselves into existence – always and ever again.  I blow myself out and I light myself up.  That is the Divine within me.  I am the aseity of God.  All things are that.  There is no conditioned arising here.
 
It is wrong to say that something, anything, all things, are really a function of something things else, which are themselves functions of some things else on down to infinity and beyond. It's downright wrong!  It is right to say that something, anything, all and every thing, is a thing in its own right from itself.  It has Being.  Being is God.  God has aseity.  That's an easy vision to intuit, do it, for sure.  Philosophy is an impossible thing or it is nothing.  What could be easier to glare right at?  Betrothed to the Truth.  Or have you no taste for the uncanny?  You know you have been here before.
 
 
 
3593  I am neither a systematic thinker nor writer.  I tried desperately to be so, but all my trying came to nothing.   Nietzsche also tried and failed.  He had terrible migraine headaches that revealed that he was mad from the beginning.  I am no different.  And just as he eventually learned to accept his madness, the abyss, so have I, but I have called it love and the Boy who is always the other and the very torn otherness that is me and in me and who was Zarathustra's secret.
 
There is a certain value to this madness.  The heart of reality is also that.  And it can take the thinker where no systematic thinker can go, though he try and try.  One cannot be both a systematic thinker and a thinker into the far places.  This madness is real and it is deadly destructive.  It should be, as Plato said, banned from civil society.  Just as the love and the Boy have no sane place there.  The far places, so marshy at times, have to first be drained if the city is to be built.  The strange thing is that at the heart of every city, on its night streets, the boy prowls.  And the marshals come looking for him. 
 
 
 
3594  A system is never smooth and erotic.  That smoothness, that analogue continuum, so filled with the randomness of irrational numbers, will not yield except in a backward, off-handed manner.  He is a sometimes diagonal, sometimes contrapositive, sometimes just neither this not that nor anything definite falling properly in line, just himself – Bang! a willful hue running in the shine of his pearly skin leading you down into nowhere.  The kour of paradise. 
 
Strangely enough, the unsystem of this erotic play is a heap of disconnected things.  The smooth is disjointed.  This disjoint serves intoxicating drinks of dieses Ungrund.  Cabaret.  Young beauties standing around on display.  A system of sorts, usually out of sorts.  The oneness of the One Thing is too tight.
 
 
 
3595  The mask, the double, of every philosopher is eventually and soon the buffoon.  No one understands him, so, he thinks, why not bloke about and make a joke of it.  It's a very adolescent thing to do.  Socrates did it.  It is irony.  It is necessary.  It is the final appearance of philosophy in the world before He takes his lover out of here to … to where?  To the Paradise of Excess - the Place of the Forms – the Grand Ball – the nauseating sweetness of God's sticky love.  The Night of Splendor!  Or else the police will come and take you to an ordinary mental ward. 
 
 
 
3596  The gentle odes of home and worldly life become parody in art and philosophy.  Excess!  Para-excess!  That is the mark of all art and all philosophy.  It is the rule and the realm of the gods.  It is God.  It is the Lochos of the Holy.  The lyre and the cock's comb.  It is my mangled, logistic song.
 
Any adolescent lying on his bed dreams the dreams of the Too Much Smiling Wild Fun Fun Fun.  Drugs are fine.  Hard leveling light in a wire is fine.  Sex and flex and kicks and a fine hand is fine.  Wild, erect hair is fine.  Sweet suckers are fine.  The back of the neck is fine.  Musky muck music is fine.  Raunchy retch is fine.  A few bucks are real fine.  The end comes.
 
Oh my, insanity is close.  The nicely drawn line between me and everything else disappears.  The real and the imagined are indistinguishable.  I ain't no more.  Oh Jesus, I have forgotten everything.  Your pretty chaos sometimes isn't so pretty.  Come together again.  I am them.  Can you remember which is which?  Will I ever come down?  Things hurt.
 
The holy dissolution of all things into all things is a fuck.  Well, that's life.  Philosophy, so apollonianly nice, will keep it all straight.  I think lucidly.  He is mighty funny.
 
 
 
3597  A piece of writing, a piece broken off from the Logos, is exquisitely filled with lawfulness.  It flows smoothly.  The jerky stabs of randomness quit; though, the quick turn of the tango may be left here and there in the expected taking.  The boy with his incessant irritating nonsense leaves and comes back covered in the lithe sheen of seduction.  The crescent crease.  The unguent moon.   One then two.  One then two.  A gentle waiting.  Then, one then two.  One then two.  Quick, jab, resplendent nonsense.  Captured.  Again and again and again.  Fall back. Finished.
 
 
 
3598  The gowns and poverty of Islam are the outer appearance of Pure Light.  Paradise is a great congested list of things, barely articulated, smoothly interpenetrating, lust, the ingested lushness of jest, jets in the undergrowth.  Wild glances.  Houroi.  Koros, boaros, tuskaderos.  Dead.  The glowing, feathery eather.  Either him or the pomegranate eater.  Seminal beater. Seemly waves collapsing into piles of glittering pearl dust.  Or the nether and neither. 
 
In the towns there is levity.  Or maybe not.  The superimpositioning is the tight Wahid Himself.  Our God the wad, weighed down in the wadi.  So I waded in and got waylaid.  Then the puerile bite.
 
Alliteration is obliteration.  The oblation is iterated.  Fortuitous afflatus.  Soft pearls for Genet's broom.  Kept off my feet, I swagger in the nocturnal crepe.  And I creep unseen into the replete, a prisoner of Love. 
 
 
 
3599  Thinking they have come out of the cave, the thinkers of today are still trapped in that killing lair.  The Amazon is still the goddess.  Sentimental romantics and revolutionaries still want to die for Her.  The web of words, in this cave, yet hangs in the air.
 
The nineteenth century controls the ideas of our religious fundamentalists wanting to protect marriage and our fundamentalist communists wanting to protect … motherhood and children – they are the same.  The virile male is the problem.  He must be maimed.  Only the castrated will be allowed to operate in society, now purged of willfulness and his unreason. Gentle feelings and helpful homely reason must be the rule.
 
The male, denied his powerful God, now hobbling, must learn to fend for himself, in joyless joy at his new freedom from himself, in trepidation before his coming death, his return to Her.
 
 
 
3600  Like the Gita and the Koran, my words are primarily not conceptual, but rather they are an image of the rhythm of Being.  Yes, that was a conceptual sentence, but it was almost a non-conceptual concept.  I think, if you stare at it and glare at its intended intention, that you will find little except ordinary philosophical confusion.  For all that, though, it is, I hope, a pleasant nodding into the Noumena.
 
 
 
3601  I do not stand maimed before the Great Mystery.  I have turned smoothly and walked away in full strength.  I have directed my gaze toward the Sun.  I have run joyfully into its blast.  I see plainly what exists.  The final things are with me as they truly are.  There is no hidden mystery in this Sun of Being.  Love has revealed himself completely. 
 
I stand naked smeared with translucent Form.  No more than just this and the god on me.  That which was from the beginning is clearly apparent.  The sheen shines on this trans-logical machine.  I am worked.  You see me as I am.
 
I rise I fall I rise I fall I am intense I break I lounge I rise I fall I analyze I am I wait He comes.
 
The male is virile.  That glory is loved.  It does not deny itself for the empty nothing at all.  It does not go back.  The Sun embraces him.
 
 
 
3602  Irrational numbers, that is to say, numbers that cannot be described by the relatings of any lesser things, that can be known only in their infinite laying out, that in full bloom are just themselves, random and strewn like the stars – these numbers are the darlings calling the mathematical mind.  Here we see the groundlessness of God as Number.  I insist we see it directly and clearly.  We see is as clearly as we see the lovely chaos of the sky.  As clearly as we see love's jealousy.  Clear through the wind in the boy's flying hair.  These things are only themselves.  The night is known.  And held in my purposeful, strong holding.
 
 
 
3603  Literature like Buddhist chants and Moslem prayer, like my philosophy, becomes long heavy waiting.  Like the words lovers speak.  Like the slow time of the prairie tree locusts. Repetition's repetition.  The again and ever again.  My numbered paragraphs, each curled up in itself, follow relentlessly.  Nothing new appears.  The same idea climbs up to the vanishing thought and climbs down.  The vibrations penetrate.  Sweet intensity.  The impulse to go on is toward the inevitable nodding out.
 
Concepts almost come, but the feel of the words force the attention.  The sound, the same in the ever deviating.  That one speaks and writes concepts as a ruse.  The real waits in the finger up the spine.  The shaking begins in the voluble air.  Round and round the words form themselves in the cavities of the head, shot through the inner ear, the sound of the insistent turning of thought.  Ruach.  The cold afternoon heat.
 
 
 
3604  These are gay writings by a gay person for gay people.  I think the word "gay" is narrow enough and broad enough and empty enough and full enough to convey to you exactly what I mean.  They are as extreme and as commonplace as is gay existence.  They will be, I surmise, as loved and as hated as is that gay essence.  And they will encounter as vicious an indifference.    I have written up that wild thing as well as I could, or rather, I have been as obedient to the promptings from it as I am able.  I have not been as afraid as I should be.  I will, no doubt, succumb to something extreme and wild in it.  God is with me, for good and for evil. 
 
I have always thought that the common gay writings of today are too timid about looking at the transcendent violence of this kind of love that at times is a vision of the divine.  I will not offend the god present by denying him.  I will not counsel avoidance of this great thing.  I do not write for the timid and the worried.  Or for the securely established.  The risk is daunting. The need is over-powering. 
 
In order that I might bring some order to this holy chaos I have clothed my ideas in the fiery rhythms of prose, in the chant of the ever falling and rising, in thought's compulsion and heavy obsession.  The boy came to my room and I dressed him up in color and dance. 
 
I write the most obvious and the most pressing.  I do not sink in the wordy mire of conceptualism or the languishing distance of representationalism.  I am with and I see the real thing, that existence, directly.  I do not fall and I do not wish to fall into the sweet mystery of uncertainty.  The strong thing is here.  It is entirely strong enough.  There is no end to Being, shot in great nakedness through me.  The ataraxia of skepticism is not the calm I seek.  Those beautiful eyes are my desire; they shake me.
 
The other philosophies of the world mournfully approach, with blind eyes, the great womb, the matrix from which all thing arise and to which they all fall back as in a lover's swoon.  I have no such hidden dark mystery in this gay philosophy; of course I don't.  All is on the expanse of the open plain.  The light upholds the wings, now rising now soaring, in this clear air. The lover shines with eternal existence, and those who love the unseeing and the unseen do not walk here with him.  In the cut of analysis existence is firm.  There is no trace of the disappearing trace of a tear.
 
All things stand in the perfection of strong existence.  Existence does not yield to degrees.  It is itself.  The things that are are thoroughly.  No weakness devours the virile man into a castrated romantic poet.  The boy is sexually powerful.  The urge is exquisite.
 
 
 
3605  The word "gay" is a lovely, apollonian euphemism redeeming unsightly Dionysian anguish.  It is the calmness that comes after the violence on the approach to orgasm.  It is the stillness that the shaman fights free from the spirits on the other side.  It is the immovable force of the now abandoned dead victim.  It is the light wring out of the darkness that precedes artistic creation.  It is the unclean boy whose uncleanliness is ritually transformed into angelic sexiness.  It is lust now one with love.
 
The sunyata of non-being, the emptiness, at the heart of all the world's objects is the non-differentiated List of Ontological Things sweltering at that decentered center.  Before the differencing and the articulation sets in there is the violent darkness.  Apollo is the philosophical Sun that shines in this unseeing place.  Shaking gives up to the calm; the traxia gives way to ataraxia.  Joy appears in the struggle.  Sweet kisses dissolve the gasping antagonisms.  Liveliness comes over the agony.  The Agon ends in smiles.  The god himself took on our sins and made them holy perfection.  The bright sky wins.  Rudra and then the metamorphosis into Shiva.  The bastard Jesus, son of a fallen woman, becomes Holy God.  The end of the turmoil is the peace of It never was.  It ruled and I obeyed. 
 
 
 
3606  Every beloved dissolved in the wild non-differentiation of the one Beloved.  The Formless Form excites and threatens and we beg for a particular one calmly standing there before the mind's eye.  The violent calls, love enthralls, the head reels with indecision.  The Shaman of desire walks in the door.  The night begins.  Untoward things slant away and jealousy sweeps up.  Will it end well or badly or in one more day of empty dissipation?  The Totality inundates our lovely boy of the evening. 
 
Every encounter is an unsettling thing and a fight.  Accusations fly about.  The lord of the smooth places will not sit.  I wait with the others.  Why does he flirt with the worst?  Why does he go home with the most unworthy?  Why is beauty so unknowing of beauty?  We wait on.  Wisdom is rare and unforthcoming.  Soon he will be lying gently next to me and I will wonder why.  I fight with the meaning of perfect victory.  Then he's gone again.
 
In the middle of my agonizing weakness, I pray that he come and bring his soothing balm.  I wait on his return.  The eternal return.  The godhead of his so pointed being.  He comes.
 
It is unclear whether or not we want freedom.
 
 
 
3607  There are gay writings for gay people; straight people will neither understand nor be concerned that they don't.  Contention in this world is mainly between people who want the same thing.  What gay people want and what straight people want is so different as to create a peaceful indifference between them.  They, for the most part, simply pass each other on the street and in the hall.  Therefore straight people will pass over my words as though they didn't exist.  Gay people will growl and smile and fight and embrace me.  They will not be indifferent.  They cannot be.  We chase the same beloved.  Jealousy will put them on the lookout for me. 
 
 
 
3608  Yes, we do know the Thing-in-Itself, but that Thing is a wild and furious seeming emptiness, which in turn rests on the great openness across Being's bright chest of delights.  It contains all the possibilities of everything it, that very thing, ever will be and ever could be.  It is the not-to-be-resisted conflagration of the limited and the determined.  It is burning desire for the beyond.  It is the pang of love.  And so I write such empty words, in a measured way, that I might live safely.
 
When things enter the tornado of love and thought, when the light threatens, when the breaking breaks in, and we long for the peace of moderation to meet us half way, but not to kill this lovely wild thing, then He is the only salvation we have.  That lithe, happy waist laying waste to thought to love to hope – obliteration and oblivion!  My breast bursts on his.
 
 
 
3609  I take the words of religion and philosophy literally.  I am literalist.  But the words name things that are ungraspable.  Words merely stamp around on the page angry perplexed anxious crying clinging to the searing light.  It's hit and misty eyes.  The words write only themselves.  Empty things filled up and overflowing down an evening river.  Riveted in … the breeze is delightful tonight.  The heat of the sun is tamed.  The twilight softly moves.  And bares his shoulder.
 
This gaily intense love is, of necessity, written full of violence.  Jealousy and the threat of the fallen-man overtaking your beloved slash and cut every attempt at happy thought.  And yet, the coming around comes again and he lies there at your side so gently.  What's up?  Take it!
 
And so I write; there is no other way.  I want the intensely intense most intently.  I take the intentional object with my nexus and the night begins.  Such configurations!  I lie here numb with this nodding number.  And these inner thoughts that have taken me out of here.  I will gladly pay the price. 
 
I write sentences, ladders of syntax up and over the wall.  I am scattered.  I am become your fear and your bleary eyes, dear reader, remembering looking afar.  And you are back into yourself with him – or why else do you read?     
 
 
 
3610  Gay stories today about those who are dying, with or without their lover, from a failing body or a failing mind, probably aids, direct our attention to humans huddled together trying to cope.  They are sentimental and painful for both reader and writer.  But for the one dying these stories are useless.  He is, rather, looking out toward another reality where other beings reside.  I have written something for him.
 
Well Yes, I have written it and presented it, but, if you are acquainted with the world at all, you know that it will not be accepted.  Or, if it is accepted, it will be by those few for whom it was something they had long ago already found.  I suspect that those for whom friends and family were important here will look for the same there.  I have not written up friends and family.  I have not written up the busyness and the business of life.  I am deep in the abstract, the pure form, the exquisite intellectual eroticism of the boy of God.  I am on the other side of Being, with Being.  This is not a community gathering.  This is a lonely tryst with the Beloved.   Or are all gay people "essentialists" looking for the essence of love and lover and beauty and orgasmic oblivion?  Are they really running after the pure form?  Will they secretly, kept secret from even themselves, really read and understand what I have to say? 
 
 
 
3611  The world is all that is the case.  The world consists of facts, not things.  Nagarjuna would have agreed.  Fact, ever a complex, ever not a simple thing, is, it seems, a dependent arising out of simple, ontological things, a universal form and a bare particular, which we must remember are nothing in themselves, but hanging on to each other they do form something (though it is also a nothing).  F(a).  The thought is difficult and equally fraught with non-existence.  Well yes, that is ontology.  We write it up lovingly.
 
 
 
3612  Nagarjuna wrote a most bewildering philosophy.  The scholars and analytic philosophers, trying to respect such a historically great person, have tried their best, but he remains, in the last analysis, wild and, most probably, mad.  Either, unable to do sophomoric logic, he missed the fact that what he really did write up was nihilism, pure and simple nihilism, or he knew he was leading us into the Night of the Nihil and he was a cross-eyed imp.  I think he was both, blinded by love and blindingly aware of his madness.  A philosophical lover, it is well known, misses the well and falls in and the maiden scholars laugh.  He was a true philosopher singing the song of love, from deep in love.  O Manjushri, what have you done to him? You have made him a most beautiful singer out into the oblivion of logical orgasm.  My voyeuristic reading has made me exhausted.  Like him I know it all.
 
 
 
3613  He said my pictures were, in fact, not beautiful, but they were hectic and ugly.  He was beautiful and I, inside, became even more of that very hectic and ugly thing he so wanted to look away from.  I have no doubt that even my words so very carefully written down were also that.  My heart sank.  The emptiness of all I had thought I had accomplished showed forth its worthlessness.  The emptiness of emptiness simply deliquesced down my old exposed leg and dry paper was left to cut me.
 
I have been here before.  The place is not only familiar to me, it is home.  This shaking chaos is the Source.  This bare-assed shameful exposure is the blue sky sublimation of the dream of truth.  The boy looks at you and you tremble in fear.  We have known that true nature of love for a long time.  Hectic agitation.  The flames of Agni dance.  The grimacing grin.  The imp of the imposture.  Dialectical destruction.
 
All my life when I have written up the beauty I have seen and I have gently displayed it I have then received the shock of being made a fool for such naked exposure.  It is a dream of being caught in a public place with my pants down and my hard dick slowly working in my hand.  What was I thinking!  That isn't beauty, that is disgusting shame.  The filmy darkness seeps around and I lower down out of sight.  Then I pluck myself up and begin again.  The under-chaos that is the being of beauty's order starts its hectic work again.  This is true philosophy. One endures it.  Beauty oozes its acid.  The boy corrodes under my stairs.  I have him.  I prevail.   
 
 
 
3614  Those who know the being of mathematical order know that it is trembling disorder.  The random, the irrational, the infinite violation, the unreachable pierces every formula attempted.  Number cannot be defined and its wild stallion existence cannot be corralled.  The mathematician is a testosterone junky.  This thing is the incorrigible.  Any schoolboy knows the confusion of its useless calculations and feels the boredom come and in his ensuing numbness he is all over himself.  He shakes.
 
Geometry is pure Beauty.  Its abstract emptiness, it stretched formality, its ungraspable movement, etherealizes sight.  The eyes fight with the world.  The world is soon gone.  Supine pinings.  Prostate rays.  Cramped days alone.  The rain and the wind and the coming darkness.  He walks between the light.  Indiscreet smoothness.
 
 
 
3615  The boys of these writings – how often have I started out with these words! – are abstractions.  They are from the pure forms of … of what?  They are of the Pure Forms.  There are no "real" worldly boys here.  I am not in the least concerned with ordinary life, its need for money and family.  My eyes are to the heavens.  I write the place away from here in the eternal stillness.  I write the seeming nothing at all.  This is sublime art, the escape.  And the teaming seamy side of divine violence.
 
 
 
3616  Η φυσις κρυπτειν γπει.  Nature loves to hide.  Philosophy, the love of the bright and clear, struggles with nature's concealment.  The shadowy death of Hades would be its bane. The boy of philosophy with his uncovered form moves precisely within the Light.  He casts no shadow.  He is apparent Idea, the seen, the sharply revealed.  The clothes of nature have been long cast off.  He offers you the completeness of Being.
 
 
 
3617  Young men dream dreams, old men have visions.  The outer form of the boy is his inward going.  The form of the old man's vision is to leave itself and follow the boy.  The form of the boy turns within the vision of the old man.  The boy closes his eyes and he is his well-turned form.  The old man opens his eyes and he is the boy with closed eyes.  The boy is the man's obsession.  Seated gently next to each other they divide into each other.  The hand in the eye of the old man follows the young man's handling him.  The one is the other.  The inward dream and the outer vision meet.  Maddeningly they are dialectically one.  In a dialectic beyond meaning and possibility.
 
 
 
3618   In order for rape by the gods to change to rapture, the chthonic liquids had to dry up.  The female had to change into the male.  She had to become he.  Leda, Nature's necessity, is replaced by Ganymede, risky business, high-flying enchantment, the Pteros of metaphysics.  Hooded, bodiless nuns, servants of Jesus.  Become fair-haired acolytes teasing each other behind the altar.  The sting of Oistrus is near.  The old priest lies down and leaves.  Dry leaves blow up in the sparkling prairie dust.  The Spirit abandons biology.
 
 
 
3619  I speak the truth, the plain truth.  And in that I am secretly seducing the boy.  I have never hesitated to say that metaphysics is erotics.  And I have always said that the universal in his Form is the most erotic.  And that all this is away from the everyday.  In an awayness closer than the everyday.  In the cock-eyed closeness.  Where the undifferentiated struggles for articulation.  He understands well.
 
 
 
3620  One handles the symbols of poetry as carefully and as warily as one handles the coils of a snake.  The sudden twistings have force.  The boy rears up.  Up into his head.  Sprinkled pearl flakes on the skin of night.  Eyes narrow trying to see.  Jesus comes in subtle comings.  Surely from nowhere at all.  The universe moves as he shifts thought.  Naught in the knot of gangly love – he is bought.  I deliquesce on the spot.  The gentleness has been won over with a surly power.
 
The symbols of myth have in our bourgeois world been interpreted as man and woman quietly at home, and not man and boy on scaly wings – but why?  The esoteric truth must be protected.  Cristabel is Coleridge and Geraldine is Coldridge.  The man and the boy in him are entangled.  The shiny reptilian thing is him prostate, gently riding up in fire into himself. He seethes on the mirror sea.  He is double.  In the end he is fucked.
 
Jesus, God with God, from and into God, the cross-eyed non-difference of Difference itself.  Jesus is eerily other.  Therefore he is you, your very doubled non-self.  Out into yourself.  Cute little ass so easily handled and sparkling in the inward night.  Your snake uncurls and gives your meditating other the milk of heavens bristling existence.  Horripilation.
 
Those who would take all religion back to the great goddess greater than Jehovah, will soon discover the flashing anger in the eyes of the Boy who will not be replaced by that.  Jealousy is terrible.
 
And the fight between the Platonists and the materialists begins.  Those who would have the woman, and not the Boy, be the center of Being bring poetry back to the everyday as its true meaning.  Woman is the everydayness of things – home and family.  And they assume that I would have the ordinary boy be a substitute for that – it cannot be so.
 
The boy is necessarily the Boy.  The escape is always at hand.  The erotic is the way out of here.  Home and family are left behind.  To seduce the boy you must transform him into Him and your bed into the Place of the Entanglement Itself.  A ridiculous thing for the woman.  The Boy in the boy glowers at her.
 
Platonic boy-erotics is always a dialectical thing. The metamorphoses are wild and heady.  The fixedness of the One is other.  Thought permeates.  His thick thigh is the slate on which it is written.  You must insist he give you his dew.
 
 
 
3621  I write philosophy, the pure ontology; therefore I am not concerned with the social, but with the elemental things.  The boy is boy smell, hard crotch pungency moist sticky on the hard tight smoothness of skin.  He is breath breathing, eyes closed and seeing, his finger touching, a prick of light.  My words shoved together in simple meaning.  He is a just that.  The pink quietly suffuses his lips and cheek.  He undoes his belt.  The roaring aura and the dew.
 
 
 
3622  The constant metamorphosis that is myth forces the one who would enter it to finally look for a way out.  The unsettled seeks the fixed.  The opium fix of the night wants the steadiness of the daytime.  This religious junky wants to go home to house and family.  He wants the clearly differentiated.  The agile dancing must stop.
 
And so it is with dialectic.  Unless the firm hand of the god come, the centered God, the changes are unbearable.  The ad hoc will not be enough.
 
 
 
3623  There are two nexus that are mightily believed in today and are also under great attack.  The nexus from causes to effect.  And the nexus from first principles to conclusion.  Together these are sometimes called conditioned arising.  So many of us cling to the idea that all things are the result of what went before.  That for all things there is a path leading to each.  That everything is a beginning and an end and that there is a path from every beginning to every end.  That nothing suddenly, of itself, appears from nowhere.  There are no self-existing things. Every thing comes out of, rests on and returns to its progenitors.  Every thing IS its progenitor.  But these ideas do no exist easily in our analytical time.
 
As far as this philosopher and these writings are concerned these two nexus are scattered here and there in the everyday world, much as color is, but they have no place at all in the Ontological Realm.  The Things of ontology, Universals, bare particulars, the various nexus themselves, fact, none of them have progenitors.  They are timeless self-existing things, uncaused.
 
There is also a middle realm – the mathematical – that is relevant here.  Today, after Godel, we know that there are, in fact, an infinity of mathematical forms that exist "irrationally", that is to say, they cannot be derived from first axioms.  Paradox and the infinite were finally given rooms of their own in the house of mathematics.  They have subsequently built on to that rather humble edifice until today it is a huge juggernaut of a moving thing.
 
 
A world of cause and effect is determinate, a world of well-formed, completed facts.  In that world there are no things without a determinate, definite form.  For example, in a dream, in your imagination, you may see a street with some cars moving along it, but it is an indeterminate number, and the street is no particular street, just as the cars are of no particular kind.  In the "real" world we demand that the number be determinate, the street be definitely somewhere and the cars have a well-determined form.  The non-determinate, non-finite, vague, incomplete, dreamy things of the imagination are not "real".  They are not actual.  Or so we have thought for a long time.  Our ideas are now giving way.  The infinite, the indeterminate, the incomplete has crept into the real.
 
 
In this philosophy you read here, these infinite things have taken over.  I have Forms without specificity.  Bare particulars totally without form of any kind.  Nexus prior to connecting anything at all.  I have the empty facticity of fact.  Actuality stands alone without being the actuality of any fact.  As does potentiality.  And the Thing is just the thingness of all things.  The mind breaks trying to think.  That is and always has been philosophy, which some have tried to tame by saying it deals only in concepts, imaginings of the mind, finally mere nothings.  I, in opposition to that killing thing, have said philosophy deals in the Real, beyond the mind, lighting up the mind in piercing, obliterating brilliance.   
 
The upshot of all that is that the things I write, the "conclusions" I come to are not "from" anything.  I do not work from first principles, or beginning hypotheses.  There is no path laid out for the reader to follow.   He suddenly finds himself present with the Things and he just as suddenly understands or he understands nothing of what I have written.
 
Just as the happy point of no return suddenly appears in love-making after much tiring work, and you stop and let it be, so the Idea is right there, fresh in itself, after much reading and intellectual heavy lifting, and it rests.
 
 
 
3624  The dialectic turns.  The calm, the most intense calm, that paradoxical thing, comes only after, on completion of, the Intensity.  In the orgasm of thought, in the orgasm of Being, the Obliteration and Oblivion.  The instant that doesn't exist.  The blanking out.  ………… And then the inevitable return.  The obsession will be taken up again – perhaps in the twilight of evening it will begin.
 
 
 
3625  The Buddhists remain firmly fixed in the idea that there is no Atman, no basso continuo, beyond the fleeting phenomena.  The adamantine Vajra is the ever-involving symbol that explains it all in an instant – and then nothing.  Well, of course, paradox abounds, but what of it?  The emptiness of the purported, unsupported emptiness isn't.  That is well-proven eternally.  The explanation is long and into the night.  Lanterns in old huts at the end of time.  Being settles into cozy wool from the proliferating agni dei.  Old men try again.
 
It's amazing how just a momentary sighting is enough.  But then the obsession to see again.  And again.  And you gain nothing more.  The completion is complete.  And you are soon depleted of hope.  No one escapes.  The thrall has a certain thrill – about it - you cannot tell.  Eternally corralled by mere diacritical markings, you glance over at the stallion waiting to bite.  Again.
 
 
 
3626  The Buddhists remain firmly fixed in the idea that there is no Atman, no basso continuo, beyond the fleeting phenomena. It's amazing how just a momentary sighting is enough.  But then the obsession to see again.  And again.  And you gain nothing more.  The completion is complete.  And you are soon depleted of hope.  No one escapes.  The thrall has a certain thrill – about it - you cannot tell.  Eternally corralled by mere diacritical markings, you glance over at the stallion waiting to bite.  Again.  The adamantine Vajra is the ever-involving symbol that explains it all in an instant – and then nothing.  Well, of course, paradox abounds, but what of it?  The emptiness of the purported, unsupported emptiness isn't.  That is well-proven eternally.  The explanation is long and into the night.  Lanterns in old huts at the end of time.  Being settles into cozy wool from the proliferating agni dei.  Old men try again.
 
 
 
3627  I often speak of the violence of philosophy and you may wonder why.  I suggest you have probably become so accustomed to the violence you perpetrate, that it has penetrated so thoroughly into you, or you into it, that you now never notice that simple act you so delightfully perform.  We, in fact, in deed, love violence.  It is life itself.  It is our daily bread.
 
I was walking last night with my young Hindu friend and he casually mentioned that the world doesn't exist, that it is all mind.  In one simple stroke he completely wiped out the world and substituted something else in its place.  The great Vishnu couldn't have done that!  A momentary (reverse) violence equal to the split second of the Big Bang.  What to do with such a boy and his amazing ability?
 
On another day, perhaps when he was feeling more humble, he asserted only that the color red didn't exist, that only light waves interacting with the brain did.  He, for some reason, wanted to explain away the simple by means of the impossibly abstruse.  He does love mystification and mystery at odd times.  I think it's a sexual thing. 
 
I too love these simple acts of destruction and recreation.  I, as you know, also destroy the world, but by separating it into its pieces, much as you would destroy a watch by taking it apart into a hundred little gears and stems and springs and what-nots.  Oh my friend, you know that that is also the extreme of science, our very salvation in this world that so often hurts and maims us.  Violence counters violence.  We only give what we receive.  That, let me repeat, is life itself.
 
 
 
3628  To understand this philosophy I fear that you will have to be intimately acquainted with that part of our intellectual tradition than speaks of Greek boy-love.  If you have always thought of that as being only a marginal thing in the history of philosophy and you have only a scholar's passing acquaintance with it and the very idea seems to be something narrowly idiosyncratic, wildly off-center, even a perversion of the true and strong ideas of our long history, then stop reading because you will not see anything of value here.
 
 
 
3629  The philosopher's ideal:  The Greek beautiful boy, the Buddha, the Christ and Sartre's homosexual ideal.  I will begin with the latter.  "He is tall and proud as the slender foxtail grass, strikingly beautiful, having within him a looming emptiness."  Likewise for the Greeks he was all outward, graceful form, evincing no inner thought, except perhaps for dreams, serenely detached, aristocratically unapproachable, devoid of all earthly physiology.  And the sculptured Buddha appears with the same serene detachment, having no atman-soul, no inner movements of thought, with the taut perfection of outward form.  And the Christ is God who has emptied himself of all divinity, finally of all life, a still, dead thing hanging and broken, unapproachable for us except for our eating and drinking him in, the beautiful lamb of innocence.  None of these are real-life human beings.  They have all become the separated and separate ideal.  They are all the most abstract. 
 
The opposite of all this is the fleshly woman with red blood flowing in her veins, a real person filled with the physiological force of giving life.  She is someone who is born, works hard and dies.  She is the demos, the earth, the infolding womb.  She is someone to hold and be held by.  She is not an abstract emptiness.
 
With the philosopher, removed from the concerns of family life and its real world passions, we are in the intellectual passions of logical paradox and subtle analysis.  Stratospheric winds of pure thought move violently here, not dark bodily humors.  The young student that enters this difficult and separate unworld becomes as a dead thing to the fleshly world.  He shares in the emptiness and death of God on the cross of thought's lifeless sublation.  At last moving thought itself is gone and only the spiritual cut glistens in the thinker's blank eyes.  The Buddha, the Christ, the Kouros, the striking beauty become callboy to the religious, recedes as though into oblivion.
 
The philosopher finds an eternal escape from death in this intense beauty of abstract lifelessness.  And the now still elements of final analysis lie in a pile.  The pile, the heap, that Heraclitus called Beauty itself.  The transcendental Disorder of the stars.  Our consternation.
 
The ideal philosopher is a madman to the people of the shadows.  There is no escape from his fate.  He sees.  He sees something.  The Light has made him blind within the cave.  He wants out.  The ideal philosopher is a madman to the people of the shadows.  A shudder and a nightmare.
 
The ideal philosopher has only his words.  He will try, he must try, through words, by the force of love, to gain access to the grace of perfection.  But the separation is absolute and he is without hope.  He challenges the absolute with argument, the devastating unraveling of onto-logic.  He will take its fortress.  By the grace of the One that flows within his words piled onto words he will in an instant, in an interval less than existence, he will become himself that thing, unio mystico, and then … well, maybe it was nothing.  How could ugly Socrates take on and become Alcibiades, Lysis, Phaedrus?  The separation is absolute between beauty and his monstrous appearance, an affront to all things Greek.  He had his words.  Still, in the end he probably won his way across.
 
The philosophical ideal is without pleasure.  It is the attack and the letting be.  Ecstatic rapture is far beyond mere pleasure.  The stark arête.  The fearful shine of the Kudos.  The man and the boy know only the intense thing.  The philosophical ideal is without pleasure.  The repeating shudder and the nightmare.  The instant of grace being given.
 
Philosophy is finally a low thing.  Callboy angels flying off, leaving you and you diminished substance to begin calculations again.  The great sickness that is our poetic heritage.  Dying flesh.  Glistening serpentine scales.  Malodorous essences. Pungent logic.  Mad reverses.  Would-be dialectic.  Spiritual violence.  The very presence of Heaven.  Incipit parodia.  I merely report the facts.
 
Philosophical writing must have the Rta.  The exactness of its formal laying out must be maintained.  The rhythms must be strong enough to protect us from the Fire.  The baksheesh will be minimal – a promise of a night of love, a mere promise.  A shudder and a violent nightmare, heaven, that place of holy undoing, is close.  In the chaos there is the Strange Attractor.  The Oborous again stretches out and bends toward itself.  The philosopher must work to keep it exact.  The Fire.
 
Philosophy is all about perfection or it is about nothing.  It has become the work of our academic clerics to prove it is the latter; otherwise, society will burn up.  And so we at forced to worship the practical, everyday getting-on with life.  And then the great dreamless sleep.  But the nightmare and the shudder will not be allayed.
 
 
 
3630  Two things prevail in these pictures: the round, smooth thickness and the steady gaze.  Both of those things have weight.  They are substance.  Neither vanishes in a beehive of relations to other things.  Each remains held firmly within itself. 
 
Each of those things is an extension that turns in itself.  The smoothness is one thing.  There is no breaking up into a complexity of discrete pieces.  The continuity is compact all the way to infinity; it is one thing to its unfathomable depths.  The boy's form turns in with itself, solid and complete.  He is not seen as in any relationship with other things; he is an entelechy, an end onto itself, in itself.
 
He gazes out of himself at you the one gazing back and the gaze with gaze is no more than the Gaze gazing into itself.  The awareness is thick with itself.  It is substance in itself.
 
Pictures that showed the opposite these would show insubstantial things, things that derived their being from their relatings to other things in turn relating to other things.  Substance would blow away in many considerations.  Discrete non-things would rush at each other trying to find a place to be, a place where they might find being, the being of the company of others.  They would show the great family of things each having a determinate place in the order of things.
 
Because I do not place my object inside such an ordering, because he has become an indeterminate thing outside the well-ordered world, a thing only in himself, a thick turning I-don't-know-what, he destroys effective thought.  He becomes destroyer, a thing of spiritual violence, the Indeterminate That, still and numinous.  A madness.  Only reluctantly let out of the asylum.  His gaze is unsettling.  Socially very inappropriate.
 
Society is the great Relating (today called networking in smiling techno-speak).    I write and depict the un-, the anti-social.  I pull the boy out of society into an old man's intellectual heaven to be contemplated in eternal stillness.  He becomes a surd.  He is the numbness in itself.  The ponderous thought.  He is weight against me.  He is the philosopher's substance of shuddering rape.  Bewildered and stuck.
 
I do not depict the great Family of Man.  I am not concerned with Man, the very meaning of the Modern.  I am not concerned with the finite world of interrelating functions.  I drive out of the world toward the still substantial thing inself.  The Ding-an-sich.  The Noumenal.  The place of Ends. The Forms.  The Archetypal things.  Thus the Infinite things.  Blindingly In-determinate.  Destroyers of the ordering of determinate place that is society.  And that I would put the boy in that non-place of wreaking myth is surely only proper for a boy that always was only that.  Aside from the others he is only That the indeterminate I-don't-know-what.  I know him only in the intimacy of blanking out orgasm.  Reason collapses in its self-piercing excesses. The in-turning smooth roundness of the boy's weight against me pins me down.  The gaze is unrelenting, but it sees only the One Form.
 
The con-crete is the many things all growing together in community.  The abstract is the tearing out of the one thing to be only with itself in the Entelechy of Being.  Thus that other Platonist named Aristotle joins me in my worship, the Theoria.  We have returned momentarily from a far country and we saw strange religious things.
 
 
 
3631  Violence is a tearing of things out of their proper order.  It is the resulting disorder.  In Logistic the symbols are arranged into well-ordered functions. The things arranged have their very being in that they are so arranged; to tear them out and each away from the other things would kill logic.  The ordered function, the fact, the state of affairs, is the existence of the world.  Any philosophy that tears universal away from bare particular from nexus from quantifier and attempts to look at them in isolation, as separate Platonic Forms, only stares at dead husks.  The living world is a great ordered nexus of things.  Any other eternal world of simple things in themselves is nothing at all.  It is madness.  Or so we might think. 
 
The Philosopher contemplates the Things in their eternal stillness, in their self-existing completeness.  He sees, in philosophical intuition, the Essences, Perfections in themselves, Entelechies.  Majuscule Intensities.  He is a stranger in this world where everything is something else, and, with Anaximander, he falls into a well.  The modern world is not his.  In the post-modern he begins to see a way out.  The modern world moans, "Things fall apart; the center cannot hold; mere anarchy is loosed upon the world, the blood-dimmed tide is loosed, and everywhere the ceremony of innocence is drowned; the best lack all conviction, while the worst are full of passionate intensity."  It is the erotic philosophers that are full of passionate intensity.  They are the worst.  I am such a one.  Born of the Prairie Sky. 
 
 
 
3632  The arguments between philosophies do not merely add movement to the dusty air of philosophical teatime.  They are rather the very things that have, more than anything else, caused nation to go to war with nation.  They rouse the soul up into the whirling, roaring, intellectual Spirit.  They cause real, red pain.  One feels the white, cold wind of separation.  From the cut, we feel the dripping of life's vital energies.  Philosophical argument reveals the shine on the sword of mind.  Life itself is threatened. 
 
The difference between philosophies is enormous and momentous.  Spirit differs from spirit.    Each sees the other as the way into the hellish shades of non-being.  Each feels an impulse to protect the young from this horrible night.  Intellectual fascism and the spiritual SS are at the door.  The fires must be avoided and extinguished.  Bad philosophy is not merely an academic exercise.  Eyes dart, the breath catches and tears out.  Words are spoken.  The now kindled brand of thought is pointed and it is not held back.  Analysis quickens.  Arguments become forceful.  Silver glistens.  The God of the true way is summoned.  We await the instant.  Perhaps you will take the boy's citadel tonight.
 
 
 
3633  Works of art of all kinds come down to us, scientific theories, lovers' words, business proposals, fashion statements, news of war and economic collapse – we are overwhelmed and we seek understanding.  Some of us think the key that will open the truth of the matter lies here and others that it is hidden there, and we rush about making matters worse with theories of theories of theories of why we think it is here or there and the overwhelming is overwhelmed and it is unending.  What to do?
 
Permit me to make matters worse still.  Right now I am looking at two sources of creation and understanding.  Consider x, a right lovely, somewhat confusing, thing that begs for understanding.  Perhaps it is a work of art or scientific theory or … you get the point.  So here is x made by p(erson).  The two sources we might look to for understanding are either p or … what should I call this other thing? – let me call it X, a kind of ur-x or pra-x or BIG-x.  Anyway it is p or X, at least for my purposes here.  If we look to p, the person who created x, then we will have to consider what p is.  Let us say that it is a ganglion, a nexus, of historical events, a node, that oozed out that wonderful x.  A person is the sum of forces acting upon him. Perhaps he is more than the mere sum of his parts, but whatever, he is the thing to look at.  And we will look not at the things about him that make him common but those quirky little things of the nooks and crannies of his being that shed a dark light on the mystery of his creation.  We will recount the offbeat and violent things that emanate from him.  It is there that the truth of his creation is found.  History gathers in strange places, secretes its caustic juices, and moves on.  Or perhaps the metaphor is that it lays its eggs in tangled nests (read nexus). Whatever, the person and his gnarled perplexity holds, or rather is, the key.  We search out biographies.
 
The other source is X.  This is x writ large.  This X is so large that it overwhelms history and the person and will not yield to being a mere ganglion of forces.  It is certainly not a quirk.  No one tells tales about X.  This Thing has used the p as its tool.  In reality, p himself can only be explained by means of X.  The so-called author or creator of the work was himself manipulated by X, as were the so-called historical forces.  X was supreme.  But what is X.  It is the trans-historical, trans-personal Idea that appeared in x.  The creator had an idea, or rather, the Idea came to him.  This is the Platonic interpretation of there creative matters.  In a Platonic fashion we look toward the realm of Essences for understanding.  We totally bypass history and the living person.  We go to the Thing-in-itself.
 
This second way ends in stillness.  Understanding may come but it is a thing of unspeaking vision – and we leave it there (with Husserl).  The first way never quite arrives at any stopping place because it always has more things to consider and influences flowing in; even later interpretations mysteriously seeming to flow backwards into the creating of the thing; forces piling up and the person becomes a Great Person of Creation (P), a thing with the strangeness, even the immorality, of the gods now become that.  More biographies to read, more stories to tell of strange behavior.  Until the frightening vision that only the All will give us the sought for key.  The Whole is the key to the whole.  An androgynous Weird.  Das ungeheimlisches Geheimnis. 
 
The Platonists stand in awe before transcendental Power.  Others are very uncomfortable around such a thing.  I suspect it is a matter of taste and there is no disputing taste.  But then again, taste is the only thing to dispute.  I suspect there will be no end to it.
 
Who or what is the ground of our art and out thinking and our loving?  Is it the realm of the gods?  Or is it Man - that is to say, men (well yes, women too)?  This is the Battle of the Giants and the Gods that Plato wrote of.
 
 
 
3634  I read in a scholarly paper, "Realism assumes that the world divides itself into objects in one definite, unique way.  Nominalism, by contrast, denies that the world is intrinsically sorted in any particular way, independently of how we think about it. Thus, while for the realist there is only one world waiting for us to discover, the nominalist assumes the existence of multiple worlds depending on our different descriptions of it."  Realism assumes no such thing.  Realism does assume that all the particular sortings could be and may be real.  Which you will look at is another matter.  Things shift. Worlds alongside worlds within hyper-worlds are or can be as real to a realist as they are unreal to a nominalist.  The realist merely assumes that what is there is not the "creation" of language or mind.  If there are many worlds within worlds, so be it.
 
 
 
3635  The very notion of concept as a replacement for a damaged notion of universal is untenable.  Aside from any consideration of what they might be and how we would know them, there are other difficulties.  For example, right now I am eating a sandwich and I am wondering if the form of being a sandwich is a universal or a concept.  And I am dunking my sandwich in my coffee.  Is that relation of sandwich to my cup of coffee itself another concept or is the universal called dunking there exemplified?  Let's assume that there is the concept of sandwich and the concept of a cup of coffee and the third concept of me dunking my sandwich in my cup of coffee.  That third concept is somehow going to have to be "related" or hooked up with the first two concepts.  Or shall we say that there is no "real" difference between the three concepts, that their difference is merely conceptual.  Things begin to get hairy.  The concept of "relating" or hooking up concepts with concepts is mere confusion.  There are no such things as concepts.  The difficulties that the notion of universals encounters is much more amenable to thought.
 
 
 
3636  Where does the intuitionist find his Pure Form?  Behind his closed eyelids while sitting cross-legged? – maybe.  It is more likely he will find it lurking in scholarly writings, in grocery aisles, in his throbbing head, while hitch-hiking on lonely country stretches, and of course, slithering down a boy's leg.  It will also be a surprise and rather disconcerting. Transcendent things don't care for your well-ordered propriety, your good reputation.  They seem to want to empty out your well-padded bank account.  And, of course, to the cross-legged meditationist they will always come in cross-eyed interruptions.  The intuitionist is stopped in his tracks while wanting to just go on.  He will be left flapping like one of the ribbons on a Roman imperial faggot.
 
 
 
3637 From John Wesley we receive the tradition of interpreting the Bible through the inspiration of the Holy Spirit, το χαρισμα.  He believed that man was fallen - that is to say, weak - only in body, but his mind was strong and able to know the thoughts of the God directly.  From John Calvin, who believed that we were fallen in both body and mind and therefore couldn't know directly anything of the thoughts of God even mediated through the Holy Spirit, we have received the tradition of trying our best, as mere men, to read the text of the Bible even against our weakness, our comically perverted understanding. 
 
By the end of the Middle Ages, Western man had thought out a magnificently gigantic body of interpretation of scripture.  It was overwhelming.  It was beautiful, but diseased.  It was about to kill the intellect of man.  Something had to be done.  It was the reformers who decided to start over from scratch.  They set fire to the whole thing.  They banished the ecstatic mystics and the logic manipulators.  They wanted to go back to the original text and have a look at it with a clear mind.  They became serious scholars of Greek and history.  No more enchanted inspiration of the Holy Spirit of Tradition.  The Tradition be damned!  They wanted free of that perverted, fallen way of effeminate looking.  They would try their best to resist the poetic wiles of the devil.  Theology was to become a simple, clear reading of the original text.  Sola Scriptura!  No more of the sickness of Holy Spirit inspiration.  Man must be only man, even against his decadent self.
 
Both the serious Calvinists and the mystic Wesleyans have formed our American intellectual tradition.  Harvard and Yale are the Calvinists, the ones who have insisted that there be no personal, inspired experience of anything, that only a hard-nosed look at original text will reveal the truth of it.  If you want to understand, not only the Bible, but also Plato and Shakespeare and the American Constitution and any great document, then you have to closely examine the words with the best historical analysis available.  We have to set fire to the undergrowth of long centuries of received interpretation and go back to the pristine beginning.  Sola Scriptura!  No mystic inspiration.  We do not know God or the gods directly in anything.  Finite man deals with himself. 
 
I have come from the Wesleyan line.  The original, without the spirit of interpretation, is nothing.  There is no original text.  If you examine the Bible or Plato or Shakespeare or any so-called original text closely, but without inspiration, there you will end up with nothing at all.  The Bible looked at starkly becomes empty words, as do all the other texts.  There is nothing there.  The original isn't.  The Calvinists, who studied Greek so well, eventually became hard nihilists in everything.  And beyond that into the nihilism of nihilism that is deconstruction, a more complete, self-defeating nihilism. 
 
Strangely enough, this search for the simple beginning has led once again to a new massively overgrown entangled undergrowth of thick, neo-Latinate, neo-scholastic verbiage.  It's hard to read.  Now we need the Fire of the Holy Spirit to set fire to all the compounded pseudo-precision that has come from those two centers of unlearning.  Give me the rapture of Whitman.  I promise not to try to analyze him with a cold, analytic eye.
 
It was Husserl, in the early 20th century, who brought us back to the pure form.  He led us, through his Cartesian Meditations, to the Eidetic Intuition – TO THE THING ITSELF! – away from the text.  We looked directly at the Universal with an infallible knowing.  And then, once again, the words flowed.  And we couldn't turn off the spigot and just silently look. Professors, after all, had to have something to say and write and read and make money with.  The cock was stuck.  The epigones ran around.  Even I have joined in the great ejaculation. The Fire of the Holy Spirit burns and the inanity of divine glossalalia pleasures me too.  Oh, the fire is making us a hard and polished elegance.  Standing tall in the blowing soft ash.  Or whatever.
 
I write the dialectical union of the mystic vision (those boys are my undoing) and the clean, simple sentence.  The puerile, polished perfection of downy cheek and a cheeky going down. An eidetic intuiting of the act of writing writing the act of writing.  I use a long pencil. 
 
 
So what is this Inspiration and why have I not written a pious ode to it but rather a para-odos, a parody of it, in the twilight diodes of my computer?  Is the high God to be replaced by a breath-clutching jack-off imp?  (Oh, I am so scholastically unfluttered in my impudent self-analysis.)  Well, yes.  We are approaching the dialectical extreme.  Outside the classroom window, outside the mind, in the dark corners, the world still exists.  Honey, none of the things of Being depend on you and your lovely mind.  The vastness of things that just are is devastating to mere high-minded consciousness.  The boy doesn't care for your precision and your fine definition of him; he is off with himself with existence all through him.  The God of Great Authoritative Power has himself entered the oblivion at the pointed end of a boy's orgasm and now he is wonderfully become a dribbling down his leg.  And that's that.  A slight shudder and a titillation.  His breath goes into me.
 
I am a Calvinist.  This is what you get when you examine the historical documents closely.  This is the truth that was always there.  Nothing has changed.  I am one with God, Socrates and the jism-boy in the community college religion class.  Om paddle me Om.  Saint Augustine and William Burroughs.  And Ram Jam high in the Himalayan dew.  My timing must be exact and every gloss with a hard polish.   
 
 
 
3638  Inspiration is the caught up breath of perfection.  The smoothly continuous, the completion of the circle, the luminous flow.  The stillness.  The final thing.  Tightly held in, the soul is at rest.  It is in the far places.  The infinite set well-set.
 
In the perfection of creation there are no gaps.  Every interval is filled.  All the discrete things slide smoothly into themselves.  The otherness between things is an absolute emptiness.  The perfectly continuous nothing.  It is the simple betweenness of the between, the itself itself, nothing more.  We are close to the mathematics of irrational falling, the inflection and the declining of well-hewn grammar, thought obliterating self-reference.  Peri-odos, para-doxa, para-odos.  Violence flares at the sight of a well-turned leg.  Laughter bursts forth at the sight of such an unlikely thing.  And disappears in the brilliance.
 
Wesley loved to quote the scripture that told us to be perfect as our Father in heaven is perfect.  His theology is sometimes called Wesleyan Perfectionism.  This became the physics of Einstein: an infinitely finite universe, one that turns smoothly back on itself, the nowhere and everywhere of the Continuum.  It is that smoothness and that completion of the turn that is so mind-boggling.  That perfection.  That tightly intense erotic flow.  This god of glistening polish and the burnished gloss.  The agile light of stunning refraction.  It is the thickness of water. It is the laughter at the thought of our always having been the finished turn on the potter's wheel.  'O nymphos in the pool of light.  A shudder and a wave of gravitas.
 
Inspiration is the erotic.  The erotic is the smooth flow and the final break of orgasm.  It is the endless fall into chaos.  Chaos is the divinity of the gods.  It is your friend's hair erect.  It is a shot through the head.  It is the gentle breeze and the soft sky.  It is the unthinkable infinite.  And the thought that you might just walk away from it all.  There's nothing there.  In the nothing of nothing.  He gazes at you incessantly.
 
Just as there are only perspectives of the universe and there is no one universe.  And there are sets of sets but there is no one set that is the All.  So there are many interpretations of the text, some inspired and some not, and there is no Text.  Chaos reaches the heights and there is only that.  The blanking out at the end of orgasm. 
 
 
 
3639  What is the difference between an imagined kiss and a real kiss?  Is an imagined lover, well-imagined, somehow more or less of something than a real lover, well-perceived?  Let us speak of a mind that has a superb imagination and a keen perception.  And let us say that they have as their intended object the same thing.  I feel that there is a difference, and I suppose that that act of feeling such a difference is a sort of philosophical act, but for the moment it is not my concern.
 
We all know the difference between imagining and perceiving, at least in the ordinary run of things so I will not concentrate on that.  I will look more closely at the object.  It is true that that looking may be neither an act of perceiving nor imagining, but another kind of act, still I think, let me repeat, we can ignore that for the moment.  So, the object.  Right off the bat I feel constrained to say that the real object endures or continues to exist after my perceiving it is no longer.  And the imagined does not.  Nonetheless, I think we can alter our mindset and think that maybe all that isn't true.  Maybe the real thing vanishes and the imagined endures.  A philosophical "imagination" beyond ordinary imagination is marvelously capable.  And so, contrary to my desire of not considering such a "philosophical" act, I have.  I have come to this point: we all know the difference between an imagined kiss and a real kiss, but when we begin to do philosophy and perform the philosophical act of "looking" the real and the imagined flow into each other in a strange, uncontrollable bewilderment.  It is frighteningly erotic. The End is at hand.
 
Philosophically speaking the "real" has a dark unknown, unknowable, otherness to it.  Should we call that matter, philosophical "matter"?  The imagined has a translucent wind blowing through it, philosophical "spirit"?  The real, or perhaps the "real" has an unapproachable cutoff between it and the one who would mentally (and physically) possess it.  It is so independently unhaveable.  More that that, it is nowhere in sight.  Terrible walls of separation exist.  We can only hope for another world, that another ontological structure will be set up.
 
And the imagined thing is so very fleeting.  They are winged-angels off to another lover.  The imagined object is so very unfaithful, except that it always returns, in a perfect returning.  Just as the unwanted real object will not leave.  What to do?
 
There is a tickling excitement that goes and comes with these philosophical considerations and the act of writing it down beings Power in the reading of it.  Still, what good are these philosophical considerations, when the boy is due at two? 
 
 
 
3640  Nietzsche was a gnostic.  He hated the hoary, old God and he secretly loved the new one, the beautiful Son.  He kept his vision to himself and while the others slept he would steal out toward the future.  He willed to remain a fool and a buffoon for the people of the old religion, the pious ones, the sleepyheads.  He knew what he was about.  He was about to come undone.  Love of this god had mangled him badly.  He willed it so. 
 
Nietzsche was an erotic gnostic, a dialectically perverse Miss Thing.    A Man of Pearls, which he knew not to throw before the swine.  He knew the opaque emanations in the night.  The knight of his dreams was never far away.  Nietzsche was.  Ever naught.  In the world he was a super-nihilist.  The confused.
 
He knew the crucified body, the pain-wracked body.  The hanging body wanting to be beautifully alive.  The worthless body.  He loved the body.  It treated him badly as a beloved often does.  This wretched man sat in his hovel and imagined things.  The Forms do enter the imagination and so he saw.  He saw the really real right there brilliantly naked on the stage of his mind.  He was intimate with the perfect and the certain.  And the Light.  He was mad.
 
 
 
3641  Because I write only to lead myself and my reader into pleasure and the extreme of pleasure, because my ecstasies are a kind of squalor, and the smudge and the stain is all that remain in my words, I am ever a prisoner of the lower classes, the class of the delightful glance, a shuttering, a tight ass, force.  Guilt before the High Scholar.  But I have the brilliant money of argument.  And breath caught up in pearl drops.  I prevail the valley of death.  And the transfiguration. 
 
In this pleasure and the breaking all boundaries are crossed and never were.  The unstructured middle ground that is the ground of structure and its inevitable undoing flashes and rolls infinitely into itself.  The simple meaning is too close.
 
He comes again.  That is the nature of pleasure and its End.  There is no end to it.  The greatest necessity of Being.  This monastery, this prison, this addicts' house.  This Platonism. 
 
The Form descends once more after the ever once more and I see with the Seeing.  I am forced to see.  I am taken and I am caught up and ripped up into the Realm of the Undescended Forms - and I blank out. 
 
When the philosophical vision comes and the Pieces of Being stand in Perfection, and the world never was, and the Eternal Return is still … in the all at once, the breath stopped, the dissolving, the thrill, the casting, the out.  The Out there.  He will not leave.
 
 
 
3642  The grain of the flesh has never been welcome in society.  Elemental things must be covered up.  Still, society does find it embarrassingly necessary that a quick glance at these things be not only permitted but urgently arranged.  An intermittent flash of divine light.  Or we fade into nothing.
 
The grain of these words will perhaps be inevitably permitted.  As you now rub against it.  And it permeates your mute voice. 
 
 
 
3643  The rough sky is ever in love with Ganymede.  And that boy still waits for the Ferociousness.  They double over.  The smooth shudder waits for its appointed end.  Then the It-never-was.
 
I write his coming but I only unwrite.  Perhaps all those prefixes that come from para- will suffice to explain it better.  An edge cutting into an edge.  The knife cuts itself.  The boy is balanced on the tautrope.  Here, I think I do not need to go into the quick labyrinth of the tautology, your other home. 
 
At the last instant the mind sees itself.  The writing writes itself.  And the reader … politely, I will let you be alone.  Don't those clouds outside just hang?
 
 
 
3644  The power increases until the two edges cut each other and then nothing. Inevitably the contradictions arise and one contends and contends and then slowly into the forgetting remembering until the happy annihilation.  A boy, a nation, a cosmos, it's all the same.  The Form works itself.  And works itself out.  Then the extravagant numbers fall about.
 
It's about time that I write.  So much preparation.  So much working myself up into it.  But then I abandon it and he is there.  I eat his pungent mass.  An appointment, a fist, the waste of time. 
 
 
 
3645  The study of philosophy, of metaphysics, is pleasure.  Why?  It goes on to intellectual orgasmic ecstasy.  Oh my!  How?  Should we look?  Should adolescents be allowed near?  Has the high Western mind fallen into … blather?  Should someone clean it up?  Will any explanation of it inevitably turn into boring prattle?  Do I care?
 
I turn to Aristotle's Substance.  I become an entelechy thinking that.  I am in the Perfection.  Dare I say that I have the substance of substance?  Can I whisper that I am that?  Is there such a thing as that.  Such throttling doubling.  Thought barely shimmies by.  Alas, this too self-aware metaphysics as metaphysics is cross-eyed.  The metaphysics of metaphysics spins up into paradox.  No, it's the sublime.  The blanking out.  And then here I am back in the 21st century.  I write up the pleasure.  Again.  Oh my!
 
 
 
3646  Aristotle's metaphysics is clearly wrong.  Well, no.  Or rather, I suppose it does not lead to the everyday world we know every confusing day.  It, in some sort of fact, doesn't lead anywhere.  Except that it really is surprising in that it seduces the mind into strange contortions.  Delightfully uncanny.  Weird.  Off the path, where there are serpents. 
 
And so we have monads and acolyte gonads.  Impenetrable fortresses.  The waiting openness of the serene.  Secondary substances of all kinds.  Fading out. Just that one thing remaining. Oh well.  The rope for tying it all together is missing.  Mere clinging will have to do, but what is that?  Structures you cannot drive on without falling through.  No bridges.  Until Russell put relation outside substance and I gave full intense being to all things.
 
Deducing the world, I see just why Aristotle's whoring himself to Alexander is no mystery.  Such is metaphysics.  The high and the low lie together as one.  It's the mediocre that is the mystery. 
 
 
 
3647  Platonism is art is exaggeration is intensity.  It is parody.  It is man become God.  It is God become an ordinary boy in writhing ordinariness.  Oh Jesus!  It is the Freak Show.  Mere entertainment.  Ever soon to be abandoned.  The inexplicably persistent.
 
Those two guys live together is such blissful domesticity.  Such parody.  That limelit trope of gay actors flame in such lurid displays of boy-girl romance.  The sweetest of the sweet. Always look for the exaggeration.  The jungle. 
 
The smoothest, most glistening skin.  Hardly flesh at all.  The too fleshly flesh.  Two that are one.  The breakdown.
 
The Diad.  The Two-in-one.  Simplicity itself divided.  The One loving Himself in the labyrinth of the wind's cutting caress.  He comes from nowhere and so very gently returns.  Thought merely sighs over the impossible thought.  And worry looms large.
 
 
 
3648  Here are two pictures of Nietzsche.  First there is Heidegger's great man of world history.  The heights and the orgasmic destruction of the Metaphysical Spirit.  Second there is Joachim Köhler's fop with a secret.  The theme of this writing is that these are dialectically the same.  If you are going to look for the first, you will find the second.  I love that creature of the second; I understand him.  I have romanced many a boy like that.  None that I romanced though was world historical.  That is not to say that the great Metaphysical Spirit was not somehow in them.  That great thing often lies quietly in wait.  And, of course, he lies.  The perverse extremes turn gently.
 
 
 
3649  Kierkegaard warned us that to see God in the flesh is to have the reason be offended by what it sees.  He did not say that that offensive thing was dialectically the same as God, but that we were being invited to look with faith beyond the appearances.  I am saying that they are dialectically the same. 
 
The dialectic is a horrible thing.  Reason rightly objects.  The holy thing brings a cold shudder.  There is only one God.  The fop, the sickeningly ordinary, the extremely ordinary, the bad smell, the crushing sledge and the sludge, he reel about in the godhead.  There is no God, but God.  Your destiny.
 
 
 
3650  I waft past closed doors.  I hang in the air.  I watch.  I become his going into himself.  He becomes me and he flings himself out through walls into the sky into the sun.  Tight skin. Scattered stars.  Faint, dark matter.  The deer with horny heads aloft.  Circling. 
 
There is no need to resurrect the past; it never left us for any underworld.  We are the underworld.  We are the going down.  And there is the already risen.  That that was is no more than what I am right now.  The very same particular.  That thing.  Ah, native moment you are with me now.  Your grain rubs me.  And surely the obliteration.  And I am the past.  I am the wakefulness in the night.  I course through the ranks of angelic boys.  Harsh, pungent boys.  Quickening.  Pug-nosed ignatious flames.  Heedless of time's need.  Wild reeds.  Undercover fields.  He yields.  The insurrection that lasts. 
 
Time passes and I leave for another time. 
 
 
 
3651  The fire of analysis burns so strong, so deep, so blindingly bright, that nothing remains but the placelessness of its dance.  The Nihilism of the Sun.  The onanism of the night.  The self wills its end.  God lies down with his dead lover.  Society never had a chance.
 
Any philosophy that works to displace God and uplift Man succumbs to a man.  And he blissfully succumbs to himself.  And the circle is complete.
 
 
 
3652  Those adults who prefer to deal with only adults and who expect all sensible people to do likewise are the same ones who have contempt for metaphysics.  Let me explain. Metaphysics, the self-loving adult presumes to think, is mere adolescent thinking.  Socrates was told so by Protagorus, and nothing has changed.  The boy and metaphysics are finally incorrigible and, when that lesson has finally been learned, they are a frustration to be avoided.  Today's materialist will no doubt explain it as a still incomplete neural wiring job.  So be it.  Life is life and its incommensurable parts remain just that.  The metaphysician remains an adolescent.  Socrates was told so by Protagorus, and nothing has changed.  Sensible, considerate, straightforward, attentively consistent boys and metaphysics are non-existent and never have been.  Those who would remake the world without such things, who would have boys act more mature and thought be more plainly practical, are … well, they are more practical … and necessary, because that is the glorious inconsistency of Being.  (That last sentence was metaphysical and, I suppose, revealing of who I am.)  The crunch comes when the adolescent boy begins to change into an adult. 
 
This is a metaphysical exposition and it is therefore not straightforwardly what it seems.  Deconstruction sets in inevitably.  It is incorrigible.  It is adolescent.  It is the ancient thing again. The eternal return. 
 
 
 
3653  Matter proclaims that it is the proper place.  That it is home, it is warmth, it is the end of the journey.  It is the Principle Locus.  It is the close kept source of light and world.  It is the gentleness of nighttime enfolding.  It is sweet oblivion.  But it is not sweet.  It is a ripping.  It is no less than death.
 
This localization principle, a name that bespeaks its own true emptiness, has caused all definition to drain away.  If I call your attention to the circle that is the sun, the straight line that is the sword of Orion, the climbing up that is the cumulous and I ask about the Circle, the Straight, the Climbing Up, will you say that those Things rest on and in the matter-body that supports all the universe, that those Things left alone are nothing?  And I mention that that Great Drain has sucked it dead, will you demure outside the wall?
 
I have written up the Forms alone, each in its own being, in angelic placelessness.  Pteros carries off all things.  The freedom of "I'm outta here."   I hasten to say, though, that my words are not just another place to be dealt with.  Or if it becomes so I will deal with it.  Even the Logos yields to the soft down of cheek on the Boy.  His no-placeness in my place.  His paradox does me in. 
 
 
 
3654  The city, even the American city, is the place of human interaction giving meaning to human accomplishments.  Well, of course it is.  But the American city maybe less than those cities in those parts of the world where humans have long been established.  Here the inhuman has not yet been thoroughly trampled down.  Here the ragged things of being still move about.  And they betimes come into town.  And the inarticulate gaze.
 
The simple powers of being lie about.  They strike, they invade, they return.  They kill, and so we dampen them.  Eventually.  Trapped inside our well-considered sentences they sleep. Eventually they sleep.  They finally disappear.  To look straight on at them now is be as one of them.  The human becomes the inhuman.
 
The simple powers defy understand and meaning.  They just are.  They mouth closes.  The articulating joints fall and scatter.  The power remains out there.  The city lives on in its long explanations and interactive communications - powerless.  But the American city is still sometimes struck blank with something dark from outside its borders.  Sentences fall apart.  The pieces become uninvited host.  We sit at their feast of chaos and mumble that pieces outside meaningful articulation are nothing at all.  One of us will succumb. 
 
Have I here somewhat articulated the inarticulate?  The ineffable pieces of speech itself.  Have I darkly let you see what lies beyond?  Can you see me coming apart?
 
 
 
3655  The Iowa ontologists, following Wordsworth and even Locke himself, eventually gave up the search for the simple powers, the things, and contented themselves with communication.  After all, their students couldn't understand them.  The things, the powers, so far from youthful society, threatening, suspected of being anti-social, willful, maybe fascists destroyers, lessened the good times and finally brought nightmares.  It was decided that things could be allowed to exist – with a weak existence – only inside the social conviviality of the sentence, which only had its own existence inside the great conversation – nothing else made sense.  The powers, the things, are aside from that that makes sense.  Society and all of thought was to be made up of only intellectual air.  Destructive willful things out there were to be lessened and finally made to vanish by the weight of sheer polite conversation – the final All in all.  Community action was needed. 
 
 
 
3656  "Orpheus who moved stones is the archetype, not of the poet, but of Goebbels."  Wrote W H Auden against a part of himself.  The genius in poetry is power and beauty and The Lure, the plain thing, but it is a killing thing.  It is a meaningless thing.  It is society's job to rid us of it for its own sake. 
 
I have written philosophy against society.  I have laid it down as plainly as I can.  The grass on the plains has cut into me.  Black letters come out.  I write mystical sensa.  Meaningless nonsense.  I write so I can feel the power.  The beauty that lies in the wind hooked me.  I write to kill.  I will leave society alone if it does the same to me.  Or I will demand its attention.
 
 
 
3657  I write the disconnected.  The simple things stand alone.  I leave them there.  They exist.  They lie about in the intransitive verb.  They remain in themselves.  Any connection that might come between is of no concern to them.  That is merely another thing unto itself.  The isolation is splendid.  Outside the understanding, in the intellectual night, they lure.  Their power and their beauty is great.  Too great.  A leveling.
 
My friend objects that I cannot have an up without a down.  He delights in the understanding.  He makes intricate connections with his joy.  My broken up world of isolated powers and beauty are to him the powers and beauty of death.  I suppose it is.  The mystical godhead breaks things.  There is no understanding in it.  Society's child runs away.  I wait for the overwhelming forgetfulness.  I play in its coming.  And I am spent.  I know what I am about.
I write the disconnected.  The simple things stand alone.  I leave them there.  They exist.  They lie about in the intransitive verb.  They remain in themselves.  Any connection that might come between is of no concern to them.  That is merely another thing unto itself.  The isolation is splendid.  Outside the understanding, in the intellectual night, they lure.  Their power and their beauty is great.  Too great.  A leveling.
 
My friend objects that I cannot have an up without a down.  He delights in the understanding.  He makes intricate connections with his joy.  My broken up world of isolated powers and beauty are to him the powers and beauty of death.  I suppose it is.  The mystical godhead breaks things.  There is no understanding in it.  Society's child runs away.  I wait for the overwhelming forgetfulness.  I play in its coming.  And I am spent.  I know what I am about.
 
 
 
3658  If you are going to deal in boys - what should I mean by that? - unlearn your clear and direct understanding of things, put up and give up, and throw up in the Garden of Polysemia. You will never figure out if he means this or that.  He means neither; it was you who placed him in the in-between and that's what he is.  You are looking at your own consciousness, the difference between all the things.  The impossible ontology of number.  As it slides along his smooth thigh.
 
The mesmerizing force of philosophy is one with its confusion.  Pulled in two directions at once you cannot move.  Two opposing meanings superimposed makes commentary impossible.  So you wrote and wrote and wrote magnificent non-structures of thought and no one managed to say anything at all about what you so lovingly did.  Well, no.  Nor do we comment on the sudden shifts in our masturbation fantasies that led us on to the blanking out, the thing itself.  Philosophy is jouissance.  Which is a shattering. 
 
 
 
3659  Every sentence, every paragraph, every numbered cut has a beginning, a middle and an end.  The breath begins, it moves on, it rises, it's caught and it falls.  The idea appears, it looks about, it expands, it turns, it falls back, it settles down.  In time this inspiration becomes exasperation.  And you ask the boy to leave you alone for a while.
 
You look for his return.  Ah yes, it's inevitable.  It begins, it arches, it ends again.  Repetition and obsession, repetition and obsession, the deadening lullaby.  The end is at an end in the beginning. 
 
 
 
3660  The thing itself is directly present to the mind's eye in full glory. 
 
 
 
3661  The color of a thing is so very complex.  Hues and tones and shades and the generic color so thinly visible beside the specific and the Form of Color itself.  We know all of them.  We somehow see all of them.  We are moved by them.  And the little tie that unites them is so demure.  We know it.  We somehow see it.  We are pierced by the awl.  The perfected color is not there, only the ontological parts.  There is no way back home to the everyday thing.  The language I used to analyze it was too simple.  Complex language for complexes, the baffling that makes the vortex stop. 
 
 
 
3662  I tell them that I am a religious person and I can feel their irritation.  But they are polite for the time being and say nothing.  Soon they say something, but indirectly.  They mention how much evil religion has brought on mankind.  They just mention it, hoping to get at me.  I tell them that I think romantic love has brought more utterly bad things and they shrug it off as a weird statement.  They know that I also call myself a romantic and that I write of nothing but love.  They can't get anywhere with me.  I am argumentative.  And I have said the wrong things.
 
These liberals want to save my soul or beat up on it at the same time.  They're sure I have been manipulated by all the powerful forces around.  That I have been subtlety forced to be something I would never be if left alone.  They are half right.  But I have been forced into this religion by sexual desire and lust of the eye.  I worship a beauty, a waif, an irresistible power.  Left alone I am overwhelmed by that.  They, I bet, know nothing of such a purely passive thing.  They want to be in control and they fight all the other controllers.  I willingly submit to that One thing.  I know the irritation of sprouting wings.
 
 
 
3663  This is not poetry.  Yes, I write in the rhythms of poetry, but I am going in the direction opposite to poetry's direction.  And it really is philosophy because who ever heard or imagined a love that was not rhythmical.  Today's purposeful destruction of rhythm in writing philosophy is the destruction of philosophy, which is surely what they intended.  Truth, the uncovering, is timed – what lover does not know that? 
 
The direction I am going is away from the blistering consciousness of the old man and the old woman that is the subject of all modern poetry – I mean all of it – back toward the adolescent surge.  For quite some time now all of our poets have been born old and wise.  They have instantly seen too much.  They are TSE mature and they have become too NPR respectable in their telling the "hard truth".  They have become soft, flaccid and placid.  Out of sight, in the eternal sun, the naked erect boy is the great Illegal and I am walking out toward Him. 
 
 
 
3664  I am going to try to describe American life and its cities.  Here is a rather long quote from W H Auden's introduction to a collection of poems. 
 
"The American had not intended to become what he was; he had been made so by emigration and the nature of the American continent.  An emigrant never knows what he wants, only what he does not want.  A man who comes from a land settled for centuries to a virgin wilderness where he faces problems with which none of his traditions and habits was intended to deal cannot foresee the future but must improvise himself from day to day. ……
            In a society whose dominant task is still that of the pioneer – the physical struggle with nature, and a nature, moreover, particularly recalcitrant and violent – the intellectual is not a figure of much importance.  Those with intellectual and artistic tastes, finding themselves a despised and at best an ignored minority, are apt in return to despise the society in which they live as vulgar and think nostalgically of more leisured and refined cultures. …… all European literature presupposes two things: a nature which is humanized, mythologized, usually friendly, and a human society in which most men stay where they were born and do not move about much.  Neither of these presuppositions was valid for America, where nature was virgin, devoid of history, usually hostile; and society was fluid, its groupings always changing as men moved on somewhere else.
            The European Romantics may praise the charms of a wild desert landscape, but they know that for them it is never more than a few hours' walk from a comfortable inn: they may celebrate the joys of solitude but they know that any time they choose they can go back to the family roof or to town and that there their cousins and nephews and nieces and aunts, the pub and the salons, will still be going on exactly as they left them.  Of real deserts, of a loneliness which knows of no enduring relationships to cherish or reject, they have no conception."
 
The Midwest is the youngest part of this country; the coasts were settled a century or two earlier.  And the Midwest is the most inhospitable to the human body and the human spirit.  It is an empty, lonely place.  And it is unrelenting.  I am not saying that the forests and mountains of the eastern states were much different, it's just that here the wind cuts.  And the human mark is less seen.  Loneliness, boredom and the closeness of nature's violence are everyday thoughts.  Europe, and might I say Nepal, are much more humanized because of their long history and settled countryside.  And here there is the constant thought of moving on.
 
 
The American city is where all the young seekers go.  Perhaps there, they think, they can find acceptance in a friendly, more cultured, more interesting way of life.  So they go.  The highways and bus stations are filled with travelers.  But they find only each other and they all settle into their old ways of the small towns and they have no idea what to do next.  So they move on.  Our cities, which hold such bright promise for the young, prove to be as violent and as lonely as the countryside.  We struggle with each other to find excitement.  Little comes. And so as age advances we think to build suburbs where maybe family and well-tended lawns will make us all feel better.  Nothing works and the trip into the city to work is long and it is as boring as before. 
 
The problem was the boredom and the loneliness and the unrelenting sky.  In the end, that is America.  The other more humanized parts of the world will probably never understand. 
 
All of this has had one unexpected upsurge.  The American male turns to sex.  It becomes more urgent here than other places.  In that he will surge right out of here.  Sometimes he does.  I have seen him as overwhelming as the nighttime wind.  It becomes a gruesomely attractive obsession.  And that staring into the long distances.  He moves on. 
 
Our thoughts cut like dry grass.  And I think it is uncanny the way things from pre-history may be present here out along the terrifying highway.  There is a youthfulness in it.  A glistening stupidity.  We have no traditions to pass on and, anyway, there is no one here to receive them.  Everyone moves on.  We murmur to ourselves that matters are urgent.  The unspoken and the illegal will not withstand us.  The new one handsomely comes. 
 
You and I both know that out there in the tingling air there is a rigid post, a rock and a rise that exist and are not now a part of anyone's awareness.  In themselves they just are.  The imagination cannot reach them.  And eyes meeting in the loneliness of eternity. 
 
 
 
3665  The Buddhists have rightly seen that desire desires existence.  When desire finds existence there is bliss.  Then there is the other.  In the splendor of exploding isolation – nothing. Then desire begins to look about again.  When existence is permanently exiled then there is no desire.  Then the loquaciousness.  Then boredom.
 
When all the cultural accretions of meaning have been stripped of the thing, then there is just that and it exists.  Away from the world of man it is a god.  Myth advances.  Religion begins to set itself up.  The Far Away controls.  And the counter-rolling rocks.  The epicene and the androgynous glee about in an acidic dance.  The Hasidic David is anointed with the glistening nakedness of the Alter.  Cutthroat bullying.  Great swords.  Alone. 
 
Commentaries gush out for centuries and centuries.  Longing again, to be there.   
 
 
 
3666  The Boy is not a voice to be understood.  His speaking gently vibrates on my head, but he says nothing.  Soft timbre.  The moisture of young timber.  And sapling smoothness.  He belies a hard beginning and a difficult end.  I will work my way into his fright.  The night is long.  He says nothing.
 
I ablate and sublate, and it is there.  It is late.  Language crawls into itself and it is no more than tongue against teeth until the last.  The saxon boys put the words of the latin boys in their own mouths.  Greek synthesis and then the anglo-undoing of angels.  It's done everywhere.  Language smanglage.  It's not to be understood.  Warm breathes.  Conflated breasts.  The belated waste of a smyth.  The cool and eternal perfect continuum of oblivion comes again.  Far outside the door of the understanding. 
 
 
 
3667  I write the bare and necessary thing.  My friend writes the profusion of propertied things, the decoration of the heart, anything but bare, the wildly contingent, the historical crowding in.  I write the strikingly unpropertied logical form.  I write the cold briar.  I write the blazingly empty sky.  I write the orgasmic moment when existence seeps in and the pure form lies about.  He writes the complete taxonomy of Nature, both out there and in artful stasis.  He gathers; I strip away.  I write only the minimal and the necessary. 
 
I write down to the uneditable and the inedible.  The spirit swings about, but the spirit is as nothing away from the sweet proliferation of the sensa around the historical act.  I write philosophy, not poetry.  I write the bare and necessary link of this sentence then that.  And my metaphors are too obvious.  I write philosophy the old way.  Nothing has changed, nor could it. 
 
It is true that I do worship at the lap of Jesus the lord of chaos and the surprise of the random, that star strewn face, that one that flies off for no reason at all, and, I suppose, therefore the lord of the contingent.  And he does seem to belong in the house of my friend, lounging about, being done, and he is bare-assed about it.  Still, contingency and the bare just-that are too bare and of no more than the emptiness of pure form.  Chaos, the Random, the Surprise and even the smoothness of pink and white skin are all empty things of formal logic.  They are necessary things.  They are from out of ontological constraint.  They stop the house party and send it into silence.  The house then is only bare floors and a windy, open door.
 
 
 
3668  In order to arrive more forcefully at the bare and the necessary I have avoided the Latinate.  I have kept only the root.  Nor have I talked around the thing in urbane circumlocution. On the empty steppe I sat with the thing itself.  The plain English of the plains.  And the regular turning of fieldwork. 
 
And then there is the fact that I am always calling attention to what I have done.  I mention myself.  Did I learn that from Walt Whitman, another basic American?  Did I learn it from any one of those streetboys who know only to talk of themselves?  Did I learn it from the deconstructionists lost in the paradox of self-reflection?  Am I merely licking my own wounds of love? I suppose I am.  On the other hand I never mention what I have done; only the word-mass of this philosophy reflects its own writing of itself.  You never knew anything of me.
 
The Latinate and the circum-loquacious always let you know which chair they sit on.
 
 
 
3669  Yes yes yes, technique is important, the mechanics of syntax, brilliant permutations on the ancient vocabulary, the layout, the diction; but no, it's not all that important; it's not even the half of it.  The words and their subtle arranging belong to something other, something truly important.  Something striking, something strangely beautiful.  And when one gets past the grammarians' concern, There it is.  Out standing.  Scandalously questionable.  No no no.
 
Still, there is some sort of connection between the purely grammatical form and that Beauty.  The Form in formal attire.  And clothes do make the man … or in this case, the pared down boy.  What a case!
 
I'm a grungy spiritualist.  Woooooooo.  The great Eternal Forms are the grammarians' trick on the longing mind, so auto-erotically soft, touch here touch there decayed brain and all that. Oh my! People are so afraid of being laughed at.  Wooooooo.  The eye of God has been moving slowly up your naked body.  That most intimate voyeur.  And the respectable saw it all. Or would have, but no one wanted to looked.  I wooooooould all day.
 
No no no, that is the nominalits' trick, so important to the shamed and the worried.  Words, sentences, whole paragraphs mean.  Something other than themselves.  Ideas lie directly on the real.  My grammar is there to capture the Real; and, my dear, there is more to reality than the mere thoughts of you and me.  The Great things do exist beyond this mere here and now.  If you are not afraid to look.
 
 
 
3670  I am also a child of the Enlightenment.  Of course I am.  On the American prairie that light penetrates down to the groin of our existence.  I have believed in the sunlight.  I have known for sure that all things thrive best in that light.  Here nothing is left hidden.  Here everything is exposed to the world's gaze.  Philosophy is alive in the commotion along the world's highway.  It moves lively in this place without boundaries.  But the light has blinded almost all and the unhidden remains unseen.  Our cars crash and we bump into each other in the darkness of the ineffable brightness. 
 
I have written a philosophy of Eternal Forms.  I mention them always.  I mention them and pass on.  Nothing more can be said.  I have looked at the beauty present.  I stand a moment in the Gaze and I pass on.  These things of the light, in their perfect simplicity, call forth no words.  They are just there.  And, because of that, they are soon forgotten.  We live in the swelter of words and the vibrant motions of the soul, not the stillness of the silently there.
 
The light of the Enlightenment brought us face to face with the Real, but it was too much and most of those here have preferred the subtle and gentle unknowing in contrived shadows.  To say that I have written for the others is perhaps given the lie by the great mass of words I have laid down on your way.  Still, my words have attempted to jump out of themselves to That. Or in their obvious failure to do that, you have thrown yourself far out and now you are brilliant in the naked glory.  I long to see you.
 
 
 
3671  This is parody, but it is not satire.  I have merely taken the thing to the extreme of its form.  It is true that at that extreme, where thought enters into the vortex, things do sometimes take on a satirical nastiness; but it is more than likely only the grin of a satyr momentarily present.  I have lived most of my intellectual life in the presence of professors and their books. The form of their being has given a slant to my dreamy, waiting, attentive being.  So I write also professorially.  I write up the clear and the distinct in a gentle sentence for a later lecture.  I never give the lecture.  I fear I would ravage my students uncontrollably.  I write up the vision of the night before.  The bliss will not stop coming.  I move in alongside myself again.
 
Just as it was in the old Academy, I have written the Great Agitation, that thing that is today so weakly called education.  We live is the dim shadow cast far by that Socratic eroticism leading the boy up to the Heights.  I write that surge come back again, come into the classroom, coming onto the old professor.  I write the stun gun. 
 
The two characters in this play are the professor in the Agitation, in the fire of onto-logic, and the Boy, serene and empty and seemingly looking.  Both are quickly taken up into the transcendent nothing at all, the blank of the Org.  A Satyr and boy next door.  A schoolteacher and 'O nymphos, a shimmer in the white water beside his door.  Age touching youth is always the horror.  That is the turgid philos coming close to his clear sophos.  Soon we will be on the other side. 
 
 
 
3672  The professor begins.  His piece starts up casually enough.  A simple, sometimes elegant, idea is laid out.  He turns and looks.  The object of his thought has thrown himself gently in place.  The explanation, sublation, inflation is at hand.  Handily he caresses the idea into heady excitement.  The culmination peaks.  The audience peeks.  The end is barely laid out and the calumny climbs.  Up on his leg.  Litigation threatens.  Or so he imagines in that slight hesitation before he begins in earnest, his piece tucked away out of sight. 
 
These writings are the dance of life and death's far transcendence.  The professor and the boy.  Thoroughly here and gone.  Dialectically one - remembering always, of course, that this sweet-lipped dialectic, looking so delicious, is, not only beyond understand, but is simply un-understandable.  The paragraphs rise and blow themselves out in discrete bliss.  He came and went.  And nothing remains. 
 
Bham!
 
 
 
3673  Sufi breath and tongues of fire in ears aflame.  I write up the Platonic Forms and I don't give a damn about whether or not Plato ever meant such a thing.  I am dealing in what really exists now outside the mind and not in what went on in some long ago thinking.  I deal in reality.  I am dealt in hand.  I have the thing itself at hand.  An anointed urgency.  The pungent unguent.  The slithering articulate saliva tailing off down your backbone, my friend.  Words have meaning all over them.  His ear longs and burns to hear of you.  You will come tomorrow at two.  The dervish waits.  He will speak hot into you.  
 
It is, in fact, now just out of sight.  Close behind your back.  Your future closes.  Esoteric nonsense and then the consensual bite.  Lust and shout and clothes fly about.  Meteors penetrate the night sky.  The just rise up.  His twirling skirt elevates itself ever and ever.  Gently gently.  What was is no more than what we are now.  And we will be again.   
 
 
 
3674  Because I write only to lead myself and my reader into pleasure and the extreme of pleasure, because my ecstasies are a kind of squalor, and the smudge and the stain is all that remain in my words, I am ever a prisoner of the lower classes, the class of the delightful glance, a shuttering, a tight ass, force.  Guilt before the High Scholar.  But I have the brilliant money of argument.  And breath caught up in pearl drops.  I prevail the valley of death.  And the transfiguration. 
 
In this pleasure and the breaking all boundaries are crossed and never were.  The unstructured middle ground, that is the ground of structure and its inevitable undoing, flashes and rolls infinitely into itself.  The simple meaning is too close.
 
He comes again.  That is the nature of pleasure and its End.  There is no end to it.  The greatest necessity of Being.  This monastery, this prison, this addicts' house.  This Platonism. 
 
The Form descends once more after the ever once more and I see with the Seeing.  I am forced to see.  I am taken and I am caught up and ripped up into the Realm of the Undescended Forms - and I blank out. 
 
When the philosophical vision comes and the Pieces of Being stand in Perfection, and the world never was, and the Eternal Return is still … in the all at once, the breath stopped, the dissolving, the thrill, the casting, the out.  The Out there.  He will not leave.
 
 
 
3675  The grain of the flesh has never been welcome in society.  Elemental things must be covered up.  Still, society does find it embarrassingly necessary that a quick glance at these things be not only permitted but urgently arranged.  An intermittent flash of divine light.  Or we fade into nothing.
 
The grain of these words will perhaps be inevitably permitted.  As you now rub against it.  And it permeates your mute voice. 
 
 
 
3676  The rough sky is ever in love with Ganymede.  And that boy still waits for the Ferociousness.  They double over.  The smooth shudder waits for its appointed end.  Then the It-never-was.
 
I write his coming but I only unwrite.  Perhaps all those prefixes that come from para- will suffice to explain it better.  An edge cutting into an edge.  The knife cuts itself.  The boy is balanced on the tautrope.  Here, I think I do not need here to go into the quick labyrinth of the tautology, your other home. 
 
At the last instant the mind sees itself.  The writing writes itself.  And the reader … politely, I will let you be alone.  Don't those clouds outside just hang?
 
 
 
3677  The power increases until the two edges cut each other and then nothing. Inevitably the contradictions arise and one contends and contends and then slowly into the forgetting remembering until the happy annihilation.  A boy, a nation, a cosmos, it's all the same.  The Form works itself.  And works itself out.  Then the extravagant numbers fall about.
 
It's about time that I write.  So much preparation.  So much working myself up into it.  But then I abandon it and he is there.  I eat his pungent mass.  An appointment, a fist, the waste of time. 
 
 
 
3678  The study of philosophy, of metaphysics, is pleasure.  Why?  It goes on to intellectual orgasmic ecstasy.  Oh my!  How?  Should we look?  Should adolescents be allowed near?  Has the high Western mind fallen into … blather?  Should someone clean it up?  Will any explanation of it inevitably turn into boring prattle?  Do I care?
 
I turn to Aristotle's Substance.  I become an entelechy thinking that.  I am in the Perfection.  Dare I say that I have the substance of substance?  Can I whisper that I am that?  Is there such a thing as that.  Such throttling doubling.  Thought barely shimmies by.  Alas, this too self-aware metaphysics as metaphysics is cross-eyed.  The metaphysics of metaphysics spins up into paradox.  No, it's the sublime.  The blanking out.  And then here I am back in the 21st century.  I write up the pleasure.  Again.  Oh my!
 
 
 
3679  Aristotle's metaphysics is clearly wrong.  Well, no.  Or rather, I suppose it does not lead to the everyday world we know every confusing day.  It, in some sort of fact, doesn't lead anywhere.  Except that it really is surprising in that it seduces the mind into strange contortions.  Delightfully uncanny.  Weird.  Off the path, where there are serpents. 
 
And so we have monads and acolyte gonads.  Impenetrable fortresses.  The waiting openness of the serene.  Secondary substances of all kinds.  Fading out. Just that one thing remaining. Oh well.  The rope for tying it all together is missing.  Mere clinging will have to do, but what is that?  Structures you cannot drive on without falling through.  No bridges.  Until Russell put relation outside substance and I gave full intense being to all things.
 
Deducing the world, I see just why Aristotle's whoring himself to Alexander is no mystery.  Such is metaphysics.  The high and the low lie together as one.  It's the mediocre that is the mystery. 
 
 
 
3680  Platonism is art is exaggeration is intensity.  It is parody.  It is man become God.  It is God become an ordinary boy in writhing ordinariness.  Oh Jesus!  It is the Freak Show.  Mere entertainment.  Ever soon to be abandoned.  The inexplicably persistent.
 
Those two guys live together is such blissful domesticity.  Such parody.  That limelit trope of gay actors flame in such lurid displays of boy-girl romance.  The sweetest of the sweet. Always look for the exaggeration.  The jungle. 
 
The smoothest, most glistening skin.  Hardly flesh at all.  The too fleshly flesh.  Two that are one.  The breakdown.
 
The Diad.  The Two-in-one.  Simplicity itself divided.  The One loving Himself in the labyrinth of the wind's cutting caress.  He comes from nowhere and so very gently returns.  Thought merely sighs over the impossible thought.  And worry looms large.
 
 
 
3681  Here are two pictures of Nietzsche.  First there is Heidegger's great man of world history.  The heights and the orgasmic destruction of the Metaphysical Spirit.  Second there is Joachim Köhler's fop with a secret.  The theme of this writing is that these are dialectically the same.  If you are going to look for the first, you will find the second.  I love that creature of the second; I understand him.  I have romanced many a boy like that.  None that I romanced though was world historical.  That is not to say that the great Metaphysical Spirit was not somehow in them.  That great thing often lies quietly in wait.  And, of course, he lies.  The perverse extremes turn gently.
 
 
 
3682  Kierkegaard warned us that to see God in the flesh is to have the reason be offended by what it sees.  He did not say that that offensive thing was dialectically the same as God, but that we were being invited to look with faith beyond the appearances.  I am saying that they are dialectically the same. 
 
The dialectic is a horrible thing.  Reason rightly objects.  The holy thing brings a cold shudder.  There is only one God.  The fop, the sickeningly ordinary, the extremely ordinary, the bad smell, the crushing sledge and the sludge, he reel about in the godhead.  There is no God, but God.  Your destiny.
 
 
 
3683  I waft past closed doors.  I hang in the air.  I watch.  I become his going into himself.  He becomes me and he flings himself out through walls into the sky into the sun.  Tight skin. Scattered stars.  Faint, dark matter.  The deer with horny heads aloft.  Circling. 
 
There is no need to resurrect the past; it never left us for any underworld.  We are the underworld.  We are the going down.  And there is the already risen.  That that was is no more than what I am right now.  The very same particular.  That thing.  Ah, native moment you are with me now.  Your grain rubs me.  And surely the obliteration.  And I am the past.  I am the wakefulness in the night.  I course through the ranks of angelic boys.  Harsh, pungent boys.  Quickening.  Pug-nosed ignatious flames.  Heedless of time's need.  Wild reeds.  Undercover fields.  He yields.  The insurrection that lasts. 
 
Time passes and I leave for another time. 
 
 
 
3684  The fire of analysis burns so strong, so deep, so blindingly bright, that nothing remains but the placelessness of its dance.  The Nihilism of the Sun.  The onanism of the night.  The self wills its end.  God lies down with his dead lover.  Society never had a chance.
 
Any philosophy that works to displace God and uplift Man succumbs to a man.  And he blissfully succumbs to himself.  And the circle is complete.
 
 
 
3685  Matter proclaims that it is the proper place.  That it is home, it is warmth, it is the end of the journey.  It is the Principle Locus.  It is the close kept source of light and world.  It is the gentleness of nighttime enfolding.  It is sweet oblivion.  But it is not sweet.  It is a ripping.  It is no less than death.
 
This localization principle, a name that bespeaks its own true emptiness, has caused all definition to drain away.  If I call your attention to the circle that is the sun, the straight line that is the sword of Orion, the climbing up that is the cumulous and I ask about the Circle, the Straight, the Climbing Up, will you say that those Things rest on and in the matter-body that supports all the universe, that those Things left alone are nothing?  And I mention that that Great Drain has sucked it dead, will you demure outside the wall?
 
I have written up the Forms alone, each in its own being, in angelic placelessness.  Pteros carries off all things.  The freedom of "I'm outta here."   I hasten to say, though, that my words are not just another place to be dealt with.  Or if it becomes so I will deal with it.  Even the Logos yields to the soft down of cheek on the Boy.  His no-placeness in my place.  His paradox does me in. 
 
 
 
3686  The city, even the American city, is the place of human interaction giving meaning to human accomplishments.  Well, of course it is.  But the American city maybe less than those cities in those parts of the world where humans have long been established.  Here the inhuman has not yet been thoroughly trampled down.  Here the ragged things of being still move about.  And they betimes come into town.  And the inarticulate gaze.
 
The simple powers of being lie about.  They strike, they invade, they return.  They kill, and so we dampen them.  Eventually.  Trapped inside our well-considered sentences they sleep. Eventually they sleep.  They finally disappear.  To look straight on at them now is be as one of them.  The human becomes the inhuman.
 
The simple powers defy understand and meaning.  They just are.  They mouth closes.  The articulating joints fall and scatter.  The power remains out there.  The city lives on in its long explanations and interactive communications - powerless.  But the American city is still sometimes struck blank with something dark from outside its borders.  Sentences fall apart.  The pieces become uninvited host.  We sit at their feast of chaos and mumble that pieces outside meaningful articulation are nothing at all.  One of us will succumb. 
 
Have I here somewhat articulated the inarticulate?  The ineffable pieces of speech itself.  Have I darkly let you see what lies beyond?  Can you see me coming apart?
 
 
 
3687  The Iowa ontologists, following Wordsworth and even Locke himself, eventually gave up the search for the simple powers, the things, and contented themselves with communication.  After all, their students couldn't understand them.  The things, the powers, so far from youthful society, threatening, suspected of being anti-social, willful, maybe fascists destroyers, lessened the good times and finally brought nightmares.  It was decided that things could be allowed to exist – with a weak existence – only inside the social conviviality of the sentence, which only had its own existence inside the great conversation – nothing else made sense.  The powers, the things, are aside from that that makes sense.  Society and all of thought was to be made up of only intellectual air.  Destructive willful things out there were to be lessened and finally made to vanish by the weight of sheer polite conversation – the final All in all.  Community action was needed.
 
 
 
 
3688  There are two governing ideas about the erotic out and about today.  One is false to Eros the other is true.  Both are in the Symposium.  The first considers Eros to be a beautiful god, totally desirable.  This is the view of xxxxx.  The other is that he is not beautiful, though he isn’t ugly either, and he is desire.  This is the view of Diotima and Socrates.  My writings follow the second.  And I am the second - but only as I am possessed.  Eros grins.  He is almost nothing ... and yet, the unbeauty, this unbeing of desire is somehow transcendent Beauty itself ... an impossible thought, and not true, but somehow True.  The dialectic is difficult and the writing is nearly impossible also.  Nearly.  Or maybe precisely.  I am much with myself here. And against myself.
 
Eros works.  Sex is work.  Desire is work.  The intensely real illusion of Beauty lies in the worker's arms.  Whenever you see a piece of art – perhaps he will be walking the street, or a star shining on stage, or a luminescence on the screen or finely depicted form on a page – you should always remember that that beauty was made with working hands.  Stage hands, writing hands, loving hands through his hair, measuring his form, moving him into the light.  Hands that worked long hours that that beauty might stand and strike us down.  Beauty is made in the workshop of Hephaestus.  And by a light-smith.  The work is Eros and he is tiring and destructive to the worker.  The worker is filled with desire and he remains unseen.
 
 
 
3689  This is a book of desire and the desired.  Of Eros and the beautiful one.  Of the invisible and the superbly visible.  Of love separated from itself.  Eros is agitation, the fire, the blowing reed.  He is cunning and always other than the merely other.  He glows hot while the beloved is unmoved in the coolness of marble perfection.  Eros thinks; his aristocratic boy merely is.   The sear of this mirrored thing in the fire of love is devastating.  Passion burns up the Buddha.  Stillness rises up in the unstill.  Hot limpid night dew.  Unmoved.  And proud.
 
His blank eyes are have reared up into my thinking.  His smooth cheek.  His blowing skin.  This night of perfection alone.  This genie in us.  The strange pushed inside the familiar.  The deranged.  We watch from afar.  I am with myself – only that.  I tip my hat. 
 
 
This is a book of desire and the desired.  Of Eros and the beautiful one.  Of the invisible and the superbly visible.  Of love separated from itself.  Eros is agitation, the fire, the blowing reed.  He is cunning and always other than the merely other.  He glows hot while the beloved is unmoved in the coolness of marble perfection.  Eros thinks; his aristocratic boy merely is.  The mere of this mirrored thing in the fire of love is devastation.  Passion burns up the Buddha.  Stillness rises up in the unstill.  Hot limpid night dew.  Unmoved.  And proud.
 
His blank eyes are seared into my thinking.  His smooth cheek.  His blowing wind.  This night of perfection alone.  This genie in us.  The strange rushed inside the familiar.  The deranged. We watch with fear.  I am with myself – only that.  I tip my hat.  Sans shroud.
 
 
 
3690  Surely the boy is against me.  And the Boy.  There is no way I can get at him.  But he will not go away and leave me alone.  Impossibly possible.  I drink him in and he is still over there.  He doesn't know.  Or what?  Still I have said that I know Being and the existing things directly.  Without mediation or cover or distance, they are here.  I sigh.  I have known them in the jouissance of the mind's orgasm.  The work has paid off.  The payment was made.  I wait for the perfection to end.  I deal and he deals.  Strewn about my soul, my breath feels the obliterating whiff of essence tearing.  Words words words – true as true can be, but exasperating.  He calmly waits and I flame in secret.  There is no way I can get at him. 
 
As you all know, getting at him is neither the problem nor the answer.  The against of the against is not it either.  Against me he might lie against me, but that is only more agitation.  And the work of sex, so relaxing, leaves me lax until the next time.  The eternal return tightens. 
 
I will not destroy all this in a literary deconstruction; I am tired of such things.  It has become too easy.  I may learn a more precise singing.
 
 
 
3691  The Boy is the genius of the world.  He is, as is proper for genius, against the world, and our enlightened reason has no more effect on him than it does on any ordinary boy.  History is controlled by the incorrigible.  In his dark jealousy we strive.  He will not be had.  Our greatest sorrow is his play.  Our war is his unconcern.  Our joy is to be in him.  Or not at all.  The greatest of us have acquiesced.  Our art, our thinking, our sublime culture mirrors his ravishing beauty.  Nothing else matters.  The world goes on.  Reason stumbles along.  No one knows the end.  We are in the snare of his curls.  To feign that the earth is our lover instead of him is laughable.
 
Or do you believe that those are just floating words?  But what else are we?  Do you descry and decry a lack of substance here only?  Is not that the very substance of our existence?  That wafting nervousness.  That literary fluff.  Your and my invisible desire for the sire of our destruction.  The mere rhythm of ecstasy.  The familiar becomes strange and the shove and the having to go on.
 
 
 
3692  Michel in the Immoralist encounters this daemon in the Maghreb.  Previously, he has seen him on the farm he had inherited from his family.  He was taken.  In both cases the daemon disappeared and the youthful idol assumed the form of a rather disheveled adult.  I am sure that Michel, Gide, caught sight of that otherworldly thing again and again.  Suddenly around the corner there he stood looking, receiving the look, pulling it onto himself.  Only to disappear again, leaving a sordid residue – that is the demonic thing.  The gods flash and they are gone.  Were they ever really here?
 
To be taken is to know.  The boy is analyzed.  The logos yields to my paradigms and is laid out.  Little is left.  I relish the delicious flesh.  The intellect achieves the consummation.  The mischievous thing yields and is splayed.  I shudder.  I am that.  The skin comes off in stripes.  By his stripes I am healed.
 
His rod lashes me.  His lashes are my rod.  A blow.  A stripping.  A blow.  It comes from nowhere and it goes back.  The paradigms are hard and the black curls hold a secret unity.  They become boring and I faint into erotic emptiness.  Mere manipulation.  Substance-less-ness.  The – will not hold.  The rash on his skin should have been a sign to me.  The bashful for cash.
 
 
 
3693  This is aestheticism; form has overtaken content, style has overtaken form, He flames, the digging writing tool has overtaken style, the self of the self-writer has taken over, I am vanished.  This is Madyamika Buddhism, I am the reincarnation of all those other philosophers.  Which, of course, is pure aesthetic nonsense.  Therefore, the pure truth.  Puerile traction. Nubile smiles up his aisle.  Monkish dresses fly up in the wind.  The boys sweep the courtyard.  Bangles bang in the mind.  The mind no more than the entangled light on his glittering flat breast.  The calm, the swept, the turnstyle.   
 
The sufi way of passion, the Buddhist way of dispassion, the dissipation, the drunken coming to Nothing.  The blanking out orgasm at the end of … at the end of yet another repetition. Scandal as style as stile and the forked tail of the tern-cock and the unheard sound of up up up.  Madness remains madness.  Honey dew – the trap.  Aesthesis.  Now you see the round and round of desire and the end of desire that is finally there in the heavy chants wearing out the words.  A gnosis for your eye to suck on.
 
 
 
3694  This is an intellectual work; therefore it is a matter of argument, persuasion, belief and commitment.  Or its failure.  It is a lyrical work; therefore it is a snare.  The beloved is present; therefore there is no room here for despair at his coming.  One glance will convince both heart and mind of his truth.  Whirling bewilderment.  Beyond belief.  No remittance.  Sweet sessions.  Supine and serpentine.  The immortal dance.  That's all.
 
We are here far from "real" life.  The wisdom of death and daily toil is over there, out of sight.  Shout your right!  The battle has been engaged.  Rudra is enraged.  What a scene! Reverberations.  Revelations.  Complications.  Sweet randy entanglement.  If no one looks we will be superimposed for-fucking-ever.  Honey, go on and Rant.
 
This is an intellectual work riding 6000 feet …… (Nietzsche).  This is the eternal return.  This is that renowned, exquisite Form of Form here again. For your gentle perusal.  Your gentleman's use.  Your fine loss.  He's the boss.  There's no way home.  You've been driven to the bone.  The gossamer goose.  You will survive.
 
You have no choice but to survive.  There's no way out.  The repetition is eternal.  Beyond the benumbed.  You understand perfectly well this meaninglessness.  That's the way you like it. Fag tag back along reverse entropy.  Back to the delightfully different.  Heiroscopic definitions.
 
Suave lyre.  Vast fire.  Tire treads out of here.
 
 
 
3695  The very delicate phenomenology of spirit leads the philosopher into a rough life.  I am to be read gently, finely, a breeze through the window.  He is the mote in my eye.  You are the tongue on his lashes.  The bite.  The very suave.  The slick lick.  The hard distance in the thick night.  Liquid darkness.  The same old thing. Dripping.  Piping up articulate cohesion. Collision.  Nexusless mind touching.  If you can't beat him, arrange to have him beaten.  Be.  Or not.  He wafts and flashes and the little prick moves on.  Back to work. 
 
I am doing no more than rewriting Arberry's Rumi.  The same thing over and over again.  The pretended unity of just one thing.  I cannot do the qazal. I alliterate its absence.  One must jab at the spirit.  Bright eyed Apollo.  Oistrus.  The thorn in my mouth.  In my eye.  My numbering means nothing to him because he apparently can't count.  Or forgets. 
 
His absence is a ruse.  It's no use.  Rue him.  You have no choice but to play his boy's game.  Wait.  Abuse him.  Abuse yourself.  Do the bloody thinking.  Unthink.  Wait.  One can hardly think the simply one.  One can simply think the hard one.  Your rue will thicken.  Tight sight.  A headache again.  Beauty is pain.
 
 
 
3696  Neo-Platonism, despite its historical importance, is not considered a real contender in the world of ideas today.  Perhaps if it were hidden inside more modern or postmodern screaming it might be attended to, but the tone in which we usually think we faintly hear it is too mystically frozen, too stiff, too archaic.  Well yes, and I do feel it necessary to add some blush onto its whitened, silent cheeks when I write him up, that blank emanating Kouros.  It was Plotinus who killed it when he so angrily warned against any erotic encounter between teacher and student.  I suspect something else in these sub-spections.  Which I can feel free to do considering that I am not a real contender either.  My words will harden and freeze as well.  Things are as they should be.
 
Neo-Platonism here is pretty, puerile and riles the tough-minded.  But who am I to talk, I too am riled in my rough-minded missing the mark.  My Eros is usually the child of Poenia.  My Neo-Platonism is only drag and night murmurs.  Sub-delectations.  Spite and spit in a pout.
 
I write the truth of things.  The Truth has made a buffoon of me.  I blithely float up.
 
 
 
3697  There is a philosophy, perhaps it is Hegelian or even Christian, or mine, that believes in regions or mansions and different beloveds within Being.  The differences between philosophies are tremendous.  Our taste in lovers bewilders others.  We absolutely cannot agree.  The separation is obvious.  And it seems to me that the most common philosophy, the one that accords with ordinary life, is nominalism, not commonsense realism.  And that I leer after the Boy is seen as a total failure to understand and appreciate the world.  We inhabit different regions of the Spirit.  We live in different mansions.  Different beloveds will greet us as we depart from here.  None of that is hard to understand.  It just seems obvious to me.  I can easily let it be.
 
 
 
3698  The media are/is, almost by definition, the great inter-connecting.  Analysis is the great dis-connecting, the freeing up.  The Media understands only the one massive Whole.  One belongs or one isn't.  Analysis is, for the Media, a looking for dis-connects in the skin of the Continuum.  It wants to, caringly, bind the wound.  That that wants to be free from the Whole is simply ignored.  The "outsider" is passed by.  The god "out there" simply isn't.  He is not part of the "family", the Whole.  The Whole mightily puts down the struggling, uppity, self-centered pieces.  The Whole preaches that the one thing must give up its self for the others.  Only the Family and the God Father.  This is The Absolute vs. The Real Things.  The Family vs. the separate gods.  The earth vs. the blue sky.  The contention is old.  The blistering sword-words continue to cut.  Every cautery gives way.  Do you want to darkly nestle in an earthly nest or to brightly flame in the dancing ether?  It takes all kinds.  One so easily dismisses the other.
 
 
 
3699  This philosophy of Regions in Being is, I suppose, relativism, which I don't usually like.  Nominalism is the ordinary.  Realism is transcendental theology.  There is no coming together of those two regions.  Jesus, the ordinary/transcendental boy-god is a Kierkegaardian  absurdity.  (What are / and – after all? Diacritical crunching.)  Such is my philosophy and I go on.  The Absolute is orgasmic explosion.  Bham! Honey, you're a mess.  But the delight is there.  I am not a relativist.  I am a banged up absolutist.  The Things of Philosophy are separate from the world.  Walking within their Region, I give no thought to the world; it is as good as not there.  It ain't even faintly.
 
Regions are essences, are universals, are nothing to the nominalist. So what?  We know them the same way we know universals or facts or anything.  We know them directly.  The conceptualists in the Conceptualist Region will not agree and he will be right – for his region.  So what?  The Collision is close.  Philosophy hangs together on the run.
 
 
 
3700  The ordinary boy in my hands becomes a/the instance of an eternal form.  Does he then abandon his ordinariness?  No.  Is God in him the ordinary?  Yes.  Is there a way to make sense of this?  No.  Will love understand?  Yes, absolutely.  My philosophy crashes every time.  A True Crash.  I made no mistakes.  Religion is perfected on his smooth stomach.  Light crawls through light.  Love drips.  Thought rips.  Fire blazes.  Smiles all round.
 
 
 
3701  Today we have chaos theory.  That is to say that we are trying to look straight on at chaos, instead of turning away from it as before.  We are still frightened of it.  Perhaps the fright is now so great that we are forced into this act.  But will the intellect find any light there to see by?  Can it shine its own light into that dark place?  Is chaos essentially inimical to intellect?  As God is or as … as whatever God isn't.  Perhaps chaos isn't and we only thought it was.  Perhaps it is a bad dream.  Still bad dreams are not nothing at all.  Are they the Nothing?
 
When I was a boy I hunted nightcrawlers, in the prickly grass after a rain, under a rotting log, in the muck.  Nature's writhing - so close to writing - is the Medusa I dealt with.  I looked and saw and then left to go back and be with thought.  Still today, in my writing, I work to manage the writhing sentence, to bring it into order, to force lawfulness on to it.  To make chaos a manageable thing.  To take soft and slimy nature out of it.  To make it a clean boy studying algebra.  Like the Greeks, I reach for intellect and its bright appearing.  This god pricks my heart.  When he leaves the bad dreams come.
 
 
 
3702  College today is a social thing, not a boys' club of warrior socii as before, but the girls' caring network.  Inter-connectedness and social welfare are the bywords.  The boy, always a glamorous, androgynous thing, doesn't fit.  He is a thing of heaven's fantasy.  He dies.  The girl waits for the man to arrive from out of the boy's departure – and get a job.  Girls are more mature.  The twentieth century was the time of maturity; therefore it became their time.  High Romanticism and Decadence were adolescent and boyish.  The girls knew there was real work to be done. 
 
Colonialism is dead.  Young men going off to exotic places, feeling free to learn exotic ways and sink into the sensuous no longer can.  The close Foucault-eye watches.  There is real work to be done.  Business is hyper-moral.  And the busyness of home life.  Oxford dons have put their pants back on.  The American soldier homeboy is cute and bewildered, but not glorious and alluring to the natives.  Boys don't silently eye him.
 
 
 
3703  I write the truth.  Truth is an impoverished thing.  I do not dress him up in narrative imagination.  He is the ordered mass of elemental things and the victim of my analysis.  He smiles.  We both come undone.  In the ordinary of the mass.  In this mess he is my mess.  And my missile.  I read his missal.  Must I go on?  Aletheia.  The undressed.  The eleutherotic.  Angels flying away away away.  Pterotic unhaving.  So sad, too bad.  Poverty's sorcery.  Philosophy is only sighing love of this clear as dawn pink and white cloud.  Burst. 
 
I write the lawfulness.  The anomatic, chaotic sag is gone.
 
 
 
3704  Nietzsche wrote that God, the principle of magnificence, was dead.  Surely in this democratic time of home and family, he was correct.  But I have remembered and seen and fallen for the Great Overwhelming in the least of things.  I have seen the Eternal in empty logical form as it crawled over a boy's face.  I have known what always has been in the sudden turn and a sigh.  I have been at the point of existence itself.  And then I have been torn apart on that than which there can be no greater.  The prick of divinity rests delicately betimes at my side.  I have dared to walk with a god, with God; I am an American Gnostic.
 
If God is the One and logic is all the ways of unity, even the falling oneness of difference, then, for us Logic is the Logos, the mirror of God's beauty.  The world stares at itself.  And primps.  And shows itself its own refined form.  The Form of Form that dazzles the Eye.  That cuts.  That breaks thought.  That breaks in the jouissance of delight and … then it turns again and it is as nothing.  Pure logic.  Love's puerile rile.  Beyond God the Boy pouts.  There's nothing to be done.
 
 
 
3705  The love in these words is so very sweet and delicate because that is the substance of logic, the hardly anything at all.  It is hard to see in the dark of this motion's turning out.  The shard of thought broken.  Betoken in the first slice of dawn and down. And the canon of precision shoots off a world.  There you are, my dear.  As fine as difference itself.  A quantum dropped off in place.  White sheets.  Strewn this and that.  And one thing.  Arched takings.  Icy snaps in the brain.  The paradox falls.  Nettles and itch and flaming plumage.  And … you are beautiful in the twilight of analysis, my fearful dear.  A little too impetuous and fast, but a delight.
 
 
 
3706  The difference between a fact and the thought of that fact is delicately minute.  [F(x)] and F(x).  The thought is one thing, the fact is three, but the nexus in the fact is so tight that it is easily mistaken for the thought's simple oneness.  And that the thought is itself tied with another nexus to a particular is nothing short of confusing, but there you are. 
 
You look at a picture of unity. And your mind becomes the thought of that – but more tightly.  It's no wonder you get headaches.
 
 
 
3707  The only way we can think about the emptiness of anatma.  Of the non-existence of the self.  Of the hyper-non-existence of even non-existence its-non-self, so-banging-around.  The only way is through the fear modern and post-modern man has once again found in the numbing repetitions falling within the Super-Infinite Infinity.  Will it ever stop?!  Oh Honey, will you ever leave and leave me alone?  I believe beyond belief you won't.  Or can't.  You're as stuck as I.  Lie quietly while I tremble.
 
Here in the West we now have looming large the non-existent self as zzzzzillions of electrical synapses in the mushy brain.  Softly delicately silently snapping.  All night long.  Making love to that is a little problematic.  As the sun sets we plot against ourselves.  And grow.  Seeds of another world are strewn.  And strewn and strewn and flung.  Until a new song is sung. And the one thing is right there.  The door shuts and locks.  Are you still here?
 
 
 
3708  The destructive demon of the genius in literature causes matters to fly apart and then despair.  Then nothing.  The beautiful, painful torque of contemplation.  The flywheel of syntax is finally not strong enough for the centrifuge.  The strange over the familiar thins out into the sheen of tedium.  Death covers the living while it yet attempts to live.  Life is stuck in the pull.  The genius glares and stares.  And continues to moves off.  Ever more tenuous dissipation.  It leaves no pleasant taste for thought.  The paste crumbles and explodes.  Permanent oblivion.  Bad taste.  The unending.
 
There is another kind of oblivion, though.  There is the instant of the Blank in the ex-treme of thought's concentration.  The nothing that nothings and the force of return.  The demon of thought is thought's inability to achieve orgasm.  It is eternal foreplay.  When thought goes all the way it ever returns for another day's work of pleasure.
 
 
 
3709  It is a commonplace today to read that all creative reading, and therefore the writing it inspires, is a misreading.  Likewise, all understanding of life, including one's own, is a misunderstanding.  To go on, the understanding and the reading we all have of our own writing is a misconstruing.  And the soul is strewn about close to oblivion.
 
As long as the mind does not look too closely at itself, and thereby more precisely determine itself, it blithely lives on turning about in the eddies of possibility.  And the twistedness of its dream does not hurt beyond endurance.  The impulse of our acts is repressed, but so what?  The torque advances the mind.  And love's pain is a pleasant pungence.  Its bite is worrisomely unending.  Its slipperiness is always like silk.  Its dryness feels moist.  Etc.  Or is that explanation so commonplace as to be now worthless?  I have not interpreted the ciphers of my life well … perhaps over-well.  The dynamic about me may be that old monster in one more stifling return.  I will inevitably look closely and the vision will shatter in that over-precision.  But not to worry too much, that is love's game.  The beloved is the inevitable.  And the orgasm of thought is a strange delight.
 
 
 
3710  The High Romantics finally found themselves floating in the wafting White of spirit.  The beloved was vague.  Perhaps no more than the vagaries of wandering.  It was a Platonism without the boy, just his ghostly semen ejaculated into the stars fading into sleep.  Poems born in the solitary night.  His feminine smoothness was freed of the stench of the female.  And though the boy for me is more firm and more pointed, I suppose I am predisposed to like and be like those lost writers, mere writers.
 
Surprisingly, those sighing would-be Platonists were full of the most gruesome despair over life and love.  Or they are if we believe what they write.  I doubt they were more than anyone else is.  They were έν λογω, not  έν εργω.  The words of a poet, even a philosopher, are inherited and imitated and have a life of their own beyond the writer.  Thus the words are true, or rather True, but only in that Heaven of Forms.  Reason and thought collapses, but the logicians, the cartographers of pure form, have told us so over and over again ever since that useless early dying so theatrically performed by the priests of White.  Or was it since the paradoxes of Zeno and the aporiai of Socrates began to lead the boys of Greece into erotic confusion?  On the American Prairie I learned the show-boy.  And his lonely night.  Planets among the plants.
 
 
 
3711  Our somewhat chaotic study of chaos has drawn us to the Strange Attractors. These complex systems emerge from … from themselves.  Or they have always been there, unseen. Familiar words force themselves on us, perhaps wrongly, even as strangely attractive themselves, perhaps as utterances of timeless gods.  Or not.  I write, unknowing, but not unknowingly.  Surely there is some connection between this new science (or unscience) and the old metaphysics.  Are these attractors, strange or otherwise, the Ancient Forms?  Let's drop it.
 
The conceptualists among us, perhaps you, secretly bow to the chaos as Chaos the Great Matrix.  They cannot allow their own humble ideas to usurp the throne of the primal Hysteria. They see their own attempts to order and differentiate as childish rebelliousness.  They crawl back to the warm rolling waters of sleep.  There's nothing there.  The billowy Nothing.
 
The question concerns order and difference.  Are they real and existing things or are they momentary illusions of freedom from the swelling tides of the moon?  Are they mere human concepts?  Humid grasping?  Aquatic tendrils in a neural mass?  A sliding down in the Whole?  To emerge may be merely to submerge.  The hateful Merge.
 
I am not a conceptualist.  Difference and order are Real.  The Forms are of themselves and the chaos is a boy playing in his room.  The self approaches itself relentlessly.  Time never was. The rebellion is complete.  The Gaze gazes. 
 
 
 
3712  Russell showed us a world of external relations.  Bergmann sharpened our view toward the external nexus.  These two seers opened the windows and let light come into the darkening matrix of idealism.  They led us out into the lit up world of brightly existing things.  We could see directly all the marvelous things of Being.  The mind was no longer its own prison.  We dared to believe in a mind capable of looking straight on at things that were straight on before us.  The simple things themselves were there in a vibrating stillness.
 
Thus the divinity in my writings is the boy.  In him there is no dark interiority.  He is gloriously naked in his solar appearing.  His desire is tall and visible.  It glistens in his gaze.  He turns on the lathe of his own existence.  He sharpens himself in a smooth refinement.  He is l'esprit geometrique et l'esprit subtil for the obsessive lover of Being's Being.  Now the miasma of thought burns up in the sear of his seeing.  His sear is my latch here for all to see.  I am scarred and somewhat scared in his sacred deviation and incessant iteration.  I collapse on the way.
 
Still, he is a labyrinth and my writings are an apotropaic stare.  He is impenetrable.  Thought is lost in itself.  The dialectic turns in night sheets.  Dreams impinge.  Tense intensions.  Hard extensions.  Bursting retentions.  Until the night ends and day begins.  He stands in the light before his thousands of mirrors.  He preens and I careen around the delight.  A knowing smile slams me back.  I have fallen out the window.
 
 
 
3713  I not only believe in but I see a world of distinct things and defined boundaries.  I see independent facts.  And I see thought upon thought that holds these separate things in simple unities intimate with simple unity itself.  The oneness is tight.  He comes to himself.  His edges are sharp.  He is the just that.  I gaze.  And in the oblivion at the end of thought's climactic surge he lies in wait.  Your date was bait for the now-too-late.  Precisely hooked. Later, 'Cator. 
 
 
 
3714  I have, for you, written an idyll, an eidolon, alas, as you, a mere simulacrum.  You, my idol, my idleness, my wrongheadedness, have been my insubstantial desire desiredness fawning itself.  Fanning itself red hot, forgot, the rot of fallen back room malice. 
 
But you are heavy on me.  Tight cohesion.  Thought's intrepid trepidation, realization.  Your nights are not so easy.  The logic of yes and no and straight into me, gone with angelic wings, leaving me thick with remembering, I am redone.  You pressed the wine of my grapes in your coquettish rape.  Specious thought.  Beautiful sot.  Lurid spot.  Bait and bite and almost right.  So long.
 
 
 
3715  I had to make a choice of which one to sit beside. Both were from out of the scintillating Appearing of Being, cutting through the afternoon air - and both were there to be seen.  I knew that to sit beside is to feel, but not to see.  (One cannot do both.)  To which one should I offer my face-on gaze? I wanted to watch the new guy. 
 
Is it possible to feel someone with the eyes?  Can a performance gazed at really be intimate?  Can scintillation be one with the passion of feeling?  Did either of these boys really want anything other than to be seen in the Appearing?  They are both showboys.  I can recognize that because I am the same in my words.  It takes one to know one.  Daring and dash.  Verve and the insolence of male projection.  Soon the soma of life dripping all about.  The performance of passion, heart-pounding violence in the eyes, the performer coldly cuts the spiritual cut.  Breath escapes through the open neck.  The twisting beast of beauty binds his prey to the stake now erected so blithely in the afternoon light creeping between them.  Or so it felt, my dear.  Feeling became that in their becoming ways.  I left them with each other.  I know when to seek safety.  I would be pleased if they went on down the street beside each other feeling the intimacy that only two performers can feel.  An unfeeling beyond feeling.
 
 
 
3716  Last Sunday I met a beautiful twenty year old.  Because of some things he said about himself, I figured he was probably twenty-two.  It was a very pleasant encounter and, because he was obviously experienced with life, he knew to say attractive things to me about me and he made me feel at ease.  It was a very pleasant encounter.  But now, a mere five days later, things have changed drastically.  That pleasant twenty year old is gone.  In his place three have appeared and I am hard put to handle them.  I will try my best.
 
He wasn't twenty; he was twenty-six.  Rather I should say that one of the three is that, and that person is very, very elegant, even to the point of being rather frightening.  I can handle it, though barely, only by countering it with elegant words, which I magically am capable of.  It's quite a show.  He looks twenty-six now.  And then there is the unexpected flash.  The devastatingly delicate boy, sheer beauty, maybe thirteen or fifteen (he's hard to see), appears quite naked right there.  The light is too bright.  Flash! Then gone, but he doesn't go far. Angelic - maybe the beautiful murderer of my soul.  I am on guard.  I have been maddeningly in love with this boy forever.  He is obviously right there in, around, over this twenty-six year old.  And then there is the third.  No elegance, no delicacy, just take-it sex, full tumescence, cock in mouth, the straight on stare of desire.  I have watched this intent voyeur look down a boy's leg and I have felt the orgasm of life right there.  That pleasant twenty year old wasn't nearly as interesting as these three. 
 
As things are, I like and I prefer this twenty-six year old look to the twenty.  And I'm going out of my mind over that delicate boy.  (He talks about that boy as though it is someone other, but it is really a divine thing in him, the self of his self – I'm not blind.  He is that.)  As for that pure lust who is also there, the thought of him makes me want to lie down with my imagination.  He can come at any hour.  Do these three fit together in one person?  Nearly.  His ever deviating from the center point is that unbegotten movement, the falling, the rising, the spirit prick of eternal love.  I am in a dangerous place.
 
And he's a singer of love's pain.  Which one of the three is singing?  Each is singing to the other.  As for his being a teacher of adolescent boys, he is, without the others knowing, secretly leading them up the scandalous ladder into the sky.  Most, maybe all, will fall off back to the earth.  If he has to complete the journey alone he will be waiting for him at the end.  Not just nearly, but a final exactness of coming together. 
 
So where to I fit in all this?  Nowhere.  I am his voyeur.  I hide behind the wall of unbeauty.  The third knows the way back there.  I am in a dangerous place.  A wonderful pointlessness. Deviation deviating around itself.
 
 
 
(Isn’t it a wonderful thing to be an artful voyeur?  Not everybody can drink through the eyes.  I came across an artful voyeur on funday who drinks beauty through his lustful eyes.  He is so highly skilled in making love that he seduces someone so secretly and quietly without letting him know at all.  He is a connoisseur of beauty and love.  He is a master of kamasutra.  He knows how to get orgasm.  He has felt it a thousand times seducing the angelic beauties.  He has fucked the most beautiful boys with his huge tumescent cock – his beautiful brain.  He has penetrated the most cute virgin holy holes of the angel boys with his divine prick.  He must be one of the few fortunate lovers who has had the best sex experience with the super angelic boys he never slept with.  He has seen his own self secretly watching him drink pure lust and supreme beauty. What a wonderful voyeur!  A voyeur of himself!  He is a sexpert, a fabulous lover, a modern aschenbach madly in love with angelic tadzio.
 
I don’t know if Thomas Mann’s aschenbach ever felt he got tadzio in him or not but this modern aschenbach has a tadzio in him and he is constantly in quest to find the same in others too. He says he has found one in me too.  Thank you very much for discovering a tadzio in me, modern aschenbach!  Thank you for making love with my tadzio.
 
He secretly watches me and my tadzio making love through a small hole in a old wrecked wall of unbeauty.  I think he feels a little uneasy and unsafe as he knows that this little voyeur is quite aware of his presence behind the wall.
 
Well, I like looking at somebody and I like being looked at too because I believe there is a tadzio in me.  Isn’t it a wonderful experience to look at and to be looked at, to touch and to be touched, to love and to be loved?  There is an orgasm – a flash!  Two intent and artful voyeurs encounter at the crossroad on funday what a pleasant encounter!  With love, Dinesh)
 
 
 
3717  The mind grows stronger, the body loosens.  Ideas tighten, the face sags.  Desire does not abate.  Hope flees.  Words flame in thought.  Seduction is easy and quiet.  Violence and rape on a breeze.  The happiness of the gods is close.  The soul begins to understand.  He hardly moved.  His wings flapped once bright and distant.  In an instant it is finished.
 
The orgasm sought is destruction.  Unless failure and the horror of unbeauty are intimately yours you will not achieve it.  It is theft and force and daring.  It is not to be spoken.  I speak.  I speak loud in the unspeaking.  Silence.  On a breeze.
 
 
 
3718  The difference between a fact and the thought of that fact is delicately minute.  [F(x)] and F(x).  The thought is one thing, the fact is three, but the nexus in the fact is so tight that it is easily mistaken for the thought's simple oneness.  And that the thought is itself tied with another nexus to a particular is nothing short of confusing, but there you are. 
 
You look at a picture of unity. And your mind becomes the thought of that – but more tightly.  It's no wonder you get headaches.
 
 
 
3719  The only way we can think about the emptiness of anatma.  Of the non-existence of the self.  Of the hyper-non-existence of even non-existence its-non-self, so-banging-around.  The only way is through the fear modern and post-modern man has once again found in the numbing repetitions falling within the Super-Infinite Infinity.  Will it ever stop?!  Oh Honey, will you ever leave and leave me alone?  I believe beyond belief you won't.  Or can't.  You're as stuck as I.  Lie quietly while I tremble.
 
Here in the West we now have looming large the non-existent self as zzzzzillions of electrical synapses in the mushy brain.  Softly delicately silently snapping.  All night long.  Making love to that is a little problematic.  As the sun sets we plot against ourselves.  And grow.  Seeds of another world are strewn.  And strewn and strewn and flung.  Until a new song is sung. And the one thing is right there.  The door shuts and locks.  Are you still here?
 
 
 
3720  The destructive demon of the genius in literature causes matters to fly apart and then despair.  Then nothing.  The beautiful, painful torque of contemplation.  The flywheel of syntax is finally not strong enough for the centrifuge.  The strange over the familiar thins out into the sheen of tedium.  Death covers the living while it yet attempts to live.  Life is stuck in the pull.  The genius glares and stares.  And continues to moves off.  Ever more tenuous dissipation.  It leaves no pleasant taste for thought.  The paste crumbles and explodes.  Permanent oblivion.  Bad taste.  The unending.
 
There is another kind of oblivion, though.  There is the instant of the Blank in the ex-treme of thought's concentration.  The nothing that nothings and the force of return.  The demon of thought is thought's inability to achieve orgasm.  It is eternal foreplay.  When thought goes all the way it ever returns for another day's work of pleasure.
 
 
 
3721  It is a commonplace today to read that all creative reading, and therefore the writing it inspires, is a misreading.  Likewise, all understanding of life, including one's own, is a misunderstanding.  To go on, the understanding and the reading we all have of our own writing is a misconstruing.  And the soul is strewn about close to oblivion.
 
As long as the mind does not look too closely at itself, and thereby more precisely determine itself, it blithely lives on turning about in the eddies of possibility.  And the twistedness of its dream does not hurt beyond endurance.  The impulse of our acts is repressed, but so what?  The torque advances the mind.  And love's pain is a pleasant pungence.  Its bite is worrisomely unending.  Its slipperiness is always like silk.  Its dryness feels moist.  Etc.  Or is that explanation so commonplace as to be now worthless?  I have not interpreted the ciphers of my life well … perhaps over-well.  The dynamic about me may be that old monster in one more stifling return.  I will inevitably look closely and the vision will shatter in that over-precision.  But not to worry too much, that is love's game.  The beloved is the inevitable.  And the orgasm of thought is a strange delight.
 
 
 
3722  The High Romantics finally found themselves floating is the wafting White of spirit.  The beloved was vague.  Perhaps no more than the vagaries of wandering.  It was a Platonism without the boy, just his ghostly semen ejaculated into the stars fading into sleep.  Poems born in the solitary night.  His feminine smoothness was freed of the stench of the female.  And though the boy for me is more firm and more pointed, I suppose I am predisposed to like and be like those lost writers, mere writers.
 
Surprisingly, those sighing would-be Platonists were full of the most gruesome despair over life and love.  Or they are if we believe what they write.  I doubt they were more than anyone else is.  They were έν λογω, not  έν εργω.  The words of a poet, even a philosopher, are inherited and imitated and have a life of their own beyond the writer.  Thus the words are true, or rather True, but only in that Heaven of Forms.  Reason and thought collapses, but the logicians, the cartographers of pure form, have told us so over and over again ever since that useless early dying so theatrically performed by the priests of White.  Or was it since the paradoxes of Zeno and the aporiai of Socrates began to lead the boys of Greece into erotic confusion?  On the American Prairie I learned the show-boy.  And his lonely night.  Planets among the plants.
 
 
 
3723  Our somewhat chaotic study of chaos has drawn us to the Strange Attractors. These complex systems emerge from … from themselves.  Or they have always been there, unseen. Familiar words force themselves on us, perhaps wrongly, even as strangely attractive themselves, perhaps as utterances of timeless gods.  Or not.  I write, unknowing, but not unknowingly.  Surely there is some connection between this new science (or unscience) and the old metaphysics.  Are these attractors, strange or otherwise, the Ancient Forms?  Let's drop it.
 
The conceptualists among us, perhaps you, secretly bow to the chaos as Chaos the Great Matrix.  They cannot allow their own humble ideas to usurp the throne of the primal Hysteria. They see their own attempts to order and differentiate as childish rebelliousness.  They crawl back to the warm rolling waters of sleep.  There's nothing there.  The billowy Nothing.
 
The question concerns order and difference.  Are they real and existing things or are they momentary illusions of freedom from the swelling tides of the moon?  Are they mere human concepts?  Humid grasping?  Aquatic tendrils in a neural mass?  A sliding down in the Whole?  To emerge may be merely to submerge.  The hateful Merge.
 
I am not a conceptualist.  Difference and order are Real.  The Forms are of themselves and the chaos is a boy playing in his room.  The self approaches itself relentlessly.  Time never was. The rebellion is complete.  The Gaze gazes. 
 
 
 
3724  Russell showed us a world of external relations.  Bergmann sharpened our view toward the external nexus.  These two seers opened the windows and let light come into the darkening matrix of idealism.  They led us out into the lit up world of brightly existing things.  We could see directly all the marvelous things of Being.  The mind was no longer its own prison.  We dared to believe in a mind capable of looking straight on at things that were straight on before us.  The simple things themselves were there in a vibrating stillness.
 
Thus the divinity in my writings is the boy.  In him there is no dark interiority.  He is gloriously naked in his solar appearing.  His desire is tall and visible.  It glistens in his gaze.  He turns on the lathe of his own existence.  He sharpens himself in a smooth refinement.  He is l'esprit geometrique et l'esprit subtil for the obsessive lover of Being's Being.  Now the miasma of thought burns up in the sear of his seeing.  His sear is my latch here for all to see.  I am scarred and somewhat scared in his sacred deviation and incessant iteration.  I collapse on the way.
 
Still, he is a labyrinth and my writings are an apotropaic stare.  He is impenetrable.  Thought is lost in itself.  The dialectic turns in night sheets.  Dreams impinge.  Tense intensions.  Hard extensions.  Bursting retentions.  Until the night ends and day begins.  He stands in the light before his thousands of mirrors.  He preens and I careen around the delight.  A knowing smile slams me back.  I have fallen out the window.
 
 
 
3725  I not only believe in but I see a world of distinct things and defined boundaries.  I see independent facts.  And I see thought upon thought that holds these separate things in simple unities intimate with simple unity itself.  The oneness is tight.  He comes to himself.  His edges are sharp.  He is the just that.  I gaze.  And in the oblivion at the end of thought's climactic surge he lies in wait.  Your date was bait for the now-too-late.  Precisely hooked. Later, 'Cator. 
 
 
 
3726  I have, for you, written an idyll, an eidolon, alas, as you, a mere simulacrum.  You, my idol, my idleness, my wrongheadedness, have been my insubstantial desire desiredness fawning itself.  Fanning itself red hot, forgot, the rot of fallen back room malice. 
 
But you are heavy on me.  Tight cohesion.  Thought's intrepid trepidation, realization.  Your nights are not so easy.  The logic of yes and no and straight into me, gone with angelic wings, leaving me thick with remembering, I am redone.  You pressed the wine of my grapes in your coquettish rape.  Specious thought.  Beautiful sot.  Lurid spot.  Bait and bite and almost right.  So long.
 
 
 
3727  I had to make a choice of which one to sit beside. Both were from out of the scintillating Appearing of Being, cutting through the afternoon air - and both were there to be seen.  I knew that to sit beside is to feel, but not to see.  (One cannot do both.)  To which one should I offer my face-on gaze? I wanted to watch the new guy. 
 
Is it possible to feel someone with the eyes?  Can a performance gazed at really be intimate?  Can scintillation be one with the passion of feeling?  Did either of these boys really want anything other than to be seen in the Appearing?  They are both showboys.  I can recognize that because I am the same in my words.  It takes one to know one.  Daring and dash.  Verve and the insolence of male projection.  Soon the soma of life dripping all about.  The performance of passion, heart-pounding violence in the eyes, the performer coldly cuts the spiritual cut.  Breath escapes through the open neck.  The twisting beast of beauty binds his prey to the stake now erected so blithely in the afternoon light creeping between them.  Or so it felt, my dear.  Feeling became that in their becoming ways.  I left them with each other.  I know when to seek safety.  I would be pleased if they went on down the street beside each other feeling the intimacy that only two performers can feel.  An unfeeling beyond feeling.
 
 
 
3728  Last Sunday I met a beautiful twenty year old.  Because of some things he said about himself, I figured he was probably twenty-two.  It was a very pleasant encounter and, because he was obviously experienced with life, he knew to say attractive things to me about me and he made me feel at ease.  It was a very pleasant encounter.  But now, a mere five days later, things have changed drastically.  That pleasant twenty year old is gone.  In his place three have appeared and I am hard put to handle them.  I will try my best.
 
He wasn't twenty; he was twenty-six.  Rather I should say that one of the three is that, and that person is very, very elegant, even to the point of being rather frightening.  I can handle it, though barely, only by countering it with elegant words, which I magically am capable of.  It's quite a show.  He looks twenty-six now.  And then there is the unexpected flash.  The devastatingly delicate boy, sheer beauty, maybe thirteen or fifteen (he's hard to see), appears quite naked right there.  The light is too bright.  Flash! Then gone, but he doesn't go far. Angelic - maybe the beautiful murderer of my soul.  I am on guard.  I have been maddeningly in love with this boy forever.  He is obviously right there in, around, over this twenty-six year old.  And then there is the third.  No elegance, no delicacy, just take-it sex, full tumescence, cock in mouth, the straight on stare of desire.  I have watched this intent voyeur look down a boy's leg and I have felt the orgasm of life right there.  That pleasant twenty year old wasn't nearly as interesting as these three. 
 
As things are, I like and I prefer this twenty-six year old look to the twenty.  And I'm going out of my mind over that delicate boy.  (He talks about that boy as though it is someone other, but it is really a divine thing in him, the self of his self – I'm not blind.  He is that.)  As for that pure lust who is also there, the thought of him makes me want to lie down with my imagination.  He can come at any hour.  Do these three fit together in one person?  Nearly.  His ever deviating from the center point is that unbegotten movement, the falling, the rising, the spirit prick of eternal love.  I am in a dangerous place.
 
And he's a singer of love's pain.  Which one of the three is singing?  Each is singing to the other.  As for his being a teacher of adolescent boys, he is, without the others knowing, secretly leading them up the scandalous ladder into the sky.  Most, maybe all, will fall off back to the earth.  If he has to complete the journey alone he will be waiting for him at the end.  Not just nearly, but a final exactness of coming together. 
 
So where to I fit in all this?  Nowhere.  I am his voyeur.  I hide behind the wall of unbeauty.  The third knows the way back there.  I am in a dangerous place.  A wonderful pointlessness. Deviation deviating around itself.
 
 
 
3729  My friend has been speculating on how I see myself and then him, the other, and every other other of my looking in my own speculating – remembering always that the specula is a mirror – and he looks for the artful orgasm.  I am speculating on just what that mirror is.  Surely this is it right here.  It is my incessant arranging the world, mine, his, no one’s, in words. But can the mirror mirror itself?  I hear myself and I see that sound in its black articulation lying out along the form of his other.  More than anything else I am words.  I am the utterance, the rise and fall of the breath, the Periodos.  I come around, blank out and repeat.  Time is summed up.  I am up.  And out of here.  Doubling doubles into itself and the one thing remains. Contentless form.  The horror of beauty.  The Monstrum demonstrated.  Hardly anything at all. 
 
Seduction of angelic beauties – well, why not?  Holy holes, divine prick, tumescent, brainy - pure lust watching itself.  Oh my.  See the seed in the suction.  On the pupil of your eye. Puerile touching without touching.  No sleep.  Work.  Org.  Erg. Aargh.  Nothing.  Can a piece of writing at least come?  Can I get a piece of ass in passing?  Imagination.  I never knew the boy.  I spent myself and he played down his own leg in the dark solitary room.  The disquiet of perfection.  Bent angles.  Just this. 
 
I look directly at him.  I have no need of mirrors.  I look, I take him apart, I eat the pieces, I walk on. 
 
 
 
3730  The more beautiful the boy, the more I become words flying around him.  Partly as a snare to catch that spiritual animal, partly as a shield against the incoming power. 
 
If words are clothes then they are what I wear to both hide and reveal myself.  The beloved, not needing to speak, is naked.  The presence of words in the lover’s mouth reveals the desperation in his mind.  To those who know it reveals the monster lurking in his body.  Words are not clothes; they are armor and a labyrinth.  They are daggers. 
 
Strangely, with words I try to be gentle and ethereal.  Their almost unbearable lightness makes me faint.  They hide the brute fact of my ungentle, hard pushing sexual push.  I am angel; I am base and monstrous.  I fear being offensive to the boy.  I long to mold him with my hand and consume him with my mouth.  Instead I mold words and we eat and drink those breathy things.   
 
Words are the white horse bringing the dark horse to his haunches.  I know that at the end my words become dark and remain nothing but … I have no moderate, middle horse.  I know only the extremes.  I become blowing breath.  Beauty is to be consumed.
 
As for my words, I am a poor man, in many ways, and I have nothing else to give a boy.  If he doesn’t take them, I am totally lost.  No one knows more than I their emptiness.  And their giddy delight.
 
How do I really see myself and you?  I am a thick push pushing.  I am heavy weight weighing down.  I am a reaching erection against this boy.  I eat the boy tight.  I am compressed holding and smooth pulling manipulation.  I am the opposite of gentle gracefulness.  I am a monster and base.  And at the beginning I was the searing burn of words.  I guard against myself.
 
Words are only for those who need them.  They are not for “communicating” as textbooks say.  Around me you have no need for them, my boy.  Your silent beauty is your weapon. Perhaps at other times when you are with a beauty from you have brought close you will need them and I am sure you will quickly learn how to wield sword and shield and throw the net.  Like me you probably know how base and physical you can be.  You too are the other side of words and beauty.  And like me you could be monstrously physical with them and I you. 
 
Romantellectual verbal fornication is a revealing/hiding cloth over what so attractively threatens and rises.
 
My writings are for me what perhaps your ghazal songs are for you.  They are your gift to the other.  I think you don’t expect that other one to be a singer beside you – only to feel the love you are singing down along his slender form.  If he doesn’t listen and he doesn’t feel, then you just pick up your things and go home.
 
 
 
3731  The atmosphere between writer and reader is filled with the breathing of sadism and masochism.  In the dim light of this aestheticism, awaiting the bright forehead of the sun god, describing his glistening flesh with lurid words of love, self-destruction is licked from off the perblind words commanding acceptance.  I set up an apotropaion as a welcoming sign.  I clearly label the poison food offered.  I point out the snare at his feet.  He will accept it all.  Or he is not the reader I want.  He will celebrate this ozone of thought.  His acrid life will become sweet.  That beauty will be mine in this monster’s upper room.  And then I will throw him out.  Every sacrifice has waste.  His waist soft against my waiting mouth. 
 
All of which, of course, is just literary fluff.  Daggers delight.  Labyrinths never delay dinner.  Pure and clean vanishing leaves everything the same tied up between covers.  The night is real, but the Nothing is finally not.  I entertain with fainting jabs at the waiting flesh.  Maybe a flutter will thrill.  And the words are so artfully violent.  Seriously, seriously funny. Nanothorns from virtual roses breathed into the brain from the delicate hands of poisoned, pinioned pages.  His eyebrows are, of course, bows for the shooting of heart collapsing glances - but you knew that already, didn’t you?  And I wonder why my readers don’t get as giddy happy at the very thought of it in my words.   
 
One can be scholastic drab looking only for the droll, or one can laugh with glittering eyes at the wonderful turns caressing this boy of absurd love ontologies oozing out into the sweet night.  Don’t get too bent out of shape because of my playful words.  There will be plenty of time to cry later.
 
 
 
3732  This is aestheticism; form has overtaken content, style has overtaken form, He flames, the digging writing tool has overtaken style, the self of the self-writer has taken over, I am vanished.  This is Madyamika Buddhism, I am the reincarnation of all those other philosophers.  Which, of course, is pure aesthetic nonsense.  Therefore, the pure truth.  Puerile traction. Nubile smiles up his aisle.  Monkish dresses fly up in the wind.  The boys sweep the courtyard.  Bangles bang in the mind.  The mind no more than the entangled light on his glittering flat breast.  The calm, the swept, the turnstyle.   
 
The sufi way of passion, the Buddhist way of dispassion, the dissipation, the drunken coming to Nothing.  The blanking out orgasm at the end of … at the end of yet another repetition. Scandal as style as stile and the forked tail of the tern-cock and the unheard sound of up up up.  Madness remains madness.  Honey dew – the trap.  Aesthesis.  Now you see the round and round of desire and the end of desire that is finally there in the heavy chants wearing out the words.  A gnosis for your eye to suck on.
 
 
 
3733  This is an intellectual work; therefore it is a matter of argument, persuasion, belief and commitment.  Or its failure.  It is a lyrical work; therefore it is a snare.  The beloved is present; therefore there is no room here for despair at his coming.  One glance will convince both heart and mind of his truth.  Whirling bewilderment.  Beyond belief.  No remittance.  Sweet sessions.  Supine and serpentine.  The immortal dance.  That's all.
 
We are here far from "real" life.  The wisdom of death and daily toil is over there, out of sight.  Shout your right!  The battle has been engaged.  Rudra is enraged.  What a scene! Reverberations.  Revelations.  Complications.  Sweet randy entanglement.  If no one looks we will be superimposed for-fucking-ever.  Honey, go on and Rant.
 
This is an intellectual work riding 6000 feet …… (Nietzsche).  This is the eternal return.  This is that renowned, exquisite Form of Form here again. For your gentle perusal.  Your gentleman's use.  Your fine loss.  He's the boss.  There's no way home.  You've been driven to the bone.  The gossamer goose.  You will survive.
 
You have no choice but to survive.  There's no way out.  The repetition is eternal.  Beyond the benumbed.  You understand perfectly well this meaninglessness.  That's the way you like it. Fag tag back along reverse entropy.  Back to the delightfully different.  Heiroscopic definitions.
 
Suave lyre.  Vast fire.  Tire treads out of here.
 
 
 
3734  The main problem of the modern world is violence.  Well, of course it is.  It always has been the main problem.  And the problem with the problem is that we avoid looking at it. And again that is obvious.  And my attempt here will be a part of all that.  Nonetheless, I will attempt this most difficult thing.  I will violently fail.
 
Whether Nature itself is malevolent or benevolent; whether consciousness, thinking, and analysis – and that incessant structure building - are rather the source of malevolence and benevolence; whether the thing we love most is violent or violence itself, all of that has been studied and studied, but, in the confusion, the study has been confusing – to say the least.
 
I take the position, the very unpopular position, that Nature itself is violent - ineradicatingly twisted.  Violence is what we are, insofar as we are Nature.  We are more than Nature, but then, so is violence.  I take the position, the very unpopular position, that Being itself is Violence.  But then Violence is more than just violence. 
 
Love is violent, thought is violent, sleep is violent, death is violent, and the sleep of death.  Life is violent, art is violent, beauty is extremely violent.  We are in love with violence.  And when it comes close, and we hate what we love, we understand un-understandingly.  We cast the net of blame and we catch only ourselves.  I write from a safe distance.  My reader will violently crush my image in his imagination.  The mind does what it wants.
 
Mythology is nothing but violence and twisted narration.  The Sanyasin, trying to avoid the violent, violently stopping the sacrifice, becomes technological manipulator, a sharp loveliness at the heart of what he tried to escape.   Without violence we become more violent.  Pure logic – I love the demanding maze of logic – is pure violence.  The pure is the dagger of delight.
 
Poetry, that spiritual cruelty, that androgynous vacancy, that grinning eidolon, lies and lies heavily in my way.  I take the Periodos and go home.
 
 
 
3735  An impenetrable, dark forest looms ahead as pages and pages to be read and understood.  How does one get through it?  Set fire to it!  How?  Call down lightening.  How?  Fire calls fire.  Generate heat, Tapas, in your own body.  In the friction of obsession go over and over in your own mind body the image of the beloved.  Become the mottled erotic, the tall oak of fluttering leaves, the cosmic stake, repetition.  Bham! Lightening.  Vision.  Fire.  A clearing appears.  Understanding grows all about.
 
 
 
3736  These sentences twist and turn with erotic entanglement.  They return and repeat the mouthing act.  Otherness and difference and the same thing force their way into the ever-deviating peri-odos.  The Boy’s legs surround my head.  The piquant ozone.  The feral zone.  The even, dovetailing Peri-odor.   I walk about with a slippery tongue, speaking in wrapped articulation.  He is thinking.  He watches.  He gives orders.  I turn on his lathe.  There is no let up.  He is up.  I sup.  Lights out.  Eyes up. 
 
I like the feel, the smell, the sight, the sound, the taste of this boy; and I especially like the thinking that goes on in his head.  The heat of calculation suffuses us both.  Tapatic rising. Lightening snapping.  Clear spaces.  Things growing.  A Moor sowing.  Sore morning.  Leary paces home.  Why not?
 
 
 
3737  All substance in my writing has taken flight.  There is no basso continuo.  There is only my beating heart – agitated, hoping, ready.  Like sand.  Speckled flashes.  The writhing, mottled serpent.  The written Mot.  The moat of desire.  The scales of paradise.  Heave heavily over me.  Heavy wings.  Heave up.  Heave up.  Your stylus digs into me.  I am finally written up.  Grave reversal.
 
Lekati - wreck, and reek and rack.  The o-zone.  Pteratic romances in the attic.  Roam around the rafters.  The sky beckons through the little window.  The wind.  The brink, the windings. The link.  Muffled suffusion.  Dusty suffocating air.  Until the Vision.  Then the derision, but who gives a fuck?
 
Being is univocal.  It is a collection.  Mere collections don’t exist.  Like sand, stardust.  Everything is proved negatively.  It is not a mere collection; it is one thing.  But one and thing are other and – what to do.  Thought takes flight and I delight in this god’s wild all-nighters.  Night-crawlers and bottom trawlers. 
 
 
 
3738  My paragraphs are short and tight just like my boys.  They rise and reach that singular point.  They coast down into sleep. Dreams come.  Lovers clamor.  The world begins again.
 
Smooth skin.  Pick and white and simple symmetry.  This is the sought-for end to thought.  He is being hard with himself.
 
In the everyday world of media blasting the soon to be, the never finished story, the ambiguous and the maybe, concern hovers, anxiety shimmers, thought is leveled.  The complexly complex.  Whole books with nothing much to say, if anything at all.  The Network snares young minds.  The mud in the twigs of the economic nest crumbles.  Next Tuesday they promise a new arrangement.  The boy is off by himself in his room, oblivious.  Pink and white, he fades out.
 
 
 
3739  Village boys seem to have a dark strength about them.  Innocence can be brutal in the force of its wanting to be.  They force life and they watch life yield.  They smile at what they can do.  That they break the law is given no thought.  That they bring concern to others is never imagined.  They enjoy their strength as an animal does.  Yet it is rather vague.  He tries to think in a sophisticated way.  His big demanding Dick gets in the way.  That I see him being himself makes him laugh.  He continues.  His judgments come fast.  The ambiguous considerations of the public in the media are of no concern to him.  He can imprison you instantly in his verdict on you.  Village boys don’t wait.
 
The boy can somersault over himself.  Staying in one position is not an option.  He is the dialectic.  No ambiguity there – just a forceful, definite, contradictory change.  Seeing that you need a world, the boy constructs, destroys, and reconstructs it just to please you.  Innocent and dangerous.  Maybe he is God himself, maybe a hanging archon.  We wait his decision on us. 
 
 
 
 
3740
 
 
Let me share some ideas about Gary
Who always says he belongs to nowhere
Lost amid the bulk of books, and prose
He had hardly forgotten he is alive
His hairs are fade up with him, so already departed
His kins and friends never trust him as he is sincere
Roams here and there, talks and talks
He has already given up that fidelity for forever,
Adjusting himself around papers and ink,
He has landed on the Mt. Everest and may be Mars to his solitude
Like an ant separated from a crowd, he lingers for nothing
But, he is intelligent as he has captured the world in his bald brain.
Don’t know whether he is extrovert or introvert
I always find him within a bunch of guys just smiling
His smile is gratifying to my tribulation every time I greet him
Always fosters some sort of spirituality to rush through me
Whenever I get bounded by anxiety and worry.
 
                                                                                    Bishal Paudel
 
 
I am thoroughly scandalized - aagh
 
 
Let me snare some ideas about Gary
Who always says he belongs to Nowhere.
Lost in the erotic weight of books,
In the mind obliterating rhythms of prose,
He has looked for the forgotten life of love above.
His hair has faded and departed.
His kin and friends never trust him; he is not sincere.
He roams here and there; he talks and talks.
He has given up on the world’s fidelity.
Adjusting himself around papers and ink,
He has landed on Mars, on the Top of Heaven, a solitary.
Like an ant, separated from the crowd, he lingers for nothing.
Like a painted saint, paraded in the crowd, he hungers for that no thing.
But, he has seen intelligence and he is captured in a scalding brain.
I think he is neither introvert nor extravert;
He is deviating pervert and aviating paravert.
I always find him with a juicy bunch of guys, lying, just smiling.
That smile is my tribulation, so grating every time I greet him.
He is the foster child of spirituality and he rushes through me.
Then I am bound up by anxiety and worry.
 
 
 
 
 
This old man is a remnant of lovely nights of love.
Even now the beloved is not far away.
That smell, that caress, that lingering kiss,
 
Oh, that fall into oblivion.
 
One seeks a martial solitude in order to fight off the rabble.
One lingers behind and separates oneself and plays the bald buffoon
In order to find the entryway into the scintillating Nowhere.
 
Oh, to not have to live among those who cannot dance,
Who do not know the glory of the well-turned leg,
Who never glance about and lie down in the rushes of rushing desire.
 
Oh, to find that street where the clamor of lovers rises up
And the Instant is completed.
But I am trapped in the drabness of politicians and shopkeepers.
 
Am I the only one who sees the beauty of lip and cheek
On these visitors from far transcendence?
In his glistening eye?
 
Oh, that glance that draws me out of myself.
 
I have become as ashen as dry grass in a summer fire. 
 
I imagine that his foot is in my mouth.
 
 
 
I am not Gary Smith.  GARY SMITH is me.
 
I don’t know when it happened; it just happened.  I don’t know when Will Shakespeare became SHAKESPEARE.  When John Keats became KEATS.  When my dear friend Walt Whitman became WALT WHITMAN.  When Sehnorito Ducase became LAUTREMENT.  When Albert schwartzendruber became HITLER.  When Mr. Dahal became PRACHANDA.  When Aristoclus became PLATO.  When my boyhood friend Alan became SEXY ALAN.  When shy Luke became SCREAMING LUCY, drag queen magnifique.  I don’t know when anxious Bisal became BISHAL OF THE LUSCIOUS LIPS POET NOT THAT EASY.  Or when this evening became LOVE’S FRIEND.
 
In the twinkling of an eye – transubstantiation.  If you take my writings – my book – away from me I am merely a dear smiling old man from nowhere.  It is scandalous.  God help me.  I am the rhythms of my putting down in black.  I am the play of ideas.  I am the intellectual dance with sharp-eyed thought.  I am the god up my spine.  I am the succubus to your incubus, my dear.  Let it be.  The next morning I am the still smiling, slightly disheveled old man from somewhere forgotten, reading the news.  Remember - I really don’t want to be a part of your family.  GARY SMITH is in the words written down.  I am not that when you see me in the everyday – HE is something else – I don’t even know his real name or if he has a name.  I claim nothing for myself.  HE, however, gets pissed when overlooked.  Be careful.  The PERSON in the ACT is demanding.  A seducer.  The ONE who makes your legs hardly work at all in your night dreams.  He is that surprising foot in your mouth. 
 
 
 
The first thing noticed by those who notice such things is that I have here shifted from the ordinary everyday to the religious.  I am doubled.  I and the Form that in-forms me.  The individual and the Individual.  I am not myself.  I become my Eternal Self.  I am taken by Myself.  I am become less than nothing.  Please note.  Nota bene.  Majuscule and wet in my night dreams dreaming.  Set apart in the soon departed.  The religious crown cruising around my head.  Bound back.  Bone tingling.  Illicit mingling lips lingering head spurting knowing spending.  The night.  I lie.  With myself.  Don’t get me wrong.  Hardly anything at all is going on here.
 
You should never have started reading this.  Now you are bound up with me in my ownness.  I am.  I am here.  How can you ever make your legs work so you can get out of here?  How can you not understand that you have been the same to that one you wanted to set free.  Your mottled scales are sweet melody to him.  He heaves inside your curls.  Bound back. Doubling doubles over.  Your wrong becomes right.  Right there he is gone.  The day begins again.
 
 
 
3741  Yes, Pleasure and Purity and Permanence and Existence really exist, but not here.  They are transcendent things and are only here in a flash, and then become simulacra.  I spent a night of love, chewing on love’s roundness, behind the stake of manifestation.  In the division, I fell inside his whirling world.  Wafting essence wrapped my vision in that rapturous zone. Thy thighs flatten my cheeks, my archaic delusion.  I’m played down.  In the downy dawn and Easter rising.  The stake, the thorn, the almost here.  A snap and a low rumble and the oleander air.  Sensa, sensa, sensa in the bony coccyx of the boy.  The sacrum, the holy bone, the terminus ad quem.  I meander on thy river bed.  I squander my … enough.  The joy of boy metaphors leave me on the litter of alliteration, worn out.  ……… then one more flash.  I sniff the air of high transcendence.  Ozone crinklings.  
 
 
 
3741  God does not know and understand our suffering; God is our suffering.  And He is our knowing and our not understanding it.  God does not give us pleasure and smooth flesh; He is pleasure and the smooth flesh we long for.  God does not help us through trouble, except as He helps us through Himself.  He does not take away the pains of life, except as He removes Himself from us and transforms Himself from being pain into being exquisite relief.  God is the Being of our being.  We are under His hand.  We suffer His kiss.  We are that Kiss.
 
There is no let up.  The droning drone remains.  The almost-thunder - far or near, we cannot tell.  The breath on my neck, and yours.  The wanted unwanted.  The furious piquancy.  He is the mutilation of our thinking.  He is the certainty of thought’s breaking out.  He is the useless Just That.  His chest weighs heavy on mine.  He is the One the others have denied in favor of the lightly feminine.  But He won’t leave.  I remain with Him, forcibly. 
 
 
 
3742  This is neither subjective nor objective writing, both of which leave you the reader at a safe distance from the scene.  I slowly, my dear reader, pull the reader in so that he must fight for a way of escape – if he so desires.  Or if his desire is too great, because I am nowhere out there to be seen, it will let him fall into himself.  This is not a show to watch; this is a rod in your stomach.  If you are he and I am not this.  There is little here to comprehend with your closing hand.
 
Tendrils curl around.  His hair is inextricably tight.  The subtle power of light.  His odor wafts through the interstices standing.  No room is left for the something else of meaning. Presence sticks on.  He smears easily.  Fire rises up from the water at the base of his gnomic tree.  He grins.   He knows that you know.  You lick the cosmic stars from his sky.  In the cleft dome you enter his randy randomness and you flash.  His unorderedness leaves no way back.  The taper on his back burns.  Just this.
 
 
 
3743  There’s reading and then there’s reading.  Mine is of the second kind.  Which, of course, makes no sense, but then it isn’t supposed to.  I write the smooth flow of sentences, nothing more.  The smooth flow and the pause.  I write God.  The secret, vanishing kiss.  The timing must be perfect.  And, as with all perfection, it nails the reader to uselessness. 
 
English is not strongly syllabic as are so many other languages.  Yes, it has stress, but it also has rising and falling tone.  The breath moves on, catches and expands.  It is held and it is released along a meandering way.  The steady continuing hum, the blocking and unblocking of sound passages.  The many become one and the one was always the many.  The body heaves and settles down.  It jerks into place and it waits for itself.  Soon the end comes.  Another paragraph watches and is soon taken up.
 
 
 
3744  One eventually ends up with a list of ontological things.  That is Being.  And Being is not a list.  If Being is univocal then it is that.  And that is nothing.  A mere list being nothing. The transcendent non-being of Being is right there.  The list disappears in listless thought.  Ontology is finally funny.  The tragedy of thought's precision against itself is comedy.  Ends up, it bottoms out.  The rod of Being penetrates and pervades.  And oozes clarity.  We know the what it is.
 
 
Being, the Power, is a mood.  Wait for it in gentle anger.  It will rise up from the pit of your stomach.  You must control that incorrigible one, the very image of you yourself out there.  The very being of your being.  Being divides.  You begin to list.  The swelling tide reaches your head at last.  The bastion of that bastard son breaks.  The charis is granted.  Take what you want.  Take your self.  The mood is understood all around.  And then the smiles.
 
Being is a Person.  The Great Personality.  So demanding.  The Show-Off.  Sugar-lips over hard pearl.  Proffering breath.  The giant of soft flesh so close to you now.  His waves push.  A rushing sensuality.  Eat him in mouthfuls.
 
Being is the passive letting be.  It finally yields to the arguments of metaphysics.  The philosopher has what he wants. 
 
 
3745  Many of the things you read here will be crude, inconsiderate, hostile and obviously wrong.  Often they will come from out of my desire to hurt and take revenge.  I have been partially blinded by pain and hope.  I am writing it all down in an attempt to gather my thoughts that I might winnow them and perhaps glean a bit of understanding from them.  I throw them up in the air where uncertainty hangs thick.  Perhaps patterns will form where the bits of feeling and unreasoned reason land.  Wind devils of illusion and delusion will play.  The naked truth will be revealed is a sudden untying of the drawstring.  And then it will probably be forgotten.  Writing captures traces of wraiths.  Or a god is present.  And the gods are never civil.
 
 
 
3746  I insist.  I insist this is the way it is.  No let up.  It's getting hot in these paragraphs.  I want to be unbearably close to my reader.  I want my rage to fill him.  I want to become his.  I do true writing.  I commit him to the asylum of my violence.  Gentle rest.  No one will come to take him.  Rave on, black night bird.  Strip and drag and twirl.  Let him talk on and on, strip him naked.  Stare.  Climb his stairs.  Like with like.  He hates you he loves you he gives in.  Put him up and think about it in the long while, whatever It is.  I you he we, I relent.  The weeds grow. 
 
I do not polish my words.  I rub and rub and I become rabid.  I am hot.  I call down fire with fire.  After you finish reading nothing will be left of this prickly mass.  It all burns thickly up and up and up and ether tingles in blue sky.  The clearing of oblivion. 
 
 
 
3747  The French, thinking and fingering their verbs that feel more like dead weight nouns, reach for English spin as they throw their philosophical balls.  Cauterized with the burning gaulish spirit, categorized with thick scars, encumbered with Augustan cucumbers, precisely, they wallow in the dregs of Latin.  They walk about and kill.  I am, of course, not speaking of those who live in France, of whom I know little, but of those high intellectuals here who insist on speaking the French part of the English language.  And their natty nominalizations are only slightly less horrid than that of the Germans. 
 
 
 
3748  Michel Foucault writes at the end of The Archeology of Knowledge, "I know how irritating it can be to treat discourse in terms not of the gentle, silent, intimate consciousness that is expressed in them, but of an obscure set of anonymous rules.  How unpleasant it is to reveal the limitations and necessities of a practice where one is used to seeing, in all its pure transparence, the expression of genius and freedom.  How provocative it is to treat as a set of transformations this history of discourse which, until now, has been animated by the reassuring metaphors of life or the intentional continuity of the lived.  How unbearable it is, in view of how much of himself everyone wishes to put, thinks he is putting of "himself" into his own discourse, when he speaks, how unbearable it is to cut up, analyze, combine, rearrange all these texts that have now returned from silence, without ever the transfigured face of the author appearing: "What! All those words, piled up one after another, all those marks made on all that paper and presented to innumerable pairs of eyes, all that concern to make them survive beyond the gesture that articulated them, so much piety expended in preserving them and inscribing them in men's memories – all that and nothing remaining of the poor hand that traced them, of the anxiety that sought appeasement in them, of that completed life that has nothing but them to survive in?  Is not discourse, in its most profound determination, a "trace"? And is its murmur not the place of insubstantial immortalities?  Must we admit that the time of discourse is not the time of consciousness extrapolated to the dimensions of history, or the time of history present in the form of consciousness?  Must I suppose that in my discourse I can have no survival?  And that in speaking I am not banishing my death, but actually establishing it; or rather that I am abolishing all interiority in that exterior that is so indifferent to my life, and so neutral, that it make no distinction between my life and my death?"  Foucault's great mission was to disabuse writing of the idea of the presence of the subjective self of the writer.  The words were of nothing but the long history of words. 
 
Harold Bloom, that great hater of gaulish impersonalism, wrote, "One lesson Borges learned from De Quincey was to abhor all historicisms, including those that would explain away the individuality of genius.  History, Borges quotes De Quincey as writing, is a highly indefinite discipline, subject to infinite interpretations.  That includes necessarily the history of culture, and the late Michel Foucault's pernicious historicism, which has destroyed humanistic study in the English-speaking world.  I offer Borges, and through him imaginative literature itself, as an antidote to Foucault and his resentful followers."
 
My friends Gerry and Dinesh told me that while reading my paragraphs they felt that they were walking through a swamp and my presence was too strongly with them and they were always looking for an escape. 
 
All three of them are right.  The self that Foucault takes away from writing is the same self that Bloom replaces with the uncreated Gnostic Self, the presiding genius.  And that self, that Gary Smith, so present in my words has nothing to do with me.  When I am dead and gone nothing of me will remain in those words.  That self, that Self, was someone else.  I merely delivered it, Him, to the world.  I will be off doing other things and I won't care one way or the other.  Deal with that Thing the best you can. 
 
It is true that this Self is a transcendent thing and not Foucault's historically determined thing, but it is inhuman just as he demanded.  And Bloom's genius only sings of our languishing right here.  And my absurd transcendent union of Eternity with the ordinary boy is usually just sexual confusion.  It's all a tease.  More will have to be written. 
 
That hoary, ancient invisible thing is once again seducing the Boy.  The χαρις lies heavy across him while he waits.  That tripartite Self of my self.  O koupos o oupios choris.  Oi houroi ouranou.  Cohorts in the garden.  And That, that old thing.  Away from academics, back in the true academy.  Oh well, we are cosmic adolescents writing our heart-felt, adolescent poetry. Usually oblivious to just how strange it all is. 
 
 
 
3749  When Michel Foucault begins to write he enters into the Shaman world of spirit discontinuities.  Abstractions and eidola vaguely appear and swirl about.  He denies that they are mere creations of a thinking mind.  They invade the mind and it is they.  The writer's writing is their dance.  Should I say that he is then the image of the eidola?  Third power unreal? Their fury?  Has he and the others ever brought back to this everyday world anything of use?  Do we always crave the enchantment and follow?
 
Are these vague images the Forms of Plato?  Are these doubly removed things the Original?  Is this the arched back of oborous?  Over the surface of chaos gently rides the form. Unconditioned it forms itself.  The spirits swirl incessantly.  The reader is gorged with hunger.  He gives in to his dizzying lord.  The pain begins.  Until he is shattered and scattered.  I shudder behind the shudders.  I stutter.  The shaking won't stop.  The shaman shunts away.  Shit.
 
Academia has become the place of fools.  Of fools attacking fools.  With Nietzsche I am one of them.  In this underworld with the dead Jesus.  Waiting again for the resurrection.  The insurgent erection.  The irruption.  The romp.  The rump of boys.  A bump against the wall.  Secret dreams.  With the souls of dead friends.  Still running out on the open plain. 
 
 
 
3750  Just as the movements of sex are few and their repetition is mere obsession, so the things of philosophy are few and in my heated obsession I repeat and repeat the one philosophical act.  The literati and the naturalists will be bored with it.  Surely they have their world and I would not gainsay their love of the infinitely varied, and sometimes I walk with them among the blossoming differences they love, and the intertwined, but I always return to just the few things of my obsession and I wait for the blank stare.   Again and again until the end comes. The droplet of Saphes and the sharp crown of Oistros.    The gods of the open far places.
 
 
 
3751  I have here presented myself as a Shakespearean character.  I am thought thinking itself to itself.  I fear myself, I love myself and I am filled with the anxiety that I might have been abandoned by myself.  I myself am forced to say that I am not the I myself.  I suffer him.  I am other.  I am the product of my time.  I am the eternal coming at me through time.  I am a faint and minimal thing and I faintly tremble in the thought that I will have to more fully become That.  Contradiction and paradox and adolescent extravagance lie about everywhere.  The grass is strewn with cuttings.  The influence feels like influenza.
 
The Idea is strong and it requires a well-fitted logic.  Clean connectors.  I have no time for the sensuous plethora.  The dally of worldly detail is exasperating.  To the point!  Syntactical moves.  Quickly corral the boy.  Let his stallion be taken by surprise.  He is what I am.  I am no other.  I am thus other.  I fit and fidget.  His kisses make no sense. 
 
I speak to him of his strange ways.  I use the simplest, most direct words I know.  I engage him in monologue.  I am mad.  I know there will be no let up.  He will not stop this argument into eternity.  I will be retained.  Every night he comes in my non-existence.  He leaves a stain that does not fade.  Being cannot not be.  We are stuck in that.  That insistent moving thought.
 
 
 
3752  I am tied up in logical forms. The thin spirit binds tightly.  The twisting breaks.  I hang sweetly distraught.  He slides along my smooth skin noiselessly.  In the unspeakable.  I think to myself of myself and I am become a blank Shakespearean whiteness.  Love's comely speech is nowhere.  Shakespeare may recognize himself in that, but none of his readers.  I am alone.
 
My dialogue is a monologue.  I am the unmajestic thing of desire.  The god of tender thighs is born before me.  He will walk along my prairie of few words.  Every rise and fall will be the same as before and after.  The lushness will be subtle.  In overwhelming quantity.  In sublime vanity.  I love this thing that has become me.  I fall down each blade of grass like dew.
 
 
 
3753  The strength of my person here and its dialectical thinking has made me a consort with this anti-substantialism.  I overwhelm any idea, any meaning, to my words, and as I am other than myself it all collapses.  That person is the Person, a wild eternal thing, a Prosopon of Being; it is God on my face.  It is this ooze of flesh.  Comfort me with past-ripe apples, my prince. And I only will suck your eggs dry, my dark hindu boy.  You are soon gone.  And I move on to the next paragraph.
 
 
 
3754  The soul is the breath.  The breath is a breeze of delicate pressing against firm flesh.  It scrapes off the essence and holds it in.  The breath is a strigil and a receptacle of fragrance.  The boy's existence is commingled.  I reached out with my soul and take from him as he passes close. 
 
The warm moisture of his soul pushes against my cheek.  He is searching for my soul.  In the fragrance he finds I migrate into him.  Breath with breath intersecting.  A crashing, clashing, exploding infinity of particles coldly burns the sky of Being. The ozone lights up.  The smell of ensouled flesh captures thought.  The odor of the tumescence of Being.  The sky is filled with thick fragrance.  Thought wafts.  The way leads away.  I go wild in his smell.  The smell of tight smooth skin. The film on the real.  In the straight line fields outside town.  He goes down my throat. 
 
Nietzsche could smell bad philosophy.  I can smell good philosophy.  That is the same thing.  I take the right to speak.  He hated the women of society.  I love the boys of the outer places alone.  I suspect he knew.
 
 
 
3755  Of all the senses only the sense of smell is delicate enough to capture essence.  The essence of a thing is its buoyancy.  It is the obliteration into the fine particles of smell.  The soul wafts within Being.  It floats like a beckoning.  And you will follow this buoy.  How can I write his fragrance?  In English there is a dearth of words for the nuances of smell.  Every word I can scrape off him is therefore dear.  Odorous scales.  Scala paradisi.  In this fragrant period of his coming.  Those who love these secret things play with the meaning-sounds of words. They know that sound has a fragrance.  Teeth and tongue scrape it off.  Meaning is still flesh taken up.  Fine sublimation.
 
 
 
3756  I write the frightening Things. The infinite things. The things of power. The incomprehensible things, the ground of comprehension. The ground of our powerlessness. The fence surrounding our finitude. The comforting Things. The writing writing. My defense against the blast.
 
You jump. The Things are too much. You jump right out of the writing to the writing itself. See the pretty movements of the syntax. Feel the alliteration in your ear. The consonance careening around the dissonance that might have been. Forget the infinite Things. Remember subliminally. Take hold of the Sublime. Walk gently with your new friend. The fiend so close.The offense that might have been. Syntax encircling. Here and There in the nowhere. The boy at last.
 
 
 
3757  Philosophy is written. And the form of the writing is fiercely contemplated in a clear act of love. The one and the many move in and out of the same and the different. The heat and the moisture of the breath permeate the reasoning spirit, the Teras. Res, Karma, Charis. Signum, Monstrum, the Star of the Magi. His glistening tongue choking me.
 
In the Temple of timeless Time. Cut off. Bloody thing thrown. In the wind. Sacred section. Rudra suction. Winding along the sacrificial stake. Obrous. Poetic nonsense. Lazy daze mental meandering. Dry river bed. Red rout. The same and different. The same difference deviating to the End, the constant boredom of deferrence.
 
It means nothing. You are politely invited to jump away and think of Him, the One become other. Let philosophy dig in your mind. Behind you in your grave concern. The burning breath beyond death.
 
 
 
3758  I have not been called by God to do or write anything. If anything, I have been pushed. Or He, as the alluring unmoved mover, has turned my head and I rush at Him stammering. I take off in all directions and He actualizes one path. I come close, so close, and He pushes me down. Something got written, something got done, I am bewildered, nothing more.
 
I am being used. I hope it is for good and not evil. I do not want to be abandoned by God, by the Most Beautiful, my mind-exploding Lover.
 
There's little here except pornography. An intense substancelessness. I practice seduction. I get nothing. One more high. One more orgasm. The end was reached with little effort. I am had – completely. I remain bewildered, ever more.
 
There is an authority here. I can feel Him. The increasing. The auguries of the augmenting flit about his waist. In these lazy days of August I am bedazzled. Something is about to happen. I will speak it out like an inverse prophet. It has clogged my throat.
 
I don't write like nobody.
 
 
 
3759  The boy is his Form. He contends with himself. He, therefore, contends with God, the Form of Form itself. He tries to seduce himself and God. He insists he will be accepted and loved. That is the Form of Form. He is a self of the Self itself. He is strongly himself. This is the existential individual. He writhes in his Form. God writhes about him. I follow in writing.
 
In these paragraphs, my writhing and writing with Him, I revel in myself. You will have to contend with my presence. I, I fear, may be too strongly present for your reading comfort. Or you may enjoy it. I stick out. If it bothers you that I do not melt away in the public mass, then throw down these pages from your sight.
 
I am far off arguing with God. A lovers' spat. I will not be thrown away. I will succeed at seducing God. I know the dialectical turns. I am a gay Kierkegaardian. Difficult and maybe meaningless. The power slides in.
 
 
 
3760  The boy is too thick and strong and overwhelming. He wants too much. He is danger. He is the beginning step toward the sublime. Think him through his skin. He is too smooth. He is dialectical slippage. I will turn him into the rhythms of language. The egregious One, tight, compact, thick, my projection into the world. The cause of my being thrown back. As his presence is smothering, so is my existence to the reader. He is morass and a marshal. He is your need to escape me. Kierkegaard makes no sense with his dialectic. Jump up. Work the crank. Turn the strophe of syntax. Until the sweet letting go of the catastrophe. Catalepsy in the groin.
 
Therefore, this is me standing before God. The world is gone. I move in. Danger. Superreption. Watch, you voyeur.
 
 
 
3761  Like thoughts that course through the body, the meaning of a paragraph is finally its sound riding on jagged letters pushing through me. The mind cannot be separated from body feelings. I feel my body and I am thought. But that doesn't make me a materialist. A feeling, a body feeling, is a real thing; just as the Form of the body is real. The Form and the feel of the Form are one thing. It is an eternal surge. A swelling, a filling. A coursing. A universal that come again and again in the instant. The Instantiation. x is F. Just that. A thing to feel again. To hear and to write down gravenly.
 
That is why thinking and reading are so funny. Thoughts tickle as they careen through the body. The body swells with meaning. The climax comes.
 
 
 
3762  Universal Forms are particular things that unite with bare particulars. They are not “abstract concepts”, nor mere meanings. They are thick with being. They are separate from the mind's thought of them. They are intimate with the mind as the other. They are gods. The dialectic is a structural embrace. Being is well-formed and compact. One feels ontology being done. The body of Being forms itself again as the boy. He runs his hand over his smooth skin. Being turns toward itself. Barely, only that. Thrown.
 
Creation drips from the end of his dick. What should we say of him? Is this God Himself or a lower archon? Is my erotic, gay god of true theology? Is it beyond Authority? Is it in the final trembling beyond the sure? Is it disease beyond ease? Is it sarco-fagus? It is a Gita. A gnosis? Knowledge cuts through me. The spirit drips and evanesces. Want and waste. A hungry god.Charisma slithers on the ground. Scaly, cellular automata glistening in the chaos of light. Before the one, just Thing. Gathered, arched.
 
 
 
3763  Beauty at the extreme is terror and thus it is sublime.  I watch beauty and I think.  I shudder.  I know I must move away to a lesser thing or I must jump to the Eternal Form.  The craving and the hunger grow.  I think the power.  And the break.
 
Here, there is the simple thing.  A delight, a refinement - the exquisite.  I sought him out and he came to me.  Blindingly.  He wields the knife of discernment at me.  I am an enthusiast, perhaps an old crank in my insistence.  Being has become mere adventure.  I wager my head.  Bright fantasy.  Delectation.  A strange attractor comes out of the palm of his hand, out of chaos.  Stretch and bend, turn longingly.  Then the night whiff.  A whim blows through me.  A breeze.  A tease. 
 
Thickness.  Otherness.  Just the abstractions of thought.  I am the lees in his liquor.
 
 
 
3764  The philosophical lover of boys deals only in transcendence.  The boys so immanent here reject him.  He looks and sees the Form flit around them, but these boys seem to know nothing of it.  Or that is the form of transcendence here.  The Irony of Being.  Anyway, this lover is bored with their everyday concerns. 
 
Such, I suppose, is the form of the poetical love of women.  We must not confuse the Ideal with the material real.  That would be an offense to both heaven and earth.  So how are we to think of an incarnation, of faith, of the vision of the divine with us as other than confusion? 
 
The subtle spirit of discrimination, the knife of analysis waiting to be grabbed.  The glance from the beloved that causes the spirit to shoot off to the nowhere of thought.  Dead and certain. Thought and that glance may be one.  It’s hard to tell.  You’re thrown back everyday into the everyday.
 
 
 
3765  The boy here wants you to help him find the good life, to buy him princely things, to be his generous lover.  He primps and when you refuse, you are emotionally beaten up.  A sort of killing, perhaps a sacrifice like that of your Lord.  Transcendence wills it.  Old faggots the world over know this plight. 
 
That God is this is the irony of Being.  The boy’s will is hard as iron. 
 
 
 
3766  Chaos is that delicate place between order and disorder – or so one might say. The philosophical question becomes What is order? What is disorder?  If there is no understanding of what order is, then there is no understanding of chaos.
 
God is Alpha and Omega mediated by the Logos and the Spirit.  He seems to be an ordered system.  Still, Divinity itself is unordered and where it touches the ordered Trinity there is chaos.  Or have I tried for too much order in my thoughts?  And what is the Trinity itself where it touches the persons of the Trinity?  What is the Itself itself of a system? Of an unsystem? The questions, I fear, may never end, as they had no beginning.  My thoughts double into themselves as does Being.  I crash.
 
 
 
3767  These ontological boys and I and now you are here on exhibit.  We are spectacle.  Being is a stage performance – for us.  This is theater, and theory and eating.  This is slight of hand and rhetoric.  We stand out.  We have been made to stand out.  We have been given over to stand out.  Es gibt.  There is that.  We are other.  And, of course, no one understands. Communication slithers away.
 
Well yes, you do understand, don’t you?  You have always been other and no one.  And in that you and I and they are obscene.  We slither over each other in this communicating with each other.  We are all the same, exactly the same.   I watch you and I am seeing myself watch.  The oneness is too tight.  Bright light.  We repeat each other.  They see us and they don’t see anything.
 
We are a spectacle of dissolving communication.  Gone into the God we know too much about and too perfectly and the two of us fuse like slime into oblivion.  Quite a show! 
 
 
 
3768  Insofar as man belongs to nature, he is violent.  To use today’s jargon, violence is written into his genes.  Man is sexual and sex is essentially violent.  Such is the driving Will in us.  It is desire.  The desired thing is the end of our doing.  As such nature is essentially teleological. The Telos, the end, the perfection, the beauty is taken by force.  That is the philosophy of Schopenhauer and Darwin.  It is true philosophy. 
 
But nature is not the end of philosophy or of man.  Beyond nature there is Reason.  Reason is the transcendent control on nature.  Or so some would argue.  Others argue that the Will is higher that reason.  Some say that the Seraphim, those red angels on fire with the love of God, are higher than the Cherubim, those calm blue angels filled with the knowledge of God. The dialectic of Will vs. Reason has been argued for millennia. 
 
Those calm reasoners, the children of the Enlightenment, insist that even nature is not violent, that She is holy mother and only prone to stern correction when provoked by willful man. Sex, now become the Latinate procreation, yields to reason.  Man and nature embrace. 
 
To say that the Will finally controls is true philosophy.  To say that Reason finally controls is true philosophy.  Philosophy contends with philosophy.  Both are bad science.  Science deals with empirical facts, not high-flying things like the Will or Reason. 
 
I tend to side with those who elevate the Will, the voluntarists.  Logic and reason are things of desire.  Beauty rules.  The sublime has us in thrall.  I grab for perfection, the Telos.  I am a true teleologist.  The drive in us is inexorable and violent.  I sublimate the violence into the absurd words of transcendence – into Violence.  All of which is bad science, but science has become a thing drowning in the minutiae of empirical facts.  Philosophy, as I write it, is an escape from the massive information tsunami of science now killing our spirit.  The ecstasy of science has become obscene. 
 
Now back to the first paragraph.  It seems crazy in today’s world to say that sex and nature are essentially violent.  It may even be a hated fascist idea.  What about compassionate, tender loving care?  Can’t sex and maternal nurturing be that?  Yes, it could, but only in a world where the male of the species has been eliminated.  That is not the nature we know.
 
I think that most today would agree that it is the task, the difficult task, of culture and civilization to corral the male and keep him in check.  The female of the species has learned to say NO! louder and louder and we have learned to call that reason.  Today reason equals a flaccid penis.  And beauty is the calmness of castration. 
 
The relation between science and the male urge is this: there is no place for your fucking violent urges in data collection and analysis, you idiot!  Curb yourself!
 
Classical philosophy and also religion was a violent thing.  Intellectual war.  Mother Earth was in danger and still is as long as it remains.  Only when the male with his so-called thinking is eliminated or changed into a type of female will we here be safe.  Or so it is generally thought today.
 
I will have none of it.  The essentially Male violently draws a sharp line and refuses to sink into the morass.  The world may not survive his existence.  Or he the world’s.  He may only have been useful for a time.  He may be genetically wrong for the future.  A Darwinian misfit.  Even now college is where he goes to get beat up.
 
And now to force another metaphor.  Science, indeed our whole culture, has become a forest thick with undergrowth.  So thick the light cannot penetrate.  Life is choked off.  For too long we have been putting out the fires that would save us.  The fires of desire, the violence that is natural to man and nature.  The forest, the earth, our culture and civilization need that to prosper.  The thick undergrowth must be removed or deathly darkness will prevail.  One way or another it will happen.  Postponing it will make the conflagration worse when it does come.  Such is the way of nature and our existence here is natural.  Fortunately, it seems to me, our existence here is not all there is. The violence of fire is necessary.  Probably There also.
 
 
 
3769  And now to force another metaphor.  Science, indeed our whole culture, has become a forest thick with undergrowth.  So thick the light cannot penetrate.  Life is choked off.  For too long we have been putting out the fires that would save us.  The fires of desire, the violence that is natural to man and nature.  The forest, the earth, our culture and civilization need that to prosper.  The thick undergrowth must be removed or deathly darkness will prevail.  One way or another it will happen.  Postponing it will make the conflagration worse when it does come.  Such is the way of nature and our existence here is natural.  Fortunately, it seems to me, our existence here is not all there is. The violence of fire is necessary.  Probably There also. 
 
 
   
3770  Politicians and journalists, for the most part, deal in ghosts.  They speak of the public or a certain section of the public, such as a party, or of a particular person as belonging to or representing that.  The particular person himself, just as himself, is never, never considered.  And religious preachers never condemn a particular person for being himself, but only for being a part of a certain party.  And even here, I, in this writing, have done likewise by speaking of these types. 
 
Do such groups really exist?  By calling them ghosts, I seem to be saying, No.  Or barely.  Or in a deviant manner. And I sense that, because the existence of such group things is so questionable, their Truth is false.  Still, as a realist who must believe is such things by virtue of the history of that calling, I somehow must respect the power of such ghosts.  I, nonetheless, equally must say that their existence is separate from the individuals that are members in them.  And that to praise or condemn one of these groups is to deal only in ghosts and not in individuals.  Yes, their power is great, but only after the manner of ghosts.  And ghosts not being nothing at all, they must be given their due. 
 
 
 
3771  Analysis takes us out of the world but it cannot bring us back in.  Strange things from within Being beckon and caress the thinking mind, but they will not, they cannot, return with us when the thinking turns to the everyday.  The boys of the night seem to be nowhere while you walk to your day job.  The sufi teke so bright with divine light looks like a hovel.  The enchantment was perhaps nothing at all. 
 
Analysis is enchantment.  It is the vision of a theorist gone to a far country to watch the mystical rites.  To see the cutting and the killing.  To smell the wisdom of other flesh.  The repeated and the repeated.  To wallow in unknown languages.  To feel his head explode.
 
The most he can hope for on his return is to be a leader of government, a sacrificial victim in his former home.  Now he is the nexus between.  The people will joyfully splay him.  His knowledge was unreal, too real, an unknowing.  Out into the strange, the mere future.
 
 
 
3772  Logical, phenomenological analysis, so abstract, leads directly to the mind breaking sweetness of the desired thing.  If one believes then one desires.  The beauty of order reaches the sublime of having and then oblivion.  A mad beauty, a trembling order, a soothing destruction.  That that has been known and nervously spoken of forever.  I repeat the always repeated. We are trapped along his falling form.  And rising and falling into itself.
 
Of course, in the schools we are not allowed to speak of this thing that comes and goes.  This furtive thing we are trying to seduce.  This indifferent joy. The wrack.  This thing our syntactical brake cannot restrain. 
 
I have used syntax as a lattice work and a path in the garden of my paragraphs.  I hope in there to see him walking.  To spy his naked form.  To make him look at me and love me.  And to finally take me away to there.
 
 
 
3773  We are once again entering an age of myth.  The predicate calculus is giving way to the laws of transmogrification, or, less tendentiously, the theory of transformation in cybernetic simulation systems.  The Logos is being replaced by the analogue, or, more in the spirit of myth, the Analogos.  No longer do we say a is b.  Now we are taught to say a is transformed into b.  Just as Amphelos, the boyhood friend of Dionysius, changed into the vine of the intoxicating grape. 
 
Perspectivism is the philosophy of the day.  A "thing" becomes a different "thing" depending on your "frame of reference".  And each perspective, the content of each frame, is dependent on all the other perspectives and frames.  Nothing stands alone.  And every perspective and frame is constantly changing into its other.  That change comes because, of itself, each is nothing.  There is no predicate that we could put on it and say that it is that.  Only transformation.  Transformation within a system.  It being impossible to say what the system is – because there is no "is".  It is somewhat like … and the analogies come.
 
The bothersome, irritatingly thrilling, thing about myth is the way the gods and their victims, their acts, their names constantly change into something else.  The mythologist pretends to find a pattern there, but even that won't hold still.  There is only the somewhat and the almost.  We always seem on the verge of figuring it out.  It always escapes our grasp.  The gods over a century ago appeared in the decadent underworld of Parisian nightlife, the Circus, with the sluttish Ernestine who worked at the Hippodrome.  Today they have returned in the grey ooze of neuro-science.  The Gnome is the genome.  Dark transformations seduce us.  We almost have them domesticated.  But the gods will never be domesticated.  And the transformations become a devil's dance.  The brain and DNA are strangely inhuman.  The rule of the daemonic.  We are seduced by the promise of great knowledge and power.
 
The terror of life is that we live with only shadows of shadows.  Eidola of eidola.  A simulation of life.  Simulations simulating.  The original is gone.  The original never was.  The dance of transmogrification goes on and on.  Far into the night.  Simulacra flit.  The young are enchanted.  The old fade.
 
I have tried for something else.  I assert the predicate calculus.  I love to say "there is an x and x is F".  The transformations stop.  The thing itself is present with me.  The shadows of things vanish in the clarity of my seeing directly.  The what of a thing, its Form, is itself present to me as just what it is.  It does not transform.  This is not myth.  This is metaphysics.
 
Metaphysics has a hard, rigid feel to it.  Myth has a soft, fluidity.  Myth fits a time of feminism.  Metaphysics is thought to be the dominating stare of those who would be the masters of man. 
 
Analogy and transformational theory fight the predicate calculus.  That, though, is the analysis of someone from outside.  The transformationalists say that the predicate calculus is just one more analogue, one more perspective, one more frame of reference that soon gives way in the light of the truth of no truth.  They recognize no "outside".
 
Thus a is b transforms into a transforms into b - completely.  We become men without qualities.   
 
 
So which do I think more adequately describes the material world?  No doubt it is transformational theory.  The world is mythological.  It is in time where everything becomes other. Where the past has an uncanny presence in the present.  The predicate calculus describes, if anything, still eternal Transcendence.  It is an otherworldly theology.  To think that its rigid form has become incarnate in watery, billowy flesh is absurd.  To think that it would find a home in the uncertainty of seething quanta leaves thought uneasy.  To think that it could consort with the moles through time that are the repressed past is hair-raising. 
 
Nonetheless, there is a connection, of some sorts, between the predicate calculus and transformational theory.  Between metaphysical Transcendence and myth.  Between Plato and the Homeric death dance in the Double Helix.  Between Apollo, the sun god, and the Dionysian drunken vortex.  But what?  The transformationists simply say that they transform into each other.  It's a matter of perspective and frame of reference.  I hesitate to join in their revelry, their lovely long-haired soiree.  I remain with the transcendental thought that any connection or union is absurd.  The mixing bowl is theirs. 
 
I have spent years writing up my encounter with the world as a rebel against it.  I love the predicate calculus.
 
 
 
3774  I'm right in there with the old poets and ads for tight jeans (now at discount prices) for new beloveds.  But who is this that's also here?
 
This is about the internet and our scatterbrain culture.  I think it's going to be about that; I may drift off to something else.  It's not just about the internet; it's about the form of all the media.  It's about the leveling that has taken place.
 
Have you ever been talking to someone about one of your favorite topics and so gently your interlocutor has picked up on something you said and has pulled the conversation off into some far field totally unrelated, it seems.  Maybe it wasn't so gentle, maybe it was like riding a bike with some teeth missing on the gear and the chain just jumps.  What to do?  You are the victim of the new form of thinking.  Transformational magic.  That passes for thinking nowadays.
 
This is what has happened.  Let's say you are talking about cities and you love to analyze their workings.  There are many things you could say about a city.  And all those things could be categorized into sub-topics about a city.  Let's say you want to talk about the placement of parks or green areas in a city.  So you mention a park and your interlocutor so easily begins to talk about picnics in a park and then goes into a long story about her cousin coming last week and how they had such a great time until it started to rain and they all had to jump in the car, but luckily they found a cozy little restaurant not far away and they ordered this and that and the story drifts on into the need we have for more healthy food and the possible use of ginger as a cure for diabetes and on and on.  Scatterbrain.
 
Now let's say you are on the internet and you look up cities and 23 million entries are found of which the first 20 are presented so you click on Travelocity to find out how much a ticket toRome might cost.  So many different prices and why do airlines rip us off so much, so you look up a blog about airline fraud on google and you find a story about a guy with lost luggage, which reminds you that you have to buy some new luggage so you click on ebay and there you see a sweet deal on some rose trellises.  That is blithly called networking.  One thing leads to another leads to another leads to another – in one big class of EVERYTHING.  This is like myth.  It has the feel of dream transformation.  No longer are things categorized according to the predicate that described them.  No longer are there categories and subcategories and supercategories.  No longer are things arranged in such hierarchies.  The hierarchies tumble and everything is leveled.  There is a thread that runs from everything to everything – the NETWORK.  Scatterbrain.
 
Television and the print media are the same.  You are watching or reading a story about a city and suddenly a pretty young thing is telling you about the great discounts at Target this week and that quickly changes to reminder about the next episode of CSI.  Or you are reading about a city and right close, in the next column there is a sweet young thing wanting to attract you to the close out goings-on at CompUSA.   And there is an article about some deaths in Iraq right next to the local team selling waffles.  Everything is thrown together in one big jumble.  Finally an expert on something you are interested in is being interviewed and then they open the phone lines and you have to listen to some jerk talk about his angry non-idea and the expert has to kindly reply.  Everything and everyone is thrown together in a pile.  Leveled. 
 
Horizontal multi-dimensional transformation theory has replaced hierarchical predicate calculus.  Yes, this is a ctiy, an old working class city of the Northeast, but it is also a place you can get to for only $49.50 on weekdays and where an exhibition of new leisure boats will held at Vonage Arena next Thursday.  Vonage is a cell phone company that offers a no-roaming-fee, six-month deal beginning next week - on the other hand I discovered a blog by a guy who has a lot of gripes about that company so maybe it's not such a deal.  Now what were we talking about? 
 
The world is approaching that Infinity where all things are one with all things.  Just as at infinity a circle and a straight line are one.  The speed of the interconnections, the multi-threading and file compression, the RAM jam bham googleplexing is all so mind-boggling.  And somewhat upsetting.  I long to go back to a time when things were shut up tight in being simply what they were.  When there was distance between a and b.  Before the skin broke and the innards spilled out all over the super-highway.
 
I am not really opposed to this heavenly unity at Infinity.  It's just that I think such mystical enchantment leads to destruction.  And it's not that I am opposed to destruction.  It's just that I don't want in all over the street when I have to make my way back to my hovel.   Heaven should be kept in a separate place where it won't screw things up here.  Yes, All is One, but not now, not here. 
 
There is a place for scatterbrained ecstasy.  That's what the peak of orgasm is.  My writings are somewhat that, somewhat orgasmic, somewhat scatterbrained.  But they are also tight in gazing at that One Thing.  Perhaps I have found a higher unity between mind-blowing Infinity and the Just that of the one thing.  Perhaps my dialectic is transformation.  But no.  I gaze at that seductive Imp who sits alone in the Godhead.  I am tight on that one thing and I disappear.
 
None of what I have been here talking about was real.  It was either about something on the pixilated "media", or my words leading to the imagination.  Simulacra and eidola.  Dreams.  A verbal swirl.  A daymare.  The infinite mind.  The sinkhole of matter.  The centripetal pull of death. The tunnel, the black hole, the blast out into limitless oblivion.  In other words, poetry and the paradox of time.  The real is something else. 
 
I looked for you on the internet, but you weren't there.  You leave me in strands.  Honey, you are really something else.  Save me from the mares of this techno-mystical night.  Keep me away from the Vat.
 
 
 
3775  The feel of one philosophy and another is different.  Well yes, the feel is not the same from one person to another or one time to another, but no matter, the feel that comes is real.  For example, let's take nominalism all the way to its hair-raising last step.  The analysis begins: one possible thing after another is presented as a possible existent.  Excruciatingly, each candidate is judged to be nothing more than a reflection of the syntax of language.  And even the syntax of language is no more than a reflection of the syntax of the brain.  And that perceived syntax of the brain is not more than a reflection of the syntax of the brain reflecting the syntax of the genome.  And then, of course, paradox sets in but no matter we have arrived at the moment of truth.  The truth is that there is something there we can't, absolutely cannot, get at.  The true nominalist philosopher will stop right here and contemplate this Whatever-it-is.  After all the slashing and gashing of analysis leaving all the history of thought as bloody gore on the floor, there is That.  It's marvelous, it's thrilling, it’s the perfect weapon against all other philosophies.  It leaves them mesmerized, stunned, stopped in their tracks – impotent.  That Sublime Thing, so attractive and repulsive, so full of dreadful hope, so powerful, shudders the philosopher in.
 
 
Now for realism.  Realism is a mess.  It eventually goes in the opposite direction from nominalism.  It soon has a great slum of existents on its hands.  It tries desperately to build a great edifice of Being.  Unfortunately, it keeps falling down.  The pieces don't quite fit together.  Up up up around around bang crash there it goes again.  We'll try again tomorrow.  Always again and again.  Because of the child's thrill of watching it rise and rise and then … crash.  A great laughter arises in the chest and a daemonic dance of having ridden once again on the great flying falling chariot in the funhouse of Being.  The bright-eyed laughing boy of Being has messed up things again.  Surely we'll do it again tomorrow. 
 
Can we say that nominalism is the attraction of tragedy and realism is the thrill of comedy?  Like Kierkegaard, I find the dialectic of Being so erotic so funny so wonderfully absurd. Unlike him, so melancholy, I find the Majestas of Being in a night out with the spirit boys, a smiling blast to the head.  The difference between nominalism and realism is, or should be, that between the followers of John the Baptist and of Jesus.  Between those who find this to be a serious time, humbled before That, a time when we must repent because of what we have so wrongfully done to this world.  And those who dance while the Bridegroom Himself is present, gleefully unaware of anything else.  There is a place for all at the table.
 
I have written here only the ideal form of nominalism and realism.  Academia has made them all morose.
 
 
 
3776  A smooth skinned boy on my bed suffices.  Glistening light on glabrous gams.  It’s a gamble.  He gambols. I gobble him.  Up.  Then … sleep.  Deep existence. The seeping flow of the pointed dance.  He turns. I’m spurned. Life burns.  The lance in my pants fights.  Oh my. The Boy is here.  I dig and write the rite aright.  Labrous rams.  Fabulous lambs.  Cut.  A veritable God.  Hunger. 
 
 
 
3777  A physical touch contends with the Eternal Form of the Touch.  The physical presence of my words contends with their meaning.  Spirit connives with spirit against matter.  The spirit exists in matter only as a fine cut of the knife, as the sear of sacrifice. 
 
The Form is a simple thing and cannot endure the scattering of particles.  It can consort only with Scattering itself, a paradoxical thing. This is all no more than the dialectic of the One and the many.  The excruciating tightness followed the lingering relief into blue sky. 
 
 
 
3778  After the power leaves, the dissipation.  The lax.  The loosened up.  This then that.  Nothing more.  After a hard day’s work, and a now full stomach, lying on your back reading, falling asleep.  Thrown to the wind.  Eventually the body grows old and it is an empty bag.  I read Aldo Busi to remember how funny it is.
 
Such dissipation is properly depicted in long, easy sentences.  Hypotactic, paratactic, it doesn’t matter.  I have not here depicted it well or at all.  My monosyllables lie about too energetically.  The word "monosyllable", though, is rather serpentine languid.  Not good enough for much of anything.  "Hypotactic" and "paratactic" are like a hypnotized paraplegic, somewhat. It doesn't matter.  Still, after reading page after page of my stuff, I think the mind is numb, onto-orgasmicly dissipated.
 
 
 
3779  I struggle with the simple things.  They damage me.  No one understands me when I mention them.  They are indifferent.  Never having been of the smooth flowing meaningful sentence, they lie about apart.  They powerfully lie there.  In the there of themselves.  They shred my sentences.  They fragmentize my doing with horrific eyes.  They absurdly enter my everyday.
 
The smooth flow becomes just that and that is obliteration. The simple perfection that is God.  Destruction.  Powerfully unthinkable.  Discursive thought becomes the dis-mad-cur.Running … only running.
 
The ontological, simple things do not sit well with the social complexities.  Boys cannot sit still in the parlor.  Love of them leaves me cut. 
 
I am cut off.  But I also loved the hypotaxis the meaningful, the gently nothing.   Then came his crash bang. I wasn’t let back in.
 
The poets of simple diction, unheard, have also wanted to join the crowd, at times, but have been rebuffed and shoved by that buffalo herd with its thick, mangy meanings.   The thrilling power of simple things is trampled by the stuffy power of complex, social snuff.  I touch it lightly.
 
 
 
3780  Gay sex pictures from the internet have no story to tell.  They are a simple exemplification of the eternal, nothing more. That is their power to unsettle. The eroticism seen is the death of the historical world. The story vanishes.  Only That remains.
 
The worldly viewer will try to inject a story into the scene, to inject the pictures into a party of friends, to worry about the models now victims. It is that last that makes him, unwittingly, jump to religion.  To sacrifice.  To, perhaps unwanted, atonement. We all jump to the final undoing of our selves. 
 
 
 
3781  Borges said of The Infinite, "There is a concept which corrupts and upsets all others.  I refer not to Evil, whose limited realm is that of ethics; I refer to the infinite."  Yes, but it is not just a concept; it is a present reality. 
 
The Infinite destroys any possibility of simple linearity in world history.  Such straight line thinking is the poverty of comfortable thinking.  That there is only one past and one future for a thing caught in the web of events is the illusion of the needful.  But such limitation prevents spiritual exasperation.  It is the not wanting to look of the child. We are that.  It is impossible to live without it.  Still, it is not the Really Real. 
 
I defer to Nietzsche's Eternal Return, the most difficult thought.  To the Principle that leaves no Form unparticipated, except the Unparticipated Itself, the very Infinite Beyond.  Every future, every past, every possible aspect is revealed on the great stage of Being .  The world fidgets and breaks.  Beyond the world of worlds I am that, but here such thinking is wicked.
 
The Form is infinite; it is of the Infinite; it is without story.  I write the unstoried.  There is no line to guide the reader and calm the night.  And none for me.  the wick burns still.
 
 
 
3782  Consider the set that consists of one billion robins sitting on the roof of my house. Now consider the fact that there are no robins sitting on that house that I don't have anyway.  A null set, a negative fact – both describe my world, they are true.  The ontology is massively difficult.  Consider the word "the" above.  No, don't it is too mind-boggling for now.  Consider the robin I am imagining outside my window right now.  Not just any robin but "the" robin there right now.  Maybe you shouldn't; it really is too much.  Ontology reels through the mind.Existents not actually there.  Forms abound.  Some are exemplified in the material world, some, surely most, are not.  "The ones that aren't" surely are somehow – I surely ain't been thinking about nothing at all, my dear. 
 
Should we say that there is a difference between being and existence?  No, because then you would have to find a connector between them, and there ain't none.  (You of course recognize that because I am speaking in the low register of English that I am speaking the straight down truthful truth.)  We're at the most basic, honey.  It's scary.
 
 
 
3783  The object within writing follows the path laid down in the act of writing.  The reading eye follows that fellow along.  The line is continuous.  One sleepily forgets the world out along its ways. 
 
That is the linearity of writing.  The content of the paragraphs fills up the mind. A world swells up.  And one swirls on that fallow holy ground.  The sun grows pale.  You fold into the accomplice of words.  He connives with you, this knave of unknowing. 
 
The line breaks.  The content, so insistent for a while, vanishes and the mere form of the sentence looms up.  One close by another, in varying form of form, the sentences effortlessly glide down the catwalk of your unmoving wet tongue.  Or some such liquid nonsense.  An unwelcome insisting that you look.  So you try to regain the movement along the line and forget again.
 
Back and forth across the discontinuous. Form to content to form to content.  Motion becomes impossible.  Going on is work.  You are called back to yourself.  The world is so very present.  The real is stuck.
 
 
 
3784  These paragraphs are rhythmical, that is to say they are "numerous" prose.  Repetition and recurrence, antiphony, symphony and gradation, alliteration, consonance and assonance, balance and blending, the breath swelling and abating, the tone rising and falling, accent sharp, modulated and mild, all the forms of literate variation entice and repulse.  Promises are made, passion is invited and a guard is set up to waylay the mere lilt of the poetic spirit.  This is philosophy in the swirl of eros.  Little is actually accomplished.
 
 
 
3785  These words have no meaning other than their flow.  Within Being the pieces glide into each other.  Being and the flow and the gliding into.  I write the God present.  Here Being is. And out.  And ever back.
 
The breath breathing.  Tension and release.  The gentle shift.  The pause.  The held breath.  The moving breath.  Contraction and retraction.  The thinking breath.
 
Before my words Being wasn't.  My words are the eternal.  The emanation of man is this man.  I manipulate him.  The primal man.  I pry him open. The beginning wafts out and out and out.  This myth again.  Fiery forge.  Shivatic bellows.
 
Eventually the cadence falls.  The spirit expires.  The spire that was raised waits.  Being moves on.
 
 
 
3786  The falling away of the cadence governs these paragraphs.  The giving way into the oblivion of orgasm.  He comes, the world goes.  Buddha blankness.  The Org takes the beauty. The ingrafted gloom of I am that I am.  The perfection of understanding.  And violent dancing. 
 
The increase and the decrease of clausal gradation.  The sententious sentence.  Tendentious tendons wanting the snap.  Teeth set on edge. The bite.  He sucks the nothing.  He nods the nodding. He writhes.
 
Philosophy moves around in the bellows of the head.  In the belfry of eternity.  And turns and travels.  The boy follows.  A fallow fellow.   Outside of town, the ringing in his ear won't stop.  The break the snap the grainy groin.  Silken threads.  Wet stalks. Wind lodged.  There is no story here.
 
 
 
3787  A sentence that swells up too fast with meaning is useless for any story that might have been.  Up the aphoristic hill there are no towns.  The sententious sentence sucks the life out of conversation.  Friends choke.  Meaning becomes its primal moan.  And then the morning and other things.
 
A sanskritic compounding could mean almost anything. It's a mantra.  Manic mens.  The unmeasurable measuring stick.  It's too much.  Without the critique we are left to wander back roads.  And the pounding head.  And the man trap.
 
 
 
3788  Philosophy is changed from a timeless, placeless contemplation of the Forms into the history of philosophy and the philosopher.  The reader wants a story.  He wants to remain in the social family. He wants to stay at home.  I have little to offer him.  I present, for his anxious pleasure, the never and the nowhere.
 
Outside the comfort of history there is power.  Outside the meaningful sentence there is mute vision.  I write for the mute.  I mutter for the mute.  I work the work.
 
Outside history and the story there is no protection.  The self consorts with the knives of already completed analysis.  The free-floating thrill.  The night and the still.  He won't leave you alone.
 
 
 
3789  The ever-changing patterns with my paragraphs, permutations of permutations of the same idea, the few ontological elements coming together again and again, always different, always the same.  The same boy turning my gaze.  The same analysis.  The same synthesis. Never the same.  A mandala for meditation.  The droning chant.  The endless repetition of spinning Buddhas.  The same pasty flesh of Jesus sliding down my throat.  The same fright at the sudden.  The Eternal return of the Same.  Obsession. 
 
Should I say that my writings are a fractal?  Perhaps.  It is impossible to say if … . He comes again.  The nod and the numinous are close.  The self-same.  The scala paradise in affine transformation.  A fine scalar wind.  The measuring rod advances and retreats.  And advances.  Tapas.  On smooth cool night-thighs.  The skin sings.  Snags and nicks.  The itch is up.  You mediate your own perfect understanding.
 
 
 
3790  These writings are fractured and unpredictable.  Nonetheless, almost nothing changes.  Maybe nothing at all.  They flow but uncontrollably.  I write Being, the Logos and the moving spirit.  It amounts to … nothing.  But there is nothing else.  Only the surprising irruption of the same.
 
The curve of his eyebrow, the curve of the sun around the galaxy are the same.  The smell of his cheek, the smell of God's wisdom are one.  His sigh is the same sigh that Jesus sighed at His death.  The scale is unimportant.  It is all the same.  And the wildness of it is unabated.  It never will be. The same is always the same.  The shock shocks. 
 
God dividing from Himself. The boy emanating from himself.  The double doubles.  The one with itself.  The ever on itself.  The face in the face.  Nothing has changed. The again terrifies itself again.  The sudden. 
 
 
 
3791  We live in a troubled world.  Emotional turbulence and catastrophe are everywhere.  The intellect crashes.  Pain, simple pain will not leave.  Where is God?  Where is reason?  Where is the escape? 
 
I write a confusing paragraph.  I study a mangled history.  I try again.  It's hopeless.  My readers feel like they're walking in a swamp.  The metaphor is apt.  We have all been captured by something.  That something will not let us die.
 
In our Manichean, Gnostic, family–oriented society we look for a God, a reasonable God, a caring God, away from it all.  For that safe, gentle place that hovers over it all. For transcendent peace.
 
That "other place" doesn't exist.  That "other place" is the very close ground of this place and it is the present intensity of this place, this frightful, this sublime place.  There is not a second God or lesser, imperfect God to account for this unwanted place.  There is only God.  He is the twisting orgasm in the night that is ever at your hand.  He is for you the eternally there, though you never asked.  He's all there is.
 
 
 
3792  There is so much deadly water in this world that I want to escape.  Such a stench.  So demanding.  It smiles and walks up as lover.  I want a different lover.  I want out.  I want the steely night. 
 
I act the clown.  Of course others have done the same.  And are doing it now.  It's a necessary thing within Being.  Being is the intensity in my wanting out.  It is the hunger that makes me dream of steel.  I steel away.  I am literary lumpen.  A lump of metal, an inchoate key.  A broken paragraph.  God will be my stickiness.  My cohering.  When I was a boy I liked to lick on icicles and my tongue would stick.  I was a funny boy.  And I went out.  Up the stile.  Bang!  Irony. 
 
 
 
3793  This philosophy is also a literary thing.  It is thus, in spite of my inexorable niceness, an agon and a fright.  And, because it is philosophy, it is the terror of too much light.  The literary and the philosophical are not of the everyday.  I do not write the public show, the journalistic, the academic.  This is other.  I write the soul of the man and the boy as it is in its real self.  I write the truth beyond the fallen appearance.  I sing the silent song.  I sing it again.
 
 
 
3794  Order = death = power.  Evil = guilt = disorder = weakness.  Often when I am walking through the streets of Kathmandu I am struck dumb by the disorder of the place.  The congestion.  The filth.  The bad air.  The jostling crowds.  The noisy, demanding get out of the way of the motorcycles.  The fact that all this has made the people so depressed because they are now weak and poor.  I want to scream at them to clean this up!  If you brought order back into your lives you could have the power to go on!  But then I see friends lounging together, sweetly talking and I know that I never see that back home in powerful, efficient America.  Corporate America, so straight line orderly, is bloodless and its cleanliness is sterile dead.  We killed the beast and we got power, banal boring power.  The more efficient we become the more powerful, the more dead.  Still, if the world is going to survive it will have to clean itself up and die to its former lovely messy ways.  We cannot afford loveliness any more.  We are wasting the resources of the world in this mess.  I want to scream at those boys to get off your pretty asses and get to work!  Then I think better of it and walk on to my own lovely messy room. 
 
Should we feel guilty that we have made such a mess of the world with our lazy, profligate living?  With this wastefulness?  With this drunken consumption?  Shouldn't we kill this lovely beast and become more austere, more like the ascetic and the nun?  Should we find ways to kill, not only the beast, but its lovers?  If, in a pure revolution, more that half the world is killed off, would that be so bad.  Wouldn't those left who knew how to be orderly and efficient be happier?  The evil, the quilt, the mess called life would be gone.  The earth would be saved. 
 
 
 
3795  I have noticed that it is usually the case that in poorer countries, where the outer streets are so messy and congested, that the rooms where people live are neat and very orderly.  In rich America it is often the opposite.  And an artist's hovel is the most disordered of all.  Is there a lesson to be learned there?  The profligate loveliness of life is always in the mess.  In poorer countries the love of friends is usually out on the streets. At home they languish in family constraints.  In America, we loudly proclaim family constraints out on the streets, but at home we escape to unconstrained flesh.  Here in private we escape.  There on the streets.
 
My writings are as messy as my room.  Both flow sweetly.  I pay no attention to those who tell me to clean myself up.  I work myself up and evade that fright. 
 
Ultimately the outer mess of the third world is more highly ordered than the outer, more powerful efficiency of the rich countries.  Its chaos is an even deeper ordering.  Just as the private inner mess of the first world is more deeply ordered than the stifling, staid household of the third world.
 
 
 
3796  The banality of America is what gives us our power.  We have killed the beast of Lovely Life and now we are efficient.  Friendship has given way to rational relationships.  Passion has been replaced by caring.  We help people order their lives so they can by happy.  We conserve what energy we have so we can help others, force others, to be more conserving.  It's only rational.  We are clean.  At least outwardly, but soon in private also.
 
Our big brother of efficiency, cleanliness and the happy rational life is watching over us.  Smiling compassion for all.  Or else.
 
 
 
3797  The ritual of sacrifice is precise.  Every movement, every utterance must be correct and correctly intoned.  Timing is the essence.  That is always the way to immortality.  That is the path of the gods.  It is deadly.  We avert our eyes and shudder.
 
When that ritual is no longer confined in its cut off place, when we squeeze that place to a point of non-existence, because it is too full of death, when we want free of it, then it invades all of life and its precise reasoning, its perfect ordering, and its killing cuts off all of life from life.
 
It becomes technology.  Technology is clean.  The messiness of the flesh is missing.  Pure logic prevails.  The monster of life is slain and slain and slain again all up and down the streets as we buy the banal, lifeless things of machined standardization.  The original form has escaped to a heaven of it-never-was and now only the ever repeating perfected copy of life.  Mind and body genetically engineered.  Perfectly rational.
 
And we have wars.  They are necessary in order to get rid of those still insisting on the unreasoning flesh.  On those who will not order their lives efficiently.  On the unclean, theuntechnological, the lazy, the wasteful.  We must become a world of monks, chanting the mantras of cleanliness, efficiency, and conservation of our precious energy.  No more lust for life. Now, happy reason and death to the wasters.  Our magnificent intellect will make us gods.
 
 
 
3798  The terror is in our own deathly technological existence.  We have displaced it onto those now fighting us for having produced such a thing.  We wantonly carried out the sacrifice on ourselves in order to have the power of the gods.  Now, for us, the perfected image has replaced the "real" thing.  The "real" for us now never was.  I write love and sex in perfectly timed paragraphs.  The Superreal in mine. The messiness of the merely real is destroyed.  I am just like the old priests of the ritual.  I kill the monster.  I write the way to the divine.  The world has become translucent and pornographic.  Intense and electric.  Glossy smooth.  And micro soft.  Those seeking to destroy us will soon be seduced. 
 
 
 
3799  Far into the universal sacrifice we have begun to learn how to kill even the precision of our logic, the pure, the lovely god.  In its narcissistic self-referencing, its mirror primping, it found its own paradoxical, questionable existence.  The mirror is shattered. The knife cuts itself.  Soon oblivion.
 
 
 
3800  The Arab, the Persian, the Urdu poets all fell into the sleepy sensuality of boy flesh. The gaze, the taste, the line down from the heart.  This is the mystical religion of the East.  I dream of going to North Africa to Tabriz to Luknow.  I stay here in the Iowa grass and feel the blades cut.  I think.  Because I am of the West, I think.  I shudder the thought.
 
To think is to have the spirit take possession of me.  To write is to suffer his writing.  I gleefully suffer. Insufflation. It's hopeless. There's no let up.  He always returns. 
 
This with that.  That with this.  Slender arm.  The same arm.  The one arm.  The aion.  His arm, not mine.  Mine. 
 
Just words.  Lonely prairie wind.  The Logos.  The killed.  The resuscitated.  The creeping assent to the sky.  I am other.  I am the other.
 
Thought, Dhi, a sweltering head.  Tearing, tearing flesh.  Sweat, sweet vanilla boy.  Uranos Varuna.  Spinning spine.  The meters measure you out.  Far away.
 
 
 
3801  God appears as boy beauty.  Society diverts its eyes.  God is intense. God is deadly.  Those who look directly and approach to have are killed.  There is no intention of saving the boy, protecting him from devotees.  God in the boy must not be acknowledged.  The boy must be an ordinary nothing boy, a family boy.  The holy thing in him must leave to never have been.  The devotees exiled to worse than death.  God is too much.  Tremble.  It's laughable.  Religion exists to protect us from God. 
 
 
3802  Analysis separates the happening of the thing from the thing.  It separates the verb from the noun.  It separates out the doing.  In English, the movement within the thing is lightly carried on the preposition.  The thing between.  It is the event.  It is the taking place.  It is the most insistent.  It too is a thing, a thing that is repeated repeated in the many. 
 
Every doing is an individual that is composed of universal and particular.  The universal separates off.  And buried deep within the universal is the item, the just itself, the which that makes it just that particular universal. The universal that becomes this and that. The dialectic complicates itself.  The boy dances around you.  The god is in the analysis.  Intense.
 
The fine, slender, separate thing.  Ethereal fire.  Brightly singeing, delicate waves.  Boy's breath.  His lovers will understand all within this Platonic, intellectual heaven.  His big feet step across the prairie.
 
The ordinary thing breaks apart and the spirit vapors make us lose consciousness. 
 
 
 
3803  We must not confuse good images with bad.  The true image with the false.  The faithful with the deceitful.  The bad image wants to hide the truth.  It wants to avert the eyes.  To divert the attention.  It is a tool to get us off the hook.  It is the instrument of shame.
 
That he loved him was sure, but he made out that he was only a casual friend, a bored acquaintance, a disinterested bystander in his life.  That he wanted to look, to stare, to gaze longingly was welling up in him, but he directed his attention seemingly to a business matter at hand.  Later at home he would have business to conduct with his own body.
 
Passion reveals itself in the nonchalant.  The hot masquerades as the cool. Here as there.  Exasperation as fatigue.  It carries on for years.  The hypocritical as the underdivide vivesectioning one from another and the one from himself.  Words become soft entanglements.  We have all been caught up in them.  Will we ever be able to be true to ourselves?  Will the acrid simulacrum ever blow off?
 
 
 
3804  All the objects before our mind's eye are either in the mode of actual or potential.  Of themselves they are neither; they simply exist.  Mythological figures, as they transmogrify, exist, but, while they are actual as objects of thought, they are potential in the material world.  They are actual in a religious heaven, but not in the everyday world.  Just as some actualities walk the street, but they are not actual in my room.  I could say that the god on the street is actual; the god in my room is potential.  Heaven in heaven is actual; heaven in the everyday world is not.  Actuality and potentiality belong to complexities.  This and that combining exist but they may or may not be actual.  They may be potential.  But they exist. 
 
Illusion is another matter altogether.  Illusion is a mistake.  To say that merely potential things don't exist is an ontological illusion.  To see the potential as actual is an illusion.  To see no modes of actual and potential is blindness.  Illusion exists.  And then there are the modes of the existing illusion; some are actual, some potential.  Delightful complexity sets in again. Soon the orgasm of protracted thought, then understanding.  Tension and then release.  The ontological sleep of bliss.
 
 
 
3805  This afternoon I talked with a young artist about his drawings.  I told him that he was possessed by the act of drawing when we made them.  I gave my philosophical talk.  I gave him a line.  He was a beautiful young man.  I was flirting.  I, nonetheless, told him the truth.  That is to say, I made him remember.  I led him out.  And away.  The seduction was accomplished. He floated.
 
Of course I was nervous.  I had done the philosophical act.  Madness was close.  And suffocating sex.  Spirits flit.  Synapses snap.  Syntax and strangulation assist in the sacrifice.  The gods are pleased.  I come away scathed.
 
Philosophy and such holy killing are sin and we must find a rescuer from our touching that thing.  Such is religion.
 
 
 
3806  Nietzsche, when he spoke of the death of God, spoke only of the God of simulacra.  The God of hidden desires.  The God of fear.  The God of the cover-up.  Nietzsche longed for the boys naked in the true sun.  He studied the return of the beautiful Form.  The eternal ever and again.  The orgasm repeating to infinity.  The outward appearance accepted.  Lover and beloved again one. 
 
The lover Nietzsche has been himself covered up by the womanizing scholars.  He is made out to be a friend of fools. He is shoved into the unself-identical.  He is lost to us.  Will he ever find his boy?
 
Nietzsche is a strict Platonist.  Amazing.  The Form, the beauty, the ever there, tenses and releases. The oblivion of love.  Lips kissing into the nowhere at all. Intense
 
The extension, the obsession, the frantic leading out.  The silent room.  Words written.  He became a false image of himself for the world, for the scholars, for the lovers of cobwebs. He was made to dissolve mystically into the many.  He was given to women to be cared for.  He finally died and escaped.  
 
 
 
3807  The realm of the gods is the realm of work.  It is the realm of sex.  It is the push and the contortion until it is done.  The body possessed goes and the mind watches.  An exquisite beauty succumbs on the tortuous path.  He is done.  He does himself and his body writhes.  The greater the refined beauty the greater the delight at its grinding pushing torque.  We watch.  We are possessed by the possession and we fall into the vortex of God.  The sweet lips, the smooth skin, the glistening eyes guard.  The fatigued smile waits for the next timeless time. 
 
We look at a work of art and we can see the work that was done outside time to make it.  The work is now gone but the fatigue of the artist is present.  He was done.  He was loved by That.  His rhythms still move in the thing left in the lengthening. 
 
 
 
3808  The frenzy of sex and the numb stillness of the stare seem opposite, but they are one thing.  I am struck dumb by the exaggeration.  I am led out.  I am extreme concentration spinning.  I am the release of empty space. I am blown out into nirvana.
 
The most frantic thing is monks chanting and blowing on those great horns, banging great mallets on bulging drums, grating against the skin mouthing the tongue.  The boys serve enlightenment gleefully.  Long throated nights.
 
A Buddha-night is hustled.  The empty gaze.  Aristocratic standing back.  In the shadows of Being.  Under the long robes.  Bare butt boys walk back.  The idols can see it all.  They just stare.  The boys perform the chanting frenzied friend.
 
 
 
3809  Perfection is the completion of the symmetry in a slight imperfection.  A finely crafted boy with an exaggerated mouth is deadly.  Eyes that momentarily open to wide will take you in.  A dance too smooth and formal is otherworldly. 
 
The beyond thing is a little thing.  A greatness hiding as a slight mistake.  To take it is impossible.  To mouth it and chew it is the only thing.  Work into it.  Loose your ability to distinguish yourself from yourself.  Crumble into it.  Stare at it as fire.  Flit into him.  He is that.
 
 
 
3810  Those who complain that the platonic forms are too static to contain life are half right. They do not live, but they are the numb stare of sex.  They are the numinous stop.  They are the world unable to move on because its God is too present.  They are love's slavery and hold.  They are seduction.
 
A world without love works fine.  It works better.  It works.  The non-lover is best just as Lysis taught Phaedrus.  Love is sex is rhythmical chaos.  The shaking.  The coming undone. Analysis all the way in.  Smooth skin obliteration.
 
 
 
3811  I write and I think philosophy, I pray and I masturbate ferociously, I sometimes have to work at a job I hate and I do the work of travel.  I talk to boys in Nepal and old men inAmerica.  Nepal is better in that regard.  I could have as easily said that these things do me.  They are all the same one thing.  Together they make me different.  That difference between me and all the others is vast and momentous.  I waft within God.  God is this thinking, working, paederastic God. He is the one God, but within Him there is uncrossable otherness.
 
There is no way I can communicate with the others.  There is no distance to cross.  No bridge of words or acts.  The otherness is absolute.  The otherness that is within God is immeasurable, though some would say that because I use the word "within" that I have left a way open for identity and measure- perhaps.  Ontologically difference and sameness are rock bottom.  There is no sameness between them – nor otherness or difference. 
 
Because I am of the homo in homosexual, I am of identity and oneness.  Yes, that is metaphysics.  I don't want it otherwise.  We are a tight unity of socii, a heavenly society.  Falling into God.  Lovely.  But who are they?
 
I have no more luck communicating with other faggots here than I do with straight people.  There is no understanding to that that I could lay out for you.  My "friends" are other.  The dialectic is vicious.
 
I don't mind I you claim to understand me.  I will not accuse you of being a fascist in wanting to dominate me.  Dominate me.  It might be fun.  Otherness is not everything.  Eat me.  Be me. We are both just That.  Honey, you are something else.  See how I write, how I think, how I prayfully masturbate you in words.  Talk to me.  Speak those sweet nothings.
 
 
 
3812  Plato in the Phaedrus wrote that lovers follow each after their own god.  The gods each suffuse their own realm with their own essence.  We act like the god we follow.  The differences between the gods are immeasurable.  There is no communion.  There is no common understanding.  But within the embrace of the a god there is perfect understanding for his followers.  We are Hindus.
 
Jesus is the god I follow.  The boy lover of the sky.  I eat him; I simply eat and drink him.  He is something else.  I am without a world.  I am without hope in this world.  I write for the illiterate angels.  Still, for all that I wade in the main stream in the current of our philosophical history.  Ordinary Platonism, so not here now.
 
 
 
3813  The rhythms of sex are the form of the body.  A mind numbing sameness.  A mystical one more time, the same, the same.  Reading my sentences is the same. The paragraph builds and subsides.  The wind blows the same sooth expanse.  The hand reaches for what it has always known.  The kiss falls.  Tongues collide.  The frenzy starts.
 
The soul is the form.  It is slow burn.  The exasperation.  The one more time.  Love addiction.  Breath along an arm.
 
The soul is the lover who won't leave you alone.  Who wants too much.  Who comes too often.  A messy god encircling you tight on.
 
Enlightenment's reason managed to find a place away from this lover-god.  In the exile of betrayal, tough sacrifice, it went off to build a world.  Lovers care nothing for worlds.  That band of non-lovers somehow managed.  The soulless ones who will never understand my philosophy.
 
For no reason my paragraphs flow on and the soma flows out and the eye glazes over. 
 
 
 
3814  I don't have to write anything more about the violent separating that is philosophy.  Nor about the god that is that.  I don't have to think about kisses and smooth skin and rapturous ruptures.  I don't have to feel the rhythms.  Unless he comes and I am forced into it.  I wait, little else to do.
 
The Japanese are not embarrassed by their obsessions; I suppose I shouldn't be either.  I'm not.  A Buddhist monk will prostrate himself continually a million times in order to destroy all meaning to the world. Why not?  Life is obsession; obsession is life – they sublimely destroy each other to feel a pure pleasure.  The act of philosophy is love's obsession more than all the others.  Or it is nothing.
 
 
 
3815  I flit around one centerless center.  Aperiodic periodicity.  Chaos.  Fractured, stuffy words.  Snuffed worlds.  And so much less. 
 
That great cloud of words I have written is just the working out of a simple, ineffable formula.  Predictably unpredictable.  Unpredictably predictable.  Or not.  Chaos has taken me, not me it.  It is the boy.  But you already knew that.  Slender waisted education into bifurcation.
 
 
 
3816  I write, so self-watchingly, so simply rhythmically. I write lightly over the heaviness, heavily. I am the writing written.  I am the logos laid out.  Down.  The fine downy dawn.  Drawn out.  Big dick boy.
 
I write the blank, the oblivion, the white cum between us.  I write the I that is not I.  Not you.  Him.  This is the philosophy of external relations relating from their nowhere.  The movement that is the being of English prepositions.  English schoolboy bed-jumping. The quantum leap from one infinity to another.  Nestled in the endless endlessness.  Warm nights.  Faint breezes.
 
Non-linear cyber touch.  Self-banging. Buoyed up on the deep. I sleep. 
 
 
 
3817  I write the breath. It is attached to me like a flag to a pole.  It flutters.  It jabs.  It darts up and back.  It's a frantic thing.  Empty spaces insist.  It all repeats but not quite. There is no thing there that was not maybe farther up or out or back there.  Nothing repeats exactly. Except the one boy.  The very same.  The one coming around. The coming again. The only thing there is.  His simplicity is chaos. 
 
Thus this is otherness and oneness together.  The One and the Other.  That is classical Platonism. His followers have perhaps not understood the otherness of Otherness well enough.  Or the tightness of the One.  The Blank, the Oblivion, the orgasmic explosion and sleep.  The two that are one is a shot in the head.  Thinking crashes.  Soft curls lie on your forehead.  His or yours?  An indifference.
 
 
 
3818  I write the wild boy god.  My sentences are as smooth as his thigh.  I glance here and there.  I touch this and that.  I pant so lightly.  A gentle frantic fluttering.  Mere pornography.  I am electronically pixilated.  Intense.  Deep in the univocity of Being.  This is all there ever has been, nor will be. It is happening. Now! Oh my.  Good-bye.
 
Childish peri grin nations, a daemonic demos blown apart.  Born of themselves, by themselves, for each other, this Aseitic God alone with himself as just this.  Wild.
 
Everything is under the protection of Identity.  Nonetheless, everything is other than the everyday.  That otherness is absolute.  God divides.  That is his daemonic nature.  The timely demos.  The ordinary boy alone with himself.  A marvel.  A splendor.  An unkempt creeping up.  He is something else altogether.  Identity falls under his otherness.  This otherness lies under the covers with his identity.  And sleeps tight in itself.
 
I write ordinary metaphysics, a thing always known to be against the world and its worldly societies.  There will be no reconciliation.  Everything is as it should be.  I write the smooth fright.
 
 
 
3819  This philosophy of philosophy philosophizing, this chaos where the gods appear, to me, the swirling charge, his form writ large, to see, to be, to grasp that thigh with my hand, the power eludes me.  I am played like a lute.  Like a pipe. Like a gutter snipe.  I am all things.  Undone.  Fallen fruit.
 
I flutter like a flag.  I am the flagroot of Whitman branching endlessly.  I am close to myself.  Yet not I but he that is in me.
 
I am a fractal loop falling to infinity.  I am no such thing; I merely read too much.  But I am all things.  Or maybe not.  I am beside myself.  He is in me endless dividing.  I wait.  I am done to.
 
 
 
3820  There are those who try to capture real life, the full living of life, by jumping into a philosophy of becoming and creativity.  It may work, but what of it.  It is without enchantment.  It is without the numbing erotic.  It is the deadness of life. Only in the icons of Platonic Forms do encounter the strangely alluring thing we somehow remember.  In that stillness the nerves rattle.  The wing moves out. The itch begins.  The stare stares.
 
 
 
3821  The radical philosophical proposition I propose is this: when I look at the white clouds in the sky, what I am really looking at are the clouds and the sky and the white color.  Again: when I look at my beautiful friend Andre, what I am really looking at is Andre, the beauty that is with him and the friendship relating us.  Again: when I think that seven is greater than five, I am really looking at the number seven and the number five and I see the relation of greater than that connects them.  Radical indeed!
 
Almost no one will accept my philosophical proposition.  Almost all insist that what I am really looking at are "concepts" in my mind.  These concepts, these representations, are, they forcefully say, my own personal view of things.  I am, they insist, looking at my own ideas.  I am trapped in my own self!!!   Nonsense, the world is right there and I can see it directly – I insist in return. No representations, no deputies, no personal ideas, no subjective constructions, no anything stand between me and that thing I see.  I see directly.  That is direct realism.  I am declared immoral, a fascist, an arrogant fool who thinks he sees reality itself, who sees Truth, who thinks he touches existence existing.  They insist I should be more humble and give others respect and on and on.  I respond, that such subjectivism, representationalism, deputyism, leads to unending anguish about trying to "know" the truth.  It leads to a comic show of who can be more humble in acknowledging their own "human" limitations.  The problem is than our view of man is much too anthropomorphic.  We are all more gods than such muck eating "men" in the prison of their own brains.
 
 
 
3822  The philosophy of Parmenides has been under prolonged criticism because it leaves us with a still and unliving world. Today - it is repeated and repeated - we value creativity and becoming; we value life.  This is our inheritance from those who hate the erotic, the profoundly sexual, that comes and leaves us still and staring and shatteringly numb, uncontrollably so. 
 
His intensity argues with me. My invaded soul argues with me.  I am held in the stillness of dialectic.  That is the Logos.  The assurance of oneness.
 
There has been so much, too much, discussion about appearance and reality, image and original, the true image and the simulacrum, and on and on.  There is, of course, no more of a resolution to that than there is to love.  Love has a resolution.  It is oblivion.
 
 
 
3823  There are three basic forms of ontology, which is First Philosophy, metaphysics.  Maybe two and a half.  Nominalism, conceptualism and realism. Consider the redness of lips and the musky smell of flesh.  (You are simply going to have to put up with my examples – they are, after all, words that come through me and not another.)  Consider that color and that smell.  You will, I feel, have no difficulty in doing that - except the difficulty of remembering love.  If I ask someone from far away and a long time ago, he too would consider those two things as easily.  They are universal forms. They have been exemplified here and there, in this and that, times without number. We will think about the existence of universals.  Each one as a simple thing, timeless and placeless in itself.
 
Are there such things as universals like that?  The three (maybe two and a half) answers are Yes and No.  (Did you know that there are three kinds of people in this world – those who can count and those who can't).  Anyway, the nominalists say that they, redness and the musky-smell-ness (!), are just words (nomina) applied to this and that individual thing.  For them universals don't exist as timeless placeless things to be exemplified here and there.  They name similar things.  That's all.  Ho hum.  His answer is No.  His main concern is with not appearing to be ridiculous to his friends.  He wants to be socially accepted and moderately hip.
 
The conceptualist says that redness and musky-smell–ness are just concepts formed in the concept forming mind (brain?) after seeing many similar things.  His answer is a sort of No, also. What are concepts anyway and how to we know them – with other concepts?  This way is almost total befuddlement.  It is the half.  This is the boring theory of the act of abstraction that is perpetrated on young students by otherwise well-meaning adults.  His main concern is with being academically accepted thus making enough money to take care of his surprisingly dysfunctional family.
 
Then there is realism.  This is not literary realism, which usually means some sort of funky materialism.  Ontological realism says, apropos of its name, that universals are real, which means that they are not "creations" of either mind or language.  They are "out there" in timelessness and placelessness.  My goodness!  That is not befuddlement, though it does lead to the transcendent, rather erotic, numbness of intellectual ecstasy, which is a somewhat giddy boggling of the spirit – or whatever.  His answer is a flaming Yes.  His main concern is with getting away from those others out onto that lonely place where his (strange) beloved waits for him. 
 
Realism suits the obsessive compulsive looking for his beloved (again!) around every corner, behind every door, under every cover.  For him that Thing is Intense.  The intellectual vision of That is mind-blowing ecstatic oblivion (or hopefully just a short nap) – until the next time – which comes rather too soon. The other types of ontology are much more respectable.
 
I am a realist. 
 
 
 
3824  It has been many years since I have stopped seeking permission to say what I want to whomever wherever.  Do I hear a ugh?  That statement is not quite as radical as it seems.  The whomever and the wherever are rare.  Nonetheless, such is life.  I write philosophy and I speak philosophy as I must, which is to say, as I have been given that by whoever or whatever gives such a thing.  There's no appeal.
 
The response I get from my speaking and my writing is always the same – a thick silence.  After years of listening out into that devastation I have learned to simply go on.  That strange thickness has even given support to my wings.  It is as broad as the unheard spaces out on the prairie.  As clean as a boy's chest unseen inside his shirt.  I make my words and place them where I want.  I am my own authorizing agent, my own auger and augur and augmentation.  I think I am remembering the great Indo-European steppes.  The heaviness before the storm. 
 
 
 
3825  A young person uses other people as mirrors by which he can view himself.  And he is a natural born philosopher.  That is to say, since philosophy is a conversation and argument, he is, inwardly, conversing with himself, arguing with himself, trying to convince himself of this or that and falling victim to his own devastating logic.
 
An old person, I now see, is no different.  The body is an entropy machine and becomes ragged, but the soul remains as young and as wild as ever.  Age is outward.  Inwardly the winds of romance blow as they always have.  As Muhammad said, "If you want to see God, look for a curly-headed boy."
 
This age that wants to see God as a knowing and soothing old man is just tired.  And afraid of knowing love one more time.  God is enchanted by himself and the world is his mirror.  He primps.  He struts.  He lies down and longs for beauty to return to his creation.  He comes from himself and he returns to himself.  There is nothing else.
 
 
 
3826  The boy is a musician. He writes a gentle sentence full of the twisting and turnings of youth.  He is very easy to read.  As easy as a breeze that is one with the whirlwind.  His sentences make no unnecessary movement, but every movement is necessary.  He is, in them, forcibly himself, worrying himself, at ease with himself in his great youthful unease.  He is calmly scientific about his artful passion.  Which is it to be?  He walks a middle way.  And he, oh horror to himself, seems to walk no way at all.  He encloses himself in paragraphs that he might think in solitude.  He hides in the obscurity of public display.
 
If you see him on the street, you might wonder where he is going or what he has on his mind.  Or you might, instead, observe that, in his going, he moves with the spritely flame of a fine ion.  As you read him, please notice, for a moment, not his idea, but the delicate form of its expression. You will be surprised, I have no doubt, at the unassuming perfection of his sentences.  Then he will pull you back to stand with him in the trembling anxiety of youth.  And you will feel, because of his delicate art, the necessity of that too.  You will see, with him, his approaching salvation.  Someone is coming. And that rests heavy on this mind.  It's quite amazing that divine turbulence feels so free to seek a stopping place in such a slight form. You may want to cover your eyes as you look at the holy goings-on around such a fine and delicate boy.  You may find yourself not wanting to know where he is going or what is on his mind.  You may want to be as harsh in judging him as he is in judging himself.  Anything to stay away from such an unsettling gentleness. 
 
 
 
3827You can't think it until you learn to say the words to yourself.  You must pronounce the words to yourself and feel the rhythm of the syntax.  Language is a thing that must get under the skin of your mind.
 
 
 
3828  There's nothing here that will help you with socializing either out and about or in church.  If, however, you want to get away from all that and approach God alone, then this is the thing to read – if the boy/god has you in thrall.
 
Perhaps you have misunderstood our relationship.  Perhaps you have tried to make it fit into one of society's forms, and it won't fit pleasantly.  I, dear boy, am not your friend nor teacher nor counselor nor personal wizard.  If anything I am more like a priest.  I will help you become sacrificial victim for your Lord.  All of which sounds very strange and threatening to the modern ear, but they are the words of the Christian religion.  And I am your Platonic lover, which of course is only fleshly in a sublime sense, in a burning spiritual echolalia, in the frighteningly holy sense of our received orthodoxy.  In the far impersonal. 
 
 
 
3829  I fall in love and he is other.  The divide is uncrossable.  I stare at the vast stretch of nothingness between us.  The banality of it is numbing me.  I write it down.  I write the empty words plain.  The beauty is in the stark unbeauty.
 
I think difference.   I am difference.  Difference flies away.  Headache.  I am gone to the Madyamika nihil.  I am much too intellectual for the boy and he is the substance of my flying mind. He is the boisterous tern.  The forked tail.  He is the monster of my words.  In the vapid grass.  The shapely ass.  The eternal return.  The burn. 
 
I am singed in this flame of Being.  Sheer agitation.  The perfect aura of his complexion.  Pink and white ions.  Being flashes then vanishes.
 
 
 
3830  I write my writing.  Thus it is thick in the piling on of itself to itself.  It listens to itself.  I listen to myself. I am heavily in myself.  Out there.  I do not glide like objective writing.  I do not hide as does an academic.  I force my reader to walk in the thick resistance of tortured reading.  He soon tires.  Org and sleep.  Flies buzz.
 
 
 
3831  The Boy is a faceless face.  A body made from my agitated words.  A laughing sigh.  A tortured malfeasance. A séance and a jerking knee.  Bend forward, bend backward, he will follow your erotics and your nose bleed.  Smooth white skin.  The cold wind.  The coming hur.  Prickly pathos. 
 
I am in the intense.  Verbal pornography.  The univocity of the city of Being. A city of boys. A heaven of sighs.  A night of lust and seeping identity.  The eternal return. The One God.
 
 
 
3832  The one who attempts a phenomenology of Being soon comes across the Boy.  The incorrigible, the impish, the hypnotic.  When he tries to contemplate the elements of ontology, he finds himself lulled into the sweet dream of the numinous.  Smooth gods glide by.  Red lips suck him up.  He falls into the vortex of the heart. He is flies into the brain of this inhuman other. Intricacy folds into itself.  The human never was.  He knows that he always knew that.  Tight sentences slip into the One. 
 
In the sleep of philosophical analysis the philosopher isn't.  The god of his dream takes him as himself.  His words never were separate from this eternal thing.  He twists in the sheets of night.  He leaves the world right there as a stain of clouds.  An affectation.  He shudders at the thought.
 
 
 
 
3833  Freud said love is an overvaluation of the object.  Nietzsche was in love with the Over-man, Der Uber-mensch.  Plato said that Eros leads us to the Transcendent Forms.  Andy Warhol said sex is work.  Sappho showed us the dynamics of jealousy and the lover's prayer of desperation.  Emily Dickenson told us so intellectually that love is a meat cleaver.  Love is the supreme Good – Love is the supreme Evil.  Love is the Truth – Love is the False.  Love is the All in All.
 
Most people today find love (I am speaking of romantic love) to be much too much.  Like good nihilists they turn love into caring.  "I love you" becomes "I care for you."  Then that becomes "I will take care of you" and the beloved becomes, at last, a helpless invalid in the arms of the Controller.  Love is the complete undervaluation of the object.
 
 
We live in a world that is rather boring.  We look for the Intensity.  There is, after all, nothing worse than rest when you are not tired.  So how are we to judge love's attempt to liven things up?  What are we to think of the lover's vision of extreme beauty in what to others is just the very common?  Let me reveal my hand: the non-lover, the sensible man, sees the true and the real; the lover, the Lover, sees Truth and the Real.  Let me explain if you are not already exasperated with my tortured, erotic thought.
 
 
Does it come down to the majuscule?  Are lovers speaking ethereal empty words?  The lover thinks that maybe he is and he proceeds to beat up on himself.  The masochism becomes mystical. Destroying himself, he finds that he is Being itself.  The logic is perfect. 
 
 
 
 
3834  Against the advice of those who are afraid, let us first take the example of a snake as it is about to strike a mesmerized bird.  That bird is in the same anxious, benumbed state as a beloved about to be taken.  Unable to move, he is as though being electrocuted. Thinking simply stops and he waits for the inevitable. 
 
Is Eros the serpent in the garden?  Many, of course, say Yes.  It is true that reptilian scales are the evolutionary precursors of feathers and Eros is called, by the gods Pteros, the feathered one.  Angelic wings and all that.  The boy and the eagle lifting him up become one.  Ganymede  and Michelangelo.  Here is true philosophical thought.  The repetitive mantra of argument with oneself.  Legs unable to run. You stare into the void.  God has his hands all over you. And you are led to the augur's bedlam.
 
 
 
3835  My boy, you are a very Hellenic mixture of the Dionysian and the Apollonian.  Dionysius, the god of violent tearing apart.  The god of extreme passion.  The god of rapture and the dissolving of boundaries.  He has written up your pain and your trembling in life.  He has exposed you in page after page of writing every bit out there for all to read – if they dare.  He has been excruciatingly honest about your weakness before the overwhelming.  With him you see the coming ecstasy from too much life.  Life fills you excessively.  And rips. 
 
Apollo is the god of calm thought.  The god with the clear, bright forehead.  The god of wholeness and health and easy ability.  He is the god of serene beauty.  He is also in your words. Just as with the genius of the Greek spirit, for you the Apollonian has risen out of the Dionysian.  Your sentences, in their form and elegance, are Apollonian. There is even a hint of self-aware joyfulness in personal power, in projection, in their marvelous appearing.  Somehow, from out of the torment and the trembling there has arisen the happy, the calm and the sublimely still in your words.  In your writing there is an impressive, even a dreadful, clarity and ease hovering over the most extreme passion.  Pain does give birth to simple beauty. You are Dionysius; you are Apollo.  You perhaps do need to be more honest with yourself about the sweet command of words that has come to you.  And your passing the boundary of pleasure.
 
 
 
3836  We live in a society that is constructed out of complementary opposites.  Rich – poor, old – young, male – female, smart – stupid, beautiful – ugly and on and on.   Opposites intertwine into increasingly complicated hyper-structures.  And then there are those strange creatures that are, in themselves, a unity of opposites.  They don't fit in.  They are alone outside.  They are holy and pure and unholy and corrupt at once, perfection and that slight imperfection that is so erotic; they are attractive and repulsive, they are loved and hated, they are isolated high up on the Great Stage under the blinding spotlight.  They are the extraordinary within the ordinary.  The cause of our troubles.  Ineffable, unthinkable, almost non-existent, they so easily so horribly make their way.  They are the very substance of Art.  They are true religion.  Jesus is such an androgynous thing.  The pure lamb of God, flesh become the sin of the world, the one we so rightly killed as victim.  Who can think it?  Such is the Symbol. 
 
 
 
 
3837  To read him you have to go alone to his room.  You will find him there laid out (splayed) on fine white sheets.  Scintillating pixils.  On a black frame, he is there, arms, legs, torso extended out into the cybernetic nights.  He will speak to you, a whisperings of sweet nothings, not really knowing if you will, or should, pay attention to his meanings.  If you are his friend, he will be offering you clues about his magical desires.  Decoding them is hopeless because you will be eternally distracted.  His sentences are as finely constructed as his slight appearance.  Simplicity and elegance and a startling nakedness of revelation. 
 
I am not his friend.  (Am I voyeur?)  I try not to let myself be distracted.  He goes on and on about this and that and I simply lie back and enjoy the pleasure of the flow.  Mellifluous boy. He is always inwardly looking in a mirror.  He is the arch always coming back on himself.  Does he recognize himself?  Is there any self there to recognize?  He is the self-created.
 
 
 
3838  The philosophical act is the contemplation of the final ontological things.  Or of their absence.  But first there must be the ablation.  The things that are other than the desired thing must be laid aside, shoved aside.  A clear intellectual space must be made where the one thing can reveal itself. Where the philosopher can be intimate with this piece of Being, his sworn lover, his abstracted intention.
 
 
 
3839  Theology divides along the line between respectful distance and the closeness of intimate love.  The first sees God as Father before whom one bows in loving fear.  The second feels God as lover into whom one melts in self-abandonment.  The first is a man of reason and moral uprightness.  He is a man of civil order and he lives in the security of good sense.  The second is mad.  He is the mystic of bliss.  His love of God is too strong for the world and the world feels itself in danger because of his excesses. 
 
It is God himself who has backed away from the first that he might have space to let his own thoughts unfold, to discover for himself right and wrong, to be free.  He becomes a moral agent in his own right.  He breathes calmly.  He takes a wife for intimacy.
 
For the second God has afforded no such freedom.  He remains closer to him than his juggler vein.  He becomes his All in All.  There is nothing that He in not for him.  These lovers are beyond right and wrong.  Beyond good and evil.  Beyond is and isn't.  The self vanishes into its Self. 
 
The first would cover his eyes and not look directly at God in the Nakedness of His existence.  He is content to know Him through the medium of His Word.  Through His good acts. Through the beauty of His creatures.  His salvation is his distance from God.  In not knowing and not seeing.  The second, like every lover, wants only the direct vision of Splendor.  He wants nothing else present.  He will let himself find oblivion in that Power filling him. 
 
The first speaks sensibly and meaningfully.  The second speaks in tongues and darkly.  The first lives and governs the world and society well.  The second hardly lives at all and falls back slain by the hand of the Spirit while society is elsewhere. 
 
The first has mediate knowledge of God and all things.  The second has obliterating immediateness.  The first knows limits and boundaries and lives in his proper place.  The second has jumped into the infinite and the boundless and has no proper place of his own.  To see indirectly and through a medium is our safety.  To see directly and immediately is blissful destruction.
 
The first is like Martha, the second like Mary.  Both are of God.  And still Martha complains about Mary.  While Mary pours out perfumed oil on the glistening foot of God.
 
 
 
3840  One night in Bangkok will make a hard man humble.  That lyric was at the beginning of my attempt to write.  It comes back to me now as I sit once again in that mysteriously unchanging town.  And I surmise that nothing, or very little, has changed in my words.  The night boys are still maddeningly pretty, dangerously alluring, and heartbreakingly fleeting. The savvy young men who come here to conquer are still conquered.  The fashionable young men who come here to show the way forward are left naked and broke on a poor boy's bed. The technically impressive are pressed down into a puddle of incompetence before a lingering gaze.  And I watch.  The scene is pathetic and corrupt and close to the gods that guard the entryway to Nirvana.  The Thai youth of this city of night are geniuses at undoing any proudly together, worldly young man or middle aged man who would take them on.  The old who come here come merely to be beat up one more time, to receive one more spiritual slashing.  And the night boys become prettier and prettier.  Then the flame is blown out.  Faces vanish. And the sun comes up.  Monks chant in the morning.  Life proceeds.  Then the sun goes down and it repeats.
 
There is little of substance in all of this.  It is the Buddhist doctrine of emptiness in the glistening sparkles of flesh.  The fleeting is so very fleeting.  The flame of love's desire is so strong it burns itself into non-existence. Then the serene Form lifts itself up into transcendence and waits for another night, one that is ever the same.  This town in the day is dirty and corrupt, pointless compression, as befits a city of angels on the reverse side of things in the deep spiritual night.  Krung Thep.  And I watch.
 
It is amazing that men come here from all over the world to challenge fate.  I speak of boys, and there are of course an equal number of girls, but the boys are more ravishing in their soft as a Buddha morning beauty.  Innocently after your spare change.  Heaven will win every time.
 
 
 
3841  Yaweh is a capricious god.  A hedgehog head.  Horripilation.  Your gentle lover become demon.  The perfect delight. 
 
There is no doubt but that this god exists.  We have all known him.  We have all loved him and feared him.  He is obviously from the beginning of things.  He is the Thing.  Your friend.
 
 
 
3842  The demonic is a part of God; it is a part of reality.  It is a part of metaphysics; it is a part of love.  It is a part of mathematics; it is a part of physics.  It is a part of biology; it is a part of psychology.  It is a part of music; it is a part of all writing.
 
That capricious, impish, up your back, into your skull God is also God.  God is the All in All.  Everything mirrors That Thing. 
 
To remove that hedgehog head is to lessen God.  This flaccid benign God we have preached today is much the less. The church needs to reread the Yahweh writings of the Bible.  Let me remind you of some of the very strange goings-on there.
 
God, after choosing the stammering Moses to be his spokesman, sought to kill him in the night.  Only Zipporah's quick thinking, cutting off the foreskin of her child and throwing at her husband, drove the demon God away.  After taking his people to safety across the river, Jacob returns to wrestle with God and surprisingly wins.  Abraham, walking the road with God, argues with him about the destruction of the cities of Sodom and Gomorrah.  As the Spirit of God filled Saul, he sought to kill David.  And on and on, there are story after story in the Bible about the fury of this killing spirit. 
 
The modern church, unable to tolerate such a God, uses its subverting logic to delete it all.  And God emerges pale and stripped of mystery.  The holy within God is eliminated in favor of an old toothless grandfather who wants to be a national political leader.
 
The result of our having now a nice God is that we are unable to handle the demonic in life, and we encounter it everywhere.  Our nice God seems to be helpless, and complains that it is man's fault alone.  Man is left to fend for himself with his beleaguered freewill.  So we have Dr. Phil telling us to pluck up courage and charge on ahead. God merely waits.
 
What we need to do is recognize that the demonic in life, all through life, is also God and approach it through Him as Him.  Smear yourself with the blood of Jesus the way Zipporah smeared her husband and drove away the murderous fury.  Wrestle with God.  Argue with God.  Grab him around the neck and kiss him hard in his breath.  Make him stop. He loves you hard in his strangeness.  You are made like him. We are in a dangerous place. 
 
We have to somehow chase away the Media people with their family caring God.  With them all around, it's like being trampled to death by geese. 
 
Or is the demonic God merely the literary God?  And the one God perfected is pure Goodness surpassing the negative?  Is the demonic God the lesser God of Gnosticism.  Yes.
 
 
 
3843  Beside God there is no other God.  There is only increase and a lessening of His presence.  There is no god of evil, no god of falsehood, no god of absence.  There is only God.  It is only in literature and the popular mind that there is a duality of God and not-God.  Literature and the people love the demonic as a lesser god shadowing the High Righteousness.  They love to watch the battle. They wait for Armageddon. And such is also the popular church.
 
God moves in and out of intensity.  There is only God.  But still I have somewhat described a dual thing here.  The One and the dual.  How can I reconcile the One God alone with God shadowed by evil?  What is this erroneous theology?  Am I about to stumble? Must I accept and attend to a theology and philosophy of paradox and intellectual breakdown forever?  Am I at the limits of thought?  Should I just walk away from theology like the modern church?  The question is intense in my mind.
 
 
 
3844  Kierkegaard looks to Abraham for a definition of faith. We all know the story.  The command to sacrifice Isaac is a horrible story.  Outside a holy book it would be unspeakable. Kierkegaard invites you to imagine you are walking up the hill with Abraham and you know what he is going to do. You are alarmed, excessively so.  You try everything to talk him out of it.  Why would God command you to kill your own son?  It is immoral to the nth degree.  Calling it merely unethical would be laughable.  A devilish laugh would rise up at the  nice intellectual word you use to describe it. What Abraham is going to do makes your stomach churn in revulsion. What he is doing cannot possibly make any sense.  If this is a religious act the moral and the ethical is totally suspended.  Abraham keeps on walking to the top.  Nothing made any sense, he kept going, and he thus defined faith. 
 
Kierkegaard invites you to imagine that you have a lover that everyone agrees is wrong.  And even you cannot think of any good reason to make it right. Every bad description of your lover makes some kind of sense to you, too.  But somehow you believe your love and you go on against the whole barrage of criticism, sensible criticism.  Love is not deterred by reason even when reason is probably right, undoubtedly right.  You keep quiet and go on as quiet as Abraham was when challenged. That is faith.  It stands firm against the blast of mere reason and good sense.  The religious is the suspension of the ethical.  It even weirdly resembles the aesthetic. 
 
Imagine that you are in the year, say, 30 AD, and a rather short, plain guy walks in and you are told that this is God in the flesh, that this person was that through whom the universe came into creation.  And you say, "Ya, sure" and you go back to eating.  You said the only sensible thing one could say.  It was absurd.  Unless you can understand the absurdity, the crazy absurdity, of the Christian faith you have no faith and you are not a Christian.  God, as everyone knows, is the powerful, the magnificent, the all-knowing, the Sublime – not this pathetic, short, plain guy that just walked in.  To believe that he was God would take the total sacrifice of not only reason but of healthy good sense.  People laugh.  One either has faith or one is offended by the thought.
 
There are those who look for miracles from that plain guy, for some surprising sign, for anything other than his dull ordinariness, that the reason might believe.  Such a thing never comes. If it did, faith would not be required, reason would consent.  Even his clothes are plainly nothing.  And his dull talk.  Moreover, his so-called teachings are just cracked.  He said, "He who does not hate his mother and father and brother and sister, cannot be a follower of mine."  That takes a lot of spin and watering down to make it reasonable.  (Today's preachers do, however, seem to be up to it.)
 
In faith we jump into the Absurd. 
 
Luther said that neither the light of reason nor the light of the Gospels lets us see any justification for God's sending so many to Hell.  By both reason and the promises of scripture that some are saved God seems worse than the devil. And the preacher's spin about freewill will not work.  No one would willingly let himself go to Hell.  The will is so pathetically weak. Luther said that it was only in the light of Glory will we see.  We wait against reason. 
 
The incarnation is the highest absurdity of all.  I cling to this Absurdity.  It is all I have.  This dull guy with bad clothes who wants to be close to me.  I will eat his body and drink his blood after we kill him.
 
 
 
 
3845
 
The parable of the thorns and hot sun killing the spirit.
 
The words of jesus and paul on marriage.
 
The poor and money.
 
Jesus and paul cautioned against marriage or any sexual engagement because it forces the lover to be immersed in the cares of the world.  He spends his time and energy pleasing his beloved, trying to please that one.  He is eventually totally consumed with financial troubles.  And he must say the things that please the one who gives him money to give to his beloved; he has two bosses.  All freedom to look past this world to the other world is gone.  And Jesus did preach a kingdom not of this world.
 
I live in the third world.  The poor think of money all the time.  They must.  For the most part I am seen as a possible source.  Sometimes they see me as just weird because I spend my time with old books and not in America getting money.  If I wanted sex or love (and of course I do because I am overdone that way) I could easily get it, but the requests for money would come fast and unceasingly, from the whole family.  I keep my distance as much as I can. 
 
I also do not wear nice fashionable clothes or have the delights of new technology.  To have all that in front of the poor would be obscene.  I eat plain food and think my thoughts silently to myself.  The beauty in the faces here and all down along their slender bodies is outrageously enchanting.  The sweet gentle talk and the bending allure is dangerously seductive.  The need is overwhelming.  I simply go back to my books.  My money could easily be gone in a flash.  I chase away love.  I smile away sex.  And I put aside the ethical because I am also poor. I suppose I am often a jerk, but the charms of the flesh could destroy me too quickly.
 
I have seen many good hearted people come here from the West willing to help.  I have seen them dragged under and have watched them as they found themselves yelling at some helpless child beggar because it was too much and incessant.  To come here from the West is to discover just how much of a jerk you can be.  But it is just too much. 
 
To marry one person, to marry a whole group, to find pleasure in the night or in the day, to reach out to help is to be dragged under.  Alas, the needful will always be with us.  And at times in my life I have been one.
 
I read my books, I write useless things of the exotic mind, I tend to spiritual delights.  I am delightfully alone.  And I am, therefore, of necessity, a jerk.  A Western creep.  Pretending that I care and help as best I can just will not do.  It will not do.
 
To act morally and ethically and to spend time caring for the world and to feel good about yourself is to soon be trapped in brambles and to wither in the sun.  What to do?
 
I go home and see the fine things Americans have and I see how good they feel themselves to be in spite of that and I cringe at their sense of moral high-standing.  I especially turn away from their sense of thinking they are not jerks like me. Then again I know that Americans have their own financial worries.  But they have rushed to marry and be gleefully given in marriage and get credit cards and the world will soon end – I hope. 
 
So why do I live here?  I live here because I am a beggar for beauty.  I sit next to it.  I lie beside it and I absorb it in.  The boys here have that lithe slight spiritual sensuality about them. Slender flames of light.  It goes right through me.  Smiles all around.  They take what I have in spite of it all.  I cross boundaries and then I am in danger of the most immoral act, which is to lose a sense of one's self.  These are fine things guarded Americans don't have.
 
 
 
3846  Kant gave us the notion of judgment.  The mind receives the sensa alone and adds to that the Forms.  In itself, it has the Forms of pure Time and pure Space.  Literature, ever since, has tried to capture the pure things that exist before judgment comes.  For all of philosophy, there is the play of Form with matter.  The universal with the particular.  The Beyond with the just that.  Perhaps Kant was following Aristotle when he put the Forms in the mind.  For Plato, and for me, the Forms just are without the mind. 
 
We all try for a vision of the ontological things naked.  We want to intuit pure matter and pure Form and perhaps the very pure and delicate nexus that unites them.  The dividing, the analyzing, isn't easy.  It may be impossible.  We try.  And the vision may last for the flash of an instant.  Even that fleet of the fleeting is adored.  Okupodus.
 
 
 
3847  The form of the becoming is an event.  The form of an event is a becoming.  The event is the becoming of the form.  The event is the form of becoming.  The becoming is the event of the form. 
 
An event, the event, the form of the event, the stillness within the happening, the union of here and the beyond.  The action of the verb, in itself so absent, so unseen, is also a noun, a still beyond.  The bare particular is a happening, a timed thing, so rhythmically necessary, a shimmering just that. 
 
These are abstract considerations up into the stars.  Useless and still constructions.  The fluttering flame of the heart.  In place.  In the placelessness next to you. 
 
The nexus beckons.  Or the structure falls apart.  Its beak reckons onto your surface.  Its prick pokes into your face.  Stitch and tie.  Flinch and die.  Your flame flickers along his slicker. The knot is untieable.  Ontology crawls.  Here and gone.
 
 
 
 
3848  Because I am Christian, love has become for me Charis, the Charism, Charisma.  The Eucharist.  Hunger.  Yearning.  Craving.   Urge.  Greed.  The essence of Gary.  √gher.   Philos gives way to desire which gives way to compression.  Χρη  It is necessary. 
 
The Holy Spirit as come and it is devastating.  We are left with nothing.  The love is overwhelming.  The time for thought is too short.  The beloved must be eaten by the mouthfuls.
 
And there followed him a certain young man, having a linen cloth cast about his naked body.  And the young men laid hold on him.  And he left the linen cloth and fled from them naked.
 
My philosophy cannot be understood by the well-situated, by the satisfied, by those at ease.  This is agitation.  My hand approaches his skin.  Chros, chroma.  O' kouros.    
 
Desire is of the stars.  A sidereal thing.  A scattering.  I walk up his street.  I come loose.  I bite the air.  My jaws ache.  I see the sparkles remembered.  I flee.  The itch travels with me.
 
 
 
3849  I am a writer.  I write.  Just to write.  To get it done with.  To feel the pleasure of mental fatigue.  To sleep. To get up and go on.  It is my joyful way.  I work the words.  I work the idea.  I let be what comes.  I screw the syntactical boy.  Around.  And down.  And up into his stars.  Undaunted and haunted.
 
Jesus was possessed by the Spirit and he let the people push on him.  He made life better; he made life worse.  He healed in a sickening way.  Called out, piled high, the clear glare. Swollen decoy master.  I become a clamant in his jail.  Push push. 
 
I write the univocity of Being.  An intensity.  Far from the city.  In the allergic weeds. 
 
I write the male form, the smoothly in itself, so always other.  Chaos in the hand. Noetically bending.  So ever a bother.   So ever one.  An itch.  And a hunger.
 
 
 
3850  Philosophy is at The Beginning, a contemplation of ontological things in gentle fatigue after a forceful and delicate separating against a rigid ordering.  It is laughter and smiles and a knowing that we will do it again tomorrow.  It is not dour Protestant high seriousness facing the miasma of Nature.  The wailing goddess is gone.  The playful boy is here.  Philosophy can be done right easily.
 
 
 
3851  The aksara ground the firmness of the flowing holy writ – the unflowing.  The perishing lies on the imperishable.  The words name the things of standing Being.  Time runs through the timeless.  The boy eternally flows from himself.
 
Ontologically speaking, there must be the final things.  The remaining things.  The permanent things ever already gone around.  The self-identical cannot be constructed out of the different.  Before the boy defers himself and proffers himself he has fixed himself upon arrival.  Before the boy derives himself he is himself.  His coming is a holy fit.  The letters drip cursively. 
 
I deal in the just that.  The particular is bare.  He is his own person.  His heavenly weight is the thigh of power.  The undeniable.  The fixed in the mix.  The dew in the doing. 
 
 
 
3852  A strange god inhabits the philosopher's soul.  The self-creating god.  Steeped in his aseity he calculates himself as victim, he fingers his otherness.  This one who is truly self-identical.  Just that.  Just so.  Strange.
 
This is the impish Yahweh, the boy on the Night of Power, the loosened tongue of the holy speakers.  The unpredictable.  The incorrigible.  Your sweet destruction.
 
I do not write the far-flung interconnections, the thinly conceptual, the socially mindful representation.  I write the other.  The just him.  The very pointedly just that.  The sternly independent.
 
 
 
3853  The Form is a particular also, the just that Form.  The Form just as itself.  The Form separate.  Himself.  Surely it is a god.  He becomes it become a glance and a gaze and a quick oblivion.  Being comes.
 
He whispers to himself himself into existence.  He is existence.  He is.  Anselm is proven right.  The argument works.  He works himself.  He comes into your mouth as words.  Thick mouthy words.  Wet breath.  Hot sultry boy.  Skin like satin.  Slick willy.  There's nothing that can be done.  The Form glides blithely
 
 
 
3854  Emergent properties obviously don't emerge.  They are just properties and they are just there.  They are exemplified by the particular.  That the particular has parts that collectively the property was thought to emerge from presents another ontological problem.  A multi-partite particular – inelegant, but maybe.  God has his difficult entanglements.  He emerges out of himself.  He plays with the many, the unthinkable.
 
The boy breaks and falls into oblivion.  He is oblivion.  Lost in the smooth.  He lies under his own sweep of the blade. This purest of the pure.  The philosopher's delinquent taste. Foreclosure.
 
 
 
3855  Like the words of love, the words of Platonism are about transcendent nothing.  The transcendent nothing.  The referent is in the words – artifice – so faggoty.  But for all that it is Super Real.  One must believe.  Words of love are about words of love.  The words of philosophy are … about to come.  Undone. 
 
Everything returns.  Backward.  From behind.  Turning over into infinity.  Flow and peak and oblivion again. 
 
It starts off slow.  The old metaphysical words again.  So well designed to  … get him!  The flagroot is up again.  The perfect storm.  The slippery slope.  Sail on, My nothing at all. 
 
 
 
3856  Accent, alliteration and the medial pause.  The Germanic Geist.  Gradation and cadence.  The Romantic Spirit.  Numbers breathe.  Legs straddle.  Work the light.
 
The night, the knave, the knife, he falls.  Into place, into power, into pure buoyancy.  I float, am marked on this maker's bed.  Dead I rise, his eyes are lies. 
 
The One has us in his thrall. 
 
 
 
3857  Beyond the world there is quiet substance.  The immediate, the thickness of the secure.  The nighttime closeness.  The boy's forehead close to mine.  Hand on thigh.  The round going round and round and thought running.  It will not cease.  My sentences ride on this numinous nymphos.
 
Like the thick water of a bulging spring.  Like the spout of a thunderstorm.  Like the dance of agile flame.  Substantial light invisibly rushes from him.  Into my reeling dream of movement stopped.  He lies there very still.  Silent breath.  Away from the world. 
 
 
 
3858  The substance of writing is its rhythm.  Things come again.  Spirits eternally return.  The heights descend, grovel, turn about and ascend.  Inevitably.  The going is slow and measured.  The time is long.  The sentence is unbearable.  And yet again the recognized thing.
 
Work is necessary.  You are the work.  Energos and then enarges.  Glistening fatigue and the splendor of sweat.  Smooth slick willie wangles about in swelling syntax.  Sweet.  A little and then the world.
 
 
 
3859  Philosophy is a falling in love.  The words become heavy.  The steps are slow.  Time is long.  The numb and the fatigued know it well.  Perhaps you can make it through another page before nightfall.  In your stomach is the rhythmical knot of Being.  Sentences tangle and snake through a mind that will hardly think.  The rightness and the wrongness of it are apparent.
 
This is the substance of the now substanceless world.  The nymphos boy who has stuck to you.  Eternity beckons.  He deposits himself in your hand.  Smiles and waits.  The perfection in a broken unity. 
 
This is meaningless in our so meaningful world.  The world is gone.  Slow power begins.  Sleep falls.  He begins to press harder.
 
Here there is no narrative, no depiction, no other thing, just this.  It is continuous.  It shifts.  Der entsetzliche knabe.  The immediate.
 
From his spring, up the cosmic night.  Such a well-ordered form.  Bang, he's out and gone.  Then the endless repetitions.  The ceaseless remembering.  The analysis that must always be gone through again.  Forgotten difference.
 
 
 
3860  I know that I seem to be commenting on philosophy and a boy, but I am really just beginning to let the rhythm of Being come into play.  In my languid sentences.  Shot through my thinking.  I go on nowhere.
 
At the end there is certainty and the heavy questioning that is always the form of love.  And an unease.  Or is it disease?  The others that came before and that will come after are interrogated.  And sentenced. And the feeling persists.  The slight touch of down on his cheek.  The dawn.  A breeze.  And finally a freezing wind. 
 
I write up sobriety beyond intoxication.  The Factum beyond analyses of facticity.  The easy heaviness and the I don't know what.  He lies so gently against me.  And the light of "Good morning".   
 
 
 
3860  This is mystical boy-love for the philosophically minded and the well read.  To the devotees of the medusa skein, the watery knot that is the world, the vulva, it will be the unspeakable, the unthinkable, the simply non-existent.  To the social faggots it will be a worry and a halfway house.  I have few readers.  It is an immense love.  I burst open.
 
 
 
3861  Those philosophies that deny beauty and truth also must of necessity deny the ravishment of love.  Without the heights of Being there can be no soul snatching eagle in sight gliding down to carry us away.  Vanished, we are left with mere human compassion. 
 
When the eternal forms leave, when we no longer feel the tyranny of the love they force into a beating heart, when the nexus snaps, then we are free and dead.  The power is not there.
 
To deny them in the name of pure contingency and the mere accident, that we might be unabused by love's demands, and find play, won't do.  Love and the Forms know much more of the surprising presence, the night thief, the uncaused from itself.  The ancient Things are a Law.  They cannot not be.  They do things to you, on you.  In you they enliven you out of here.  Love is work.  It is not for the weak.  A philosophy of beauty and truth and love can lie only in the hands of him who is able to work it through the night.
 
 
 
3862  Those philosophies that deny beauty and truth also must of necessity deny the ravishment of love.  Without the heights of Being there can be no soul snatching eagle in sight gliding down to carry us away.  Vanished, we are left with mere human compassion. 
 
When the eternal forms leave, when we no longer feel the tyranny of the love they force into a beating heart, when the nexus snaps, then we are free and dead.  The power is not there.
 
To deny them in the name of pure contingency and the mere accident, that we might be unabused by love's demands, and find play, won't do.  Love and the Forms know much more of the surprising presence, the night thief, the uncaused from itself.  The ancient Things are a Law.  They cannot not be.  They do things to you, on you.  In you they enliven you out of here.  Love is work.  It is not for the weak.  A philosophy of beauty and truth and love can lie only in the hands of him who is able to work it through the night.
 
 
 

 
 
This is an attempt at beauty, an essay, an assay of that hard metal that has cut into man's mind since the beginning of its seeing.  The mind has been driven out of itself.  Driven out by that loud thunder.  Om Ram.  Stunned and astonished.  Before that strike and that drop-dead look.
 
No, this is not about a gentle, homely beauty, or a simple pleasantness.  I am after the extreme where light clashes with light.  I am after the glory of battle, the cut of the knife, the shuddering reverberation.  I am at the place where the soul sees its own demise on sweet lip and black lash.  Before a boy who watches your dusky desire.  And waits.
 
There's little that can be done or said here so close to oblivion.  Discourse and act are for the everyday.  Now you can only hope you survive.  You know you have been here before.  Even in long eternity.  Just look on and wait in his waiting.  Touch, but don't touch.  He will let you, but he's soon gone.
 
 
 
I write up beauty and I succumb.  Perhaps in the reading of it you too will remember and sit silent and still.  There's nothing else one can do.  It's an ancient thing.  Even the beautiful ones here are surprised at their own reflection.  The world swims in divana.  The world is mad.   We have no appeal.
 
It's a simple thing of itself, from itself, impossible to understand and thus it is little spoken of directly. And we have learned how to avert our eyes.  We have learned how to run and speak everything but the truth.  Never believe a human being, he is a liar out of self defense and he will attack if cornered.  He is forced to play as a child with the holy and he sits on a wholly unsteady high place.  And thunder rumbles in the distance.  Om Ram.
 
 
 
Beauty is a natural thing that has little or nothing to do with human effort.  It is there; it is just there. It is not of the world, nor of heaven. It is not created by God.  It is God.  It is the far place, the last place, finally the only place.  It is in itself placeless.  To survive we must betray this, the only thing we ever really wanted.  We tell lies and ride the elephant of the everyday through the jungle of not knowing.  He seems so easy, but he is the most difficult.  And he rests uneasy with himself.  You have no choice but to attempt the assay, for his sake.
 
 
 
Beauty distracts.  One must in turn seduce beauty in order to once again find the way. Beauty distracts violently and incessantly.  Only a prolonged spiritual violence can lay him back. The energy required is seldom sufficient.  Pray for assistance.  Practice concealment.  Lovers tell lies of necessity.
 
The ground shakes.  Back and forth, back and forth.  Little headway is made.  The going is slow and rough.  Your legs hardly work.  Your hand goes here and there without purpose. Looking looks at itself.  Like a tassel flapping in the wind.  Chaos reigns. Order is a simple line down his falling midriff.  The white snow comes and you drift off to sleep.
 
 
 
False, violent and vanishing.  No one trusts beauty.  No one believes a lover of beauty.  Beautiful writing is suspect.  We look under the covers to see what is really going on.  The heart beats out its anxiety.  Being is close to non-being.  The mark of his tooth on your soft skin tells a tale.  Oh well. 
 
Beauty itself is anxious to prove that it is more than just a pretty face and a well-turned shoulder.  He feels he should be somehow worthy of the workaday world of women and family, but his whole existence is useless and slightly absurd.  He smells of transcendence.  He reels in the far away.  He is a no one. 
 
Girls think he is so much fun.  They laugh with him.  They wish they could dance as well as he.  They give him flowers.  But they do not want to marry him; his intoxicating beauty is worthless. Angels do not work.  In the end they need a laborer, not a beauty.  And he doesn't know what he wants.
 
I catch him as he falls and rises and drifts by. 
 
 
 
Beauty walks in and brings discourse to an end.  Speaking stops.  In Theoria there is silence.  And soon oblivion. 
 
My ears ring with the din of Om.  Ram, with his eremetic quilt, muffles the threatening presence in caustic calm.  In the listening beyond the seeing there is only dissimulation.  He lies so easily on my arm.  Petals drop from sugar lips.  His touch is calculated.  I become as white chalk.  I walk out into the night alone pursued.  The noise is nauseating.  I have been in love many times; it is always the same.  It is the rare night jewel.  Om Ram.  Ram.  Burn. 
 
Therefore, with a philosopher's therefore, in these words lying before you there is a succulent thing to be swallowed whole.  This victim was cut and cooked in his fire and waits your salvific tongue.  Meat turning on the spit.  Eyes and a blaze and gentle smile.  Your only hope.  The balm of cool skin in the twilight.  Down and down he goes.  His speaking is nonsense.
 
 
 
He wants a government job so he can be a regular man.  Good luck.  An impish boy among corrupt do-nothings.  He loves his family but he wants to play.  Well yes, he can pass the test. The new capitalist Maoists, however, have another idea.  How will he fit into their economic revolution?  Get up off your backside and revolve.  (But not the way you usually think of it.) Push those papers!  A country has to be built!  No more jacking off with your friends.  No more giggling with the girls.  It's time to fuck for real or get fucked.  Or run away with your man to Goa.  Dismal choices.  Life is dismal.
 
What's going on here anyway?  No mon, no fun, bad hair, don't care.  Do what you have to do, say what you have to say; it ain't so bad.  Kind of nice.  Kind of absurd.  I'm a bird.  And miles to go before I sleep.
 
Blown, thrown, no one cares.  Everyone understands the rule of life.  Well, fine.  It doesn't matter.  He's a nice guy.  But what is he really?  A government worker.
 
 
 
Boys always get everything all screwed up.  That is the image of God in them.  The world complains. Neither God nor the boys listen.  What they meant to say was the opposite of what they did say.  The meaning of what they did is the reverse of what it appeared.  Up is down. Forward is backward.  And you are expected to understand perfectly.  Some of us do. 
 
Those boys on the busses secretly knew that Maoism was the hard capitalism that would get them the toys they wanted.  They knew that pillaging the countryside was an act of love.  They just wanted to be seen in the Glory of Revolution, a fashion statement from beyond.  I loved their bandanas.  I pray for them in the new world of work. Just as I pray for those American boys I tried for.  Finally it explodes, until the next time.  Some of us understand perfectly well.
 
 
 
Philosophy is an intellectually violent thing.  I am a philosopher, perforce a lover, therefore I must plainly practice violence.  Spiritual violence.  Violence against the merely social.  The seed drops into the sky.  Sentences break.  His gaze grazes my skin.  I am worked silently, incessantly, by this gentle student intent upon himself.  Beauty has me in thrall.
 
Out on the expanse of his prairie his stallion rides free.  Under the strewn stars I am corralled in his tight form. 
 
He walks and talks with his friends. He has a plan to fend off transcendence.  Like spies with mobile phones and secret glances they will escape into the bottom of the lake.  The murky roots of the beautiful lotus will grow all through their lithe bodies.  And sleep.  And bad dreams.  And the unanswerable.
 
I use the precision of dialectic to drain the fen, to kick the brain, to remove the enticing dead thing.
 
 
 
Timing is everything.  Precision and incision in the boy's head, down along his languid arm.  The touch, the delicate touch, excites.  He counts, he straddles, he waits, he finds the beat. And comes, to the end, the bend.  The road home.  The sky.  The bone.
 
Beyond physics there are the numbers.  Beyond the numbers, the duration, the same the same, hard rotation, fixed notation, nothing.  Oblivion.
 
One two one two, and through and through, his sword the snack and worfles too.  Eyes aflame, his tongue my bane, I deliquesce, he'll acquiesce, and laugh. I analyze the anal eye, he's dark, the spark and not by half. Again the whole and part and up the night.  We fight.
 
His flesh the ordinary of the mass.  Ingest, digest, you jest.  This wafer of a boy, a lifer in the prison of joy, victim, the purity that saves.  The same the same, precise.
 
 
 
When a pretty, man's boy finds himself sitting in a lecture hall listening to a stuffy explanation of Being and the Forms.  He stuffs himself down in the seat and becomes the materiaintellectualis, the Dasein, the placeless Place of the exemplification of those bright, eternal Things he himself wore around his neck of light the night before.  And he dreams the dream of remembering.
 
The street, the hidden room, the secret lover come from far away, an ordinary god, a schoolboy by day.  We've seen it all many times before.  The eternal return of the same.  The same the same.  Grammar and magic and life itself runs down his smooth chest.  SLC, a scary cold light.  His bite was right, your behest.  And rest.
 
He passes the tests with ease, this breeze, this tease on life's round about.  He ages, and sages count his as one of theirs.  Pages turn.  Hearts burn.  The down of dawn and a slight rash on his inclined neck.  He thinks and writes.  I fidget along the wall.  Teeth marks on the skin of this intellectual night. 
 
 
 
The first thing of first philosophy, even prior to the Form, is the just that one.  The boy, he, is tied to what he is and he suffers his form.  He, the form and the tie.  His intimacy with what he is is intimate indeed.  He is the form spread out.  He is the on-just-that.  He is the pre-positioning of the preposition.  The Factum, the non-thing. 
 
Philosophy is, therefore, greatly in need of commentary.  It is poetry in need of interpretation.  It is endless lover's questioning.  Alas, commentary and interpreting get no farther than the lover and the burn fills the air with smoke from the midnight candle.  The meaning is obvious, or it is nothing.  Philosophy becomes old phrases.  He may be dead.
 
 
 
The world is many; the mind is one.  The mind becomes, in one simple form, the becoming of a just that as the form it is.  And then it reflects itself, in an eternal lover's mirror, itself as having become that in a further simple form.  But who except the mangled lover could understand? 
 
Love is not arbitrary.  There is no place for the haphazard in it.  It moves according to sever law.  Philosophy and philosophical writing are the same.  The soul suffers necessity. 
 
Thus the rigid Forms.  Caught in endless repetition, the spirit burns.  A rash on the skin of Being and the rage.  Rishis rave.  Rudra destroys to no avail.  The anvil receives the red, hot poker again and again.  Burn, boy, burn.
 
Divana. 
 
 
 
Like Shakespeare, I mingle the plain and stark words of the Anglo-Saxon rack with the elevated Latinate words of delightful abstraction.   Unlike Shakespeare, I am stuck at the post.  The English language has us both in thrall.  I write the things beyond physics.  I write the thing itself.  A god has his hand in it.
 
The desolation of reality has power of a dry sort.  The wind blows across the plain of analysis.  The world breaks open.  On his cheek there is just that.
 
 
 
The breeze of naked flesh wafts smoothly through plain English.  There's little more to say. Fine abstractions smooth and delight the thinking mind.  The loneliness of desolation is near. His thigh is just his thigh.  His glance is just his glance, nothing more.  That suffices.  His vice is tight.
 
The power of plain English is the stark.  Naked.  Pungent smell.  Pugnacious.  Take and no regrets.  He watches and that's all.
 
 
 
What are we to make of the encomium by Alcibiades that Socrates was like Silenus in that he was a satyr outwardly concealing a god inwardly?  Is that the image of the true philosopher? We all understand the satyr part – I understand it in myself – but what is the god that is there and how and why with the satyr?  They surely are not totally dissimilar.  And what of the faun in the afternoon?
 
I suppose that we, for the moment, can assume that we understand the meaning of the word "god".  And of "satyr".  It is rather their connection that is unsettling.  Or is it?
 
The words of true philosophy are divine.  The satyr is divana (of a kind).  I rummage around in such things.  I handle the outcroppings and an oil sticks to me and, perhaps, puts a sheen on my own words written down. 
 
I have written a sexual thing, only that, because I am a sexual being; that is all.  And the god I see is the same.  He forced his way in and now I fawn over him in the most abject way.  I am forced to speak metaphysics.  The desolation of Being is in the stark naked light.  I am erect for him.  The grinning Ontos On. 
 
Was Alcibiades praising the god or the satyr?  Or the hiding?  A god is the stark being that is there after the poetry vanishes.  The starkness of the sexuality was perhaps the object intended.  The sheer starkness.  The stiff and the brisk movement.  The simple thing hidden within the panic of the world.
 
 
 
So what do I want from a love affair?  Not good times or a party, not even words of love, not kisses and caring concern.  Not the feel of living together and doing things one with the other. I am far too far into Being and Philosophy for all that.  I want the first things, the First Things of Being, the elemental things, the stark presence of pure form and the color of color.  I want that smell of flesh that was the arched beginning, that ancient smell that confuses me and jerks my hand and makes a bright stain on the darkness about me.  My thoughts spin.  The world. Let me speak like a scholar, I want the first things from which the world was made, the world again analyzed into its elemental pieces.  The boyish Prajapati rapturously broken.  I want the precise elegance of the boy's form as he lies in the twilight between sleep and awake.  I will stare at the severe perfection of that before the gods, before the world, before time.  Its subtle odor rising from his revealed flesh.  His narrow waist, his erect dick, the dark simplicity of his curved leg.  Up along his back, the turning of his neck, the soft pink of his lips.  In the delight and fragrance of the eternal, serene night. 
 
While he plays with his friends, I let my mind wander alone over the vast plain of his being.  The night breeze in my summer's heat. 
 
This isn't as easy as it seems. He talks on the phone with his friends incessantly and he wants to go places and buy things.  He's an ordinary boy.  I wait.  I wait for my chance.  I slowly move in.  Soon he's down, the lights are dim, and I begin to remove his clothes.  The night is on. 
 
The smell fascinates. The touch felicitates.  The look congratulates.  I am close to the first things.  Silken, black hairs cleave the night eye.
 
The ideal boy would be one who came late at night or toward morning, lay down silently, and revealed to me the taste of existence.  Birds rise up at the crack of dawn.  The Eye sees, then oblivion. 
 
 
 
At the beginning of this essay I wrote that lovers tell lies of necessity.  This is another elemental thing that I watch and then avert my eyes.  There is no way a human being could live in the presence of Beauty for long.  And Beauty will leave you numb.  Refuge must be sought.  God cannot be tolerated for more than a day.  A week leaves you very weak.  But to leave, for even a moment seems like a betrayal, and, because love is so delicate, your getting away must be hidden and then denied.  Still, you need time away.  Too much is too much.  Tell your lover you were engaged in important matters – like work or study.  Don't tell him you were consorting with the boring everyday because love was just too much.  We lie to cover up the fact that Beauty and Love left us shaken and almost dead.  To lie is to stay alive for another day of romance.  It's basic.  It is in the core of what we are.  And there's the rub.  Lying, because it is also elemental, is intense and we run from it and seek refuge in love's openness.  The entanglement of Being with itself is inescapable.  I write it up and leave my reader blowing in the wind.
 
 
 
A slight, slanted light came into his room so hungry for light.  He lay under my close watch and told me a story of a fine spirit.  When he was but a mere slip of a boy, he and the light of the moon connived with the goddess.  From that moment a tranquil understanding has suffused his soul.  I can see it bleed and weep through his luminous skin.  He is as slight and as moonlit as that moment of vision. Somehow I can sense that he and the goddess are one.  And the light of the moon.  He is a rare beauty.  Alas, he may be too delicate for the world and just as the world has torn and tattered the dress of that divine being, so may he be handled too roughly by the unknowing.   
 
I somehow came along into his life.  I came attracted by the light.  This boy's light of the goddess and the moon.  I came and became someone or something to him – but what?  I am not from the goddess.  Nor am I of the moon.  And I certainly do not have his bright luminosity. Who am I to him?  I'm an American man, but such a thing as I doesn't fit well into the story he told me so close on that slanted and slight night.  What am I; who am I?  Am I his watcher?  I am concentrated on him.  Perhaps he finds a certain steadiness in that.  In my incessant watching, am I a steadiness in the shimmer of the moonlight?  Can I protect him from the blows of the world, which treats his goddess so badly?  Who will protect me from the power of love? 
 
Because this boy is pure and filled with light he is strangely forced to be almost the opposite of that.  He finds himself having to lie and conceal and be so dissimilar to himself just to survive in a hostile world. He is surprisingly not himself.  Or is that the way of beauty?  I am here in the wilderness of love.  I rush to protect him, but I may be useless.  Who am I; what am I to him?  I wonder.  And I wander the streets of this far city trying to understand.  Perhaps he doesn't need me at all.  America is far.  And a man in his life is perhaps too rough, a man who loves with an intellectual violence.  I don't know what the goddess thinks of my presence.  Somehow he himself is one with the goddess.  The thought is hard to think.  Still, I dare to bend down to kiss his forehead.  Thoughts course through me.
 
 
 
 
 
3863  Sometimes the difference, the differences, between things is so great that only a transcendent Form could unite them.  The twinkle in a boy's bright eyes reminds me of, no, somehow "is" one with a bright winter's afternoon back home.  Why, they have nothing, absolutely nothing it seems, in common?  The moon at a certain moment "is" the death of my favorite dog when I was a child.  A kiss, a most unlikely biological thing, "is" love.  And love, the most mysterious of all, unites the most different.  I and the boy I love are vastly other.  We have almost nothing in common.  There is only that dark male thing that oozes around – a thing that is also very other, very different from the ordinary world but is that world.  How can such unity of differences be?   How can the starry sky, an almost nothing, be such joy.  How can a mere feeling of a rising up in the body be a thing of the gods?  Surely a Transcendent Form is present. And that Form is the unity of all those different unitings, a very mysterious thing. 
 
It is important, very important, to remember the vast, the momentous, differences between things.  Otherwise, when it is suddenly discovered, the unity will quickly seem to be a lie.  TheMysterium Tremendum, the Mysterium Fascinans, will always be non-rational, uncanny, even guilt-ridden.  Let it be. 
 
Perhaps the supposed unity was an illusion, a lie, The Lie, perhaps the One, God, the Light of Understanding is nothing but pretense. Perhaps not. Perhaps Transcendence is nowhere to be found, ever,  Still, when I look beauty in the face, when I hear the boy playfully moving through space, then I am a believer.  He forces me to believe in God and the Light.  He is that. Do you think I lie?  It's your choice.
 
The boy has dared to say, "I love you."  A courageous act indeed, maybe too courageous. He hardly knows the great difficulties in love.  Love is finally not human; it is a god.  A god is … well, a god will break your mind in trying to think it, or him; it's too much for a human – but maybe not too much for a boy.  Love is a god.  Boys, though, are blest with mischievous ways that can baffle even a god, it seems.  Still, boys grow up and life presses.  I am fearful of saying, "I love you".  I know the awe and the magnitude of love; it is the Other; it is dangerous for man.  Face to face with Difference, Otherness and the Vastness of Being, but for God's help, I cower and cringe.  Nonetheless, I do not want to forget that or lose sight of it.  I do not want to fall into a bland unity.  I want only a Transcendent Unity of soaring Differences.  I want to be amazed.  That Aum Ram sits beside me and consents to be my friend is a MysteriumTremendum, The Mysterium Fascinans.  I almost lose consciousness thinking of it.  Insofar as there is unity it must be from somewhere else.  Surely, The Somewhere Else.  The Oblivion of Nirvana is close. 
 
Here is a simple meditative exercise:  try hard to think the difference between dark blue and the sum of all the stars, between water and the back of his neck, between an eye and the horizon. Between your bed covered with books and the world.  Between the curl on your forehead and your lover's well-being.  Between your empty pockets and the bright moon.  All those things, in their being other and being one fit nicely in your mind.  That in spite of the fact that sometimes you are definitely not yourself but another.  Your own unity, and mine, are… a god beyond.
 
Here is a maddening meditative exercise:  imagine that you are really getting into a thought, an act, a belief, a friend, that the excitement grows and you are happy in the truth of the moment.  Now imagine that another friend comes over and you enter into an entirely different mind-set.  Then, when you think back to the thoughts and feelings you had earlier they seem like nothing at all.  The two times are so other from each other that the one makes no sense to the other.  Ke garne?  It seems that you are of two minds – literally.  You cannot explain the one to the other.  Difference reigns and frightens. 
 
 
I love you Aum Ram.  Let the god in that love do as he will.  I will endure. Your light cuts into me more subtlety than a rose slips into Summer.  I ponder the presence of the Other and the Long Ago.  And the way you are so gently right there in front of me.  I want to be worthy. 
 
 
 
3864  Differences are oppressive, insistently expressive and finally depressive.  The heavy weight repelling you to place, my friend, leaves me dejected and derailed.  I reel, I'm riled and I've no energy to push on you any more.  I have no choice but to let it all be.  Just be.  That's that.
 
If there is to be any uniting love that overcomes these vast differences, it is going to have to be something stronger than the world where things are stuck in otherness.  Something that is itself other.  From beyond.  A god, not a human thing.  A wild, breaking thing. A love unseen by others.  A love at time's end where being curls up with itself.   On the smooth continuum along your chest, my boy.
 
Your pressure against me is impressive.  Like a compress on the wound of life. 
 
I do not feel that it is necessary to deny identity in order to acknowledge differences, nor to deny difference in order to find identity.  Difference is real, but identity is transcendent.  The One and the many both lie with each other across great empty plains of Being.  He is one; he is many.  Being goes into itself and comes out of itself.  The lover is other and he is mind-breakingly one with the loved.  Neither has been himself lately.
 
The world is full of differences.  I see no need to deny difference in favor of a great bland unity.  Differences are real, excruciatingly real, and unity is transcendent, not an easy, casual thing.  If there is to be a unity of the different, it will surely be like the approach of a god.  I will cover your eyes and mine and pray for help.  The fire is close.
 
 
 
3865  I am attempting to write up the intensity of life.  Real life goes to the strong.  And most are afraid of it.  But what does all that mean?  I expect to be greatly misunderstood.  Let me explain.
 
Life today is demanding and tiring and the last thing most people need is anything intense and unsettling.  Strong feeling takes far more energy that most have on hand at the end of the day.  And the morning after is, for the young, only a time to settle rattled nerves from too much sex, drugs and rock-and-roll.  One has to worry about one's image and prepare a place for oneself in the work-a-day world.  If there is a contemplative heaven of ecstatic intensity, leave it for another day.
 
The real reason the people want a mere shadow of God and romance, and a metaphysics of the Not Really Real is that they are tired.  Simulacra will suffice.   But I have always thought that there is nothing worse than rest when you are not tired.  I have trouble finding readers among the workers of the world and the harried householders.  And the rest seem to spend all their time with their chemical dependency. 
 
Therefore, they will try to say that I am advocating political fascism, which I am not.  That I advocate ignoring the poor and the weak, which I am not.  That I am trying to act macho, which is a mere simulacrum itself.  I merely want the real thing, and not a weakened image in a "gentle and beautiful soul".
 
 
3866
 
What I am after in my writings:
 
(First it must be said that what I wanted and what I got are different.)
 
 
An imp inhabits these words.
 
 
I want the other than I.
 
I want the thing itself, not an image.
 
I want the final thing.
 
I want the simple, first thing.
 
I want the naked particular.
 
 
Therefore, I write the Boy, the orgasmic body.  The self-caused.  The God of aseity. 
 
 
This Boy could be called by any of the names that our religions have given to the Gods, demi-gods and man.  He is also half-animal, half mineral, half plant.  He is the All-in-All.  The breathing breath of language.  The force, the repeating and the break.  He is my fawning attention to just that, the beauty of Being.  My eyes course about and he is self-made in that and as that.
 
 
And this boy is, of course, outside religion.  Not one of them claims him.  Nor does he want to be a part of their family affair.  He is off by himself.  Such is Platonic realism today.
 
 
What I want is irrelevant, except that it is his wanting.
 
I want the madness.
 
 
 
3867  The boy is dialectical warfare.  He is the turning against the other.  He is the other.  He is the turning.  He is unconcerned with any of the others.  He is alone and self-sufficient. It is the self-caused.  And he's mad.
 
He has been through endless repetitions of himself.  He approves of himself.  He waits for himself.  He is a god.
 
 
 
3868  I write to get to the end of the paragraph.  And then to the end of the page.  Page after page I endure the writing until the end.  Then I sleep.  That is enough.  Reading is the same.
 
 
 
3869
 
Mobile phones and the state of the nation.
 
What will happen to a people who are always waiting to hear disembodied voices?  They will not be able to properly attend to any material body present to hand.  Half of their mind will be somewhere else wandering through the electronic reticulum, waiting for contact.  That contact is a strange immaterial touching.  It's an absorption, not a touching.  They are swallowed up in words speaking to words, no body present.  The material world, formerly so present to hand, is fading.
 
All art, all learning, all love making depend on undivided concentration.  Being half present to the task at hand will not do. Constantly being interrupted by disembodied voices, demanding your immediate attention, informing you of  … of nothing important at all, destroy all creativity, all understanding, all attempts at reaching the peaks of love's passion.  The body, so necessary for life, is left behind and you are pulled out into digital emptiness.  Into a false nirvana.  Into a mere nervousness.
 
This is the new revolution.  The people are not becoming proletarian "workers" who move things, material things, from here to there, who grow pleasantly tired at the end of the day. Rather, they are becoming unworkers who have left the material realm and float in bodiless words, waiting for … for what? … for disembodied contact?  The most maddening is that the work of sex, concentrating so intently on its goal, is dissipated so cruelly in digital interruption.  In the new revolution all concentration is broken and the mind floats free in the highs of meaningless, bodiless chat.  A subtle nervous burn sets in.  A delicate agitation.  And a silent scream.
 
 
Let's suppose you are setting about to explain some thought, some idea, some feeling to another.  You are a lover, a teacher, a friend, a business partner.  It's a rather difficult, complicated matter.  You begin, you proceed slowly building up to the climax – or so you thought.  Half way through, you see the one you thought you were engaged with suddenly glance over and look at his mobile and you then realize he wasn't really listening to you at all. He was thinking about messages on his phone or missed calls or he suddenly remembers he has to call so and so.  You were a momentary distraction from his one obsession – the mobile.  So you leave your thought, your feeling, your idea and go do something else.  i used to be upset with teachers in Nepal who didn't even bother to come to class.  Now I see that most of the students aren't really listening anyway; they're thinking about calling someone on their mobile.
 
TAKE HEART, ALL IS NOT LOST.  Distracted, disembodied souls are easy to manipulate.  If you can avoid being dissipated yourself, if you can learn to concentrate with your whole mind and seriously pay attention for more than ten seconds, then you can control the world.  Let that other one be as distracted as he wants, put him anywhere you want, tell him anything and he will believe you long enough to do what you want as long as it can be done quickly.  Learn to use the system and DON'T BE DISTRACTED AND DISSIPATED YOURSELF.  Just as a successful drug dealer never uses drugs himself.  Even seduction is mighty easy.  Disembodied souls often long for a firm touch.  Take what you want – just DON'T OWN A MOBILE. LEARN TO LOVE YOUR MATERIAL BODY.
 
We live in the age of Chaos Theory.  We have learned to see the patterns appearing in turbulence, in fluttering leaves, in a boy's nervous agitation.  We can see the steadiness silently there.  And we can hold it.  We can do anything we want with it.  It's a magic world. 
 
Mobile phones increase the chaos in society.  It is entirely unpredictable where things will go.  Use that unpredictability to your advantage.  Let it be.  Play with it.  Wait for an opening and take what you want.  And if you are the one talking talking talking on your mobile and you feel a need to offer an opening, someone is watching you silently and without distraction. He will come.
 
 
 
3870  The Boy is the object of my worship.  Well yes, I have said as much ad nauseam, still, those words are so wandering as to be meaningless.  Nonetheless, they make, for all that, a stunning sentence.  Thunder in the back of the head.  Om.
 
Plato said it; it has been said in poetry and on the street by millions.  The sentence is mouthed by many.  Something is with those words.  The Form of Boy and Worship is present.  And Object and all the Ties that tie.  And Number itself is with this one who has done quite a number on me - on us.  What's up?
 
I'm writing up an anti-substantialism. All those different things "composing"  that thought, that sentence, that Fact, are just that – differences.  There is no one substance there that they are of.  Thought, sentence, fact are all yet other.  Can you think all that?  Do the many fit in your thoughts just as many?  Are you torn apart in their differing?  Well, yes.
 
Being has no depth; it is all surface.  Like the glistening ephemerality into timelessness that is with the Form of Skin.  As for the event that is a boy, it is nothing.  There is only Being and the it-always-was. The boy isn't, only the Boy.  Such is metaphysics.  Such is my spinning head.
 
 
 
3871  My anti-substantialism dictates that I have only differing Forms in my ontology.  They are separate, as Plato said they were.  They are separate from the simulacrum we call fact. There are no facts-as-things in this ontology.  The ontological Things are separate from that non-thing.  The world is the sum of its facts and ontology is intent on that which is separate from the world, the ground of the world.  The world is oblivious to proper philosophy.
 
To describe the world as it is usually seen, as commonsense sees it, the everyday world, you must stay away from my ontology.  This extreme Realism, this Platonism, will not do. Nominalism is the way.  Simulacra, ontological error, guide the busy world of ordinary life.  It's your choice. 
 
 
 
3872  Because I am separate from the Form that excites me,  that is to say, because I am then possessed by another, I am many.  I differ.  I am without substance.  I am surface and no more one than the play of light in the trees. Still, I am Gary and that is an Eternal Thing.  Make of that what you will.  Meaning isn't everything.
 
If I love one with an absolute, eternal, perfect love today and tomorrow another, that is because the Form itself is with me.  It is other.  It is that than which there can be no greater.  I am again at the end of things.  I break.  Later it will come again.  I am.
 
 
 
3873  We die in a sacred place.  In the Temenos.  Cut off from our past, from all of time.  Alone in that timeless moment.  Then we are other than ourselves.  We become a just that.  The Form is there anew, in the freshness of Being.  We are again.
 
It's a strange sentential construction to say "we are each of us then alone".  Is being alone something we somehow all do in a strange togetherness?  At an un-moment out of time?  And can one be cut off from the others if he is cut off from himself?  Here the dialectic of the one and the many collapses.  Otherness seeps into the inside of us.  And He is there.
 
 
 
3874  When these lovers meet in their small room they are cut off from the world.  At a moment not of the world's time.   Unknown by the world.  That is the temenos.  The tightening expanse of the Templum.  Then they have no past, no future, only the timelessness of Form informing itself.  They are the just-that.
 
When the writer writes, he enters the small room of the Idea and his god is there.  The lover in his loving.  The beloved entangling himself in his words.  The one cast out and away and in the far places of no place.  The idea slithers up his back.  The wind blows across the lake. Light shoots out of his head.  Words were written.
 
 
 
3875  I write the vertigo and the blank space between.  Difference appears uncontrollable within my sentences.  Long sentences ramble in the brambles.  Stuck, fucked, you go on. Discontinuously. 
 
The only sense to be made from my well though out, well wrought, do tell sentences is something else.  Head spinning magic orgasm.  Bham, blank, nothing.  White sheets.  Cool breeze. Long distances through the pollen.  Sunlit rows of amazing ears straight up.  Itch.  Fidget.  Widget.  Which way to go.  Someone's coming.  Pants back on go.  I write the nakedness ofBeing.  And the academic nightmare.
 
 
 
3876  Repetition within writing is the weird, the eerie, the uncanny.  And the ontology of The Same is the most difficult.  You will not possess that subtle god.  The ever repeating white spaces prevent you.  The frighteningly white.  The blank look.  The boy who is you.
 
Consonance, assonance, alliteration connive to trap you in just that.  Difference and just the one thing.  The limits of thought.  The limelight of collapse.  He's in you.
 
My diction is plain.  Only the most necessary.  Stripped naked on the dark road that comes around.  The embrace of the same.  Difference looms within.  I come to myself.  Hardly a sound.
 
Repetition is the most unlikely.  Why here, why now?  Why that?  Invasion of the dream elements.  Alignments.  Assignments you cannot complete.  The world waits.  A sign.  Hard diction.  Your co-signer is in you again.  A race with gloom on the plane.  Wind in the leaves of grass.  Light sparkles.  In deep knots.
 
 
 
3877  There's no denying it, Platonism and Christianity are world denying.  They are sacrifice and killing.  They analyze and leave nothing.  Pieces hang in timelessness.  An eerie stillness hovers in the white spaces of logic.  The Logos has his way. 
 
The gods within this God are immoral.  Perfect seduction.  And suction.  The imagination reels.  And feels about his wall. 
 
I have written that up and loved it, but why?  I am not alone it that.  The truth is that we have all loved it, and we are afraid of it.
 
 
 
3878  The post-modernists, and even Bergmann, have said that the primary thing is the circumstance that a is different from b.  Such simple difference proliferates a world.  In difference differing from itself there arises sameness. Why not?
 
Or should we say that sameness is the negation of difference?  Indeed, an unreadable number of books have been written trying to extract sameness from difference.  (No doubt because centuries of trying to extract difference from the One failed.)  I have no objection to any of this but the torturous turning sometimes becomes an exceeding weariness.  Not and the Otherbecomes a knot and a bother.
 
At last sameness and the other explode the mind and that is called love.  Good Luck.
 
 
 
3879  These writings all call attention to themselves as writings needing attention as just that.  The meaning is secondary; the form of words moving in and out of themselves is it.  And the words alternate between Germanic and Latin.  The stark and the attenuated.  The plain and the elaborated.  The separated and the stuck together.  Things reverse.  He turns over.  Numbers climb.  The same with the same.  The different giving motion.  One thing.  Nothing.  A firm thigh.  Airy breath.  It is finished. 
 
The thing itself is present.  The Same and the Other.  One and the many.  Being and non-being.  What is there is there.  There's nothing there.  And the Nothing.  Movement.  And the closing door.  He drips and drops down.  Hardly a sound in the sound of Being. 
 
Around and around.  The soul is always in motion and a piece of writing is merely an image of that.  Nothing more than that.  Meaning vanishes.  He slightly moans as Being itself enters. The other is just the other.  The Other is so Present.  The little room. The broom of analysis has swept him into sleep.  The nod and the falling off the bed.  He's well-read.  This vertiginous virgin.  He's dead. 
 
Transcendental beings with the blood of life drained away.  Faint pink and white dawn and fawns drawn down.  The boy primps.  The words strut.  The surd is unheard.  Words crimp. Birds rut.  He is with himself alone.  The Alone with the Alone. 
 
 
 
3880  The soul is always in motion.  I have here written up that.  The words move into sentences, the sentences whirl into paragraphs, the thing sticks out waiting for your intellectual caress.  Nothing much is said.  Identities and differences bound around.  Repetition repeats.  The end comes.  God is with himself. 
 
The soul is always in motion.  We see only traces of where it has been and of what it was so concerned about.  There are no fixed objects stationed here and there by which we might say anything definite about this most pure of the pure.  In the mirror of speculation I surmise that the soul and the motion in it are two, not one.  I watch this invisible thing and watch the best I can and soon vertigo sets in.  I too am that.
 
 
 
3881  It isn't just the clear and the distinct; it's the smooth, heavy rhythm that rides over it.  Without that thick flow there is no substance, no heart beating, no caress.  The steady hand makes it stand.  The hand seeks a firm post to guide it.  The final second comes quickly.  The heart forces its way out with unstoppable demands.  The caress stops. 
 
I think through the night.  I search out the thing.  The right perch to lightly sit on.  To swoop.  To graze.  To take.  I return and wait. 
 
In the clear and distinct night of things at rest, I move in and begin the delicate touch.  This then that.  This then that.  One two one two.  The smooth oil of existence seeps out.  The timing begins.
 
The same with the same glides in.  The bird of prey starts to pray.  He eats the host.  He pours his libation.  Liberation.  Smile meets sparkling eye. 
 
The soft, clear night air of distinct things lulls on in my thinking head.  Bright light oozes out of that boy of light.  He turns and sleeps.
 
 
 
3882  To read, to write, to sing, to dance, to caress whatever beloved you choose or are chosen by, you must move into the steadiness of time's repeating repeating repeating.  This with that, this with that.  The smooth flow.  The gentle rowing of your icy boat across the gilded lake.  Here and there, back and again.  The hardened shine.  The dreadful crime.  Again again. A ready hand.  My dear, be mine.  Your head incline.  And undertow. 
 
None of which seems to have anything to do with the scientific fact that the steadiness of rhythm is essential to the execution of what you're doing.  Except that it is playful and play is of the essence.  A quick hand, a surprising turn, a ruddy bird, my! what you've learned. 
 
It stands.  And remains.  The mind cracks.  And moves on. 
 
 
 
3883  I write the rhythms of sleep.  Metaphysics is a nodding off.  In the between-land of anguish.  Where the war is taking place.  You take your place.  And he goes through you.  Perhaps you were one who died in battle long ago.  The dying and the wound are always with you.  The upheaval.  The sublime.  The dead god holding you up.  You surge again.
 
Alone in the night sky.  The frightening thing floats along you tender side.  The drop off into nothing.  The sectioned room.  Too big.  Wasps flitter on the floor.  Your broom will hardly protect you.  A long line of cabinets.  You know he won't yield.  The world has fallen into disrepair yet again. 
 
 
 
3884  To be with him, in love, in thought, in these words, is to be alone in a tight, constricted, little room, filled with the beginnings of anxiety.  Thoughts of escape waft.  A couple of hours will be enough, then out.
 
Love is bondage.  Sweet entrapment.  Humid suffocation.  Look around his, now your, breathless room and wonder why the window is dark and won't open.  The cords undo into the gently inextricable. A mere touch.  Why can't you see him?
 
Reading, writing, hours of study are isolated places in the no place of existence.  Flat out infinity is closer to home. A seamless sutra slides down your thigh so easily.  Rattling commentaries leave no trace.  The sentence breaks.  You're stark naked.  And alone.
 
 
 
3885  This book is for the gay reader, the sexually obsessed, the intense.  The male maelstrom, projection and the reach.  The grabbing and the having.  It is not soft death.  It is of the immortal.  It is transcendence taken without guilt.  A god smiles.  It is the present love of Power.  Of the hard God.  The majestic is unabashedly worshiped around his form.  And his and his.  His.
 
The worship of the great transcendent God was a male act, supremely male.  Only the gay mind has kept that intensity alive.  Only the gay mind would want such a thing.  His sex feelings are intense.  Bham!  Make it hard right now!  If only the gay person would know his own mind.  We wander.
 
 
 
3886  Holderlin wanted to take us back into his vision of a luminous materialism that was Greece.  Nietzsche also saw it.  Neither thought much of Socratic argument.  They saw it as the beginning of the long decline into the modern world.  That argument was hard and ironic.  It was destructive, for sure.  But it was a fire that opened a clearing for more light.  I am Socrates. The boys burn.  The flash is more brilliant.  Time stops.  I am of the flaming prairie.
 
Like Holderlin and Nietzsche I look back to a golden time.  A time that never was.  Such a transcendent thing never could be here.  It is only There.  Its intensity, its flame, its reality is too much for this flaccid place.  The gay mind dreams of it. It shall be in their desire.  Their mighty desire.  A supreme good.  What is. Prairie boys in fast cars almost catch up with it.
 
 
 
3887  All my paragraphs are isolated experiences.  There is no story there.  There is no time line unfolding.  The form comes, explodes and it's gone.  It has once again enjoyed itself being itself in the timeless forever.  No let up.  History never had a chance.  He always comes again.  The sexually obsessed will understand. 
 
The Eternal Return, the infinite parallel worlds, the descent of Platonic participation all preclude the possibility of story and history. Cause and condition are fucked; nothing has just one past and one future.  The infinite and zero.  Hyper-reality impexloades into the nothing at all.  He plods along in his slow dreamland.
 
Just so the bare particular, just that.  No story to be told there. No something else.  Lost in itself, pure pleasure.  The same with the same.  One things.  Just that.  Thing.  Your thing, my lovely god, is fantastic.  May I assist you with your eternity?  Dead boys coming home.
 
 
3888  All those fantastic things about quantum physics are true and man hasn't figured out how to handle it.  Mystical eternity has returned.  History is finished.  Light is refracted into the infinite worlds.  Everything is and it always has been right outside time's time breaking up.  The boy dreams worlds into sweet existence once again.  Ever again.  Against you thigh.  In the poignant bye and bye.  No high.  No lie.
 
 
 
3889  Socrates is Dionysius, the decadent, the ripper, the zipper of analysis.  In him the act separates from the actor.  The world comes apart.  The beautiful boy is divided among his lovers.  His angelic movement flees into itself.  Sleep sleeps.  The gaze sees only the gaze.  Find your portion.  The self of his self is with itself.
 
Philosophy is not the philosopher.  The cut of analysis is not in the hand of the analyst.  The flow of his paragraph is not in any of the words.  I am not the writer of this.  The thing in the verb is transcendent.  That Thing is the quick of life.   It comes again.
 
My apollonian gentleness comes out of that eristic erotics.
 
 
 
3890  I am sitting in my closed off room inside a big city.  Delhi.  Perhaps here, for a while, I can escape the banality, the bathos of this place.  The too-much of this place gives the people here that look of the extreme everyday.  Don't they too long for an escape?  Where do they find it?  Even the boys are so ordinary.  There is no transcendence in a big city.  Only destruction.  Its dirt and disorder is baffling.  God has become the pedestrian Surd.  A no-god of loud noises.  The erotic is mostly forgotten. 
 
This pointless maze is amazingly simple.  I figure it out easily. Even the lies told me are soon simplified truth.  The filth is no more than boring.
 
 
 
3891  There is a difference between the liquid ooze of fetid nature and the collapse of paradox.  Both might be called Dionysian, but they are only one and the same in a greater collapse and deliquescence of categories.  Is there a difference between the swift movement of immaterial logic and the eternal fixedness of logical form?  Pure movement, pure stasis.  The understanding falls apart. But it falls so gracefully, so perfectly.  The collapse is Apollonian also.  Apollo sighs and blanks out is the white sheen of a polished flash.  Apollo and Dionysius are one – and then, of course, they aren't.  There comes a time when we look for other words.
 
 
 
3892  Analysis, Apollonian separating and fixing, Dionysian cutting and subtle shifting, becomes, after a long journey of hard labor, just the unspeakable, the unthinkable, that beyond existence (if such there (sort of) be).  I gather up the final ontological things into a collection, a list, a many, which by all accounts is a thing that isn't.  I stare at the end of the road. Oblivion.  I go to make some coffee and watch tv.  It remains right there. 
 
Sparagmos is the city of thought, bathos, wind-devils of the ordinary.  High-minded deconstruction.  A professorial chair. 
 
 
 
3893  The apollonian falls apart, but in a very apollonian way.  Dionysius is easily analyzed and categorized and shoved into never having been.  We move into a land of boys without women.  The chthonic is grit on his pretty face.  Darkened jewels.  Night gold.  Easy on the tongue. 
 
This is chthonic-lite.  Must it give way to the real thing?  No, unless that is your choice.  As for me, I have never been in love with sad songs.  Which is not to say that at times I do not let myself, momentarily, feel the pull downward.  Then walk away.  You may want to sing a sad song over me because of my coming surprise. Do what you like.
 
 
 
3894  I write in the sleepy places.  Of subtle anxiety.  The giving way of a gentle worry.  The smooth, the shaken, the broken, the smooth.  The lovely pain rises up.  I wait for release.  The going on.  The smoothly endured.  A serene encampment.  The nightmare pushed back.
 
The boy is sweet, so sweet, too sweet, painfully sweet.  I write him up. Sleep comes.  He comes in my sleep.  Dulcet strains along his back.  Tumescent tumults.  Sickeningly sweet. I eat him in mouthfuls.
 
I am that.  Boundaries cross easily. Slick faces.  Cherry lips.  Dull stains.  Twisted thinking.  He went home early.
 
Wind choruses sing voicelessly.  Paper creases.  Knees bang against wood.  He enters effortlessly.  I croak, but I have muffled it.  I wonder why no one sees.  I go on.
 
 
 
3895  I mix together plain Anglo-Saxon words with simple Latinate.  Then at the crux of the idea in go for the very plain.  It resolves.  Then picks up again.  The flow flows on. 
 
The Latinate lifts the spirit up into clean beauty.  It flies.  The plain of the plain explains and loosens the soul for a gentle walk.  The beautiful becomes just that.
 
 
 
3896  Those who don't believe in the Forms, who believe only in the particular at hand, in the material thing, must finally see that it is a disgusting thing, a Gorgon head, the seeping pit. Matter is the dark thing.  The gnashing matrix.  The fetid sore.  Those who don't believe in the Forms believe in the nightmare.  There is no way to intellectualize it into something beautiful.  Beauty does not belong to matter.  Beauty is of the Forms.  It is the Form of the Forms – or it is nothing.
 
Man wants to believe that matter, the nurturing womb, is benign and a lovely dream.  It is neither, except as a lure.  It is the grime and the mud of India, Kali, the fat little Krshna, black tar. Eventually he looks for an escape.
 
Paglia was looking for the substance of substance, she found the Dionysian sac.  She wanted to look away from Form to the matter that held Form.  She found the Mothers, the vaginadentata.  Oily fish bones.  She found it outrageous that human beings, especially women, were fastened to that.  But she was fascinated by its power, its final victory.  She loves me for attempting the impossible.  Sad boy dead.  I go on.  She did understand matter. 
 
 
 
3897  Philosophy is a falling is love.  I said so much early on, but it may still remain unclear to my reader just what I mean by the word love.  Or he may have a clear idea of it that isn't my idea and he will have a hard time understanding me.  I do not mean the usual idea of caring and compassion.  I do not mean enchanting Maya, a longing for the illusory Helen.  I mean tumescence.  Hard dick, get it on boy with boy.  Wanting it bad.  Mouth into mouth.  Grab and push and come.  The boy dreams of that with the neighbor boy.  Intensity flows through him.  A still filling up.  A fall into still thought.  He calculates.  That is the Thing of philosophy. 
 
The boy is well-formed.  Tight.  Turning into one thing.  Grabable.  Thick compression in the chest, in the throat, tight testies, taut smooth skin.  Perfect glistening round the shoulder form down the violent thigh into you waiting mind.  You have already been stuck on its armature many times.
 
The boy, the paragraph, the simple sentence are all the same.  My throat and tongue and whole mouth far out to the lips, one thick machine.  The sound slips out massaged in the boy's slick saliva.  The ejaculate.  The perfect substance.  That.  Tumescent drops.  Falling down your chest. 
 
 
 
3898  Philo-sophos is the friend of the clean and clear.  How could that be tumescent falling?  How is it vertigo and night reaching?  How could it be stifling calculation and the incessant retracing of the disastrous path that jealousy takes?  The boy was so refined and calm, so smooth and taut.  He was so delightfully violent in his excessive gentleness.  How did the filling of unbearable love in your chest become so close to that?  The rush and the insurgency overwhelms that perfection.  His drop-dead beauty was too much.  That is the love I write.  Teeth so straight and while.  Flawless complexion.  A spritely waist.  A look that kills in its desireableness.  I fight it. I write.  I think.  Pure thought for pure sensa. And Bham!  If you know you understand.
 
 
 
3899  I don't deform the form looking for the just that.  I don’t try to grab at force as it takes the thing back to formless matter.  I merely come to see the form separate from the particular. The form is.  The particular is.  They lie together tightly.  I let each be and the nexus.  I do not deform.  And I magically see the form of particularity and the just that of the form. Even the form of the nexus. It is easily right there.  I see no need to writhe.  Thought is easy, the very easy.  But it is difficult living with that very gentle thing.  I fall into vertigo.  And blank out.
 
 
 
3900  It seems that the world has turned into one great Pieta.  We take great pity on the flesh of man as he lies on the lap of Mother Earth.  He is so tormented and deformed.  For most that is surpassing Love, the Magnificat, the Holy Crying.  Man is pathetic, the male is maimed, power slips back into the stench from which it came.
 
The beauty of the New Testament is that it does not take pity on man.  The Pieta is pagan; the goddess and her beloved son.  Jesus offers an escape.  Just as Nietzsche tried to do, but who mistook his own vision because he was blinded by his need for social acceptance.
 
No more pity!  I write the glorious authority of the male.  The boy swells up and desires with great ability.  The augmentation. The tumescent fullness. The strikingly present.  The Real. The certainty of the prairie wind blowing firmly across his well-formed smoothness.  The joyful smile.  He is.
 
 
 
3901  When and how did nominalism set in?  Why was Being reduced to nothing in the Forms?  Why was the absence of substance so enticing?  How did the boy get replaced by the female in our intellectual history?
 
 
 
3902  The boy has presence.  The boy is the presence of Being.  He is the force of Being that makes itself present.  He comes at you.  He is the Being of Being.  Desiring, desired.  He is the work of Being on you.  He is the reason you are tired at night.  The sweet ergon.  You are invited to look.  This is elitist contemplation.  Aristocratic languor.  A useless god.  The unmaid.
 
He maddeningly rests within himself.  The beginning and the end.  The beauty of Being.  Lithe, blithe, bright eyes.  Finally the negligible and the abandoned.  Being returns to itself.  We go about our business.  A shudder barely remains.
 
 
 
3903  In philosophical analysis the individual disappears and the constituting, ontological elements appear.  The individual never was.  About the elements there can be no sentiment. Time isn't, only the time relations.  Life and death are still spirits from eternity.  There can be no questions of mortality or immortality.  Things smoothly are. 
 
In the timelessness of Being, Flesh crinkles.  The surge is ever once again.  And the return and the turn.  The nexus.  The eternal Forms.  The fright and sunyata. 
 
The same beloved, the only beloved, Bham! And it repeats.  Philosophy mingles with its philosophers and the question of sameness and difference.  It arises, it falls.  The true and then the blockage.  In the momentless moment.  The one kiss.  There is no one there.
 
 
 
3904  A vision of the timeless unworld of basic ontology is salvation to those beset angrily by the life and death cycles of women.  It is a madness, an absurd thing.  It is the absolute nihilism of Nagarjuna.  The world is gone.  The simple things hang alone on nothing and wait for their separation from existence.  Blank.  The white sheet.  The sleep of cum.  Sticky night thoughts.  Unrelenting chants.  The call of the blond beast. You dishevel.  The end. 
 
Smooth, white thighed boys mirror ontology into our world and unworld it.  Nothing is so deconstructive as that.  Thought shakes before the shudder.  The knife falls.   
 
 
 
3905  I suppose this book goes against whatever is in fashion in today's serious thinking.  It really is a gay book of sorts (in spite of that being such a goofy word), and gay ideas of any kind have not defined either modern or post-modern thinking, at least explicitly.  Therefore, even the educated gay thinker today will probably not recognize what is written here.  And this book will not be a part of what "queer theory" has become.  This book will sheepishly not be recognized as either serious or relevant.  So be it.  It is what it is.  The author is happily gay and the ideas are queerly other than the comfortably normal.  The boy is a god.  Some of my gay readers will understand that statement.  Many of them.  And those who know history may find an uncanny presence.
 
What can I say, I have read the intellectual sources over and over again and I and the boy are there in those old words.  If today's fashionable minds don't see that it's probably because they were looking for something else.  Surely they were looking for the girl, the spectral maiden, the Great Mother, the comfortable woman, la belle dame sans merci, Miss Thing.  So be it. Life is what it is.  I look for the boy.  Here, the male is not fashionably devalued.  The male god is worshiped.  The goddess, so today, is left to the others.  I look for the forgotten beings of light, and I am not palely loitering.
 
 
 
3906  I insist, the erotic is an intimate part of ontology.  The surge and the release are the life of the spirit.  The otherworldliness of it all must be recognized.  And the ridicule must be accepted.  Harder yet will be accepting the sacrifice that comes.  Perhaps a killing, perhaps a sending away to the devastation, surely an abandonment.  It is thus religion.  I will not desist or resist the hand upon me.  The smooth-skinned boy will obliterate me into his gentle violence.
 
 
 
3907  I can use the thing or I can let the use drop out of the thing and just contemplate it in its presenting itself.  The thing can disappear in my paying attention to the end of my project, a different thing, or it can appear in itself after I let my project go.  Words and sentences can have a meaning far beyond themselves or they can just be present things in themselves.  Things can be absent in their going on to other things or they can be present remaining with themselves.  Insofar as a thing has use and meaning it is unseen, without use or meaning it stands out of nothingness and absence in its own.
 
That something is, that it just is, is different from its being of use in a greater scheme.  To be is to stand out in striking view for those who would see.  To be of use is to demurely fall back into line and be the shy servant.  Things that insist on full being, and not on just being of use, beg to be seen, to be looked at and watched.  They show off their being.  They are beautiful. They insist on an audience.  They are useless.
 
 
 
3908  When the thing has been separated out of the web of interconnections, it looms large.  It exaggerates.  It threatens absurdity.  It becomes satyric and panic stares at his onlooker.  It becomes art.  It fits about in that zoo of spirits, a museum. 
 
The majestic, the majuscule, the smooth-faced Mahavir, Being.  The Big Dick that hurts.  The One enters.  It is religion.  The droning chant of the liturgy.  The male Thing alone.  The tourists move on.
 
 
 
3909  When Being appears for that instant then withdraws, the Great Thing, the Majestic Thigh, the Power despoils the soul.  The context must return to sooth the civil man.  The quiet of the intertextual.  Only the mingling, not the pure thing, must be allowed in the city.  That thing from the hot savanna must not be let in.  We must not let the thing from out of itself be if the world is to remain.  Only on the terraces of discarded religion, in disappearing words, in discolored pornography, can we permit the ancient beast.  Before we die and go to it. 
 
 
 
3910  On the great battlefield of war there is only calm and delight.  Before the Power the boy relaxes and enjoys himself.  Peace and horror and loveliness.  He analyzed easily.  He records in his diary.  He watches his friends blow apart so easily.  The lurid is a balm.  War refreshes for the last time.  Then no time.  the storm of steel gleefully tingles.
 
 
 
3911  When man controls, the maze lessens his seeing.  He didn't want to see.  He is content to moan his demise.  He will surmise that that is all there is.  The Great Thing is gone and will not return.  He is sure.  He is not so sure.  Being may have been and may still be.  Time may not have succeeded in destroying it.  The maze gnarls itself to a point and hides little.  Being sticks out.  He is that.  He is seen.  He seeks to feign.  He wants to become fay.  He wants to sink in the muck of life.  Civilization will reach its perfection in squalor.  War will stifle Being. And reveal it.  He is amazed at the maze of his own making, at how it didn't work.  Being emerges and appears. The smooth spirit drips all along his white skin, and yours.  You counter-roll with man.
 
 
 
3912  Being grows large from out of itself and it is the appearing.  You must let it be.  The relaxation comes over you and you let it be.  It gorges your mouth.
 
 
 
3913  This book has too much sex in it.  Or not enough.  Or none at all.  The reader sees as much as he wants.  This writer sees his obsession with it.  If you do the same, then I approve.  Or rather, I understand mightily.  If you have a problem understanding how I find that the same as ontological analysis, then you are not obsessed enough.  And you will have trouble understanding why anyone would believe Plato.  Sex takes over.  I am one of those males who thinks about sex all the time.  Are others different?  This book is sex – nothing else.  It is pure ontological analysis.
 
 
 
3914  Gay people are gay for one reason: they are looking for God.  The images come fast and hard.  The sacrifice is performed.  He is grotesque.  Oblivion and resurrection.  He is a shaman.  He is shunned.  He knows.  He knows nothing.
 
 
 
3915  The unworld of Being is meaningless.  It is useless.  It is a show-off god.  It will be beloved.  This is the present at hand.  The object of religious contemplation.  The boy. 
 
I write the way I do because my sentences, my paragraphs beg to be seen in the form they are.  They will not give way to a far away meaning.  They love your direct attention.
 
 
 
3916  The timeless unworld of basic ontology contrasts mightily with the everyday life and death world finally so full of choking sentiment.  How should we proceed?  My straight friend tells me that there is a meeting point –male with female.  That the union is the perfection sought.  I also know of those who find only the second to be real and the first is but its pale shallow – the male become female with female.  I keep the two realms apart, or rather, I am in ontology separate from the everyday - boy lying with boy seen nowhere here.
 
These sex matters are just confusion, for the most part.  I try to think it and write it and I am never satisfied that I have written anything well.  Nonetheless, I know there is an ancient and modern thought there and a truth.  We live in the mangled mingling.  No one will clearly explain the difference.
 
It was Plato who said that those who follow the Eternal Forms will love boys and those who follow birth and death in the earth will love women.  That is as true now as then and just as questionable.  I have written up Platonic Paederastia.  I have been true to the Form.  The intellectual, spiritual struggle continues.  The gay male looks about for his god.  He seeks the healing vision.  He soon enough dies to this place.  He goes into basic ontology.
 
 
 
3917  I have written the prairie, the wind and the trapeza of the soul.  The four feet of the spirit.    The clutching.  The pressing.  Endless repetition of the same and the same.  The well-formed finite on to infinity.  Begin anywhere you like, it all comes to the same end. You have seen his face before.  It is your face.  You are other.  The two of you dancing round and round and round.  Mound with mound with mouth.  Switch places.  His fine end, so refined.  Perfect mathematical regularity in the turbulence of desire.  But you knew that already.  How many times have you come here? 
 
 
 
3918  Philosophy on the prairie is just as delightful as war.  Lightly praying.  There's no saying when he'll come.  Spritely lying, deftly staying, suddenly gone.  Hornet and faun.  Bayonet boy.  Pants back on.
 
You'll have plenty of time to read.  And write. And sets things right up.  Then the horror.  Then the surprise.  Then the angels.
 
 
 
3919  Under the covers the eternal forms appear in the rain.  Slanted shadows from the blinds.  Low callings.  Murmuring motors.  Ideas lobbing mortars into your mind.  Down along your leg.  Smooth cotton sheets.  Blood pounds.  The wind comes up.  Your face goes down.  That one god speaks to you.  Your listening is your touching.  On yourself.  On him.  On and on. Then the end.
 
 
 
3920  I am an American.  We are all millenarians.  We love to think about the end of the world.   Because we are such bad people.  Global warming.  Homegrown fascism.  Pederasty run amok.  God's plan.  Over-population.  Under-population and too many old people.  Bad movies.  Bad hair.  Something is our end.  It's delightful to contemplate.  Methane let loose in the arctic.  Drugs.  Bugs.  Not enough hugs.  The cause is not important.  The cataclysm will be glorious.  Sublime.  In our time.
 
I personally think that we will have developed logic and philosophy to such an over-reaching, complicated state that we will simple walk away from it all and start over.  Or all the boys will have grown up and no over-arching beauty will entice us to stay.
 
 
 
3921  I think you know the appearance of a god.  A light and a darkness.  A movement and a stillness.  A knowing and an unknowing.  A presence and an absence.   A shudder up your back, a twinge, your death.  A deep pool. 
 
All of that is well known.  The gods are clichés, banalities, hackneyed literary stock boys.  Sleepy otherworldly commonplace beauties.  One more time down his aisle.  Angelic trash. You've seen it all before, you've held him tight too many times, your trite and true obsession.  The eternal trap slamming shut again.  You know.  You know you know.  All your attempts at unknowing are futile.
 
 
 
3922  A god is present?  Well no, if that is definitely not what you want.  If your world has no gods in it, then never mind.  If, however, you have seen and felt such a thing and you know one when it is there, then yes.  Our minds are tuned differently.  Our worlds are built differently.  Our desires are different.  Why should you be offended by such a pure fact?
 
The world of a happy man and the world of a sad man are not the same world.  A world with gods and a world without gods are not the same world.  Why should there be only one world.  I would not argue for the existence of gods in a world bereft of them.  I am not a fool.  Nor vice versa.  What else tere might be is beyond me.  In a world were my philosophy and my desire are wrong I will not argue otherwise.  I am not a fool.  The worlds are many.  In my Father's house there are many mansions. To some He never ventures.  He sometimes leaves the inhabitants in peace and moves on.
 
A god is present?  What could that mean?  It means only that a god is present, but perhaps I could make a stab at describing it.  A stab, a grab, a fabulous boy of the night.  A fright.  He might.  Be gone.  Heartache.
 
 
 
3923  Today the event, the presencing, Das Ereignis, is said to be the life of Being.  It has been called, with varying degrees of sameness, act and the Greek energia.  The dialectic is labyrinthine.  The philosopher can make of it what he will.  I have called it the separate Form, a god, the boy coming at you.  I too seek lively thought.  The attraction.  The perfection of my analyses. 
 
If you separate the cutting from the knife, the glance from the eye, the shudder from the body; then you have that thing.  If you divide the universal from the particular, the uniting from the united, number from the numbered; then you have the strangely unthinkable thing thought.
 
I write the intransitive verb, the infinitive and the participle, the moving  particle separated off and down along the long road of thought.  I have few nouns, nothing specific, no fixed markers that structure an idea.  The idea moves beyond sight.  A god threatens.  A boy.  So annoyingly incorrigible.  Pink and white and blank.  Soon gone; never really here.  There in the always over there. Falling.  Finally into your arms.  Handy thought. Deal with it
 
The unmoved mover.  Your only desire.  Your desire.  Your hunger.  The Charism.  Houri and jinn on you bed.  Dead.  Get up and go to work.  Finally in the perfection of perfect fatigue. Pretty boy.  Lead me out.  This place is not for me. 
 
You say that you don't like the Platonic notion of separate forms.  That they are the substance of bad philosophy.  Well, yes. But they have always been the substance of the kiss and the delight of metaphysics – for those who want such a thing.  Bad.  So sad.  You gad.  Fly! 
 
Ontological things, so different from the ordinary, so separate from the everyday, absurd things, are either the ground of it all … or they are nothing.  They are something.  The world moves.  Beyond itself.  This god has god you by the balls.  Such a prick. Boisterous Oistrous.
 
 
 
3924  The nexus is the strangest word, the strangest idea, the strangest thing in my writing.  I got it from Gustav Bergman.  He struggled with it.  I was entangled inexorably in his words.  I had no choice but to use it.  Don't worry about it; I have worried enough for both of us.  It's an otherworldly thing that grounds the being of this one, which, I know, makes no sense to you. Or it does.  It is the coming together of the most subtly come together.  It is the touching of the touch, the presence of the form with the well-formed.  The acting in the actor, sleep with the sleeper, thought with the thinker.  The eternal return of the form as the just this.  It's unrelenting.  And the separating off.  Never really here.  So close, so far.  So far we have not been able to grasp this perfect grasping.  The sublimely pretty idea.  Deadly.  You understand completely.
 
 
 
3925  When the philosophical lover fails at love, when he tries for beauty and it rejects him, when the only thing that matters to him leaves him and he becomes ethereal pain; then he vanishes and a stronger person takes his place and he accomplishes the act, he becomes the act, in another, not so innocent form.  Words write strangely, the hand moves wantonly, love writhes and connives with him.
 
No one can write philosophy; the dialectic flies apart in the spinning and spinning.  But in that catastrophe of thought the sure thing comes and becomes the philosopher and it writes. 
 
 
 
3926  Philosophy is work and the words of philosophy reveal work.  The long laying out fatigues the reader.  It is an oppressive presence.  It is lover.  It is the one more time.  The banging eternal return.  The air is thick.  Something else is present.  Something other.  Some thing.  A thing working.  The Work.  The writer and the reader become That.  Thought.  Act.  Erg. Entelechy.  Again.
 
After the catastrophe, after the destruction, in the smudge of the crash, the power of thought to think arises.  The Form forms.  History never was.  Only the Thing coming to its own.  The boy is taken.
 
 
 
3927  Soon after the reader begins, he is in the writer's confusion and his coming corruption.  Writing must fail before it can succeed. Thought must crash before it can rise to the heights. The reader must stumble with the writer through the devastation.  The work must be done to them.  Fatigue must come.  Dreams and writhing.  And the stiff awaking.  Perfection joltingly appears.  And it is entirely a questionable thing.  An incorrigible thing.  A surpassingly beautiful thing.  A boy with a smooth chest.  A falling.  A gentle work.  At noon there's laughter and fusion.
 
 
 
3928  Take an ordinary object: let's say your hand.  It is a particular with a certain form – the form of a hand.  And, in that consideration, you have, so suddenly, begun to move away from the ordinary way of seeing it.  In fact, the ordinary object now divided into form and particular is hardly your hand at all.  Your idea changes; the object changes.  You have landed in philosophy, in ontology.  Outside the ordinary.  And you reach for a tight fastening together of the separated parts in order to get back to the ordinary hand.  Alas, it doesn't work. Particular, form, fastener (nexus) hardly are your lovely hand.  The complexity, the remoteness from the ordinary, advances.  Difference and division leave philosophy alone in a separate no place.  Perhaps you find that deconstruction sublime; perhaps you find it to be the game of an idiot.  There's little difference in that.  I have written it up.  A god is present.
 
 
 
3929  Boys in small towns lie alone.  In dreams they are one.  A knock on the door.  He's come again.  One more time.  There's little to do.  The everything is everywhere.  The far vision into heaven. The pagani eat each other's peaceful night.  Smooth flesh. Perfect curves. The boy is a connoisseur.  He knows himself.  He is the same.  The same.  The same.  The end of the world.  He floats in the unworld of Being.
 
 
 
3930  If philosophy himself doesn't come, I cannot write.  If the erection of thought doesn't come up, no paragraph will set itself up present.  I pray he comes.  I have no other method to the other side.  Philosophy is religion.  A god is here.  Or he is not and there are no words to read.  It's as simple as that. 
 
Philosophy, because it is authored and augmented, because it is tumescence of word and pushing of mind, and grasping, it must change from it to he.  The writer is possessed, or there is nothing.  Philosophy cannot be made; it can only be received.  We do not construct; we let be.  The hunger is there.  And because of the blindness in that and in the thing present, he is an it and then the blank.
 
 
 
 
3931  In poetry the male is powerless and deformed before the Great Goddess and then he falls into darkness.  In philosophy he has escaped and his power and his well-formed Form are worshipped in the sun in the quiet shuddering of light.   Thought collapses, fire threatens, and the long restless rest, but up around the corner he waits.  His charism, wets his lips.  His hunger is beyond anything you could know.  The escape is difficult and may fail.  He grasps and you stare into his seeing eyes.  You are seen and loved hard.  The night is sugar sweet. You've been there so many times.  His tongue works.  You are authored and author.  And you are a little sick.
 
 
 
 
 
3932  The gay imagination is, by necessity, strong.  The "real" world is too bereft of any interest for him, so he "creates" another out of the raw material of "this" one.  The imagined one becomes "more real". Then he takes off the quotation marks and lives in that one.  He is god of his world.  Or rather, his imagined self is god.  And that god is more real than his this-worldly self.  The dialectic gets rather involved, but it works.  Eventually he leaves this place and goes There and he is one with his God. 
 
All of which, if you are at home here, is just his poor, lonely imagination.  And so you try to lure him "back" with promises of friends, and he tries to believe you, but he finally sees that it will not, it cannot, be and he's off again. He knows that than which there can be no greater.
 
 
 
3933  The sense of touch serves the sense of sight to make it intimate. The eye moves across the smooth flesh.  The hand sees the roundness of thigh.  Lips feel the red light in lips. 
 
 
 
3934  The god of a piece of writing is the precision of timing within it.  It is the gentle flow of breath transforming into voice.  It is the imagination slipping seamlessly into the hitherto real. It is the sounding of these silent depths.  It is the echo of remembrance in the inevitable. It is the future taking form around his swaying waist.  It is an invisible finger up your spine.  It is your self contemplating your self.  As you watch.  And the way you stammered when he asked.
 
 
 
3935  I believe is capitalism, even big corporation capitalism, because I, as a modern man, love technology.  It is an irrational love as is all love.  And it will surely be my death and the death of us all.  Nonetheless, we must go on with this love and dance with the beautiful dancer, darkly arrayed in light.  Only capitalism can gather together the money and the power to force nature to release its secrets.  To dress us up like angels.  But we are not angels who see it all displayed in the brilliant light of pure thought, who can with their sheer imagination call magical things into existence.  We are material beings and we have to dig in matter until we are past being tired to find our lovely gems.  To find hope of escape.
 
 
 
3936  There is an obvious difference between seeing something as an ordinary object and then philosophically seeing it as a bare particular tied to a universal form.  Then farther out, there is a difference between that last seeing and the excruciatingly difficult attempt to see the bare particular, the tie, and the Form each separate in itself.  It is difficult but it can be done. Finally there is the disintegration of these three into the Most Subtle Things; existence, sameness, form itself, the just-that, simplicity, complexity, difference, tying, negation, set, facticity, … nothing.   The vision is sweet.  The beauty is that than which there can be no greater.  The kiss is oblivion.
 
 
 
3937  I am after the incarnation.  I am after the presence.  Duplicitous meanings.  The good, the bad.  The impossible, the absurd, the boring.  I grab at eternity.  I see.  What never was, what never will be, what couldn't be, is here now.  And I am blown apart.  I am the goat of the scapes.  I am being given the shaft.  His shape deliquesces over me.  The ship of fools.  I am of the Incarnation.  I touch the beginning.  The grin.  The beauty that takes away my substance.  The threateningly sublime.  I run after the incarceration.  I will use his tools to break out.  Acne. 
 
 
 
3938  This philosophy crashes on the hard rocks of love.  And this love is nothing more than the long while of these ragged rocks.  Cocks and cops and locks left open, everything escapes. Step lightly and be spritely, precisely where it hurts.  You are the flesh of thought.  The church wants you.  They want to eat you. They want to slobber kisses all over you.  You are the eternal God.  Dirty underwear and all.  My wrong-headed boy.  Step UP they are watching.  You are their salvation.  You cannot politely refuse.  It is finished.
 
 
 
3939  In this unworld of boys, the many falling into the one, the same with the same, so other than the world, together in the instant of existence, not here, gone, the ghost grabbing the philosophical writer, the philosophical reader, the final completion of Being, Bham!
 
Any writer who has been captured by this, any reader, any tinker, will be other. Alone with that he will be in tight satisfaction.  The necessary shudder.  The quiet wandering about himself.  He will find no way to be back in the world, except suddenly and then that thing, the Boy, is gone.  How to explain it? The words come.  Meaningless words to the knowing. Meaningful to those who have become that.
 
 
 
3940  The metaphysical world of Eros, of Socrates, of the medieval monks is a separate place of tight throat clogging love.  The world is gone.  The apocalypse shines.  The crown glows. Hands touch.  Sight slides into sight.  The leaves of grass itch.  The bite of speech sinks deep. Existence is all around.  Things are.  The One Thing beckons.
 
Friends coalesce.  Altitude is attitude.  They grow and fasten on.  A far, tight society.  The boy follows himself.  Metaphysics is difference within the same.  The mirror is source of wonder. Oi nymphoi.
 
 
 
3941  The unity of all boys in one boy is a philosophical conceit.  It is a philosophical "reality".  It is a dream image of one boy alone.  It is a thing from out of the Alone.  It is otherworldly. I go there and find myself in the unrelated, in separation, in nowhere.  This is Platonism, the mad aesthetic, the unethical, the Religious.  Those at home in this world see nothing of value here.
 
This is Eros, the ladder to the Heights, the escape for those who need one and want one, the friend of the abandoned, of Jesus the rejected.  The god within, gliding past the darkness without.  Your difference.  The ineluctable lock of hair.  Sweet lip.  The sure step.
 
 
 
3942  Writing a philosophical paragraph is like the work of sex in that you forget everything else and you just want to get to the end of it.  Thoughts come fast, writhe, change and you wait while the final thing approaches. You quietly watch it appear and it is over.  There was little you could have done.  You were done.  Its breathing rose and fell and you endured its loving hand. Or was it you?
 
 
 
3943  There is here no ordering of good philosophy from bad, of good writing from bad, of good scholarship from bad, of good intellectual rigor from sloppy, of full professor from flighty boy on his bed trying to think high thoughts.  Here respectable book publishers have to lie down with internet bloggers.  There is no ordering of rank.  That is the new world.  It is the world in which Nietzsche said that God had died.  And in which I say that God is a street faggot in the garden of Academos.  Thus priapian.  And by that I really do mean something high-flying glorious and simply serious.  I am not a cynic or satirist.  I am divine Satyr. This is High Church.  So un-today. 
 
 
 
3944  This is a romance unstory.  I am doing the dance of love with a god.  Surely there can be no story in that.  The boy walked by and I spied the eternal form trailing after him.  I jumped into words.  A tryst was set.  I went home to wait.
 
In an instant, he came, I was consumed, he left.  Now the words jump all over me.  Intensity, ravishment, standing, lying, sitting, I move in place from the no place of nowhere.  Tickles, laughter, toboggan slides down the side of Being.  Nimble truth.  The noble sleuth is a slip of a boy.  He wafts. 
 
The boy, the Boy, and I.  We three, two, one collude.  The prelude to an illusion.  Food for the spirit.  I eat him, I beat him off the side of the bed, the dead rise up.  It ain't pretty. Being twists, writhes and secretes secrets.  Our lives! it thrives in dives down the back alley.  We rally.  Really.  I doff my cap and come.  Discreetly, of course.  Being is maddeningly shy.   The form delicately deliquesces. 
 
As you can plainly see, an encounter with Being ain't nothing but pornography.  Hardly a story at all.  Intensity in a flash.  Drive it along.  So digital.
 
 
 
3945  Writing is a matter of drawing the continuous out of discrete words. They discreetly coalesce.  Timing is everything.  The tongue turns.  The throat bellows. Eyes dart.  Back and forth from the Nowhere.  The spirit listeth.  Lust is near.  A tartly fellow.  Wrack and troth. 
 
The word, the intensity of the Word, works its way into the world.  I would its wood.  Will will.  I wonder who else whiles away a ways down yonder in the down before dawn doing his dong.  Wrong-headed boy, you dissimulate all over my tabula rasa.  Gentle incline.  In conjugation fashion.  Prepositioned just right. Meaningless.  Beautiful.
 
 
 
3946  Pain rains down at dawn.  I have been reading Henry James, the ghost story writer, the writer of angry faces, the master of the long smooth sentence.  He gently holds your attention. The sentence wafts in evil.  Turn away! is the only meaning he wants you to feel.  Beauty has been captured by its female mistress.
 
 
 
3947  Have written of sacrifice as a part of beauty.  A cut, a killing, the severity of analysis.  Because it is eternal, it is final.  It is present from the beginning.  Necessity rules in the instant. And the meaningless power.  Still, little happens in the history of the beautiful one.  There is no moment of loss.  No innocence is foredoomed.  The boy walks about always having been that.  Nothing historical ever happened.  He is just himself eternally. And the reader of these untales is caught up in nowhere.  These writings never were.
 
 
 
3948  The boy doesn't lose his virginity and his innocence as does a girl.  There is no corruption that seduces him and ruin that comes over him.  He ever remains himself; his sexuality is one with him.  The strength abides.  But then, I speak of male with male.  Light plays with light.
 
I write that that is outside history's time. I write the place away in noplace.  I let my eyes slide over the smooth pink glow of the screen.  Pure images.  I fall into the trance of eternity.  The form forms itself.  It kills.  How can that ever be innocence.  I have come undone.  How can I be the intact.  Nonetheless, it is all so very spiritual and no earthly ruin is found.
 
 
 
3949  Because of what happened in 1066 English is divided between Anglo-saxon words and the Latinate.  The former feel more direct and basic.  The latter we understand to be indirect and derived.  The former strike us as more powerful than the latter.  The latter speak more meaningfully in the community of man.  Philosophy needs both.  The former, though, have been overlooked by the professional thinkers who write books.  Which is understandable because we all want to be understood.  Being feared for the power of our speech is not gentlemanly enough.  And so we waft.
 
Syntax also fits into this consideration. The simple sentence and those sentences simply conjoined are the more direct and powerful.  The complex sentence, though it takes us hypotacticly down into the very depths of the ordinary, then up into the heights of worldly thought, is, in spite of its pleasing lilt, removed from … well, it forgets from what.  Again, we need both. The second, I push on to add, fitted out with long, dragging noun phrases, has left us all so intellectually tired, in what is hardly the pleasant fatigue of work well done.  We almost grimace at each other.
 
Please pay attention to the use of these forms in my writing.  I love the Anglo-Saxon and I am glad I haven't stooped down into the hypotactic morass more than a little.  Thus, I have become what I have become.  Socially without.
 
 
 
3950  God is the Alone.  To think is to be alone with the Alone.  He writes his thoughts in pure form.  Timeless fact.  This and that.  Striking light.  The smooth touch.  Piercing fragrance. Great commotion around the whole panoply of civilization about to burst forth.  He comes.  Cheek blossoms.  The glance that sooths.  Fine locks.  His key sings.  Just as it has always done. Thighs clash.  Byways run.  The night arrives.  Vast schools are set up to analyze this very One.  Proud delight. A terrible right. The rabble fight. Kisses alight.  Then it's finished.  The wind blows.  The prairie catches on fire. The boys walk home in that slight tremble.  Time slows.  I wonder the words.
 
 
 
3951  The simple sentence in plain English is too striking for the gentleness of ordinary life.  It cuts into the flesh of the pedestrian.  It halts the ever increasing flow.  It breaks the nervous mind.  I hesitate.  I go on.  It flutters the soul.  Busy, distracted hands would have been better.  I wonder why I can't or won't use the complex and the derived and thus find the detour into softness.  Why strike?
 
The One, so isolated, so frighteningly alone, is the God not wanted by the ordinary.  He's so unsocial.  So demanding.  Too intimate.  His logic is excessively precise.  And cuts too swiftly. And easily.
 
 
 
 
3952 I have been trying for years to explain my strange style in the ordinary style of academic hypotaxis.  I have never been able to.  No more than a psychologist has been able professionally to explain the love and fear one feels lodged in the throat.  Nor the physicist.  Nor the journalist.  I always broke off after a few tedious sentences and I let the sentences fly off into delete.  (Where do deleted sentences go?)  And does the word "strange" really describe what I have written? Surely they are just "factual".  They are factual.  Like the empty flatness of the years drawn up into the point of one glance backward.  A factual and fine thing. So unlike the hilarious seriousness of he schools.  Except in the closet where the boy has his pants down.  And down and down.  Explained at last.
 
 
 
 
3953  I read academic philosophical works in order to lessen the power of the philosophical vision, and to get on with my life.  I usually fail at both.  That may be surprising to you because the philosophical statement, the philosophical fact and thing, seems to the casual eye to be so bland, so empty, so boring and easily dismissed. 
 
I wrote this: Languages and bodies of all sorts are structures.  A structure is a set with relations and thus it has order.  Order is direction, a transformation, a going from here to there.   The One becomes the One.  It is a slight break in eternity.  It becomes magnified and the world appears.  And disappears. 
 
Does that really strike the spirit, cause deep fright in the still soul, leave one's flesh close to death?   It seems so innocuous, like nothing, almost funny in its vacuity and attempt to be poetic.  Where is the power?  It's like the delicate love of boys, a waif around the real, a taste too slight to matter.  And boring?
 
I shudder with the fineness and the finesse required.
 
 
 
3954  Time and matter are too rough for the philosophical vision.  I write a few words and take my reader out of here.  The ground gives way.  The hairline differences cut.  The fall is into anxiety.  The strangling starts.  The air is gone.
 
 
 
3955  Our predicament is this:  each of us is a very weak moment of consciousness tied to a piece of flesh that is rapidly becoming very disgusting.  Disorder increases, our energy ebbs. Either there is an escape from this or there isn't.  I take the only way out that has been offered to us in the West.  Therefore, as I see it, only by eating the body and blood of the sacrificed, slaughtered, killed, murdered, body of God can we find a way out of this swamp.  I rave because of the horror and because I am like a blushing lamb speaking of this matter. 
 
I am not alone in this enterprise.  We all are performing the same religious act.  Today the word Man has been substituted for the word God.  It comes to the same thing.  Today each man bows before and worships Man.  And we look about for the perfect incarnation of that High Idea.  Then, in a killing we call sex, we kiss, suck and penetrate that, we call it love, even Love, and we find Life.  Surely in sex you have seen and felt the still look of death on that thing before you and you ate it and drank it in.  Religion is religion.  An uncanny resurrection.
 
I write the old idea.  Man is miserable and the glory is somewhere else.  In God.  The new idea is that what was once God's is now Man's; in fact, it was always Man's.  The problem with the new view is that a man is not Man, which is just another way of saying a man is not God.  The new man gushes over with praise of Man; surely it is worship.  Little has changed in our attitude toward the divine.  Now to kill a man, the incarnation of that divine thing Man, is to kill God.  We kill him.  The earth eats and drinks him in and the earth has become holy.  Geiawith the bloody mouth.  I write the old idea in order to stay away from that nightmarish thing.  To escape the predicament.  Do you think I delude myself?
 
 
 
3956  So much of what happens in the church is an apotropaion.  Great social and political simulacra to hide the flesh of god, the dying and the coming back, the eating, the breathing in and the breathing out, the dividing, the uniting, the wind, the touch, the fire.
 
The true words of the church are a twisted torsion.  The ideas are those of an idiot, an entelechy, a cross-eyed seer.  It is an embrace that ingests.  It is jest.  It is the nausea of lover and beloved.  We have gotten used to it.
 
Christianity today is a technological wonder.  Total mobilization. The new Gestalt.  In time, the Virtual has become the end of time.  We are in the ecstasy of the End Times.  The Aufhebung.  The sublime as the waste of time.  And His waist is mine to climb around.  Heave it up.  I'll talk to God on my knees.  You on yours.  He's bound to surround.  It's too late. Frenzied prixels.  Mobile sundering.  Nothing.  The touch.
 
 
 
3957  To "understand" this writing, to "see" what is going on in it, to love it as much as I do (or maybe not) would you be so kind as to notice a few things about it.  The difference between the little anglo-saxon words and the bigger Latinate words should glare and concentrate your vision.  Did you get that?  The two types play with each other on a clear open field.  The former undo the latter which, in turn (or alternatively) ex-plain the former.  Notice also the ubiquitous presence of meter; timing is everything.  Gradation and cadence.  Expansion and contraction.  Getting longer, getting shorter.  The rise and the fall.  Inspiration and expiration.  The breath breathes.  It quickens and relaxes.  Notice also the devil-may-care use of alliteration, assonance and consonance.  Sounds repeat and come apart.  The mouth is in play.  Contrast all that with "serious" academic writing, High Protestantism, civilized discussion. 
 
The contrast is this: I write the stark emptiness of the low register – those little Germanic words that seem so unimportant and insignificant - while the "academic" wallows in the stuttering tangle of his Latinate mess.  Still, for all that, he participates in the swelter of public conversation while I find myself alone in the windy mysticism of rhythmical syntax and diction.
 
The boy, even the Boy, in my writing, is the anglo-saxon elemental.  He moves up close to the Latinate academic.  The dance begins.  A syntactical romance?  
 
Politically speaking, I write the rural aristocratic and the flat plain, while the academic, so middle class, seeks comfort and security in the closely compounded, even in the excesses of the urban Sublime.  It's an old argument; Wordsworth started it.  What I have written and the way I have written is not new. 
 
 
This division between anglo-saxon and the Latinate is peculiar to English.  I am certainly not the first to make so much of it.  To use that and native rhythms and sound patterns as the energy that drives my writing is also not new.  The boy, here so blatantly laid out, has been undercover with us forever. 
 
 
 
3958  Continuing my broadside against academic writing, I (and I think you should also) take their long noun phrases, their abstract substantives, and turn them into simple verbs.  Into the movement of prepositions.  I give my reader the intransitive, the middle voice, the non-finite participle.  My germanic boy dances with his latin man.  Back and forth, up and around all night long.  Manifestly.  Along side, broad smiles.  For miles.
 
 
 
3959  It seems that high seriousness rules academia and that its most common manifestation is the thin air of sour and bemused hopelessness.  The knife of satire, the grin of burlesque in off-stand magazines.  Of course, it also tries to keep up a mien of concern while seeing its own miserable end.  That is scientific objectivity.  (Is "mien" a good word to use there?  Did I come on too strong in all that?)  The poor dears are just trying to keep their position.  I will have none of it.  Seriously. 
 
The Boy is playful.  He does not belong to those who are full of resentment because they see that time has passed them by.  Peter Pan or worse? – the high academics think so.  I pick my nose at them.  Imperiously 
 
I have not adopted "the tragic sense of life" – so de rigueur.  I do not, like rock stars, stare in grunge and languid seriousness at you from a poster.  I do not have their vatic "knowledge".  (How about "vatic"?  Too serious?)   I walk outside the walls.  In solar flares.
 
 
 
 
 
3960  Almost all of my writings are about the sheer fact that doing philosophy is finally impossible.  The rhythms of thought become entangled.  Ideas fall apart.  The vision blurs. The philosopher tries to speak the unspeakable.  To think what is outside thought.  To get away from time.  His eyes hurt.  Now what?
 
Western thought, which is not very different from Eastern, has become a magnificent engine.  No one has managed to master it.  No one has come close.  It is lovely and terrifying.  It will eat you.  It will kill you.  It will let itself be worked by you again tomorrow.
 
We hold discussions about the matter.  We have great words to name great things: transcendence, universals, the nexus, individuality, potentiality, actuality, intentionality, the Idea, material prima, the real and the simulacrum … the list expands.  We think these things in a beautiful cloud.  We manage minimally.  And though some have certificates of competence, they are incompetent.  Still, all in all, we fly high, almost into the sun.  And that Thing crawls in bed with us at night.
 
Why do I become lyrical?  Thinking is a love affair we have with our own mind.  And thought is finally the stranger we know intimately.  The shudder and the rocking come.  Things repeat as we always knew they would. 
 
Let me tell you about the low register in English.  It has been taken up by many writers in moments of crisis.  When the center will not hold.  It is plain, very plain, as befits their state.  I am in thrall to it.  Let me explain.
 
 
There will always come a time when the so carefully worked out structures of one's labored thinking cave in, when one's high-flying imagination snaps apart and falls, when one's devilishly seductive romancing turns boring, when the skies of your spirit cloud over.  The smooth flow of your speaking, so rhythmical, so elegant, breaks.  The deep meaning of your words drains away.  When our ideas seem inane.  Then we all seem to resort to the plain, low register of our language to begin again.  Somehow in that there is power and a certain truth and nothing else.
 
 
 
3961  The Enlightenment tried to teach us that language is a matter of convention.  Saussure also insisted that the word is separate from its meaning.  That is to say, sacred language was disappearing.  The intimate connection of word to thing was of man's childhood and the mature mind would have none of it.  There were no more magical incantations.  But, of course, there still were.  Modern man never understood.  Advertizing executives and politicians did.  All of us who speak low English know its power to speak truth.  The Latinate sophisticate is lost in his cloud of high emptiness.  He sees trickery afoot.  Maybe so.
 
The sacred belongs to those who have been hit by the shock of Being.  They resort to its mumblings in order to speak to the feelings crawling through them.  The sacred belongs to the one who is become intimate with himself.  With the stranger within.  And the undoubted doubling.  With mangled time.  Words cozen.  Words are friendly spirits.  Or unfriendly.  The manipulators are about.  Perhaps I am one. 
 
The separation is collapsed.  But a new separation has appeared.  The sacred, now an intimate, has taken me away.  The Enlightenment was boring.  I was shot through by it.  I am beset.  I look about.  I am out.  Ex-posed.  Fell.
 
If you mouth the words it is on your tongue.
 
 
 
3962  I am Humean in my theorizing about cause and effect.  I am an associationist.  And I am an associationist when it comes to the "relation" between word and meaning.  All of us are that.  We are all in the light of the Enlightenment.  And like everyone else I can "feel" that association is not the correct theory to have.  Phenomenologically, it is all we "see".  But we feel a closer nexus.  An intimacy.  A one thing.  And we have no idea how to speak it or think it.  So we remain associationists as a stop gap.  Thought deliquesces. 
 
Somehow, when I write the word "is" or "word" the thing itself is there in the writing.  We feel it.  But it's a mysticism we shun for now.  We feel it but we see nothing. 
 
Language means and as long as we don't really examine how it manages we escape the strangeness of it.  And then we fall.  Language is uncanny.  Another thing from somewhere else, from some other time, from some other realm, is present.  So we pretend associationism because the closeness and the right there is too much.  We want distance.  And then the intimacy is the separate thing.  Surely they are the disgraced Platonic Forms.  Or worse.  I have fallen for that.  For That.  Theoros.  Eros theous.
 
That "thing" that associationism misses, that intimacy, that fusion so threatening of confusion, that kiss and that power, is surely of Being itself.  Meaning disappears in the meaning of meaning.  Cause vanishes in the one thing.  Time shrivels to a point in the presencing.  A God that is just the squalor of thought. 
 
If we abandon the possessions we have gathered in the centuries of thought, if we are bad governors of our property, and we lie down in the dirt with this enchanting waif, who will save us?  Or is that our salvation.  We are the Immoralists.  
 
 
 
3963  I write a mysticism of the low register in English.  No metaphor.  Nothing to interpret and discuss.  Just a statement of fact.  Ontological fact.  And the thick fleshed boy who is just the boy, what transcendence has become.  I write rhythms that are just his expanding and contracting.  No intricate jazzy stuff.  No classical development.  None of the "wisdom" of rock.  He pops and then the blank.
 
 
 
3964  My task is to find the simple within the complex.  To shatter the compounded and let out the naked spirit.  I want philosophy to have power.  I want the god in it to move up close. Very close.  I want to taste him. 
 
 
 
3965  I write down the sentence that comes to my mind.  The sentences come from That.  And from Him.  I transcribe.  No one knows how.  I am that.  We fuse.  I cannot refuse.  Are you confused? 
 
The creator of these sentences is not Gary Smith.  He hardly matters at all.  He only comes back when I leave.  I and that I are and are not one.  The nexus does its work, then it doesn't. Who am I?
 
Gary waits and suffers my presence. Will the possession end soon, he wonders.  He gets tired.  He takes naps.  He knows that the presence of the author in these words has kept many away.  I am oppression.  Compression.  Few are impressed.
 
The self, the soul, the ego.  The breath, the spirit, the god within.  The fire, the desire, the emptiness.  The same and the other.  The I and the I that is not-I.  The kiss, the nexus, the erect Law. The Form, the bare particular, the ab-surd fact.  Wracked, sacked, taken back.  I am augmented.  He's big.  He's God. 
 
 
 
3966  Do not assume you do not know the author of these paragraphs.  He is the same one that speaks in you. He is the breath that suffuses you.  Thought and word and the real you blend.  The mind of the mind.  The fusion and the confusion.  He is hot; he pours himself into his words, your very words.  He is the writer.  Voice speaks him.  Sometimes.  Sometimes you know you are possessed by this thing that you are.  Sometimes you work to forget.  Complicity.  You and I have suffered him in his metaphysical corral.
 
It is a dialectical thing.  One and one, the same.  The same one.  One.  In time, two.  Three?  Sometimes there's no time left.  Are you serious, my dear?  My one great fear?  Touch me here.  I gap and I gape and I grope.  Fall into my dedekindian cut on my jesus side. 
 
But who is telling you this?  He talks to himself about himself as to another.  In all these words you have been alone with Him.  Good luck.  We will author together, my logo-phono-phallocentric boy.
 
 
 
3967  This is a religious sexual writing.  That is to say, sex is here presented as an entryway into the infinite, the divine, the eternal.  It is a shot into the transcendent, away from nature. Thus it is not Tantra, which is for the sake of difference; it is an individual male mind entering into female Nature, a closed intimacy.  I write the same with the same, the open, male with male.  I write desire as light.
 
 
 
3968  These numbered sections have each been loosened from, pulled off, separated from the world.  Each is a little room in itself.  Each is the different within the different.  Between them there is only the blank.  As you read you will understand that that is immediately present by force of the rhythms in it and then when the end comes it will vanish. 
 
It is that blank that scares us.  The excitement, then the absence.  You read, you understand, you know what is so close to the final thing, then you forget it all.  There was nothing there.  A momentary thrill.  Creepy pleasure.  A waste of time.
 
You look back over the words to see what was there and it was only disorganized, rather banal non-thought.  Still, the spirit breathed. The dance danced.  The sufi spun himself into some kind of heaven.  And though now his wine is flat, it did sparkle.
 
 
 
3969  To write in English is to be taken by the history of English.  And by the philosophical speculation of that language. It is a German tongue invaded by the French.  It is a simple thing braced in by the complex.  The starkly elemental is civilized.  The boy is taken to a hair-dresser and fitted out in the intricately tailored.
 
It has been the obligation of our scholars to give obeisance to the imperial source of our French conquerors.  The one at hand is made into a global entity.  The rough is made smooth. The abrupt is calmed down. The heavy is lifted up into the gentle light.  The boy comes to the City of Refinement.  We are all impressed.
 
The things of the city can, of course, be overdone.  It grows incomprehensibly.  It becomes banal.  Bloated tongues.  The boy longs to go back to the open sky and the few simple things.  To the things that have the feel of existence, of truth.
 
This is my philosophical speculation.  This is what the boy sees when he looks in his mirror.  Like John Locke, I look for the simple things and I treasure their stark reality, but I also want to keep some of the pretty adornments for sheer pleasure.  I will take the elemental words of the Germans who gave us the language and also some of the high and lovely words of the French.  I will try to mix them together in about the same proportion as did Shakespeare.  The language has me in thrall.
 
I, of course, am wary of any subordination.  I look askance at a dominate clause.  I will not bow to a governing theme.  Still, the imperial dragon has its charms.  I will try to be its gentle friend. 
 
Likewise, I don't want the dark and scary rhythms of our fairytales.  A light elegance, like simple breathing, should sufficiently suffuse the dance.  Staring nakedness and a ribbon or two. Impending balance and transcendent movement.  The coming dawn, the coming dusk, the clinging musk.  In the refinement of my bed I take to the open road.
 
I do hope you are able to take apart these Latinate words and see the simple Indo-European root so erect here.  And that you can take apart the long sentence and see the simple facts lying there.  Anglo-saxon and Latin are finally one.  We desperately need to see the simple things that they are.  In them I am able to write and speak the truth.
 
 
 
 
3970  This is the form of the love in these writings.  It is the same with the same within the other.  Cut off and shoved away.  A throb, a tingle, a useless thrill.  Just like God.  A sticky incarnation.  The up and down of death and resurrection.  In and out like the luscious Eucharist.  Back and forth like pneumatic suction.  You understand, of course you understand.  And then it is nothing.  Less than nothing.  Seemingly a sly adolescent purposeful mistake.
 
Normal writing, conventional reportage, academic objectivity has such a feminine orderliness to it.  It is a matter of polite discussion.  The boy jacking off alone is not there. Sinking intobreath he flies.  He doesn't care.  Later he will worry about his success in the world.  It's a mess.
 
 
 
3971  Spiritual writing, breath writing, dense inward tightening, turns and finally so freely releases into the obvious.  He was standing there all along.  For so long.  Bang!  Oblivion. Spiritual writing is quickly gone.  So long.  You suck the flash of Apollo into words soon laid out, perhaps perfidiously.  Longingly. In and out.
 
 
 
3972  The prairie is a very plain place.  The planes are plain, oh my!  Speech here is plain.  The architecture is plain.  The boys' faces are clean and I never complain.  The wind riles.  We are religious by force.
 
Bergmann and the other simple analysts who accidentally landed here, filled with the anti-philosophy of positivism (because real philosophy seemed to them to be a sick old diseased thing), never dreamed they would be walking right into the Ancient Thing.  That is not to say they were insensitive to the adolescent beauty of all that.  They just wanted mankind to leave its adolescent dreams and become mature adults.  Things then would be safer.  Boys bang around too much.
 
Adult supervision is always nice.  Especially after two banging world wars.  Then the flower children came and drugs and the ecstatic boredom of technology.  The bang bang banging Horror - so twentieth century.  Life now is so very plain here on the plains, the prairie steppes, in the Dasein of tornadic destruction.  It looms Large.  The boys swell.  Heads turn.
 
I turned the things of Bergmann's plain analysis into gods.  Bergmann is dead and it matters little.  His would-be followers get a nice salary from the state.  The destruction rolls on.  The gods are oblivious.  Nothing changes.
 
 
 
3973  Just as mathematicians have trouble constructing the continuum out of an infinity of discrete parts, so philosophers have troubled themselves greatly by trying to get back to the simple object after breaking it apart into its ontological pieces.  They mumble something about Bradley's regress. 
 
Ontological things are not everyday things.  They feel different.  Just how they feel varies.  If they are taken as true existents, they become, at the extreme, rather mystical.  If they are taken to be mere pieces of an intellectual puzzle, the opposite extreme, then they are just a pleasant diversion. Either way one escapes from the everyday, though only fleetingly.  I suppose that is the sought-for freedom of the liberal arts. 
 
For me, ontological things are the things of a mystical other-world and they are also the puzzling impishness of its god.  The beauty and the sublime terror of love for that.  As I see it, there is no way to "connect" the ontological and the everyday. And that otherness is maddening.  Aleph one is not c.  Then again the mathematical c is not the smooth flow across His chest.  (I insist on the majuscule.)  We play with fire.
 
 
 
3974  I have learned modern ontology from Gustav Bergmann.  What I have done with it is not something I learned from him.  He was too involved in the petty politics of departmental studies. And the huge politics of Totalitarianism.  I am far away from all that on the lonely steppes of Iowa, which is, curiously enough, right near where he landed in his forced wandering.  He couldn't have been bothered.
 
I have a passionate relation to philosophy.  That is to say, it is a great thing to me.  Even the things of those merely academic studies loom large in my mind. As does the very act of thinking about them.  The wind has blown up spirits.  Bergmann would be afraid of all that.  There were those back home who also saw spirits and the world shook. Who knows?
 
Those children of the Enlightenment, sitting in their offices, (receiving students from 3:00 to 4:00 Tue and Thur) have to present a clean, unruffled face.  BIG things, like Eternal Forms, are not allowed in, except as historical ghosts.  Everything is brought down to size, washed, tamed, domesticated, and categorized.  Any whiff of ancient times is removed.  Or sent home with the corrupt.  I suppose that is as it should be, as it must be.  Being churns.
 
 
 
3975  I love those anglo-german-american analytical worriers.  They gather gems of existence and I pick out what I want.  What has bangled me.  And I write.  My style is both too personal and too impersonal for most.  I am here, but I am dead in the Logos.  The logocentric dead jesus buddha terrorist Dervish.  Rhythmically written.  Timing is everything.  Puzzle face. 
 
 
 
3976  Twentieth century philosophers, like twentieth century poets, wanted to be mature.  High flying mystical adolescence was beneath them.  It was a loveliness that, if left unchecked, turned into the horrors of Fascism.  Those beautiful Nordishe Jungen were the prototype of evil.  We learned that in the days of Rome.  Boys dream bad dreams and break things.  In Aryan inversion.
 
Modern philosophers and poets wanted to see the truth of things.  They would shine a light and let us see that the dreamy giants were not there.  Or that they were the mere metaphor of art and should be placed in a museum.  Or left between old book covers.  They wanted us to enjoy the simple beauty of the everyday.  And they were wary of technology becoming the cold Sublime.  Ecstatic pixels crawling across the untroubled skin threatened.
 
 
 
3977 The Medieval world looked to find the God whose essence was one with His existence.  Perhaps they were looking for that magical point every dreamer longs for where his imagination becomes an existing presence in the world out there.  He wants his infinite mind to be one with his finite body.  The orgasm of creation.  Intension breaking through to extension.  An intense intending.  Even today we want to get out of the isolation that is silent thinking.  To know the resolute beyond the uncertainty.  Out there.  Some think they have found it in the philosophy of physicalism. 
 
If I and my thoughts, I and my feelings, I and my very self are, in fact, in act, identical with the neural patterns in my brain, then I am really out there.  Sort of, but it's good enough. Physicalism is a mystical creepy decadent poetic philosophy but that fits the time.  We are druggies.  And digitized finger-fuckers.  Pixselated children of the End Times.  Global warming is getting hot in here.  And our faces are open books - out there.  Oh My God!  So cool.  Omgsc.
 
 
 
3978  If the plane of existence and the plane of essence and the plane of experience all meet at an omega point, much as the walls and floor of your room meet down there at that forgotten, maybe hidden, dusty disappearance, then that point is God.  That, of course, is a reverse metaphor.  If these three planes simple float free of each other and never meet, then there is no God, and we have to make a quantum leap from one to the other.  Or should I think that that leap, that vault, that alley-oop is God?  Or maybe He is that nothing through which the non-existent Jump is non-made? The suddenly other.  Is God the unnoticed act of changing one's point of view?  Do you think I am being sarcastic?  I am merely in the cut flesh.  Sarx.  Yes, I am. 
 
 
 
3979  Darwinian struggle and capitalism are opposites.  The driving force of the former is for the male to impregnate as many of the available females as possible in order to continue his biological line.  The male who manages, inevitably against the same will of the other males, takes the future for himself.  A few win, many lose.  The most able survive.
 
Capitalism, as the manifestation of the Enlightenment, has a plan.  It is as though all of the weaker members, the losers in the game of Impregnation, come together to overcome the deadly results of that struggle.  Capitalism = technology.  Technology is capital intensive.  Technology = science.  Science is capital intensive.  This convention, this coming together, devises, through scientific knowledge and technology, a way for all to live together peaceably.  That is the meaning of the word democracy.  They gather money.  All will have a place at the table. The Enlightenment is an attempt through a congress, a convention, an agreeing together, to struggle against the Great Struggle of Survival.  Technology and science, our saviors against raw nature, need money, need Capital, to fund their project of rebellion against the horrors of biology. 
 
So what about the idea that Capitalism itself is a Darwinian struggle, a mere struggle for profit?  Yes, those capitalists exist, but they basically misunderstand the game they are playing. And they will eventually be thrown out.  Gathering money to get the girls is not the point.  The point is that all men should, through technological development, get the girls without struggle.  Impregnation is not the point.  Peaceful coexistence is.  The Darwinian Struggle is ended.  Nature is overcome.
 
Plans, however, have gone awry.  There is a book out now that speaks of the coming singularity when the technological machines will more or less take over.  The book is wrong in its timeline.  That take over, that singular moment, happened sometime in World War I.  The Horror of Technology has replaced by the Horror of Nature.   We are now headed into the Great Happy Science of the Neitzschean Overman.  We spin through the void. 
  
 
 
3980  Materialism as a philosophy deconstructs too easily for anyone to take it seriously.  Bishop Berkley, at the end of his dialogue between Hylas and Philonous, laid out the argument. It can be augmented to accommodate today's theory of evolution.  It goes something like this:  all of our thoughts and perceptions are brain events.  There are no non-brain, mental things or events aside from these.  Neural processes are it; there is nothing more to our thoughts and perceptions.  Or to our emotions.  And the reason we have the thoughts and perceptions and emotions we do, the reason the brain is structured as it is and why it functions as it does, is because evolution has led us there.  Survival of the fittest and all that.  Therefore, our idea of the brain and its events are brain events.  The idea, the perception, of the brain is a brain thing, given to us by evolution, which in turn is a brain event.  The brain and evolution is just a thing in the evolving brain.  Bham!  The whole idea of materialism deconstructs.  The only way to take materialism seriously is to not take it seriously.  And to have faith that there is something unseen but real out there to make our brain events by true. 
 
I, however, not being a materialist, am able to take the idea and perception of the brain seriously.  I see it and I see its functioning directly.  It is really there.  It is not only, paradoxically, an imprint on the neural mass.  I see it.   The real existence of brains and brain events, not only does not destroy my direct realism, it assumes it.  I take the brain seriously.  My brain seen, my self, my seeing – none of that is mere neural movement on an outer cortex twisting back on itself. 
 
 
 
3981  My writing names the elemental things.  Even the verbs and the prepositions are simple names.  The adverbs and the adjectives.  The intensive particles.  The elemental things stand out.  And the blank space of their standing. And their standing together.  Great complexities are avoided.  Long-winded abstractions are blown away.  The Indo-European root is exposed. The boy dances.  And lists through the long list of first things.
 
The vocalic flow carries away differences.  The rhythm sets up and lies down.  And blows around.  The breeze of change leaves little unchanged.  The movement moves.  The caress electrifies.  Horripilation.  The neck bends.  In the phallic glow.  You know.  The breath's dilation.  The negligible remainder remains. 
 
If only I had comforting hypotaxis, thoughtful subordination, more meaningful periods, I could gain your acquiescence – whatever that is.  Now you sit and complain that while some parts of the writing are beautiful, downright enchanting, it makes no sense and you slowly bolt.
 
 
 
3982  Modern science has become weird.  Very weird.  Parallel universes.  Quantum collapse upon inspection.  Twelve dimensional, non-euclidean geometries.  Particles made out of curled up spatial dimensions.  Multi-verses composed out of nothing more than information.  Worm holes into other universes resulting from infinite singularities in black holes.  The list goes on and on.  The mind breaks.  Still, it all "follows" so nicely from the mathematics in the theories of discrete quanta and space-time relativity.  What to do.  The populace balks.  It is as though the old dark metaphysics has come back.
 
What we need is a universe that is reasonably reasonable.  One that fits easily into human thought.  A finite, single universe with normal dimensions.  One that is determinate and perfectly objective.  One that we can understand.  If science won’t give us that we will get it elsewhere.  But where? From what?
 
Something is missing from our "empirical" sciences.  Something we don't know of yet.  Some understanding we haven't yet thought of.  Something that is only a blank to us now.  What is it?  There are two ways to approach that. 
 
We can wait patiently in the darkness of not knowing what will save us, that it to say, what will bring us back to a universe we can live in as real human beings.  Or we can call it God, a human-like being who simply gave us this universe that conforms to human thought.  Science be damned.
 
 
 
3983  For Americans the most important document we have is the Constitution.  It is important that we understand it.  That understanding, however, is difficult.  There are various ways we have gone about it.  We can try to search out the thoughts of those who wrote it, using the best techniques of historical analysis.  Or we can carefully analyze the words presented, using all the tools of our linguistic and philological sciences.  Or we can not try for any original meaning and simply try to make it speak to us in our society, a society that is very different from that of the writers.  There is another way, though, that is not one of those.  To do that we must see the constitution as an inspired thing.
 
What does it mean to be inspired and how can we use that as a means to interpretation?  What was it that inspired it?  I submit that the god that inspired it, the god of the Enlightenment, is the god we call Convention.  In that coming-together, in that common deciding, in that face-to-face re-spect, we see the Aspect of this god.  If we are to understand our Constitution we too must invite that god to inspire us.  In that presence we will understand perfectly.  It will be clear and powerful.  Neither history nor scientific analysis will be able to give us that.  Only this god of the Enlightenment, Convent, Congress, Convention, the Coming-together, the Standing-together of the Con-stitution, that and no other, can give us the complete truth of this document.
 
The problem is, not to recapture, but to invite that inspiring thing is our chaotic times.  But how can such uniting come when we are driven apart so violently?  Will something happen that forces us to seek out each other in Congress?  Can we stand still long enough to look awhile into the face of another?
 
 
 
3984  Ontology is a great screw up.  There are two ways to approach that: either with love and playful laughter or with a huff and a show of offence.  It's the same with boys and the Boy. You can believe he is a god or God, or you can turn away from the very idea with disdain.  In other words, it's a Kirkegaardian thing of faith.  And it is the Phaedrus.  You know which I have chosen.  Perhaps I was forced into it.  I love what I love.
 
I have taken to Bergmann's philosophy because it is the wildest, most extravagant realism, I know. I, however, take it farther; I take it where he would not have wanted to go.  I jump into extreme, erotic Platonism.  The pressure of the hard real excites me.  And the thin abstractions are ethereal knives.  Intellectual blood spills.  Oh my!
 
I have lived with philosophy for a long, long time.  I have suffered its insistent presence.  I have fallen, I am the rubble of its earthquake.  I rummage and That Sublime End is my jouissance. 
 
Tomorrow always repeats.  I try again to work the system.  I work it perfectly.  It shines.  I know the daggers.  I am the head rolling down its dusty street.  O Shams, I burn.  Being appears. The sun becomes cool.  I lie with him alone.
 
The mind is one; the world is many.  A perfect fit.
 
 
 
3985  Not only are there negative thoughts, but there are also unthought thoughts of those negative thoughts.  The denizens of Being float by eerily.  But easily.  Why all the worry?  Being is not your responsibility.   No one will think less of you if you point out the truth of what is confusedly there.  Or maybe they will.  I suppose you may be scapegoated.  Oh well.  Being ignominiously ignored is necessary.  And necessity is also a part of Being.  And the necessity of necessity and iteratively on.  Or not.
 
And there are thoughts of those unthought thoughts being unthought.  Actually being unthought.  But they could be.  Still they aren't.  The cumulus of Being builds.  Pop! it rains down. Still, the form is pure and easily thought. 
 
If all this makes you squirm and look for an exist and think that rules should be made to prevent such a rape of language.  Our sensible language, the pretty maid.  Laws!  It won't work. The regula and lex will proliferate right up into this homely Regina of the consternated stars.  Consider well.  The well is deep. Get out of there.
 
Being beckons. The circus, the slum, the protean jungle.  Kim carouses.  Bungled.  And lies.  Down.  On his frivolous cheek.  Cheeky nights.  Serpentine fights.  Lick the bite.  It should be now in sight, but … no, this is going nowhere.  Being is botched.  Crotched.
 
Do you believe in bare particulars and weak perceptions of bare particulars and other things?  My dear, you are a well-formed sententious thing.  Or tendentious.  So pithy and biased against me.  So unlike last night when nothing came of it.  Oh well, everything is right there within Being.  We might as well accept it.  Your formulaic nakedness marvels.
 
 
 
3986  My writing sticks in my throat.  It is sticks in my throat.  And scratches and batches of vowels howling in the night of thought.  Consonants!  Lips, lippy lips, and rips on the tongue of my ear.  And breathy breath.  Wet and hot and making a knot in my sententious stomach.  I struggle on fraught with snot.  The fight for air.  Without a care for meaning.  So demeaning. The body of language is mine. 
 
I take great pleasure in the flesh of diction.  I know I should pay due attention to meaning, but … I'm lazy.  I lounge around with language, I seldom use it.  I abuse it.  I confuse it.  It lights my fuse. 
 
Tension.  Retention.  Intention.  Increase.  Intension. Release.
 
Suspension.  Your style makes me smile, my silent pensive bore.  Comfort me with meaning.  Stay me with flagroot.  Speak to my ear.  Crawl syntactically up my back.  Confront me with moaning.  I see your intension.  I assay your intention.
 
 
 
3988  The realm of truth is not the realm of meaning.  I write from out of the former, and, alas, the latter is often nowhere in sight.  I write the little Anglo-saxon words and the simple Latinate, and thus I name existing things and their thin connectors.  A world of facts somewhat gathers.  A heaven of transcendent forms rains around and a hard light glistens within it. Still, for all that it remains mostly a meaningless thing.  What meaning and understanding there is is simply meaningless and hard, hard to understand if understood at all.  Power abounds.  The flesh confounds and cowers.
 
 
 
3989  A philosopher of realism wants to believe that the truth of a sentence lies in its correspondence with a real fact.  Something in reality matches or doesn't match the very thought that the sentence expresses.  The thought, mirrored in the sentence, is grounded in reality or it isn't and it is then false.  I think you easily understand the idea of realism, you understand its concerns, it seems common sense.  Thoughts refer to something "out there".  But it seems that not all thoughts and all sentences that express thoughts refer to something in reality.  Are some pure fancy and have no object?  Some are fleeting abstractions. Some are simply nonsense.  Not all thoughts refer to something other.  Are such thoughts literally about nothing?  Or is the "out there" more vast than ordinary "reality"? 
 
When mathematicians looked to see how many irrational numbers there might be, they were surprised to find out that there are infinitely more than the countable infinite.  A realist finds himself having to expand his vision far beyond mere common sense.  So very far.  He may hesitate.  He hesitates.  He may just give up on realism.  Many do.  The "non-existing" makes unreasonable demands.  He is being asked to act irrationally.  I have tried to persevere in realism. I have had to attempt the mystical heights.  You read my madness.  I have nothing to lose.  Things are not what they first seem.
 
 
 
3990  I do not write essays.  I do not state a possible truth open to further discussion. I do not wait for corroboration.  Like a robber I take the simple truth and flee.  I have that final thing in hand.  I arrive.  The path has been completely traversed.  My verses aver severely.  Verily, I fall out of sight.
 
I am willful. It's my way and then the highway.  En logo, en ergo, I write, I am.  I am nothing.  I am That.  My will is His Will.  Willy-nilly, wouldn't you?
 
The essay is assayed assiduously. Nice ass.  And so forth around and around the dance floor.  We are the eternal forms performing.  O frabjous day, the gay way!  Words slide into place.
 
The eternal, so ever our worry, so here and gone.  Red lips streak by, imperial eyes pierce, the lightness of light stuck in the timelessness of flight, he might have, he may have.  I write him down.  Fiercely.  No one minds.  No one pays attention.  My intention recedes concedes.  Necesse.  Necesse.
 
I have been speaking only with myself.  That you overheard is of no concern to me.  Take what you want and go.  I believe you are the one.
 
 
 
3991  Realists have a big problem trying to find an ontological ground for order.  We so easily see that aRb is different from bRa.  Ontologically speaking, we can say that that fact "consists of" a, b, R, and the nexus of exemplification.  There is nothing in that analysis that grounds the difference.  Nothing grounds order.  What is order, anyway?  Yes, it is true that facts "change" when seen from a different perspective, but that is irrelevant, though it may, in fact, be as great a problem in its own right.  So what IS order?  It is, but like difference, simplicity, existence, and so many other ontological "things" it escapes our grasp when we try to pin it down (like a butterfly) to have a better look.  Like some others, I have said it is a transcendental thing.  Yes, it is, but that is no more than mystification.
 
I'm not intellectually worried by that.  When it comes right down to it, each and every ontological thing and "thing" is a mystification.  None of it makes any sense.  It is like falling in love. And if you think you can make sense of that you have a big surprise waiting.  Let the bogglement boggle.
 
 
 
3992  There are those who want to "solve" the problems of philosophy by dissolving them.  They will probably suggest that they arise simply because the inept thinker has made a category mistake.  For example, take the "problem" about whether or not universals exist.  They would argue that universals and existing things are categorically different types of things. The individual that has the property supposedly grounded by "existing" universals does exist but, since a thing and its property are categorically different, it is improper to ask about whether or not a universal is such an existing thing.  Problem solved.  All the content of our thinking fits into its proper category and shifting it all around leads to confusion.
 
There is an ease that comes with keeping all the things of our lives in their proper place.  An ordered living space is nice, even very nice.  But after a while so close to boring.  It is pleasure without the bliss of climax.  It is foreplay with out orgasm.  It is beauty without the sublime break.  It is chess without checkmate.
 
Another way to "solve" the problem is to drive the whole affair into contradiction and confusion.  I rather like this way.  I think it is terribly funny.  And I think it is the "Truth" of Being.  It is the unsettling form of true love.  The boy-god grins.  The sublime from the drop-dead beauty.
 
 
 
3993  God is that than which there can be no greater.  God is that that depends on no other being for his existence.  He is the self-existing.  Svabhava.  But it is commonly felt, with some sort of philosophical feeling, that every thing, in order to exist, depends on a particular set of causal conditions.  Conditioned arising.  A thing that exists only in and of itself seems to be a surd.  So what about the ontological things I write about?  They are self-existing.
 
I watch the boy as he enters the restaurant.  He is a particular, a bare particular, a Form, a nexus uniting the two, and the fact that he is a boy entering this restaurant.  I spy the ontological ground of what I see.  I take him apart into his elements.  Eternal things.  Timeless, placeless, the particular boy is gone and in his place these self-existing things of God.  Things that are God.  Things that must be.  Caught in my seeing that is also coming apart.  In the end there is only That.
 
 
 
3994  A=A.  That is the famous formulation of the principle of self-identity.  It also guarantees that each thing is a thing separate from every other thing.  It is also the ground of difference. It puts a halt to the vertigo of thought even as it sets it up.
 
A thing is the Form it is.  A cloud is a cloud.  The Form of Cloud is its being. It is what it is.  And it is a that that is just that.  Thought stops its search for meaning, and remains caught in simple existence.  It is tight.  The taut only that.  The same.  The same. 
 
 
 
3995  Every thing doubles.  The one with itself.  Being is.  The self of the self.  I am.  That is our tautological existence.  Our necessary existence.  The same with the same.  Au au to au.  The mantra of light.
 
AB AB AB AB  …  repetition repetition repetition.  The Mesmer and the drone of existence.  The trance transcending.  Every thing is lost within itself.  Absolute separation.  Absolute unity in the same the same the same.  Everything is pulled apart from itself in its perfect double.  Only the negligible remains.  The victim.  The immolation.  Cast far far out.  A rout.
 
The lout lives. The river is riven back on itself.  Step step step.  It's all the same.  Difference defers.  I confer with myself.  It's hopeless.
 
 
 
3996  Space doesn't exist.  There are only special relations.  The Void is nowhere.  There is no Time.  There are only temporal relations.  The Absence of what was and what will be never was or is.  Neither the Void nor the Absence will ever be.  There is only Presence.
 
That the timeless and the placeless is here with me now is strongly apparent.  That the universal forms become fact just this is a delight.  Or the very thought is offensive.  Are you in love with presence or absence?  If the latter, then you will not find your beloved here in the striking beauty of boys so at you.
 
 
 
3997  Language is the medium between thought and our understanding of thought.  That makes no sense.  By means of words and sentences we understand, we are present to, our thoughts.  That is also close to no thought at all. Without language we cannot think. That somehow is true and we can give assent though just how or why it is true remains unexpressed, and therefore, unthought.  What to do?
 
I have a philosophy of direct realism; I know the object directly, no mediation, no failing uncertainty about images of images of images.  I know That, so present.
 
Still, for all that there are images and magical transformations preserving form.  Isomorphism!  It seems like a miracle in the immense complexity.  I can see, because I am a direct realist, both image and original, both medium and the mediated.  The system is marvelous.  I am present with all of it and it is present with me.  A strong beloved thing.  A strong love.  A beauty. The night is on.  Love on the lost streets of eternal love.  Oh my!
 
A medium is a mind boggling thing.  We use it, go through it, and never see it. We read a sentence and never see the sentence, only object passively mediated.  Or if we do observe the medium, its style, its form, its presence, we double thought and oscillation sets in, vertigo, lovely ecstasy, threatening madness.  Presence and oblivion are at each other.  After the wild swings, the orgasm, then nothing.  And we're back on your bed, my dear.  You seem to be a fine medium for refined spirits.  Boys are fun.
 
 
 
3998  Consider two boys.  One wants so very bad to make a go of it in life.  He studies hard, he works hard, he tries hard to be thoughtful and aware of things.  He wants to be good. Your heart goes out to him.  You want to help.  When life puts unreasonable obstacles in his way, when others trample on him, you get angry.  Pity and love swells up in you and you worry about him.  Now consider another boy, just the same, exactly the same, except that he has fallen in love with another boy near him, and thinks of sex.  Now what do you feel?  Do you worry about him, do you rush to help, do you feel the rush of pity and think life is, at times, too hard?  Probably not.  I don’t.  The difference is that I know perfectly well that that gay boy can take care of himself, he knows precisely what he wants and he will calculate until he gets it.  He has a strength that the other boy does not have.  I was the second and I never took pity on myself.  I knew where I was going. I knew it sharply. 
 
 
 
3999  The end of this book is no more an end than it is the middle.  In the eternal return the Forms have ever been at hand.  The Ergon, the Logon, Oblivion and then he is there again for the first time.  Turn and look directly at him.
