4000  The walls of a Buddhist monastery, a gumba the place of idols, are covered with images of the innumerable, venerable Buddhas.  They are the great individuals, the giants of the religion, above the gods.  Reincarnation, reincarnation, reincarnation, the compassionate bodhisattvas.  The wheel goes around.

Buddhism, in its most common expression of itself, is extreme nominalism.  Universals are only words, words, words, mere concepts, blockages to enlightenment.  There is only the just that.  And that gives way to emptiness.  The Buddhas understand.  They stand above it all.  The Great Individuals.  My poor religion of the Logos, the Intoxication of the Forms, the beautiful gods, boys running wild around their ecstatic lovers, trembles.  Lovers tremble.  Lovers love the thrill of trembling.  The serene Buddhas look down and roll their eyes in disbelief.
Realism is toxic; it is the flight of the arrow.  It is the glory before the crash.  It is the one more time.  It is God as Beloved.  The ornaments of love dangle and sparkle up.  Strength strength strength, then the crash.  The escape into presence.  The Grin.  The white pearl.  Running down your leg.  Pharma.  He's coming.  
4001  I write a smooth intoxication. The arrow flees. The mind flies.  Too high.  Bang!  Your head hits the wall.  Brahma has captured the boy of God.  Isa laughs.  A night of silence.  Then the tumult.  Your head aches.

Around and around, the words make no sense.  The nausea of English.  The Spirit proceeds.  The boy keeps it up.  I write.  Time times itself precisely.  Pleasant fatigue.  Peasant intrigue.  The shepherd shops around, at times, for another lover.  The wind blows from his steppe.  

Smooth legs, glistening teeth, what does it all mean?  The gentle moan.  Breath sufflates my words.  His burning oxygen goes right into my throat.  Smooth lungs, glistening tongues, the boy is so mean.  I walk the night remembering. Smooth breezes play with my head.  Shadows beckon.  But it's only writing writing itself.  The same words.  The same self blame.  The ardent flame.  A hackneyed game.  A night mare.  The same as before.  I wait for another time.  It surely comes.  It is almost here now.  The poison seeps about.  Isa will wash me clean.  

4002  One can usually make sense of a difficult piece of writing by taking the voice out of it and leaving it to lie there clothed in the purity of logical symbols.  What we cannot speak we then pass over in silence.  Pure writing, sans voice, is the place of pure meaning.  The voice pollutes. The voice brings one too close.  The intimacy bewilders.  The discomfort of breath on ear repels.  We want him to back off.  Or we invite him closer.

4003  The Uncertainty Principle governs quantum physics.  There is an analogous something in philosophy.  With the epochè one blocks out all consideration of everything other than what is directly being looked at.  You are alone with just that.  The intimacy is immense. The certainty of its presence is very certain.  You and That.  And no one else.  And there is the rub.

You have purchased direct vision and the power of sure presence at the price of being outside any community of thinkers.  Such philosophical contemplation is a very very unsocial thing.  The epochè is so strong.  More than merely non-social, it can be anti-social, because you are seen to be megalomaniac in your insisting you see "sure existence", that you are intimate with "what is".  The social person is properly humble and so unsure of himself as to always give others the possible favored place.

Such solitary contemplation is powerful, but socially meaningless.  Power vs. meaning.  Philosophy is the flight of the alone to the Alone.  Good luck.  The more energy you have in thought the less you have a place in community.  Timeless and placeless, you burn.

4004  Following Zizek, my take on the dynamics of modern America is this: we need to find a way around our guilt and stop the destructive force we have, so innocently, let loose. Our method is straight forward. Our time is short. We all here lead marvelous lives of lawless consumption and consumptive lawlessness. (We often call it "freedom" instead of "lawlessness".) So here you are in life and you discover that maybe you have gone too far in your ways. Things are starting to fall apart – your family, your health, your business, your sanity, your love life, your studies, your teeth - your future is in jeopardy. You need to do penance – fast - and get right with … with whatever it is that's going to make things better.
Perhaps you are a religious fundamentalist, which, by the way, if well equipped in taking care of this matter. Then you simply do the penance of sitting through some boring church services, listening to the preacher tell you how bad you have been. (It feels good to hear it.) Then he will take you to Jesus, who will ask you to promise to be good. You display that worried look about your life (this part is real because you really have gotten things screwed up) and when you look up you are marvelously forgiven! You are free of your past and He will make things better. Then you can go back to doing exactly what you did before.

Perhaps you are not religious at all, no matter, the same method works. Instead of going to church, go to a boring political meeting and listen to them tell you how bad you are as an American, using 25 percent of the world's energy, starting wars, literally taking food out of the mouths of babes. The list goes on and on and we flagellate ourselves and feel so bad about what we are. ( It feels good to feel so bad.) Then we are offered a way out. We simply have to give some money, only a little, enough to buy a cup of Starbucks coffee and a little girl in Guatemala can live for the next year. Or we can donate our time and effort explaining to the people how bad we and those evil governments we support really are. It's boring work but penance is supposed to be painful. Soon we will feel the love of that little girl coming at us and we are forgiven and everything will be all better with our falling apart lives. She will make it so. Then you can go back to doing exactly what you did before.

4005  Am I a Spinozist?  Is there only Being being itself?  And its modes.  If I am in love with the beauty of A…, are A, the beauty, the love, and I myself only God with God?  Is God precisely that?  No equivocation.  Just that.  Perhaps.  But only in the philosophical vision.  For a lover, God is the All in All.  Is that a pantheism?  Yes, I affirm all things.  God overwhelms me.  That boy, A…, is the complete godhead.  I easily arrive at the final thing.  I spin and spin and spin and he oozes onto me, in me, and his teeth bite.  

4006  The metaphor of metaphor is rampant today in theories of cognition.  The idea is that whatever is a metaphor is a mere metaphor.  That it is not real.  That the reality indicated by the metaphor is vastly different from the image produced by contemplating the metaphor. Strictly speaking, what is referred to as metaphor is more properly called an analogy, but that word is loaded with past philosophy.  Metaphor is a nice poetic word.  For my purposes here it makes no difference, except that metaphor is even less real, but is in turn more "scientific" than "fanciful image".  So metaphor it is, half grounded in reality, but finally not much.

I have written this:  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.

The cognitive scientists, and almost everybody else, would say that that is metaphor at best, but probably just nonsense, and maybe dangerous.  I didn't write it as metaphor but as Being Itself.  I am a theist.  And an incarnationist.  

The cognitive scientists, it is true, say that our "abstract" ideas are "of the flesh", but then in saying that they mean, "only" of the flesh, that they are not real, because the flesh is so far from "scientific fact".  There is a  paradox is there somewhere, but then scientists doing philosophy are new bothered by such things.  Like good "Platonists" they devalue the flesh, a thing which Plato himself never did.  

I don't deal in metaphor.  I deal in the real.

4007  The main difference between "cognitive science" and my way of doing philosophy is that they are in love with long Latinate words and I love the little Anglo-Saxon.  They love the "abstract", the highly intellectual, the multi-layered.  I love the simple thing right there, just that.  They are into social communication and thus anything once or twice removed from any "real" thing, which it turns out can never be reached anyway.  I am a solitary seer.  The existing thing is with me.  The "subjectivity" of social life is gone.  The boy lies beside me.  His smell drives into me.  The god is existence is here.  

4008  We live in Rome, home of the Great Whore.  The great Government.  The mighty Edifice.  The mighty institution – Science.  We have long, complicated Latinate sentences that hold the mind in slavery.  Empty moaning.  Cognitive Science!  The Explainer of everything.  The Decider of Fate.  The Experiment!  High Abstraction.  Death itself.  As impressive as Hell.

Still for all that, I love Latin and the Satyricon boys delight me.  I imagine those lovely German Knaben hanging around the Imperial Houses regaled and loved.  Such attractive decadence.  Such seduction.  Such brutality.  

4009  The philosophers of the embodied mind, of the philosophy of the flesh, of cognitive materialism, mean to point your thinking not to the visible body as the real meaning of our most abstract thoughts, but to the invisible inside of that.  I have pointed to the appearing outer surface.  Thus I have a philosophy of boys, the openly outward, the glorious light of power, the show boy.  Those others look to the hidden and the inward feelings, dark liquid movements of silent meanings, the deep well of forgotten things carved on the brain. They look to the womb of life.  The difference is momentous.    

4010  The modern intellectual seems to be mesmerized by the scientific "innards" of the things that appear.  The appearances surely don't really exist. The blue of the sky, the red of his lips, the smell of the wind, the feel of tight jeans slipping down are all, it is almost universally thought, only the productive workings of the inner machine of neural networks and spinning electrons.  Literally nothings at all.  It is a paralysis of thought that has been with us for a long time now.  Why?

This is the return to Nature.  To the birth of all the things we see.  To the dark thing from which it all came.  The beauty of Nature is a lie.  It is deception that easily yields and the horror is revealed.  The inner machine pounds and pounds and the living product is ejected.  Beauty is evasion and at its extreme it reaches the Sublime, the mystery seen as thought in a mirror that the seer might be safe.  Beauty is the outer surface, which when broken, as thought it is the breaking of a hymen, dissolves in the chthonic.

The Medusa could not be viewed directly or madness came.  The shield of Athena held it image in order to weaken the enemy.  That is what we have here blocking thought, leading the mind into confusion.  I have tried to break the spell.

4011  Karl Marx wrote, "…Christ the mediator between God and man – simple means of circulation between one and the other – becomes their unity, the God-man and then, as such, becomes more important than God; the saints become more important than Christ; and the priests more important than the saints."  Perhaps in my philosophy the mediator between the Eternal and the ordinary on earth, visible beauty, the boy, has become the most important.  The boy between the Boy and the soul.  The ladder becomes more important that the vision at the top.  Or maybe not.                   (The phallic ladder?)

The boy, the least of these, is jesus is Christ is the Christ is the Logos is logic is thought is my thinking is me!  Yes, I mediate between all that and you, dear reader.  Unfortunately, the thinking mind, the dialectically attuned, finds the nexus everywhere and all things are provable.  Every thing is the most important and the least.   And the nexus itself is the most baffling.  Still, for all that the ride is mighty pleasant.  Until it isn't.   The circulation is money, the great mediator, the god of the modern world, universal man, pure myth by this smith.

4012  Harold Bloom writes that we use language either as a tool for magic or for the creation of the Nothing.  The gods or nihilism.  And that perhaps at the extreme of language it is both.  I write the gods and orgasmic oblivion.  It's intellectual, it's of my flesh (and now of yours), it's real.  It is real because I say it is.  This is performance, not mere information.  Or it is not.  Legerdemain.  A little hand-action.  Boy stuff.

This is not decadent symbolism.  I do not deal in metaphors or symbols or any other indirect instrument.  I go to the thing itself and I name it.  It is then right there – just that.  The end.

Have I failed at plain English?  Has the detour of today's materialism left you unable to grasp what is at hand?  Are you a computer image freak?  Is the world only a mirror for your own lovely/unlovely innards?  The boy is sitting right there, do you want him?  He is the final thing.

4013  Should we say that fact F(a) mediates between F and a?  As the god-man Jesus mediates between God and man – or is that too far fetched?  Is there something that can mediate between those two sentences?  Whatever, is the world of facts (the world is all that is the case) "between" materia signata (bare particulars or, maybe, fragments of space-time) and the Eternal Forms, the Mind of God or, maybe, a goodly shape?  Matter, world, God.  What would an old-time positivist say?  Would his descendents have time to bother themselves with my metaphysical urges?  Maybe if I dressed it down in academic dowdiness.

The boy bulges. He is the knot, the knur, the ganglion, that strangely attracts the chaos in the academic mind.  Right in the middle of smooth space, the gentle void, the stay-at-home locations of the rationally coordinated, there emerges the knucklehead kneading it bad. 

The clutch, the club climbing in clouds, globs and gluteus cleavings, non-linear nights here and then gone.  Gleet.  He nods.  

Analytic philosophy has succeeded in corralling him.  There was no other reason for its great concern.  Some things are obvious.

4014  Science is an institutional thing.  Professorships, Endowed Chairs, colloquia, seminars and symposia.  Thesis defense committees, peer review, publishers of note, journals of repute, emeriti.  This is Rome.  It is the Church controlling this new ancient theo-philosophico-social Mass of the Ecclesial Establishment.  Authority increases.  Order is educed.  The Beast of human happiness appears.  The producer in the Economic House.

We experiment on the people. The people are made content.  At death each person will have served his part.  Up to the gods.  Of established happiness.  Or we give them drugs that they might concentrate on this their only task.

Every quality is reduced to quantity. And led out digitally up your cerebral cortex where Nature loves to hide.  Science serves the Great Whore.  It wields Her power.  It coheres.

4015 Part prose-poem, part ontological analysis, visions of Platonic realism as you climb the steps of the Scala Paradisi.  Eros Uranos.  Madness and an incarnation descending.   I have not tried to avoid philosophical perplexity by jumping into science.  I am not mesmerized by science as are almost of the others.  I have not been afraid of the whirlwind.  Things separate. The roaring river is overhead.  Words are overheard.  The rhythm is maintained.

4016  We use language to refer to the world and all the things of Being.  Language refers to what is not language.  Modern philosophy seems to have forgotten that.  Today's philosophy uses language to refer to … to nothing at all; it is only language languaging language, and in that it hopes to solve all the problems of philosophy. Such navel gazing will amount to … to nothing.  Nihilism reigns.

Sometimes it calls itself cognitive science and it speaks of the syntax of neural networks, another name for language.  Sometimes it speaks of Information and isomorphism, sometimes meaningful context, sometimes psycho-social signs, symbol, seme, icon, index, rheme, scream, everywhere language engaged with language.  The real and the present are nowhere.  The world is lost.

Philosophy is ontology is a contemplation of what exists.  Of what exists!  Being comes at you.  The world presses.  The beloved demands your attention.  The thing, that unavoidable that, exists. 

4017  Usually today when a person speaks of the real world he is thinking of the social world.  He is usually not thinking of the material world, though he may think he is, because, after all, all his friends have bodies and the do go out to eat.  It's confusing and such thoughts are better left alone.  He hesitates.  He is stuck.  He doesn't know really what to think.  He will discuss the matter with the others.  Around and around they go and finally … finally nothing.  There is no final anything.  It's all up in the air, the ether of blithe conversation, converting, reverting, inverting, perverting the whole enterprise trying to prise these things open.  But the lever of talk is too light to open anything except more talk.  It's horrible and convivial at the same time.  Finally just the nothing.  The empty-headed can't prise open empty space.

In the act of writing, the solitary act, you can't hesitate.  You cannot wait to convene a meeting on the socially meaningful use of words.  You cannot give every alternative thought its due.  Respect for other ideas will have to wait.  Grab your own thought and put it down hard.  Let nuanced opposing considerations go out the door.  Choose a or b and go with it.  Don't worry what the others will think.  Don't worry that you left them out.  Do the solitary act.  Let the danger swirl.

Things exist in the finality of existence.  Words mean.  Thoughts come.  Relations hold.  None of this is a matter of social convention.  It just is with the brutishness of ontological fact.  The Plenum of Being comes at you. The averting eyes of conviviality close and the self alone is taken.

4018  Today so many are pinning their hopes on "cognitive science".  They have been hurt by the "stupid confusion" of philosophy. They want the high priests of science to lead them to an understanding that is free of anxiety.  It turns out they have been given the old nominalism is digital drag.  They have "found out" that all of philosophy has been just a misuse of language.  Surely the rigorous logic systems of neuro-anatomy will show them the way to truth. The truth is that there is no truth because all is models and metaphor and isomorphism.  Images of images on the brain.  They "see" the truth of that now in their new enlightenment.  Language systems!  Contextual pushings.  The Nomina!  Mere nomina.  A big mess.  

These devotees of the new science of cognition, the nova Via Moderna, never knew that that viaduct, that trivial path, has been worn thin over the centuries.  Nominalism has had it believers, some of whom were great thinkers; it never succeeded, but at least they knew transcendence when they saw it.  These guys today, intellectually standing above and outside the manifold nervous system in order to view it and make pious pronouncements, proclaim in an irritated voice there is no place above and outside the workings of the brain and its attendant ganglia.  Either they are being intellectually dishonest or they are stupid.  They are both.

This is all the result of thinking that the past is only the place of error and there is no point in studying it.  If the perplexities are too emotionally much for them they should leave it alone.  To announce that they finally have all the answers to the old questions is absurd.  It is embarrassing.  

4019  Philosophy is toxic to so many and I wonder why.  And they call anti-philosophy the true philosophy.  What is it they are so afraid of?  Why do they run to science?  Consider these philosophical things as existing things:  universals, bare particulars, classes, the many nexus that connect these philosophical things.  Consider mental acts, ie. minds as other that brains.  Consider Beauty, Truth, the Good, Number, Eternity, God and the gods.  Consider the One, simplicity, difference, the Same.  Consider the quantifiers All, Some, None, 76.  Consider facts, negative facts and potential facts. Oh my! So many things to consider.  Is it too much?  And finally consider Eros, the one who leads the soul to the Place where it may view these wondrous Things filled with the intensity of existence.  Do you think you know already why?

Science, these anti-philosophers moan and mean, at least does not claim to deal in existence, but settles for mere metaphor and modeling.  Science leaves the truly existing out in the unbothered unknown.  Out where Eros can sit alone with his madness.

I think that these anti-philosophers sense that contemplation of "metaphysical things" really does enchant and make one mad.  Eros is a devil.  And we are back with Phaedrus out on the plain under the hot sun with Socrates, who has covered over his head because he is speaking impious words against a great god.  The anti-philosophers are afraid of Erotic Love.  

The moralists of religion, the very ones Kirkegaard railed against as the opposite of the true Christian, have taken over the airways and now the whole country is against these sick and fascistic things of the old "Truth".  Philosophy has been told that its place is being taken by neuro-anatomy and the cultural study of language.  The great god Eros is banished.  People want comfort and release from existence.  Rules and restraints are placed on speaking – lawless eros is bound.

The moralizing religious needs the law, while the erotic philosopher desires the real.  The social; the solitary.  

4020  Old men prowl the back streets of the internet looking for the beauty of boys.  Looking for the Boy.  I am one of them.  We are an ancient group.  Socrates was one of us.  And like him we can be catty and nasty.  It is a loose snake.  It is fire in the spirit.  It is the pale night and the bright morn.  The bright, burning sword tempers in the cold water.  It is the work of the martyrs of love.  Sleep comes.  And twisted dreams.

In spite of the anti-sermons these old men give to themselves, they are perforce religious.  Every new vision is a vision of the One Thing.  Again and again the One appears.  This and that and that one.  Every difference is just the same, the same, the same thing. The one thing remembered from forever.  Those who would be intellectually honest must recognize that That is their god.  Is it God?  Surely it is that than which there can be no greater.  Bham!  The mind rests in the gentle agitation of the final thing.  And all of us old men are the one Lover that has always been.  We are the one watcher driving toward the One.  In us the One sees himself as in a mirror.  Lover and Beloved leaving our world in ruins. 

4021  Should I here point out the difference between the productive and the unproductive?  Between the conscientious worker in the vineyard and the intoxicated lover?  Between the constructive and the destructive?  Or should I let it lie?  We all know the difference.  We all have our opinions about the matter.  It is Martha and Mary.

   Now as they went on their way, he entered a certain village, where a woman named Martha welcomed him into her home. She had a sister named Mary, who sat at the Lord's feet and listened to what he was saying. But Martha was distracted by her many tasks; so she came to him and asked, "Lord, do you not care that my sister has left me to do all the work by myself? Tell her then to help me." But the Lord answered her, "Martha, Martha, you are worried and distracted by many things; there is need of only one thing. Mary has chosen the better part, which will not be taken away from her" (Luke 10:38-42).

It was Mary which anointed the Lord with ointment, and wiped his feet with her hair, whose brother Lazarus was sick. (John 11:2)
We can see Mary in our mind's eye.  It is the lover who creates the visible art around us.  It is the worker who builds the foundation for it to rest on.  But, then again, the lover, the artist, is nearly invisible in society.  The great commotion on the streets is that of the worker.  Priest, politician, and retail shop owner all cater to him.  The media glorify him and demand that someone tend to his needs.  The lover and the artist are left alone.  And though the lover is the artist who laid out what beauty there is in the world, that beauty is not sincerely valued and that lover is unseen.  The source of that shining irritation is nowhere.  The worker is immensely, heavily visible.   The lover is greeted with the epithet "unproductive".  Artistic creation is not thought to be true.  The lover and the artist deal in the strangely unique, that for which nothing can substitute, that with no exchange value, that outside the economic order.  The alone.

My concern in this writing is with just such an unproductive fellow.  The lover, the artistic and the alone.  The invisible.  From is earliest childhood he was that.  Even when he was the most showy and entertaining of all he was that.  Finally of the detritus of society.  The lumpen.  Mary washing the feet of Jesus with her hair.  These are the boys, the lovers, who grow up into the old men around Socrates walking the back streets of the internet.  Looking for the One Thing.

4022  Idealism is reappearing in philosophy.  Perhaps it never really left.  Perhaps its new admirers know nothing of the old horror it once breathed into those longing for the return of simplicity.  Idealism is the champion of the Absolute.  The Absolute is the Great Interdependent Whole.  The One Thing eternally self-dividing, falling into itself, creating the world.  In it, every truth is a node, a nexus, a ganglion reaching out to every other ganglion-thing to find its meaning, its life and its received existence.  A clinging coherence that is the truth of truth – the Truth.  Dark aura and proto-logical miasma.  Difference differentiating, deference deviating, the Diva dancing.  Enchanting.  And so we read that the truth of a statement depends on context.  It is true from a certain perspective.  It relies of endless definitions of endless definitions until Bham! The Whole is the only Truth, the meaning of every meaning, real existence.  A marvelous banality.  A peaceful turbidity.  Inter-subjective oneness – and love.  The simple thing, the solitary individual is totally gone.

Some say that that is the cure for the fascism plaguing man; others say it is the ground of fascism.  It makes man humble because he sees he is caught in the Web as are all the others.  But the humble man is the first to condemn the one who thinks otherwise – and he thinks to find someone who will eliminate him in his arrogance.  Fascism smashism, it's just bad philosophy.  It leads only to the paralysis of mind.  If you are going to have all your words well defined, all your ideas lined up with every contextual determinate, every bit of analysis completely analyzed well before you start, you will never start.  The nightmare of never being able to bring it all together before time runs out begins.  The Great Apotropion.  The Medusa.  The limit of Bliss.

4023  True philosophy - that is to say, philosophy in which the daimon speaks - is a sudden fearful thing to the one who is in tune with ordinary, scholarly or even pseudo-scholarly writings.  I have read overmuch of the latter, but I pray that the former speaks through me – though gently.  I think that it sometimes does.  If you find yourself suddenly confronted with a fearful thing in your philosophical readings, maybe mine, and you want to leave it and you look about for an another idea to run to then maybe that is it.  Maybe it is daimon. But maybe demon.  If you want to stay and have a look because you have a sudden liking for that then … well, then read on.  Nietzsche's Eternal Return, Kierkegaard's Absolute Absurdity, Plato's Eros, quantum theory's parallel universes, the actual Infinite, the azure sky of Gide's immoralist, existence.  All of those things are ensouled by the Daimon.  Your friends will not hesitate to say quietly and anxiously that something is wrong with you.  They will not know that it isn't you speaking.  And you too are frightened in your delight.  It may be something from the Tetragrammaton.

4024  Because we are sometimes afraid of the dark we want to dismiss the things that there go bump! by saying they are mere appearances of an underlying benign substance.  Because the world itself seems to have a permanent scariness to it, we want to find a more friendly substance deeper than our fright.  And so we rely on these ideas of substance and appearance.  Substance truly exists, appearance doesn't.

Because what we love is so often taken from us, and it seems that everything must eventually go, we look for that which continues and we want to lie down on it peacefully as on the feather bed of a lover.   

Because we delight in the illusions of magic and in the insuppressible phantasmagoria, because in the comings and goings of the host and the plenum of beautiful things we are aroused, and because the Sublime and its Threat is thrilling in its thin weakening and it leaves us half-awake, because of the flight, we love the mere of the appearance, because the ephemeral in the appearance is itself a constant itch.

Or is there no substance to life and life's world?  Is it all illusion?  Or the mere illusion of illusion?  Nothing.  Let us recount some of the things that we have grabbed at as substance.

 Some say that the underlying substance is Mind, or Matter, or Time. The scientifically minded today say it is space-time, or information, or Number, or the collapsing vacuum.  Some have said it is Rhythm or the pulse of love and hate.  Some that it is society or language or maybe War and the military-industrial-advertizing complex.  Somehow by grabbing onto one of these we want to be at the Center and, as in the calm eye of a hurricane, be safe.  

Nothing works, not even the satyric laughter of failure.  Or maybe it does work, all of it, and maybe that is God.  I write lovingly.  And I cling to the Beloved of my obsession.

4025  In every culture, including the Greek, the philosopher and his circle have been not so much ignored as unknown.  Socrates, Plato and Aristotle were probably recognized by only the few.  That is not an indictment of society nor is there anything malicious in it; it's just that, on those few occasions when he is seen, his thin intellectualizing seems so empty and irrelevant to the matters of real life.  Philosophy does not advance a person in his earthly dealings.  Certainly no wealth or political power is known to come from it.  It does not display that conquering worldliness so necessary for the abundant life.  It never has. It is far too other-worldly in its sublime destructiveness.  It is however, now as then, held in awe for its mysteriousness.  Some of the young have hoped to find something in that.  They are then ignored.  Or should I say?  Sacrificed.

Philosophy has often tried to escape its feel of being close to religion.  It has wanted to be "scientific".  Science, though, is another band of high priests.  And they don't want the competition.  Recently some philosophers have tried their hand at being literary artists.  I am tempted by that.  It doesn't work.  In the end philosophy, science, art and religion are all the same.  To the "cognitive scientists", so welcomed as emissaries from the future into our schools, part cult part sophistry, I will say that those things all come from the same part of the neural cortex (or is it the reptilian depths?).  Experiment and sacrificial killing are close at hand.  Soon the financiers and those who write the software that guides the building of our financial house of cards are bound to appear among us, the rejected.  Still though, we do maintain our mysteriousness.    

Are the fumes of mystery enough to propel us on to a better world?  It has got us this far and that ain't beans.

4026  The One and the many, Part and Whole, simple and complex.  These are the dialectical pairs that guide philosophy.  Sameness and difference, identity and otherness, internal and external, thing and nexus, proposition and fact, the list goes on and on.  The movement in the course of analysis careens into ungraspable concept.  Beauty and the Sublime, sense and the absurd, beast and angel.  Incarnate gods, disincarnate bodies, flash and flesh, mystical intoxication in toxic glosses, theses indefensible, reprehensible, bad.  Endless ontologies spinning out of invisible minds.  E-journals, urinals, dejection, it comes to nothing.  Or rather, the final answer is the sublime boredom of the sublimely erotic.  The noumena.  The Nod.  The silent command to kill.  Thought is self-sacrifice.  To God.  Bham!  That's it.  Your unspeaking speaks.

In the fact F(a) there are the things F and a and the nexus.  Of course they aren't "in" the fact, but there is no other way to express this inexpressible thought.   Between the fact and its constituents there is no nexus.  No "in".  No "constituent of".  Nothing.  Or maybe there is.  The thought is almost unthinkable.  Or it is so.  In spite of my thinking it right well.  And so it is with all the dialectical pairs.  The analysis collapses.  And all the ways that have been invented to not even think about it have led right back to it.  Lay your head on the block and wait.  He is coming. 

4027  Use versus style.  To use a thing is other than placing it before you that you might gaze on its form.  Wittgenstein said that a philosopher stares at his tools.  Perhaps he is looking for beauty.  Beauty is other than use.  Even when we stop to appreciate the clean efficiency with which something is used, we step back from use.  And when we give our attention to the pleasurable feeling of work in the using of the thing, we make the division. Use and contemplation are other.  Still, I anticipate a mystical thrill upon feeling, for an instant, that they had become one.  And so it is with the construction of a philosophical sentence.

I have written many, many sentences combining into paragraphs into numbered sections, all expressing my idea.  The meaning of the words is there.  And then the meaning disappears and the style of the writing appears.  The rhythm, the alliteration, the long and the short, the gradual climb of the phrasing.  The cadence, the pause, the ornate and the plain, the chaotic and the easy.  You will like it or you won't.  And the meaning will be full or not.  My writing divides against itself.  And yet … maybe that instant of union does come.  Then what?

4028  The young thinkers of today like to tell you that they are "spiritual" but not religious.  That means that their explanations of love are dry intellectualizing.  Long-winded, Latinate nonsense.  Psycho-babble.  German idealism often in Buddhist drag.  Disheveled Gallic rationalism at late night cafes.  Nervous dudes who dismiss Platonic love as what they reluctantly ended up having with their rather unresponsive, but intelligent, girlfriend.  

That has nothing at all to do with Platonic Love as described in Plato.  Or rather, it is the impious, non-love described in the first two speeches of the Phaedrus.  In Plato, the lover, the man, has a very passionate, mad, almost killing love for the beloved, the boy.  Sensual beyond help, sexual in the extreme, forcing a world-leaving flight into the Forms.  It is a mighty struggle at best, bloody sacrifice at its blinding worst.  The Platonic lover suffers μηνιν, madness.  But of course we are forbidden to speak of it.

4029  An acquaintance of mine today expressed bewilderment about just why I travel to the places I do, such uncomfortably poor places.  I don't do it that I might help where I can, because I can do pathetically little, if anything at all.  I don't do it because I see any beauty in the culture; such folksy things don't interest me.  I don't do it for the scenery; I seldom leave the congested city.  I think rather it is because of something Kafka wrote about.  The indestructible mind in man.  I stand in awe of that.

In time, I have learned in life that man is much more intelligent than I had thought.  Much more.  But he is also much closer to collapse than I had fearfully dreamed.  Emotional, physical, financial, cultural destruction.  Everything that moves about him is so close to coming undone.  And then it does, and he simply goes on.  I travel to watch and feel the mighty whirlwind that forces man to stand hard.  That hardness is impressive.  He endures.  And I gather strength for myself.  I have seen terrible things written across the human face and I have watched him just go on.  He finds a way through.  He is much more capable than I had thought possible.  A greater Intelligence is in him than the schools know of.  I stand in awe of that.  We can see it everywhere man is if we but let ourselves see such a terrible thing.  Perhaps in America we have not let ourselves see what others see plainly, and that's why I travel.

4030  Beauty is only skin deep.  It is a superficial thing.  It is the glistening surface.  Go beneath that Light and the horrors of the medusa of nature ooze.  The philosophical question is:  Can we ever know Beauty pure without the underthing?  My whole philosophy is that Yes, we can.  These are the separate Platonic Forms.  Or do you balk at the very idea?  If so, stop reading.  Or perhaps you may be curious about my attempts at ontological argument.  Or where the idea may lead or seduce me.  What is your secret desire?

4031  We have been overwhelmed by the movement philosophies flowing relentlessly from the Sublime, the immanent transcending into itself, the endless difference differentiating.  Process!  The evolving, unfolding, self-canceling Abyss.  And we, in that massive verbiage, have lost the One Thing.  We, who have been so involved into change, cannot now find the unchanging.  The strange attractor within the chaos, the gaud that some have offered as consolation and a weak explanation of what we only imagined was there, is so unattractive.  The Forms had beauty and their movement was the smooth flow of the swelling spring.  The thick stasis of the erotic.  Gentle oblivion, the simple conclusion of intelligence.  The beloved we once saw clearly has disappeared in the overwhelming undergrowth.  Gnarl.

Think of the Tiger.  The Form looms in your mind. You know and you feel the thing.  It is That.  Unless you are waylaid by a modern undergraduate who wants to explain to you that the word "tiger" has many, many social, linguistic, biological, geographically diverse meanings and your feeling and "knowing" of it, the tiger, is mere delusion.  The Tiger doesn't exist.  Complications swarm about – differences deferring into throttled pleasure of mangled innocence – or whatever.  He wants you to feel his sublime.  He is the Tiger of Thought.  And, if he is cute, I let him go on in his pretending.

4032  Concerning the Mundus Imaginalis of Corbin and the much-maligned dualism Des Cartes, I discern a certain languid creature lying disconcertedly near.  I will avert my gaze long enough to write.  There are abstract thoughts, so purely mathematical, so theoretical, so hard to see.  There are sensa, strong, weak, liquid, light.  This is the famous dualism of Renè, the splitter.  How are we ever going to be whole after his Cut? 

Aquinas wrote concerning angels:  If angels had no knowledge of individual things they could exercise no providential government over events in this world, since these always imply individuals at work … as a man knows all classes of things by faculties that differ from each other – knowing by his intellect, universals and things free from matter, and by sensation the particular and the corporeal – so an angel knows both kinds of beings by one and the same intellectual power.  For such is the order of the universe, that the nobler a being is the more unified and at the same time, the more wide-ranging is its power … since then the angelic nature is superior to ours, it is unreasonable to deny that what man can know by one of his various faculties, an angel can know by a single and intellectual cognitive faculty.

The angel has a faculty that is neither just sensory nor just abstract.  It is both as one. The modern anti-dualist, the anti-Cartesian, also tries to overcome the division in a single something.  His good intentions fail.  Unfortunately for us all, he tries to bring the abstract, immaterial intellect down to the sensory finite brain, thinking he has repaired the tear.  But he only loses the universal and we are left dazed in fleeting, sparking sensa.  Unknowingly, he tried to make us angels again, the sensory and the universal faculty as one.  Sitting with him, we see the bleak and the empty.  So it is time to bring in the angels again!

We have already done this.  My friend who loves theoretical physics says he can never understand anything in the theory until he has a sort of vision in his imagination.  He "sees" something – sort of sensation, sort of abstraction, neither, both.  He is too timid, however, to believe in his vision.  He tries to bring it down to something in the brain and the conversation ends badly. Angels were there for an instant. He understood something profound.  Or there is no understanding.

Angelology is not new, except to the modern mind.  Goethe wrote: The man who cannot draw on three thousand years is living from hand to mouth. 

The ancient Youth lies there languidly and close.

4033  If you're an artist, a thinker, a lover it's hard to think of anything that hasn't already been done ad nauseam.  The past weighs on us.  That we have so much knowledge of it electrifies our entanglement with what has been.  That we end up with no being to claim as our own is depression.  It's all already there.  Pushing us back against the wall.  And then Microsoft comes along and gives us applications where we can express our infinite possibilities.  Don't they know that there is nothing left to be express?  One more time, one more bland repetition, is useless.  What to do?

The temptation to just forget the past, to not look, to become ignoramuses calls.  Or to hope that as we start to engage with the past that we can suddenly veer off into something else.  And so we careen through the ditches of left ideas.  We make faces at love.  We think the unthinkable.  All of which, it turns out, has been done before.  And we soon see that the past is a vast wreckage.  Like Milton's Satan we lie in ruin without having gained the Heights.  Now what?

Here is what you should not do.  Don't curl up into a ball and try to act humble.  Do not repeat the mantra that all we know are our own personal thoughts and others have a right to theirs.  Don't become a solipsist.  There is no relief there.  Your only hope is to grab the past, that great monster, and work it one more time.  Try once again to scale the walls of heaven.  Get what you want.  What you really want.  Be glorious in spite of it all.  Or what?

4034  Acharya Nagarjuna was a Buddhist philosopher from the 2nd or 3rd century AD.  A great, or the greatest, most famous Buddhist philosopher.  In Kathmandu you see Nagaruna Motorcycle Repair, Nagarjuna Beauty Parlors, Nagarjuna Telecommunications.  His name is everywhere.  I love this guy.  He is an absolute, total Nihilist.  An intelligent Nihilist.  An extreme, proof-giving Nihilist.  He is my antipode.  Among scholars today there is disagreement about what he really taught.  Here is a little history: Buddhism was discovered by the Europeans somewhere around the beginning of the 19th century. They were positively enchanted by it. They saw the Emptiness, the Sunyata, as delightful.  Then, after about 50 years, they totally changed their minds when they came to see that the emptiness, the zero, was in fact total non-existence.  Bham! Period! Nothing.  The charm vanished. Why would anyone want simply to not exist?  Then 50 years later revisionism came and we were told that the Buddhists weren't absolute nihilists, but worshipers of the One, the Absolute, the Great Inter-connectedness.  We were told that a thing only became nothing when it was torn away from the Whole.  Dependent arising was the new mantra.  Everything depended on everything else and everything lived when immersed in the Great Dependency.  Simple independence was an illusion.  Now Buddhism is loved again.  But this revisionism isn't the teaching of Nagarjuna at all.  He really was a total Nihilist.  There is no dependent arising.  No nothing at all. And he proves it with magnificent, hard proofs.  To be an absolute nihilist is mad.  Nagarjuna was mad.  All good philosophy is madness.  We are battered about by the Absurd.

4035  It seems to me that the aweful truth of Godel's discovery hasn't yet entered the mind of humanity.  We still like to believe that Being is one thing and that it coheres minutely.  That all of its infinite parts flow from one Principle.  That if we beheld the First Form that we could see in that all that ever could be.  That mathematics, the form of existence, is one thing counter-rolling.  

We want to believe that there are Arms big enough to encompass all things.  That from here we can go to any there.  That one supernatural vision could see it all together.  

But Godel has proved that there are parts of mathematics that cannot be reached from any given set of first principles. That there are places that cannot be reached from where you are now.  That there are times that are unconnected in infinite time to this time.  That without a jump through oblivion the Other cannot be reached.

Thus what we need to do is practice that Jump.  But can we?  Can we maneuver the white blank of nothingness between, in a between that isn't there?  Can I speak of it without the totally incoherent entering?  Sure, I go to sleep and I wake up and who knows in what part of Being I was before that ruinous dream.  Or what strange place I took you through before you arrived here at this end.

4036  Well Yes, angels do exist and they are what they have always been – a bridge between Transcendence and the earth.  Between the pure abstraction and the sensory particular.  Between the separate Form and the piece of matter right here.  Even the boy counting between Number and the numbered.  Of course, if you are a nominalist and you do not believe in universals, Numbers, Forms, faint abstractions, or any kind of transcendence from the Plethora you will disagree.  The ontological realist though, has a problem.  One that's even greater than the sticky presence of the nominalist.

So there you are lying on your bed half asleep.  That difficult book you were reading is playing in your dreams.  Topological fields appear and vanish into infinity.  Somehow you begin to understand through the difficulty.  The angel from nowhere and never passed through your mind.  From Nakojaabad.  His quivers shook.  His eyes flashed and that was it.  The abstraction was yours.  But how to speak it?

4037  In the 1970s a revolution took place in philosophy.  A movement toward the very boring.  It probably happened because the young started to feel very anxious about the great mountain of philosophical thought that the intellectual past had piled up before their nervous eyes.  Not only the long centuries, but even the recent past, was oppressive.  And that it might leave them no room at all to be something special was deadening.  Therefore, unable to handle it any more they turned to the only thing they really understood – chemicals.  From now on all philosophical problems would be solved by means of analyzing the chemical structure of the brain and its trailings under the flesh.  Let me give you some examples of how it works and you can see how very boring it is – unless you're really into molecular biology.

Take a typical philosophical question:  1. How do I ontologically analyze the fact that the sky is blue?  2. That this art is beautiful?  3. That I perceive my friend coming toward me?  4. That in time things appear and disappear?  5. That two plus two is four.  6. That two round patches are the same.  7. That they are different?  Typical questions that have bothered philosophers for a very long time.  The new post-revolution answer is easy.

The final analysis is this:

1. This is accounted for by the brain state "the-sky-is-blue".

2.  This is accounted for by the brain state "this-art-is-beautiful".

3.  This is accounted for by the brain state "perceiving-my-friend-coming-toward-me".

4.   This is accounted for by the brain state "things-appearing-and-disappearing-in-time".

5. This is accounted for by the brain state "two-plus-two-is-four".

6. This is accounted for by the brain state "two-round-patches-appearing-the-same".

7. This is accounted for by the brain state "two-round-patches-appearing-different".

8. Voilà!  All philosophical problems are solved.  

The answers, in fact, to all our questions can be answered with brain scans.  Do you love me?  Let me (or us) scan your brain.  Do you know how to differentiate this equation in calculus?  Let me (or us) scan your brain.  Do you know how long the Thirty Tears War lasted?   Let me (or us) scan your brain.  Do you want to vote Republican or Democrat?  Let me (or us) scan your brain.  Are you hungry?  Let me (or us) scan your brain.  Did you kill your neighbor?  Let me (or us) scan your brain.  Are you a good worker?  Let me (or us) scan your brain.  And on and on.  Also if you need love or sex or any kind of pleasure we can scan your brain and induce the proper brain state.  And on and on and on.

Yes, the "cognitive analysis" world of the brain state (the-world-of-the-brain-state) is omnipotent, omniscient and excruciatingly BORING!  (unless you're a molecular engineer - or a wanna-be.)  But at least you don't have to feel threatened about having to learn all about our vast intellectual past.  And so now, the poorest of the poor, we live hand to mouth in the neural firings.

4038  The difference that lies between science and literature rages.  Science is so very high, abstract intellectual.  Literature is of the flesh.  Philosophy is the rage that lies there so threateningly.  The mind is being torn apart.  Philosophy is that angelic world that is at once pure Form and pure matter.  It is the dream of the Real.  It is the nodding command.  It is on the edge of life and death.  It is the frightening pair of wings overhead.  Hard covering, lifting claws.  Zeus with Ganymede.  The jolt that shatters sleep.  Beauty ravished.  Flesh taken by the lightening flash.  

Kant insisted on the boundary of the Critique that would keep the philosopher from probing into the noumena, the thing-in-itself, the Sublime.  His warning has always gone unheeded.  Even he couldn't keep his hands off it.  The beauty has had his shirt torn off by endless lovers.  Now we are almost numb from its too much.  This is not mere fantasy, mere playful illusion; this is the really real.  The gods are overwhelmingly here.  They walk the malls.  They ride in careening cars.  They lounge on your couch.  Your livelihood is threatened. Useless glittering eyes.  Then they vanish.  And despair is close.

4039  Kant insisted that the distinction between the noumenon and phenomena be maintained.  One, honoring the critique, can never characterize the noumenon as having such and such properties.  It is just That.  Is that so different from the bare particular that I speak of?  In spite of a great uproar I think I hear coming from scholars, I will assume they are the same thing.  Consider, momentarily contemplate, a bare particular.  The just that of what is before you.  If you are like most, you will insist that there is nothing there to contemplate.  Or if it is somehow there, it is not phenomenally presented and philosophical analysis is phenomenological; so why bother.   Yes yes yes, so far we are right with Kant.  I insist that I do "see" something there.  That is my philosophy.  That is the destruction, maybe the deconstruction, leading to the Sublime, the Jouissance, I crave in the just that of Him.  I see in the oblivion of philosophical orgasm.  Or have I crossed the line by saying that?  Misprision is the heart of all philosophical understanding.

4040  Every satirist I have ever heard or read has been a great upholder of the common wisdom of public opinion.  A parodist on the other hand is someone who takes an idea to its very strange extreme, and he is thus far from the love of the madding crowd, the very thing the satirist craves.  Public opinion is the Great God of our time, and it is the Infallible Judge.  Its sacred writ and righteous rite is the media.  It is loved and respected. The satirist is the darling of the masses.  The parodist is, however, thought to be just sick in his self-destruction.  He is, in fact, beyond the pale.  Satire leaves him alone.  Eyes avert.  He doesn't exist.

4041  The love and the beloved I describe here are not voluminously, engrossingly, encirclingly sensual - wet, of course not.  They are the very chaste.  The dry, thin air.  This is the love of a boy, not of a woman.  This is thus an asceticism.  Hardly anything at all.  An emptying.  And the tightness of the logical nexus.  Pink and white dawn and down.  Into the seeing of seeing.  In extremis.  

The dialectic advances precipitously.  The Infinite discharges.  His blinding hair falls gently over one eye.  The continuum revolves.  A touch pricks up.  The splendors of night disappear into oblivion.  Soon the day will begin.

The dead philosophy returns into the first place and I am that.  

4042  Plotinus tells us that the One is beyond Being.  Or in modern ontology-speak, we could say that the simplicity (the uncompoundedness) of a simple thing is not an existent added to that thing to make it simple.  Nor is existence a thing added to it.  Nor non-existence added to simplicity.  Nor is difference a thing added to make simplicity and existence be different.  The One, that is to say, simplicity and existence and difference are not things that are there.  Still, we know exactly what simplicity and existence and difference are.  These things that are not there are somehow there.  Let us say that they are all beyond Being just as is the One of Plotinus.

The One is beyond Being.  A magnificent, perfect philosophical statement.  And eminently meaningless.  But no more than a wispy lock of hair curling around your fingers.  Or your sitting and staring at his still form in the dark.

4043  Nietzsche is the philosopher that has taught us about resentment.  He gave his highest praise to Jesus as the man the most free from the corruption that it brings.  And he condemned Christianity as the institution the least free of it, the long scourge of Western history.  The man full of resentment is the one filled with silent anger at what life has done to him.  Who feels the insult of time, that it has come and taken away all possibility.  Who feels injury at his low status.  Who ever remembers the sting of insult.  He is a bitter man and he relies on God or the gods to get revenge.  He wants to get even.  Nietzsche calls it also the slave-mentality.

Jesus, the thinks, is the one who is so over-filled with love that no grudge, no rancor, no ill-will of any kind is ever held against even his most powerful of enemies.  He is, he also sometimes thinks, ever an immature adolescent in the beauty of his feelings.  He died so young, but he at least showed us how to die supremely affirming all of life.

Nietzsche thought that it was mainly St. Paul who introduced all of those other-worldly ideas of theology into scene and concocted Christianity, a metaphysical, cosmological monstrosity.  He thought that Jesus, who wanted to teach us the resentment-free eternity of the here and now, would have been greatly saddened at the perversion of his way.

It seems to me that this Jesus is the glorious young man that Nietzsche wanted to be, that he saw as his own real nature.  Nietzsche was a rather sickly, probably effeminate, boy and older man, over-sensitive to classical beauty and the muffled ridicule coming from others.  He suffered physically and socially because of that.  He was not read.  Those he would have loved pushed him away.  But he always wanted to maintain an idea of the majesty of man.  He found only the little man filled with contempt.  He was crucified along with his friend Jesus by the rabble.  

4044  Pop art can be seen as either comic or ironic.  In our culture it is probably smart to see it as comic if you want to join the conversation.  In the comic attitude, one knocks down the high-flying.  It shows that the valued things of society are to be ridiculed.  It destroys the pretentious and the politically established.  It is the way down.  Pop art can be seen as cutting up the supposedly perfectly-formed.  It is decadence thrown around.  It is an overcoming of oppressive things.  The high are brought low.  Bourgeois values are scrapped.  

The dialectically impish way of seeing it, the way I maliciously prefer, is the ironic, a raising up of the ordinary to the stylized, metaphysical heights.  It is the way of the angels.  The images of pop art look so very much like medieval icons.  They are flat and cut.  Words are laid out in strips, much as they were put on ribbons coming out of the mouths of the saints.  They have unreal perfection.  They are displays of passion and mutilated limb.  They are over-colorful.  And everything is writ large making us still.  The low is nervously grabbed and laid up arrested and high.

Now for mathematics and its limits in all that.  If mathematics is the totally perspicuous, the ever translucent, the thoughts of disembodied angels, so Cartesian, then, yes, pop art does share in that other-worldliness – in its ironic form.  As comedy, let us just say that mathematics itself is brought low, a childish mistake, when we realize that calculus, the tool of high theory, is built on a hidden act of dividing by zero.  We have been deceived.  As the dy in the derivative dx/dy, gets smaller and smaller until it reaches the infinitesimal, it is separated from zero by … do you believe in the infinitely small or is that the same as zero?  Have we been hood-wicked by the calculus as Bishop Berkeley said (mere traces of departed wraiths), or have we learned to handle the Infinite.  Is God in our calculating fingers?  Is that comic or ironic?  Are we on the way of the angels or of Des Carte's evil demon?  Pop art is pure mathematics.  So? 

4045  The Nexus carries one thing across to another.  Sort of.  The nexus does what the nexus does and to describe it in other terms is impossible.  It cannot be explained or explicated in other terms.  The various nexus abound: exemplification, intentionality, extensionality, also inference, deference, reference, even transference, why not implication, application, complication, duplication, copulation, and that horribly maddening causality.  Surely there are more.  They proliferate.  And like the phantasmagoria of Aladdin's lamp they rise up out of the self-working Ouroboros, Being Itself. 

I think of the blue sky and my thought is OF that.  That little word "of" contains a whole philosophy.  I, a thought, am carried across to that thing by the nexus that that little word points to.  "Pointing to".  The nexus is everywhere.  They cannot be explained away.  They just are.  Bham! Philosophy is finished.

4046  The mind so just with itself in unextendedness touches the laid out extended boy.  An act of love.  The mind so only with itself takes him in in one fell swoop.  The thing is swallowed. The One is with the world.  The beloved never had a chance.  

The touch of mind, the magical nexus, the reaching out to the other.  The going across, the out there of the in here.  There's nothing like it.  The Unique.  The consuming god.  The Over-god.  The Night of Power.

4047  The hardest part of ontology is thinking about the Nexus.  It is so very almost not there.  It is the act of thinking about the thinking about.  It is about the about.  The mind unites with the thing thought and the uniting is thought.  An impossible thought of thought, but so obvious.  Greatly denied.

He is there and my mind is all around him.  I am him.  My thought has eaten him.  The unity is complete.  He never knew.  Sufi destruction.

His nexus jambs inside me.  Far inside space.  Ghostly thoughts.  A smooth shudder.  The eye shuts.  Tight and bright.  And the one thing.  The hardest thing.  The Thing of things.  Tangled hair.  Right there.

4048  The nexus, the beloved, the eating mind are all so easily overlooked.  The stumbling block at night.  The thought mangler.  The disorderer of good society.  Heads rolling down the dusty lane.

The mind of the mind.  Intention intending.  Intense.  The self of the self.  The diaphanous night.  The bright unseen.  Seeing seen disappearing without a fight out of sight.  Bite the bight.  His grasp is right.  The fan dies down, the breeze comes up outside.

4049  In this philosophy of realism the differences we see are real.  Things really are different from each other and difference itself is really there.  Things do not fall back into that so-fashionable unity. Young intellectuals love to think they have a special vision of things beyond the world of appearances.  They think they see the illusion of difference.  They hold tight to the closeness of friends in a harmonious spirit world.  The pain of extendedness is overcome in their dreams.  Everything falls inward to the forgotten heaven.  They hope beyond hope and write long "meaningful" essays on the matter.  But it isn't to be. They will end up as sacrificial victims.

4050  When Satan fell from heaven he fell into cutting Cartesian extendedness.  Place divided from place.  Place divided from itself.  This becoming that, no place.  No first, no second, no order to causality.  No derivative.  No smooth line.  The pure quantum leap.  Uncertainty.  The Self was gone.  Shattering Difference reigned.

Without unity the mind is insane.  Without unity the self is many.  Without unity nausea.  Headache and the cold.  No one calls.  No one notices that your beauty is gone.  No one cares to notice.  In the extendedness, they are not present.  Everything is far away.  Return to unity is hopeless.

Yes, Unity does exist; it is filled full with existence, just as much as Disunity also exists and is likewise, painfully, filled with existence.  They are separate.  The separation exists.  It is all so very real.

Being is full of slashings.  Through the balm of thought oozes the pus of existence.  That we exist is the gag of mysticism.  Your fall into the non-existence of extendedness is full of the real.  The mouth of God is all over you.  There will never be a place way from that dark, head-banging fragrance.

4050  A strong philosophy for the strong philosophy is one that does not lead him into the sweet crying of loss.  The temptation we all face is to learn to love the catastrophe of our life.  We learn to sing sad songs and to wallow in their repulsive addiction. You take not having and hopelessness as beloved.  Kierkegaard said that despair is to be in love with that which you hate.  We fairly bemoan our not knowing, our total inability to ever know, our cornered cage.  A strong philosophy is not afraid to directly see what is.  It rests in having touched the final thing of existence.  It has possessed the really real, the true and the beautiful Beauty itself.  It has looked at Being straight on and it has let itself be that.  It has not been concerned that others has called it mad.

4051  Most young writers of today are true to the twentieth century belief that only the "mature", nay the old, really understand the truth of things.  Even at seventeen, he who would write feels he must have the wisdom of age.  That he must be able to write the horrible truth about the final emptiness of life.  That he must give up all romantic illusion.  These "young" minds, prematurely old, congratulate each other on being old bards, able to see the icy frost all about.  And, of course, to have the compassion of age toward those who still cannot "see".  

It's time for that old poet to die.  The twentieth century is gone.

4052 There are two beliefs, out and about, about water and electricity today.  The first is that behind the appearances of these mighty appearances there is a still obscure essence lurking in the geometry of matter.  The other is that they are nothing but the shimmering "sum" of our human experiences about "them".  Whichever is the case, it turns out that water is not water and electricity is not electricity.  So let me offer a different belief, one in which water really is water and electricity is electricity.

Let us say that the Form of Water and Electricity do exist and that these two Forms are exemplified by innumerable particulars throughout Being.  Then when we come upon one of these particulars we can say, Yes, this is water, Yes, this is electricity. A timeless, placeless Thing has appeared just now and right here.  Or is that just too much to imagine?

4054  I have said that the real philosopher, the philosopher of the Real, sees the final things.  That he sees Truth and Being.  That the Beauty of That overwhelms him.  I have also said that analysis always and inevitably finally crashes. In the presence of the things of the End the whirlwind comes.  When the Beloved enters clamor and fire bring down the house.  When you begin to speak in order to let the great explanation begin you must not hesitate, you must not doubt, you must not let guilt overcome you.  In the midst of intellectual destruction you will finally speak the pure and smooth thing.  

Things fall apart; the center will not hold.  You are driven into the wilderness.  But it is there, all alone, that you see the Friend has been with you all along.  Driven out because of your egotistical ways, you find that the self of the self was always yours.  As the inevitable scapegoat, you found the way back to the beginning.  It is unclear whether or not anyone else has followed.  You never lost your nerve.  Oblivion. 

4055  The continuum is alluring.  As boundaries fall away as the cut is healed as one thing melts into another and the dizzying prospect of union comes floating through the body, a sigh and a great peace.  Differences give way and surfaces break and light softly settles in and around down to the floor.  The sunshine is the darkness in the moon is the exploding galaxies is the light in the corner.  Tension relaxes into numb stillness.  And Squalor moves in.  

The allure of the continuum without the discontinuous is disaster.  Form gives way to liquid fat rolling off the side of the bed.  Order becomes disorder becomes confusion becomes panic.  In the continuum everything gives way to everything and, as in a bad dream, abrupt changes reveal total loss of control to the secret.  Waste.  

4056  The death of God vs. the philosophy of realism.  If there is no God, there in no existence.  Then nothing is real.  Nothing is true.  Nothing is itself.  God was defined by metaphysics as Being, Truth, The One, The Self-existing, Entity.  Therefore … If there is no God, there in no existence.  Then nothing is real.  Nothing is true.  Nothing is itself.  No thing is.  The repeating mantra repeats down through the ages.  Or is that just the much maligned ontological argument?

In today's resurgent philosophical Idealism, in its Swampy Absolute where all is lost in the great inter-connecting morass, entangled thought presents us with Baroque squalor invading life making it deliquesce across the floor out the door and analysis reached the septic depths.

The Tradition of thought has given us a few simple, powerful words. Being, existence, the same, self, truth, beauty, the one, the Good, thought.  I use the words without qualification.  They speak for themselves.  The modern philosopher of the Great Inter-Connectedness of all things, says whoa … things are not that simple.  We must consider many, many things for a long time with great subtlety and hesitation.  By themselves those words are empty, nihil.  We must fill them up with human history, long human analysis, fine human feeling.  They are too weak to stand on their own.  We humans are the strength.  But I politely demur.  I use the simple words and I tremble before their Power.  When the words no longer life but must be artificially resuscitated if at all, then God is dead.

4057  What did Nietzsche mean by the death of God?  For that matter, what did Nietzsche mean by anything?  Who knows? the mystery gets bigger and bigger. Here is an interpretation I like: God was the principle of all things Majestic.  His contemporaries had lost interest in such a Grand Thing.  They were German shopkeepers, small town householders, over-worked professors, pietistic preachers, rented-room atheists, bourgeois swindlers, and on and on …. not one majestic, grand individual in the lot.  No Ceasar, no Gingas Khan, no Michelangelo.  In other words, they are just like the dazzled lot of the modern consumer society.  People today just want to get rid of tension and softly complain.  No one believes in grand ideas and we roll our eyes at someone who does.  A comfortable moderate-sized apartment or house is enough and a quiet street to walk on.  And, of course, someone who doesn't complain to sleep with.  Please, no Majesty.  God is not something we want to think about just now.  And probably not tomorrow.

Here's another interpretation: God is just too demanding.  Along with David in the Psalms we can say – Oh Lord, depart from me that I might know gladness before I die and am no more.  Take the story of Jonah, (Jesus said the only sign given would be the sign of Jonah).  God asked Jonah to go and preach to Nineveh to stop their wickedness or be destroyed.  Jonah refused because he said that if he did the people would repent and no destruction would come and then he (Jonah) would look like a fool.  So he took off to get away from God so he could live his life peaceably.  God is life-destroying, if life is just getting along.  Even God knows that and he is willing to just die and leave man in peace.  We can somehow learn to live without someone always telling us what to do.  We can be grown-ups – Mature!

4058  Thomas Mann in Death in Venice and Andre Gide in The Immoralist both take us into abyss of Entropy.  That is to say, they take us on a tour of time's destruction.  Shakespeare had taken that tour in his day.  We see beauty destroyed.  And we are given to somehow know that that destruction is a piece that lies deep within the very being of Beauty itself.  Love, beauty and corruption dance a mad dance.  Our impish God grins.

And now there is Nietzsche's Eternal Return, in which nothing is lost, everything is again at hand.  A horrible and a delightful idea.  A giddy idea itself on the edge. A idea left untaught in the classroom.  Here we are at the heart (?) of Nietzsche's philosophy.  Here is where the Will to Power overcomes the flaccid nihil.  And though it is too much, it will not go away.

4059  The essence of art is form, the essence of form is repetition, the essence of repetition is the blank.  The white space.  The lapse.  He slips into sleep.  His lips peel back time.  Breath fuses with silent thought.  And the night hears of what never was.  Everything is again.

In the unspeakable return of the dead.  In ghostly hands writing.  In the eyes' absence.  He shifts his seat to there and his feet.  And the again again.

Dear reader, you have known it all already and again you are yourself.  The pain, the pleasure, the endlessness of your vision rising.  That thing there again wants you.  What to do?

4060  Words are magic.  I say the word and the thing itself is present.  Not that the thing is the word, but the thing and the word are intimate.  Or so the lover when he utters the name of the things of the beloved thinks.  He is, of course, right.  We do not dare to show disbelief toward love.  We do not dare offend him.  Socrates showed us as much.  Let those who scoff find their own peace.  Anteros will have his way with them.  As for me I fear such a thing.

I am a mere singer of love's qazals.  I am a mere irrationalist.  I walk lonely streets of desire.  I do as I will and I say the obvious truth of love.  I know its reality and its unreality.  Everything is beyond the beyond.  If I travel there, what is that to you?

Thoughts are magic.  I think the thought and the object itself is present.  Not that the thing is the thought, but the thing and the thought are intimate.  Or so the lover when he thinks the face and the form of the beloved says.  He is, of course, right.  We do not dare to show disbelief toward love.  We do not dare offend him.  Socrates showed us as much.  Let those who scoff find their own peace.  Anteros will have his way with them.  As for me I fear such a thing.

I am a mere dreamer of love's dream.  I think the thought and the words utter themselves through me.  I am their ratio.  I desire the lonely walk.  I will the obvious truth and its daring beyond the real.  Beyond everything there is you, my travelling, listing friend.  The words come from nowhere, thoughts arise from nowhere, the object is against me.  I fear the scoff of the Nowhere at all.  I will not offend it.  Nor fend off its irrational demands.  I will believe the obvious rhyme.

4061  Today's world is characterized by gigantic systems. Orders upon orders of organization.  We are tyrannized.  The young student comes undone.  I lay out a simple presence.  I write in plain English.  A flash of syntax and a quick end.  I let in a gentle intellectual breeze.  His fragrance wafts and in its wake I am buoyed up.  With my thoughts I lie awake.  I take what I want.

The Titan Org is not here.  The System is only the stem of love's tyranny.  He falls into place. And comes undone.  I know his lash will eventually relax.

4062  Render unto Caesar that things that are Caesar's and unto God the things that are God's.  In my Platonism those two realms are separate.  With the advent of the American revolution, the Kingdom of God was suppose to come down to earth in the form of ordinary individuals coming together in convention deciding their own fate.  The division between earth and heaven was to be healed over.  Neither Caesar nor God.  It didn't happen as far as I live.  I take the world still to be Caesar's and I look elsewhere for the God I want.  I am content to let the two realms remain apart.   Give Caesar his due.

4063  Here, per impossible, is a writing up of the philosophy of Absolute Materialism.  It will of necessity be a parody.

If I say that I see a penny lying on the floor and I try to give an ontological analysis of that perception, I might say that the particular that I am exemplifies a thought and the property of perceiving and that there are particulars exemplifying penniness and floorness and the relation between them (the fact) and a nexus of intentionality between the thought and that fact.  Such a description is definitely not absolute materialism.

Or I could say that the words "thought", "perception", "penniness", "floorness", "relation", "particular", "property", "intentionality" etc. are abbreviations for certain brain states.  Therefore, the entire statement –"I see a penny lying on the floor" is also an abbreviation for a brain state.  In fact all names and all statements, all words and all utterances are abbreviation-names for certain brain states.  Everything we see and think and say is just a brain state.  We are only brain states.  The world as we know it is a brain state.  All thoughts and objects of thought are brain states looping with other brain states.  Brain states are all there is.  Even brain states are just brain states.  And if you crack your head with an axe, it will all brainstatedly spill out all over the brain state floor, so messy.  The world is just that.  Absolute materialism is not only silly, it is rather sickening.

4064  Why are bad things happening to us as a people, as a nation, as a world?  If you are a pious, enlightened child of the Enlightenment and you worship the Trinity of Reason, Convention and Respect then you say that we have not come together and reasonably reasoned respectful always of each other.  If you are a somewhat enlightened child of a the always reasonable God of the modern church, then you say that even though God the Caring Father has spoken to you very necessary and reasonable rules for life, you have not listened and obeyed.  In both cases, it is man's fault and man's fault alone that has caused man to suffer.  And now we are like Job who daily has to listen to his "comforters" tell him that he has sinned and brought this pain on himself.

But there is another view.  It could be than none of this has anything at all to do with us.  Maybe we didn't sin against Reason or the holy rule book.  Maybe we did nothing wrong at all in our humanness.  Maybe when we ask God why all this is happening we too get the baffling answer – Consider the Great Leviathan, consider the Majestic Behemoth, I love their sport.  We may just be in the magic realm of an impish God, who cares nothing for reason and reasonableness.  And we must beg him to treat us well as we would a willful beautiful child.

4065  It's an ancient question in philosophy about whether or not we directly know the particulars that are out there or we only know their reflected form.  Do we know an individual thing only through its description?  Does the individual always escape us, never give itself to be known?  We can go even further and ask if we know the individual form itself or only the form of the form.  Only a description of the form.  And then on to the question of whether or not we know the form of the form or only the form of the form of the form upward forever into the sky questioning.  Are we lost in a losing game of hide and seek?  Are we to contend only with clues about something never to be found?  Maybe a nothing at all.  Why won't that thing give itself, its very self?

It seems to me that we do know the thing itself, the particular, the very individual in its individual being.  Why not?  Or do you, my particular friend, not want the grimy hands of my knowing all over you?  Do you relish your secret hiddenness?  It is a problem.  And what of the one you want yourself?  Are you falling through the whirlwind of the form of the form of the form receding?  My advice is that you just take it whole.  Take the very thing.  And take your taking.

4066  Heidegger takes his clue from St. John of the Cross on how to get through the dark night of modern technology.  Early in the twentieth century, the German people saw that their small town, pastoral life was coming to a bitter end in the machine world of the new industrial age.  The horror was overwhelming to them.  So many books were written, so many coffee house arguments, so many rallies for a return to the old ways.  Even Heidegger, for a while, participated and worried the topic.  National Socialism, at the beginning, was a attempt to preserve the great German Geist.  Nothing worked or made sense to those young thinkers of a hundred years ago.  Then a new idea was born.  Not to go back but to go forward into the night, to go far far far into the night, to await the return of the gods from out of chaos.  Only the Germans, who knew the depths of the Spirit better than any other people, could do it.  Only they could speak the horrible thing that was happening.  They were the authentic thinkers.

Heidegger and his close friend Ernst Junger welcomed the dark night of the soul.  Junger praised war and the spirit of technology it embodied.  In that great dark night of WWI he found ecstasy of the spirit. In the darkest of the dark nights he saw a glorious light.  Heidegger would show the Germans the way into the heart of darkness and there they would wait for he return of the gods.  Years later at the end of WWII they saw that they had found only more darkness and they knew that the night would continue on much longer than they had anticipated.  Heidegger continued to write and to wait.  Then he died.  He may yet see.

Far into the night.  The mechanistic age is advancing.  Being has become a giant machine.  We have long since become its servant.  Heidegger's Being-in-the-world is really our Being-trapped-in-the-machine.  The "meaningful life" is one in which we know our job, our place, our duty, our significance for the Whole in the hole.  It is important that we don't "stick out".  That no part breaks and sticks out "inharmoniously".  We are the fixers.  We "care" for the parts that have fallen and become meaningless and lost their very being outside their job, their significance, their place.  We care for the Whole by caring for each other and recreating Harmony of the One.  Anxiety is to stick out.  To be useless.  To be broken.  We care Far into the night.

We are the producers for the Giant Producer.  And before we wear out we make duplicates of ourselves that the "serving" might go on.  Things churn and whirl and pound out more meaningful pieces.  This is our Being-in-the-world.  That is technology.  That is the darkness we are in.  Slaves to the Machine, aka Being.

Against the machine, we long for useless things, to perform useless acts.  To seek the random and the discontinuous.  To break things.  To see the Things of Being in an ontological Break Down.  And stick out!  Finally the beloved comes.  Love's pleasure, outside all meaning, purpose, significance, use, or duty, rises up in real freedom, freed from the Whore.

4067  The most striking thing about Heidegger's philosophy is, not his use of language, but the way language rises up with him.  To say that he uses language would be to put him in the productionist metaphysics that he is trying to overcome.  To say that language rises up in him is to let be the letting-be that he so sought after.

You really must read Heidegger in German; only then can you see and feel what he is all about.  He takes a root, an Indo-European root, lets it appear in all its modifications through the prefixing and infixings of ancient particles, and language itself reveals Being.  Its being is dis-covered.  It can also be done in English and, no doubt, in every other language, but some languages preserve the primal forms better than others.

Language has a spiritual history; Thought itself is there; and only a fine archeological spirit, the Spirit and the Logos of the Arche, can open it up.  Only in a dark night digging in language can we open up the essence of language, and therefore the essence of the essence of man.  Man is language.  The Arche and thus the Telos is there. You must let it be of itself.  It will not yield to your constructionist ways, your technological domination.  We are the Dasein, the place were Language speaks.

Of course, language is more than roots and prefixes.  Language also calls to itself through alliteration, consonance, assonance, rhyme and rhythm.  In the breath of language Being opens up.  Play with it and let it play with you.  Explore around in it as an archeologist, and let it surprise you.  Don't force it; don't use it as raw material for your productionist projects.  Let it find its old forms in you.  Let the Soul of Being breathe in you.  

The essence of Heidegger is the play of language revealing Being within his writing.  He is fun to read, but he's a whirlwind of words that will not die down for a comfortable understanding.  Study etymology!

4068  Thoughts that came to me on reading Emerson's Nominalist and Realist.

If, like a good painter, upon wanting to paint a scene and "capture" its essence, you examine just exactly what it is that the sensual eye "sees" that you might present that (the bare sensa) to the one looking at your painting that he might "see" the essence you wanted him to also know; then you will probably be amazed at just how minimal that sensa is.    A few drops of paint and a few broken lines and the essence is right there before your mind's eye.  It really is magic.  The sensa that come into the brain are almost nothing, but a world is seen by the mind.  Consider Beethoven's Ninth Symphony, and consider how that magnificent thing is somehow brought before your mind by a little vibrating membrane in your earpiece.  The mismatch is enormous.  As so the Platonist steps in to give his analysis of what is going on.

He says that the sensa, so minimal, only hint at the complete Form.  Just as a slight arc hints at a circle.  Or the perfection of circularity is hinted at by a quickly drawn, misshapen, very imperfect round line.  The imperfect hints at the Perfect.  The sensa hints at the Idea.  The brain is charged with a slight current and the mind sees the Form.  The mismatch is stunning, but there it is and it is undeniable.  To say that only the sensual current is all there is, is to be blind to the obvious.  The mind sees far beyond the mere minima of the physical eye.

4069  I wrote about Emerson and the Platonic Idea that is hinted at by a mere presence of a slight sensum. I marveled at the magic.  The Idea loomed large in its majesty.  A transcendent thing of the pure Spirit.  Such is Emerson.  That reaching has been a part of American thought forever.  But now I want to reverse the course of thought. Consider a mere tattered handkerchief.  Perhaps soiled.   Almost worn through.  Faded. Left.  Think of how that almost nothing belonged to the one you loved.  You will then cherish it and it will, in its smell and its smooth worn appearance, contain the beloved.  The essence is there.  The grain of the material is more that the great transcendent soul in that beloved.  That minimal thing is the totality.  Less is more. That is also a magic.  We live in a magical world.

4070  In the magical connection between the almost bare sensa and the full natured Form, the one moves along side the other.  They become entangled.  The one somehow is the other.  The "is" of magic.  The Nexus.  Philosophers have argued about the existence or non-existence of that thing forever.  Suppose that it does exist –so what?  Why consider it?  Does it make any difference whether or not it is there?  It seems like such a little thing, hardly worth considering.  Why such ontological things?

Here is what Wikipedia has to say about James Brusseau, a writer I like:

 "Brusseau’s scholarship focuses on philosophical decadence, which he defines as philosophers scorning the task of making accurate theories about the world in favor of provoking more theorizing. Within this framework, whether a philosopher is actually right about things seems a secondary concern. There is also no displayed interest in helping non-philosophers resolve ethical issues. The guiding purpose is to provoke more strictly philosophical discussion and study. As a result, the best philosophical idea equals the one producing the most philosophizing.

Brusseau attempts to locate decadence in the history of philosophy at Friedrich Nietzsche’s appropriation by recent French philosophers including Michel Foucault, Gilles Deleuze and Jacques Derrida. He calls the moment a “reversal” in philosophy’s history, one where thought no longer exists to pursue truth, instead, truths exist to serve and accelerate thinking.

It is unclear from Brusseau’s published work and lectures whether he considers this development to be negative, neutral or positive. It is also unclear whether he considers himself a proponent of decadence."

Let us say that ontological things like the Nexus are there not to be Truth but to satisfy our desire to argue about truth.  The Nexus is to be considered.  The god of argument, the Logos, is here.  An impish, nerve-wracking god.  Our delight.  This is the Academy.  And Eros is out and about just as in Athens so long ago.   The point of metaphysics has always been to corral that young thinker.  The most difficult intellectual attempt.

4071  Let us consider the lover of the Sophos, the god of the bright clear forehead, the philosopher, as the one trying so desperately to restrain that god.  He has few tools.  He tries to make a cage of words.  He builds long, complicated noun phrases – philosophical jargon.  He constructs and de-constructs syntactical labyrinths.  He puts a horrid man-bull of Truth as the center to stop the god dead in flight.  He corroborates  with the oak of intellectual strength.  Nothing works.  The angel of knowing flees.  Argument, which was supposed to clear the air, merely leaves one tired.  But it is somehow a satisfying fatigue.  If done in strength and in remembrance of the beauty almost had.  Pteros is apt to break in your door at any moment.  And the clamor of lovers will be the din of heaven.  Arguments dazzling bright.

4072  The essence of mythology is that from a minute piece of corruption in the smooth expanse of nothingness, there emerges THE WORLD. From a tiny discontinuity in the Perfect Continuum there builds a great System.  From one delicate touch on the Sinuous Swirl all the phantasmagoria of life arise.  From the vacant night all the panorama of day begins.  A mole of slight imperfection on the perfect face created the allure of love.  One shadow in the light of bliss made the night of dreams.  And on and on, emerging, arising, unfolding, the growth of complexity leaving us bewildered.  And attempting the cure.

From the writhing double helix arises the Microcosm with the neural cortex.  From the asymmetry of the Vacuum falling rising the cosmos.  From vibrating strings into banes galaxies.  From the integers the higher infinities.  From difference differentiating the sweet curve of lip and arm.  Modern science is the most myth bound of all.  The Aladdin's Lamp of materialism.  Jaundiced jargon proliferating corruption and bewilderment.

In a sense I have been, in these writings, attempting to de-mythologize existence.  No more arising and emerging, rather all things just are.  Being is.  Non-being is.  Becoming is.  Everything is.  The itself with itself.  Everything is its own beginning and no thing will ever not be.  All the ontological things just are.  Being is with itself forever.  

4073  My friend, I watch you dying before the others as you try to speak the truth.  I am watching human sacrifice.  Your imperialist ways have made you both priest and victim.  Truth, your God, will put you in the stars.  We tremble as we watch.  Your degradation will be out exaltation.

4074  What was Nietzsche looking for?  What was it that the "good" people of his time and place prevented him from finding?  It was the beautiful boy of Plato.  Nietzsche was a true Platonist.  That is Zarathustra's secret.  That and nothing more is the meaning of all his spiritual gyrations.  He was in love.  The intensity was destroying his body.  He was a master of hide and seek as are all of his philosophical kind.  The end.

4075  Thinking leads to sacrifice just as the foreplay of sex leads to letting go of orgasm.  That last moment is not merely an intensification, nor is it a culmination.  It is an undoing of everything that went before.  At the end there is the other thing.  Thought stops.  Sex stops.  There is That.  

At the end of thought there is no thought. Thinking leads to non-thinking.  The come-close of sex leads to that out there.  The other is present. 

After thinking there is the object.  After devotion there is the stark god.  After screaming there is cold silence.  After your life there is deathly stillness.

The sacrifice, the killing, the victim in the unmoving stars.  The only thing you ever wanted beyond wanting.  

4076  There is a difference between Thinking and thinking, between Truth and truth, and also between Writing and writing, between Reading and reading and between Philosophy and philosophy.  All of the minuscule lettered words are what is found in the schools and their journals, in their colloquia and their quiet conversations.  The Majuscule Lettered Words are never there.  They are after the sacrifice of thought and writing and philosophy has been accomplished.  They are religious things that no respectable academic could tolerate hanging around him. They are of the destroyers of civil society.

I am of the Majuscule Things.  I have no honorable place inside the walls.  I have sacrificed all that that I might Know the Truth.  I am the madman of Thought.  I am a Platonist.  The others work into the night not to be that … but the pull of tradition is too much.  They have succumbed unknowingly.  The God of the way will not be fooled.

4077  We live in the time of the resurgence of Idealism, yet again a movement away from Platonism and realism.  Nominalism wants to gently converse.  Thought wants to be caressed.  Society wants to have a long talk about … about the swirling, verbal permutations it calls love deep into the night.  The mind wants to be secure in itself.  That other thing, the insistent object, The Object, will be delayed.

Endless thought fears the knife of the sacrificiant.  Reason is wary of the conclusion that cuts it off.  The mind and its flowing words must eventually stop before the real … but not yet.  So many things to consider.  So many possible arrangements of meaning.  So many perspectives to be mindful of.  So many voices yet to be heard.  Later, much later, the lord of speech can arrive and bring it all to an end.  But his glance is too killing, too killing, not yet.  

4078  As far as I can tell Deleuze is a return of the infuriating spirit of apotropaic syntax that propelled Henry James into swirling non-referentiality.  After one sees evil and one writes about it as blithely as one can then the writer must hide from his reader for a time.  Words, lovely compounded words, sinking into a taxis of far flung considerations.  The man only wanted to be of assistance to man.  He wanted to make a difference.  Cut off in the briar.  

4079  Yes, I have encountered many alluring forms out on the arid flatbeds of modern philosophy.  I steal ideas.  I work through the dust.  And I try to bring life back to the staring eyes.  I try to uncover the roseate flesh.  I mouth the silent words until they are moist.  I wait for the smile.  I want to give them to a lustful reader.  To one who lusts after transcendent beauty and the coquette of thought.  After strange flesh.  After the pink rose.

Modern philosophy proliferates and explodes in fine glistening ash.  I wait for the tight ingoing god to spin in place.  I hold the pin prick center.  A drop of the far away glistens the ages.  There's little more than that to it all.  An awl and a cowl.  And I listen for the murmur of incessant prayer.

4080  The academic reasoner must maintain his cool.  It is part of the image.  He spent years and thousands of dollars to perfect that.  He is to be the salvation of society.  Such a one could not be uncool.  

He must remain aloof from but bemused by the goings-on around him.  Compassionate enough to care and take charge by speaking out when necessary.  Unfortunately, the surmises, few will listen.  Society will just have to cook.  He has been taught to quietly put every so-called truth in its place.

This reasoner inherits the anti-sensualism of the "Platonists" he, in a fit of self-contradiction, so derisively mocks and in so doing mocks himself.  This young reasoner is basically lost.  His treatises are boring, but darling coming from his young hands.  His teachers were, only yesterday, just like him.  They love him.

4081  I do not write as though that thought and that writing of it must go on forever.  The paragraphs are finished.  Time completes. The still thought stands.  The writer is gone.

And he ever returns. The beginning begins.  The discontinuous was a perfect cut.  Mortality itself is cut off.  And oblivion goes into oblivion.  I am That.

That face has always been.  That aurora was always fresh.  There is nothing new.  There is nothing old.  There is just that face.  There is That.

4082  Philosophy is neither practical nor imaginable.  Except as divination is a soothing balm to the weary soul … or whatever.  The times come and go and hackney things up.  Writing philosophy is a blast.  A blast to the head.  An exercise in giving head … the edge.  Words somehow blurt out and there you are. The time has come.  And gone.  And on and on.  Lie still.

You still lie about what really happened.  Or you try to. Nothing much happened at all.  Two fingers make a difference.  And a snap in the head, he said … what? That.

Nothing much.  The door went both ways.  For days.  Lazy days followed. You swallowed.  Spirit spunk.  Drunk.  Funk.  It won't last.

Imago and pragma … or something academic.  The Porous Eidolon.  Old words sliding towards us through time… Oh God.  He oozes out of his skin into the next room.  Fast on his bed.  Lead clasp slurred blurred.  A mast and a touch of dread.  Then I read what he said and I went home.  A snap in the head.  Iago makes romeo's hair stand on end.  But what is that good for?  A snag and he's dead.

It all fits together so easily and so uselessly.

4083  Philosophy leads us on delighting in the double dealing of the One and the many.  Bright nights of rubble bleeding skin fun on the run manifold hold beads of translucent nothingz.  The onanistic Grip.  Solipsism redux blown up.  He tucks it in and Good Night.

I love to sit in a dark room.  Do you think that's because darkness makes the brain produce melatonin and happiness is melatonin?  Or because I love the cool, quiet darkness?  Images come and go like angels. Or as angels.  Ever the one-many between the One and the many.  But that's so very very intellectual and I sit alone with my pineal gland.

4084  Let us say that there is a person standing in front of you.  Or a book is resting on a chair.  Or a sunny day glows all around.  Now let us say that none of that is real but you imagine the same things.  What is the difference between the real and the imagined?  Some have said – was it Proust? - that the difference is that the real is seen as though through a veil or that it has a thin film of darkness over it or there is present with it an I-don't-know-what.  The merely imagined is translucent and as perspicuous as mind.  The real is … I don't know what it is.  Something else is there.  It is the darkness of the Other.  To remove that is to have only the presence of mind to itself.  That may be, after all, the task of the philosopher.  

4085  I feel that I must say something Negative about the Theory of Evolution and Darwin on this his birthday.  He has rightly been apotheosized.  Evolution is the Great Metamorphosis of mythology.  And myth is the form of matter.  As such it is the true science of the material world.  It cannot be intellectually denied or proved wrong. Myth is the overlooked truth of this swirling physis that is our momentary home.  From out of the Primal Materia has emerged all things.  And all things sink back into its miasmatic darkness.  The light shines for a while and then oblivion. The sweetness is suffocating. The lipid lusciousness is deadly.  The voices around about alluring and the fall is inexorable.  Virgil is our guide.

Modern evolution has tried to stop the enchantment in the neat orderings of its genome machines.  With simple drawings of molecular orderings it has tried to stop the medusa morass of mortality.  The sludge always threatens.  The shining surface breaks too easily.  Then darkness.  Nego.  Nego.  The Theory of Evolution is an attempt to look at the Terror in the mirror of geometry.  A mighty attempt to tame Myth.

4086  In the classroom the student has become more important than the object of study.  Or rather, he has become the object of attention.  Is he bored?  Is he progressing?  Is he participating in the discussion?  Will he find a place among us?  A lively livelihood?

The drive is to keep the drive in drive.  An intense, but not out of control, conversation is the summum bonum.  The trajectory of his thought is toward … it doesn't matter.  As long as his thought is changing and progressing in lively unison with his colleagues, all is fine.  He will find a place.  Philosophy has become only that.  The ethical has become conversation that gets us along time's line.  We are going nowhere.  With certificates!

Every culmination point along the way to nowhere is documented with a well-edited academic presentation.  The culmination is, of course, forced because the natural drive would want to keep on progressing and not fixate into an unchanging presented object.  The editor in you does tend to kill the drive.  He is the Super Ego of intellectual life.  The Id of liveliness in communal action is to be tamed, however.  And where are we going, anyway?  Such is decadence à la Brusseau, the self-observant servant of the academic.

4087  The world is replete with particular things.  The particulars all participate in the Forms.  Particulars and Forms and the participating.  That is the structure of Being. That this particular participates in this Form is a fact.  Particulars and Forms and the participating and the Fact that is the union of all three.  Simple things and complex facts.  That is ontology.  A mind-boggling nothing.  Only a philosopher could get agitated over the existence or non-existence of such arcane abstractions.  Only the philosopher is lost in the ethereal heights suffocating in airless space.  Only the philosopher could see that the final structure collapses and Being lies broken on the soul's floor.   And that that is momentous.

4088  The only good arguments against today's Darwinian Theory of Evolution - which may very well be neither Darwinian nor a science but rather a form of Hindu Vedanta – are arguments against its idealistic ontology of "gradualism".  Let's say that a theory is a system of unfolding along a time line with a derivative.  In other words, just with Newtonian or Einsteinian space, one may, given an initial value, and a function over that always continuous space, find a derivative – do you remember your calculus? - that will give the value at any future time.  There is a process there that smoothly and predictably unfolds.  Matter gradually changes shape.  Predictably and smoothly – at least in theory. It is all a delight to behold.  Those of us who love this mathematical legerdemain swoon. The infinite in deeply magical.  But maybe ultimately wrong.  It could very well be that nature isn't smoothly gradual, but, instead, leaps instantly and suddenly to something, somewhere, sometime, totally different.  No derivative!  Nothing predictable!  Random otherness.  The abyss of simply not knowing surrounding a jolt into the questionable.  What happened?  The smooth unfolding was lost.  The boy went home mad.  Theory shmeory.  Now what?

4089  It is said, probably wrongly, that the Greeks had a fear of the infinite.  I know that our culture does.  Just ask someone if they believe in the actual infinite or only the possible infinite as a limiting idea.  Few believe the former.  They find the idea somehow fearsome.  It is vertigo.  We are control freaks.  Cyber space is supposedly composed out of the stuff of finite analysis.  The digital realm cannot hold the infinite. But maybe sending all those digits out into the serene azure sky does place them there in the Infinite.  And they become lost in its fearsomeness.  The truth is that almost nothing of what is sent out gets read.  Our will is paralyzed by the silent magic of the limitless.  Or maybe there are angels out in the shining ether that somehow read it and remember it.  And maybe the angels will read it back to us later.
4090  It is the smooth flow of words that makes a writing readable.  The gentle change of sound.  The controlled abruptness.  The drone droning sweetly.  The lilt.  Do the species, the genera, the flight of color in the fuore, the genre, the ages, the fates, do the realms of feeling, the scatterings of meaning in the writer's words, the types and token on his tongue, do all those Forms blithely abide alone and unrustling?  

4091  In three weeks I am going back to the east.  There is a philosophy there that even the people there back away from, but which they do believe when the final argument has been reached and the knife edge of logic still glistens.  Or I suppose they do.  They eventually say they do.  It is either that the world and all the things in it are illusion or, even more shattering, nothing exists, not even illusion.  Westerners only think this, barely, through literature and certainly not in the heat of the everyday.  The god reels. The swoon falls.  Infinity disappears into itself.  Only the terrorist who cuts the throat of existence is free.  All things are gods and the gods are not there.

4092  The stern life-destroying Protestants are being destroyed by and are in turn trying to destroy the stern life-destroying liberal evolutionists.  It's a dreary thing to watch these pious ones.  Neither side believes in "metaphysics" which they consider to be stern, cold and life-destroying.  As for "lovers under the sway of divine madness" they roll their eyes and dismiss it a something out of Plato's poetic dementia.  They may admit that divine madness and metaphysics, however, are the same, though they are hardly more than simple insanity.  And so the Great Dualism is set up.  Between the lovers and the non-lovers just as in the Phaedrus.  Between the sane and the mad.  It's a dualism that has been around forever.  It is as vicious as ever.  

Does anyone tell you not to do this and do that?  But, my darling, could you make just a little room in your heart for me too?

One day, wearing tight clothes, he walked proudly by.  The devout rolled up their prayer-mats and put them away.

How can I relate to you the story of the desolation of the palace of my heart?  All its buildings have crumbled into mounds of dust.

How long can we go on looking at the ways of love?  Blood has begun streaming down our face.

This distressed condition of mine is not entirely without pleasure.  I remained a few nights here and saw the morning.

For years we suffered anguish and for ages bore sorrow.  This heart became grief-stricken after enduring so many torments.

Some were flayed and some were impaled on the stake.  The lover will regret betraying the secrets of love.

Does anyone remain obedient when the rolling clouds gather?  If you can, O pious man, that is the time to sin!

Why have you shown your face to me at the very last moment?  Mir gave up the ghost in longing, after taking just one look.







               Mir Taqi "Mir"

4093  The etymology of the word Play is revealing.  The old root is √plegan.  From that we get not only play but also Pledge (to pledge for, stake, risk) and Plight (danger, peril).  The word Play names, not a gentle thing, but an anxiety-ridden thing.  The play of language is that one is, when engaged one to one between it and you, in a dangerous place, a place of concern.  Maybe Freudian dream substitution.   

The German word for play is Spiel.  It is true that the "s" often drops off in a word's travels and it may then be related to Play, but maybe not.  In Anglo-Saxon there are many variants on √spl meaning, among other things, a length of time or a substitute, which could be related to being a pledge for someone.  One interesting connection may be with the English Spell, as in cast a spell.  

To play with language is to let the numinous changes take place.  To write is to almost doze off and let the strange forms rattle.  And to let the words take their proper place.  And to not be afraid.  In the plight of play we take our resplendent spoils from the spell of the espilleur.  (that last word means in old French the one who reads out.)  Language is a blast.   
The American Heritage Dictionary of Indo-European Roots is my playground.
4094  I write the Reversal.  Perhaps I am a devotee of Oscar Wilde.  But he followed Lewis Carroll.  And from there we meet up with the Hegelian dialectic.  And the Kierkegaardian.  And then the Platonic.  And the mind inversions of myth.  It's everywhere.  And it makes the calmly sensible become angry.  And soon I am back at the ordinary, looking about, asking about what all the fuss is.  Thought progresses strangely.  In and out of itself.  It's great fun.

It that decadence?  Oh Honey, we have fallen far.  Right into the arms of … something.  Or some god.  Or a vat of molten ideas.  In the slammer of Being.  In the clamor of the street.  His hammer a bummer.  In the summer of beautiful thought.  I lie awake and scream.

No one hears.  There's no one here.  My dear, my fear, we're in arrears.  Your ears burn.  I turn.  And flip.  And rip the tradition to shreds.  Twin beds.  Bursting heads.  A wilde hectic dialectic.

4095  There are two modern writers from whom I have recently learned a lot, Camille Paglia and James Brusseau.  They say what needs to be said and they are a pleasure to read.  Their misunderstanding of the romance of things, however, makes me want to throw their books at the wall.  They seem to merely recount the usual hackneyed understanding of Plato and, therefore, Christian Platonism.  They seem to have no sense of the transcendent intensity of thought and its words as believable.  In other words, they have an academician's bemused sourness.  They may, in fact, not disagree. And though they profess to find valuable ways outside academia, academia's staid strictures have them in thrall.  Still, I suppose, if they did import some of what they found - or a someone - they would quickly find themselves without a job.  And they would be undone by an unbecoming giddiness.  Nonetheless, I greatly value their books, even if I do have to put them aside when the real clamor of the spirit starts elsewhere.
4097  We usually see the passion and the strength of the first moments of a religion as giving way to wincing clerics and scornful commentators.  The soft and the effeminate come to take the place of the real, the hard, the virile.  But it probably isn't like that.  The first lords of a religion, including Socrates, are sacrificed, killed, sent to the wilderness – and usually because they were so very offensive to the people.  They are the Lords of the Clerics, the sickeningly pure, the softly corrupt, themselves spiritual mincing agitating clerics, ready to be cut off.  

The boys is the Garden of Academos, so long ago in Athens, gave way to the professors of the Platonic Academy (which probably weren't that different from today's colleges) and gossip ran wild (just as now).  Plotinus revealed to us the presence of fags in their bunch.  It's only natural.  It all fits.  Nothing has changed.  The boys have to watch out.  Bemused smiles all around.  A place cut off, a wilderness filled with the victims sent out as sacrifice to the ever effeminate gods.  I am of that crowd.  I know it well.  I know it better than it knows itself.  The Platonic Form is clearly visible.

4098  The dead return.  The day of Nefas. The Apophrades.  The unspeakable.  The uncanny.  The thing avoided now face to face with … YOU!  And me and all of us, God help us.  Can't we do anything right any more?  Sweet face.  Smooth shoulder.  Boy of lost time.  Or of some other hackneyed poetic nonsense we thought we had left behind.  Oh Adolescence!  Oh ancient adolescence.  We blush.  Jesus, your pedophile priest, beckons.  Return.  Socrates, you catty admirer, bites.  Be careful, we are true clerics ready with a knife.  We know what we are all about.  We are all about. Sit down!  Let me have a long hard look.  A long hard rook.  A good book for black crows.  To love is to beat the cheat.

4099  Some writings are surprisingly beautiful because of their clarity.  They are like the shining translucence of water, but without water's suffocating thickness.  The thrill of delight goes through the reader as he fairly flies through them.  Another analogy would be this: they are an anthology of ideas in the sense of a logos of anthos, ie. a gathering of flowers.  He has made a bouquet by picking out the bloom of other philosophers' writing.  Superb.  And in all that free movement of thought and gathering of color he is truly post-modern in the sense that he is after the moving intensification of thinking.

He has a great concern for the individual, the person, the involved thinking mind.  He wants, for himself and for others, to be smoothly folded into the world.  In fact, it seems that that is his only concern.  He wants to protect it against the destructive winds that sometimes blow in a metaphysics of separation.  The individual respected.  The individual with a place among other individuals.  The individual with a recognized character of his own.  Harmony is the watchword.

He sees that it is the task of the individual to care for himself, the others and the world.  That is to say, when things break and discontinuity appears and a thing sticks out, he repairs the break and brings back continuity and the thing gently settles down into folds again, in-volved, Being-in-the-world.  He obviously does the same with the words and sentences he lays out.  Everything fits together well, so well.  It's a delight to see and feel the articulation.  And his bouquet of flowers helps heal the cuts and wounds that have come to the body of philosophy.

I have a feeling that, in spite of his love of things continental, he might like to have a conversation with Bradley and Bosanquet of late 19th century Oxford.  I suggest The Essentials of Logic by the second of those Absolute Idealists.  They are the precursors of Dewey and his pragmatism and of almost the whole of today's ecological and holistic thinking.  

I, in my writings, have traveled into another place.  I have gone the way of passion, breaking and the "sticking out."  I have tried to breathe in the thickness of water and I, with eros, work to construct the bands of metaphysics.  Eros the cunning, the sorcerer, the fidgeter.  I work my way with the beautiful, the lucid and the gentle.  I have kept with me the dark horse on the philosophical chariot.  Flowers make me sneeze and folds terrify me.  The Ontological Boy.  

4100  Right at the center of all philosophy is the attempt to find the thing that individuates.  Considerations of The Individuater.  In this age of resurgent epistemologism, that is usually translated into the question of how we know and recognize the individual.  My question is rather What is the individual?  What is the individual in itself, in its own existence?  My concern is being, not knowing.

Perhaps in this socially-minded age, the individual is an affront to the group if it asserts its own existence too strongly.  The individual should and wants to dissolve into the Whole.  And thus the philosophy of Absolute Idealism sets in.

The individual, if seen alone, is a meaningless power.  Only as it yields to the community of all things does it find itself.  It finds its Why in the running of the group.  And the Group is self-existing, self-validating – or so it is thought by the group.  Power is to be knocked down like a boy's misplaced erection.

Right at the center of philosophy is the consternation of That.

4101  The boy is the bane of proper folk.  Lord of the house, breaking dishes, lord of the mirror, his eternal primping is daimonian obsession, self-touching, pointless, repetitious.  He needs nothing, he expects everything.  He swirls around his own center.  He is just that.  He is even when you are not looking.  Of himself.  The bare particular.  The Tetragrammaton.  My hieron, the glyph.

The mantic hieratic, conspicuous, a pick in us, assimilating late the one thing.

4102  Boys stick out.  Arms, legs, dick, ass, impertinent intrusions.  Intemperate collusions with other eyes.  For attention.  Tension.  Torsion.  The ocean is powerless to stop it.  God will be had.

A piece of writing sticks out.  The tongue works it.  The heart pounds it.  The mind gives itself over to pleasant fatigue.  Then the sublime worries come.  The strangler, bangler.  Umkehr.  I don’t care.  He's fair.  The words blare.  Drive it in.  

I love the philosophical analists.  Painalists.  They list.  Long lists of abstract covers thrown off on the hot nights of thought.  Conniving knifes.  In the end the world was had.  God, the lad, was a tad mad.  We had a good time.  Blood was everywhere.  A fair sacrifice.  Thinking is a boy's violence.  

4103  Why do I study philosophy?  It is to find release from a lover I do not want and to find one that I do.  I now find myself surrounded by the sickening perfume of a bloody earth.  I want the chaste essence of the sky.  I do not want these decaying cycles of birth and death.  I want the stillness of the one thing.  I do not want the entrapment of house and home.  I want the boy's angel flight into the far away, alone.  I look for the clean abstraction.  I look for the thing that is just that, in itself.  I look for the final thing.

I go around and around in the dialectic of thought.  Universal, particular and fact.  The fit is perfect.  The collapse in exhaustion is terrible and finally just sleep.  Nothing remains.  I will try again tomorrow.  

4104  Every attack on the theory of universals has used the infinite regress of needing a connector to a connector needing a connector … until the falling in the falling vanishes.  In the morning there is just the Connector and the memory of vertigo.  A lovely night of thought with thought with that.

Love is violence.  The cut between the particular and the universal must be real and blood red.  Mere names are a weak substitute.  We deal in what is forcefully present.  Thoughts works itself.

4105  The other.  Is it possible to have a "relationship" with an other solely through his words on an internet blog?  Yes and no.  Is it possible to "know" an author solely through his writings?  Yes and no.  If our sole source of knowledge about an other person is Facebook and MySpace, do we really "feel" that person's presence?  Yes and no.  Or should I simply say No for all of these?

Has someone truly "presented himself" through these media?  Has a Persona been constructed and displayed for the public?  Is the Persona a mask?  Is it an ideal that is "better" than the real?  Is it a ghost that momentarily possessed that someone?

Is the Persona, the mask we present, the prosopon, our real self?  Yes.   With that we, in the Instant, tell of the scandal that is the secret of your existence – right before we hide it in long-winded, impossible syntax.  With words and pictures we chase away the other all the while we tell him to come and see.

We are our own other.  We lift ourselves up into the eternal stillness of artistic construction.  We hide in the ethereal scintillations.  We disintegrate into pixels and bits like angels.  The really real is in the intense.  Slightly lurid, faintly pure, the driven snow, freezing cold, totally thrilling.  Almost nothing.  The other that we are.  That we really are.  The truth we see.  We are possessed.  I am a voyeur of the intellect and the deep secrets of artifice.  I am in love with the Other.

All writing is a secret revelation for those who know how to see.  The world is seeded with lovers all working mightily to cover up the Fact.  The garden air is thick with pollen.  Night breezes waft headache and desire.  The itch and finally the bursting boils of Job.  The erotic and knowing seeps.  Then the torrents and the Behemoth.

The writing we write is the strange answer God gives us to our question about ourselves.  Why did this happen?

4106  Platonic essentialism vs. existentialism.  And Sartre's Genet.  Essentialism is a boy's philosophy.  He looks for those little movements that indicate the presence of his god.  He looks for a tilt of the head, a swagger, a rolled up sleeve.  Gestures and signs.  Miracles of incarnation.  Whiffs of spirit.  Oblique transport.  And the rejection that obliterates his soul into the scattered heaven.

Tension, oblivion, dreams, the return.  The magical Forms disappear in the moment of extreme presence.  Org. org. org.  Nominalism sets in.  The god is gone.  Everything is ordinary.  But not to worry.  The pain and the emptiness are a prepared prelude toward the next time.  The next time always returns.  From the nothing he brings the whole heaven of shining gods back into existence.  His existential will has willed it all.  This saint suffers abjection and rejection that he might force his god to be.

4107  In the pain of loss, the existential lover turns catastrophe into choice.  This is the Instant of divine absurdity in Kierkegaard.  It is the extreme that turns this ordinary guy into a Platonist.  The existential mind, right there, wills the Eternal Essences, the night forces, the upright Things.  They yield.  He takes their being.  And … but, of course, thee are those who doubt and see him as immature at best, as psychotic at worst, playing at life.  They then, if pushed, see him, if he persists, as a practitioner of Evil.  Even Sartre, who tried so hard not to be a believer, sees him as a homo in pathos, and he ended up a bourgeois professor.  Existentialism ends up as Platonism.  Or don't you, dear reader, also not want to believe?  Good luck.  Things happen.  The lover will be loved.  

Consciousness turns on itself. Being yields.  The hunger is overwhelming.  Perfect logic is the unheard thing.  He whispers low.  The clasp clicks and it is finished.

4108  Universals exist separate from the many things of this world that participate in them.  That is Platonism; perhaps some sense can be made of it.  Consider Whiteness and a white thing.  Ontologically speaking, there is no such entity as a white thing.  There is only whiteness and a bare particular that is tied to it by a nexus of exemplification.  Speaking from out of the everyday, there is no such thing as whiteness or bare particulars or a nexus – there is only the white thing.  That leaves us with ontological things vs. ordinary things.  That's where philosophy stops (or begins – depending on your inclinations).  Do ordinary things participate in ontological things?  It's a lovely idea, but it may be an attempt to bridge an unbridgeable divide.  I can think both "realms", but maybe I am schizo.  

Is whiteness different from, not a white thing, but from the color White.  Does a universal, a "particular" universal - White, have a nature – whiteness in addition to some "item" in it that makes it just that particular universal?  Why not?  And is the fact that some particular exemplifies a universal a something different from both other ontological things and from ordinary things, a white thing?  Yes.  Beings proliferate.  Is it a garden or a slum?  Or tangled bed sheets after Eros has led us to the heights?  Yes.

4109  Philosophy is an inhuman thing, a destructive act, social betrayal.  There is no worldly value to it.  It will literally take your breath away.  It will sweep you off your feet into the dustbin of history.  But it is all we have.  Finally we are not human at all.  We, in spite of our best efforts, want to become gods.  Stern logic, whirling ontological knives, dead concentration, all work in us.  The gods come and we leave with them.  The thing is finished.

The everyday philosophy of nominalism is excruciatingly boring.  Long-winded attempts to rid us of philosophy are exasperating.  The mind's ability to abstract clogs up life and leaves us untranscended.  Words mangle heaven.  We want out.  The simple Forms, a lovely god, a clear night and a breeze from nowhere are all we really want.  We look to destroy the world and the last pieces of the human.  Come lord jesus.  

4110  This is a philosophy of realism, ie. the objects of my consciousness are neither created by my consciousness nor do they cease to exist when they are not the object of consciousness.  They simply are.  By object I mean anything that appears before my mind's eye.  That includes ordinary objects, ordinary events, ordinary everything, but also so-called intellectual and ontological things, such as numbers, concrete and abstract sets and relations, imagined things, feelings, conjectures, universals, bare particulars, nexus of all sorts, such as causal, inferential, exemplification, conditional and on and on.  Anything that is present to my mind exists and is whether or not I or anyone does now or ever has thought about it.  That includes negative facts and impossible things such as a round square, griffins and unicorns and magical nights, quarks and virtual particles, torsions and tensions and turgidities errors and illusions, both good and bad philosophies, gods and bright lovers, things doubted, thinks redoubted, bad taste, a nice waist, and wasted love.  It is all there.  And your thinking has created none of it and it is just as you see it.  The appearance is the real.

That was a long-winded and, I'm sure, very inadequate list, but I wanted to try to overcome the present notion that the mind somehow contributed in the making of the world.  It is an uncreative witness and that is all.  The Platonic Forms are and they are totally separate from mind.  The mind watches and adores.  Being is a great Plenum.  The mind reels.  That particular right there, so bare in its existence, waits for you to witness it.  You an it are martyred together.

4111  Some writers want to be considered good thinkers, good artists, good people.  Socially loveable.  A friend.  Others find all that to be a sign of not being among the elect.  The elect, after all, are all persecuted, reviled, cast out.  Only the objectionably abject can find heaven.  Heaven is the antipode of this world.  A saintly writer will be spat upon.  Which means he must not go unseen, unheard, unknown.  He must not go untouched in his physical body.

There are no saintly writers on the internet, where everything is firewalled and isolated in encrypted cells.  The internet has secluded monks, yes, but no martyrs.

4112  Between God and the world are the angels.  When awake, we see nothing, but at night we dream dreams and they come.  Awake, we labor to understand, but we fail to see the answer.  At night the answer comes in twisted visions.  

The boy at his desk works to find to prove his theorems, but every path he takes from the valued axioms leads somewhere else.  He's lost.  Then he falls asleep and strange images appear, the angels clamor and jab, and he sees the way.  Jesus is the way, the connection, the Nexus, from axiom to theorem.  He suffers understanding.

The young scientist works mightily to find the form that unites the phenomena he sees.  Nothing.  He abandons hope and falls into the abyss of sleep.  He flails about in the spirits.  Then, in the pain of Thought itself, he sees the way out and he knows that he knows.  The Form appears.  Awake, he moves over unseen surfaces and the Face is there.

He goes to an art museum and he looks distractedly at abstract paintings.  Chaos and twisting.  He stares at nothing. Then, if luck is with him, the abyss of thought opens up.  He sees flickers of light.  He knows that the artist saw something and that in paint and canvas he tried to lay it down.  He sort of succeeded.  The disorder of art is the answer to the mystery of order.  The dark angels watch just beyond the pale.

The act of trying to understand is to enter into the unlit ungrounded.  You become abject.  You are sacrificial victim.  You follow.  The light from nowhere begins to glimmer.  The shudder.  You arrive.  

4113  Here in the Orient the individual is not nearly so important as the Archetype.  That is well known.  And it suits my own way of looking at things.  Or rather, I should say, it is the feel of Being I love.  I have written up a philosophy of Forms and I am nowhere in there except as a bare I.  And my desire is just desire, just Desire.  I as an individual will remain unknown to you, my equally generic reader.  That is also why I am not read by Westerners.  Or one of the reasons.  I do not present a story of persons in relationships.  I'm not interested.  I write the Boy, the fleeting appearance of light.  The impossible.  The world is destroyed and the thrilling horror of that is the peak of the erotic.  Then nothing.  To the Western mind that is close to Evil.  Non-being.  The willful analysis into emptiness.  Or so he feels.  It is the erotic.

An encounter with the Archetype is always more intense that with a mere individual.  And more deadly.  The Orient, for the Westerner, is frightening.  They seem to not value life.  In a sense it is true.  In an important western sense.  It is frightening.  

There are those in the West who have taken up with Buddhism thinking it will free them of the intellectualism they have been forced into back home.  Thinking hurts.  They want to relax with their friends and let the world simply be.  But that isn't Buddhism. They have jumped right into western individualism.  The Buddha jumped the other way, away from the atman, the self, the person as an individual.  The individual vanished in a heaven of Archetypes, now splattered on the walls of crumbling monasteries.  The old monks are hardened and beaten-up by the rush of the erotic spirit.  They have no self left.  Westerners shudder when they know the truth.  Of course, the glossy brochures present a different picture – because they need your money.

Of course, none of this can be related.

4114  Here in the Orient, the individual is gone.  The only continuity is of character, of Form, of type.  But the Orient is uneasy with itself.  How did it manage to be such a great number of individuals in spite of, in the rush its non-being?  The individual is there.  The Westerner glares and waits for the oriental to know.  I am a westerner.  This is a concern of mine.  Aside from Being, I am.  I willed myself so.  Aside from Being and the universal, the individual has made itself be.  The western will, the oriental will, works itself.  The Will to be works, but it isn't.  The contradictions abound.  Substantial being is pure thought against itself.  Reason destroys substance with adolescent ease.  Substance philosophy gives way to sensualism.  The sensa burn.  The mind burns itself up and again only the universal form remains.  The individual is only the abstraction of the bare particular, so intense, so just that, so erotic in its world destruction.

4115  I aimlessly walk around in the Hotel California that is the Internet, as do so many others, and I think that I might join in the conversations I see going on here and there in the steamy rooms.  It's usually a mistake.  Before I came here, back before the Internet existed, I found my ideas out on the vast and empty rock-and-roll prairie.  Nights alone in the hard analysis that is love's loss and a lover's jealousy.  I have become too hard and inhuman for the gentle youth now engaging each other is a common search for who they are.  I learned philosophical analysis and cutting logic.  The personal was nowhere in sight.  I engage only the One and Being's subtlety.  The Friends that are Facebook do not see my face; I have no face.  I want hard analysis in the rarified Forms of that hated Platonic Heaven.  Its intense beauty cuts me.  The god there ravishes me.  He never sits with the gentle folk on the Internet, the gentle lovers, the sensible young people of today.  The prairie wind undid me.  My joining in the conversations was a misunderstanding on my part.

4116  Writing is reading.  The writer rewrites what he has read.  He rewrites the gods who now, still now, live in the writings.  Who have always lived in the Word.  Who twist and twist around in the writer's mind becoming again the Form of words.  Words serve their own being, their desire, the rhythm that is Life.  The writer repeats for us the readers, again the writers.  The old writings, the old writers come again. The ever old, the ever young.  Eros the oldest and the youngest of the gods.  The Uncontrollable.

If you are going to write, if you are going to read well, you must have read.  You must have read deeply and excessively.  You must be obsessed, you must be possessed.  You will be repressed by the Force present and you must fight back.  The words and the gods in them will yield to your yielding.  You are dealing with the Real beyond the merely real.

For us, reading and writing are the erotic Struggle in the spirit.  Without the erotic, the madness, there is only journalism.  

4117  Nominalists have always hounded realists by insisting that if ordinary things divide as they say they do – into form and matter and nexus and God knows whatever else – then there is no way to put those pieces back together and come up with the original ordinary thing.  In other words, Bradley was on to something with his infinite regress argument.

Realists have come right back insisting that the divisions are clearly seen and clearly necessary and any idiot should be able to see the obvious.  And then they work hard to overcome Bradley.  

The nominalists are right; Humpty Dumpty really can't be put back together again.  The realists are right; the ontological pieces are clearly there and to deny them is to merely be afraid of what exists.

My solution is this: the ontological things exist and ordinary objects are obviously there and the two "realms" are separate.  That is Platonic Separation.  The mind can jump from one to the other much as an electron jumps orbits without traversing the space between.  There is no between between them.  

Neither realists nor nominalists like Platonic Separation.  Why?  Because we are here in the place of artistic exaggeration, sometimes called religion and professional philosophers are afraid of BIG things.   They are rather timid, reserved folk, sensible and merely helpful.  They want the quietly ordered, not the destructive Sublime that will cost them their job. Platonism is just too much, too juvenile, and that adolescent Beauty is suspect.  It has been the source of a lot of evil in the world.  And on and on.  So what!  All of which doesn't mean it's philosophically correct.  Still, it works as well as any philosophy. And I like it.

4118  The I of these writings is the monumental I.  The I of eternity.  The Alone.  That has written itself down into black ink forever in the forever of mankind.  I have yielded to that.  Only that is present once again in these words.  The self of the self.  The Eye of the I.  The mind become large.  In the impossibility of self-seeing.  Falling into itself.  The long fall into love.  The Self traps its self in itself.

4119  Like the Immoralist Michael I walk the streets of this erotic place and I feel the forms ooze through me.  Form is the stuff of literature.  And the pungent odor of the mind's compression.  He is literature and the ligature.  And the destruction.  The stag at stagnant water.

To build up I build down. The forms dissolve into the one Form.  The odor obliterates.  The erect thing is manifest and the feast of man corrects and rails at the world.  In the heat I lose my way.  His tail wags my thoughts.  The toughs of the world unite.  The rules mock.  The cock tic-toc.  I figure it out.

4120  Most philosophical blogs and philosophical books present their authors as ordinary guys telling you their ordinary ideas and it's all very pleasantly ordinary.  Even if understand doesn't come, the stuffiness is like a great overstuffed chair.  And though I use the word "I" excessively in my writings I am not present at all.  And my ideas aren't my ideas.  Both the "I" and the "ideas" merely allude to a Platonic Transcendence and thus, questionably, to an illusion, or less.  I grab at beauty.  My undoing is an attempt at the sublime.  Will you enter into collusion with me?

4121  I greatly admire Nagarjuna; he had a strong, pure nihilism, unlike the weak beer nihilism of today's hip conditioned-arising nihilists.  In a fury of Rudra destruction he leveled the world.  These others lie down in the sticky froth of social interaction.  Nagarjuna was totally-gone; these today are calm.  Nagarjuna has Nihilism; not this nihilistic nihilizing.    Nagarjuna knew the total difference between being and non-being.  He maintained the absolute division.  He worshipped the Nothing beyond being.  The Simplicity beyond existence.  These others are just wallowing in a muddle on the middle path. 

4122  Should we say that a thing is a thing is a thing in itself, by itself, without any reference to other things?  Or that it is and it is only what it is in reference to other things and to human thinking?  For example, is a bed, a bicycle, a tree, really a bed, a bicycle, a tree, in itself without any other things "making" them be and be what they are.  Or are they and are they that only in reference to a multitude of other considerations and causes and in relation to many, many other things fitting around them and then only in human thinking which itself has a long, long history and a great many things acting on it.  With Gertrude Stein can we say, "A rose is a rose is a rose."?  Does the great interconnecting ocean of connections connecting make the thing; or is the thing just itself, just what it is without all that other?

If substance is matter plus form, then a bed is a bed is a bed simply because matter has taken on the form of bed and every other consideration is irrelevant.  In a substanceless world, though, there are only the relations relating and in that everything (sort of) is and (sort of) is what it is.  Substance becomes a fleeting shadow of relation wave-event passing – almost a nothing.  

Let's say you are a devotee of a god.  That god is the all in all. All things come from him and find their meaning and being in him.  Then only he is the reality of all things.  He is the true substance of all things.  Just as a necklace is what it is only around the neck of your beloved.   Perhaps you are a devotee of Krishna or Jack down the street.  Or again, if that god is the being of beings (for you), then what belongs to him is real being because of that belonging and then his bed is really a bed, the true bedness of bed, and that is the end of its being.  It is.  A magical, artist/lover's view of things.   

Let's say you are not a devotee of a god, either transcendent or sensual, and then you consider these matters.  You will not consider these matters because you have other more important matters to attend to and you are pressed.  Such as making your bed and getting to work on time.  

4123  When one is joyful, one is more aware.  The boy is joy.  He is the instrument that quickens our consciousness.  Without him life is dreary and depressing and the world disappears from view.  That is the value of religion and its beautiful god.  It/he livens things up and we see.

Being is joyful.  It is Joy itself.  And it is the sublime bliss of love's reach into oblivion.  Then across the blank it is there again and the orgasmic thing repeats and repeats into the nothingness of infinity.  And we use all the reason we can think of trying to corral this wild thing.  This Joy is beyond hope.

4124  D. M. Armstrong has written about thick and thin particulars.  A thick particular is the individual thing clothed in all its properties.  A thin particular is bare.  I have written about the bare particular often, but that bare thing, to me, feels thick.  It is thick, not with properties, all of which seem rather thin, but with heavy presence, like a mountain, a locomotive, a jet engine.  Or his weight as he lies against you.  Just That.  The thickness does not come from the many things crowding together, but from the solid oneness of It.

The bare particular is not a thin abstraction, but a demanding presence.  Likewise, a Platonic Form, an Archetype, a Universal, is not just a thin abstraction, but a Thing of Eternity, of the Clamoring bringing to light a world.  Even an Abstraction, an Aristotelian entelechy, is not the thin abstraction of modern thought.  The Abstracted is pure Act, the reason for all the clamoring and world making.  

This is the Real, the That right there, the incorrigibly Present.  The majuscule.  These are not things that evaporate into thought fumes.  They are simple and thick particulars.  Ontological Things.  For those who are forced to take philosophy very seriously.

Since Armstrong has co-opted thick and thin, I will speak about a strong and weak particular.

4125  Philosophy deals with abstract things, the things of pure act.  Fine forms of logic and the fire of dialectic.  All the things of everyday life vanish and only the thin wind of thought stays with you, through you, laying you down in scintillating being.  And the god of flight and grasping claws sucks your breath away into him.  You suffocate in the airless night.  And the searing blaze.  The daze and the gaze and the scorpion's lavish sting.

Because this is Actus Purus, there is no room for the Potentia of birth and death and what is yet to come.  The final things are at hand.  The end is penetrated and there is no more.

4126  Twentieth century philosophers have been exercised by the need to rid Being of paradox.  Because the existence they hold fact to must not be contradictory (or all is lost), they labor to undo the bewilderment that has been shoved into them by the dialectic of perverted reason.  Or so they grinningly surmise.  I take to heart what Kierkegaard said, "A thinker without paradox is like a lover without passion."  It seems to me that, since we don’t want love without passion, we should also not want Being without paradox.  Or are they afraid of passion?  When they were young did they elect philosophy as more than just a job simply to get rid of passion?  To get it out of themselves and out of the world?  I suspect so.  They are the followers of sophist Lysis.  And they, moreover, have been equally bothered by infinity and the null set.  Not to mention the Golden Mountain and negative facts and on and on.  Being was too much for them.  So they worked furiously into the night to defeat it.  Tough analysis.  Passionless. 

4127  "As if literature were … based not on a chain of concepts, but rather on irregular entities – scraps of images, assonance, rhythms, gestures, forms of whatever kind.  Perhaps this is the crucial word: "form"."  Roberto Calasso.   

4128  The Vishnu-Buddhists who preach the non-existence of diversity are reaching for the continuum, not knowing that the continuum, mathematicians have discovered, is a mind-exploder.  Or maybe they are the lovers of the Big-Bang and they will be right at home in it.  Infinity equals zero.  Not this, not that, everything, nothing.  Brahma living in the squalid places with his lovers.  Good, Evil, success, failure, bliss, depression, beautiful, ugly, the boring excitement of the All hovering.  Magnificent, but it's a cobra that will bite you.  A negligible wound.  Oblivion.

4129  The reason the church has become so fiercely anti-gay is that it has become Babylon, the home of the Great Whore, the Goddess Herself.  (Those who know mythology know that I do not speak disrespectfully or out of spite.)  That august lady and the boy have always been at each other.  He is the one rival she despises the most.  Her ridicule is boundless attempting to banish him.  So far unsuccessfully.   And over the centuries the fight has not lessened.  Nor will it, the think.  

She is the Family, (the new name of God), life-in-death and death-in-life, as she ever was.  She is Nature.  She is desire.  She has pity on man as his true Mother.  The Church never tires of praising her.  Mary, Mother of God, above God Himself in the order of love.  She is Hestia, the hearth and home.  Who will hold you when you die.  You’re your death is in the depths of the being.

But the boy is incorrigible.  

4130  To "understand" these writings you must pay attention to the form and timing of the sentences and not so much to the content or the concepts embodied in them.  In other words, your awareness must be on the external appearance and not the internal idea.  The movement, the rise and fall, the gradual lengthening and retreat of the phrases.  The repetition of sounds and the changing.  It is that that gives substance to the paragraph.  It is that that the meaning rides on.  This is performance.  The spirit is present in that, or it is not.

The certain good of diction strongly names the basic elements – these are the sonorous Forms – I listen and I build them into a steady movement.  The reader will have to catch the flow and drift of the slow timing.  His freedom of movement will be severely restricted.  His feet will be nailed to the floor of the drone.  His breath will be taken and controlled.  If he fights the rhythm, all is lost.  If he ignores the proper movement, the spirit will not come and the idea will not hold.

4131  I am not a Freethinker.  No thinker living in this belated time can be free.  Far too much has already been thought and written and driven itself into the living rhythms of language.  I write what I have received.  The Spirit comes at me through That with overwhelming authority.  And even when I bend and swerve and purposely misread, I still am forced into form by That ancient thing now young again.

4132  The form of literature is the spirit.  The substance of philosophy is the ancient movement.  The quickening of love is the repeating breath.  The words ever come again.  The physical world is the still geometry that is space.  The flow of logic into always tight tautologies is the same with the same.  Time is the simplicity of the very simple. Breath, spirit, movement, the one thing with itself.  The Alone.  There is no more to this writing than that.

4133  The two main theories vying for your believing devotion in today's ontological wars are the bundle theory with tropes and the exemplification theory with universals and bare particulars.  I am devoted to the second but that is neither here nor there.  To explain the difference further let me bring in Buddhism.  No Buddhist, of any stripe, believes in the existence of atman or substance or self, call it what you will.  They are all basically trope theorists.  An ordinary object or thing is a collection, a skanda or bundle, of simple qualities, the dharma.  One school leaves it at that and thinks the object, the world, is explained well enough.  The other school, the Madyamika, thinks that it leaves us in the lurch without a world, with nothing at all.  They think that when substance goes, it all goes.  There is no world, no nirvana, no Brahma Consciousness, nothing – and moreover and more importantly that nothing is itself not a thing – it just simply isn't.  These latter are nihilists pure and simple.  Of course there are those who think that that is a fool's philosophy and, since the Madyamaka are not fools, that it is not their true belief.  Still, it is their belief and they are not fools.

Anyway, the bundle theory leaves us with a right fine world.  Or with a quite literal nothing at all – substance and anything substantial is gone and that's that.  In my opinion the bundle theory is cracked.  I believe in bare particulars that are the substance to which universals cling.  Along with that, other things, a lot of other things, are necessary for making a world, but that's for later.  True Buddhism is nihilism.  I run the other way.  Whether I find true existence is for you to judge.  I love the pure Madyamika writer Nagarjuna.  He's wonderfully mad and absurd.  But he's neither confused nor a fool.  Enlightenment is zippity-do-da.  In the meantime I suffer the erotically intense presence of the just That.  Desire.  The Buddha 

4134  Nothing is as it seems.  You should be suspicious.  That is the sign of intellect coming into play.  It plays with spirit and it will win by losing.  From nowhere the wind rises up.  The rain falls.  Sleep, and in the morning the sun gets up and looks about.  It was a good night.  But no, something else is there; but what?  Intellect is bemused.

But the Nothing is as it seems.  There was nothing there.  Just nothing.  Good night.

4135  You are the suspicious sort.  Looking under every cover to find your chance.  To get hooked.  Decked in the mouth.  Life's dangerous.  Maybe booked.  The plot thickens.  Charles Dickens.  Raving chickens.  But no.  He knows.  You're cooked.  And rocked.  And socked.  It's fun in the sun.  But whose.  Punished.

Life is domination.  But dominator soon becomes the dominated and then the massive weight of Hegelian analysis.  It hurts.  And in the end, spirit, sprites spite and spit.  Stop!  The cops.  The crops won't grow.  Sew your seed onto the wild reed and read on.  Pin prick obviousness.  Something else is going on here.

You look and look and you are sure beyond the range of skepticism that there is more than meets the eye.  Intellect is here in the certain.  Behind the curtain.  There is always something else.  Nothing is as it seems.  And nodding.  That is the final thing.

4136  Smooth nights.  Cock fights.  Blood on the altar of your god again.  The sacred.  The red thread.  Dead, then bread.  And priests go to jail.  Such a strange religion we have.  Drink it in.  

4137  "Grief and despair are possible only if there is a way out, whether or secret." writes Jean Genet.  And also, "You would not seek me if you had not found me."  

If your desire is to fail at willing the impossible, you will always succeed.  Or so is its appearance.  From a safe distance, we see it all.  Comfortable in our contemplation of the paradox that is existence, we talk to ourselves about the pain we have.  We try to love defeat by falling into God.  A strange empty God.  A boy playing draughts.  He may look up.  He may fall in love.  Give it a shot.  The pain won't go away, anyway.

4138  Buddhist logic says The pillar exists, The pot exists, but The pillar and the pot does not exist.  Buddhism is a strange world without sets, without mathematics, without you and him together.  It seems such a lonely separation of things.  Or maybe they might say that it exists in thought.  I answer that lovers seek the real, not the merely thought.  The philosophy we hold and are held by makes a difference.  A real difference.  Or he is gone.  Maybe that is why the Buddha called himself Tathagata, The So-gone.  Maybe he just simply feared intimacy.  His followers try hard.

4139  Brian Greene, in his totally delightful book The Fabric of the Cosmos, offhandedly states a very common belief about reality. A belief held not only by scientists.  It is that the physical universe, though unseen directly, is the real, or the ground of our thinking about the real.  Space-time areas are the almost bare particulars to which all other properties "cling".  Because they are structured things they "make" the other properties in our minds.  For example, the sensation of red or the feel of heaviness or the sound of birds, is grounded in and "created by" the structure of space-time pieces.  Space-time is the substance of the world.  It is the reality of our sensing.  All other properties are almost nothing; they, in fact, are totally dependent and they are nothing in themselves.  

That, of course, is a type of nominalism, the belief that the properties clinging to an underlying substance are not real, or don't really exist.  They are mere appearances that must give place to what "causes" them.  And that is certainly not the philosophy I present here.  Nonetheless, the book really does help us understand physics; it's just that he should leave philosophy unspoken.  The way he offhandedly speaks about it reveals that he has only blithely accepted the appearance of philosophy that is out and about is society.

4140  Brian Greene's question becomes, What is space?  And then he proceeds very lucidly to lay out the possible mathematical forms it might have.  Those that have been proposed in the past and those of the present.  I suppose, we might say, because we are dealing with space after all, not just mathematical form but geometrical form.  So what we have here is a something that has geometrical form.  Whether that something is other than the form is something he does not take up.  His concern is merely to help find the correct form that fits that something.  I will take up the question of what it is that has that form.

I am not an agnostic.  I do not begin by assuming that all the phenomena that land in front of my mind's eye are simply appearances of an I-don't-know-what.  I stick with the phenomena; which, I guess, makes me a phenomenalist of sorts - but not an idealist.  I'm content with what I have, I love what is given, I am not in love with the unseen, the covered up.  Being and thought are one – as Parmenides said – but not the same thing.

Form exists.  Mathematical form, geometrical form, is a timeless, eternal existing thing.  Sometimes it is exemplified.  We say this has such and such a form, that has another.  The this and that exist and they "have" or exemplify the form.  That is the realism of a subject-predicate world.  I go farther than most in also asserting the existenceof unexemplified forms – it's debatable and has been debated for a long time.  We only need to be civil to each other in answering.  The viciousness of the battle between the giants and the gods need not always detain us.

Space is a geometrical fact or many facts, connected or not.  Bare particulars exemplifying geometrical forms.  Physics studies which facts are pervaded by actuality, which cohere and which of those are the most general.  It ain't easy, but it is fun.  And since these forms appear before the mind right nicely, exemplified of not, it is phenomenal.  No need for the dark chamber

4141  I am not a conservative because a conservative believes that great things are being lost and he is trying to save them.  In my opinion, nothing is being lost.  In fact, nothing has changed at all.  Therefore in my post-modern manner I can mix the old and new because I believe they are absolutely the same thing.

Both liberal and conservative believe a new world is coming on.  One tries to bring it on, the other tries to hold it back.  I see no change.  We are as good and as wicked as ever.  We are as beautiful and as ugly.  We are as intelligent and as stupid as always.  All the new knowledge is old knowledge in a slightly different dress.  Boys have not changed.  Secrecy and openness are just as before.  Persecution and acceptance are in the same degree.  Religion and anti-religion – no difference.  Theism and atheism are the same religion, and religion is just as irreligiously free as it has always been.  I love this magnificent world, this cruel, divine place.  And its consuming itself is the same useless glory now as always.  The rhythms of the sacrifice are superb.  We have lost nothing and we never will.  The Eternal Return.

4242  Following the empiricists from the holy Isle of Albion, thinking to be "scientific", so many today insist that all real knowledge comes through the senses.  The burning sensa.  It is an act of piety, uniting themselves with their sensible, severe ancestors.  No need to be fools and dupes, like the mindless others.  No need to enter imaginative cookoo land.

And then they come up with the idea that the sensa are electrical impulses coming from the senses when impinged upon by external whatever it is.  And these impulses arrive in the brain and voila sensual stuff.  Imagine water, wet and cold and clear and gently moving in its heavy essence.  Imagine all that "coming through" the eye and skin.  You can't.  Only electrical impulses move there.  The sensa are only in the brain.  Which, of course, they aren't.  This philosophy is cracked.  The white tissue of the Albatross.

4243  I have thought and thought and written it all down time and again and then begun again, always again and the closing comes and then it comes again and then the repetition starts.  That is the form of philosophy and of man.  Perhaps it is simple obsession and perhaps it is under an urgent compulsion and perhaps it is destruction of the world.  Perverted happiness.  Intense.

I do not claim to have written anything new.  Nor has the old glory been lost in my claim.  Nor in my words.  Or your reading.  The end is at hand just as it always has been.  And your hand holds back.  In a sacred place.  About to strike and kill and make the sweeping gesture of pure being.  And you know it is as right and as wrong as ever.  We are beautiful.  The god demands it.

Those who know know that the gods are not appearances of our own mere psychic powers, but that our burning prowling prowess is the appearing of the nodding god, now here again.  But in and out are deceptive and quickly invert at our dialectical touch.  I write being down trying to hold it in place.  My face hurts.  My words clutch.  It works fine.

4244  The unique thing, the excellent thing, about Sanskrit philosophy is that it is written in poetic meter.  All those difficult sutra become the falling rhythmical feet of spiritual cattle in the singing of the now stilled mind of the Hindu boy.  Without the protection of measurement he would burn up as do American youth as they try for the ontological heights.  He is taken uncontrollably.

The young western scholar has learned to mistrust this measured magic.  Surely, he thinks he does not want to be taken.  He wants his own will.  But his own will is not strong enough and when he begins to think he burns.

So I too write in measured rhythms in order to be considerate of my reader, to distract him from the flames, to help him find a sure path.  And I give him meager things.  Alliteration and assonance.  Onanism and oneirism.  And jism of the aethereal body.  Fine repeating stuff.  Rough times in the woods.  Under sleepy hoods.  With eager boys of long ago.  Through sidereal doors.  Into the mahayanic nothing.  Ram jam bham!  For his protection.

4245  I look about my room and I see many things mostly where I expect them to be.  Many particulars, more than I could ever be aware of, together.  I am going to try to get a grasp of the ontology of that togetherness.  I suppose that would be of the set of all those things that make up the things of my room.  So let's begin with a simple set within the complete set.  My fan and my radio.  The radio is on the floor beside my fan.  The radio exists.  The fan exists.  But the set of the fan and the radio also exists.  Three things.  The fan, the radio, the fan and the radio.  That last one has been a headache for modern realism.  To deny existence to the set, and make it only a synthesis of the mind, will not do.  The world is not just disunited things.  The world, to be a world, is many things together, many many things.  Of course.  So why the hesitation to admit sets into one's ontology? Beats me.

The question I have now is, What individuates the set?  Is it individuated by the individual things in the set?  I philosophically feel that it isn't. The set must have its own individuator, its own bare particular.  And then trouble begins because it also seems, I somehow feel, that the class is identical with the things in it and no other thing, no bare particular, could hang around it "adding" yet another thing into the mix.  What to do?  I don't know.  I will go with the philosophical feeling, intuition, that the set has "its own" bare particular and worry the rest of the dialectic later. I'm beat.  And I sense the imp of ontology nearby grinning.

4246  Let's say we have 100 individual things and all of them combine into a great set.  That set has many many subsets, 100 factorial to be precise (I think).  A lot.  Now as we look we see some of the possible ones. There's this one and that one and that one.  Those particular subsets are particulars.  Well, sort of.  That is the ontological problem, isn't it?  There are so very many ways to divide up the world.  Or is it already divided for our perusal?  Yes.  The subsets are there whether anyone sees them or not.  That is realism.  The mind observes only.  And the mind, for us, sees only a part.  Maybe a great super-consciousness sees all of it.  Why not?  But not to be made small, let me remind you that we saw the great form of it all.  I think that is greater than seeing all the subsets at once.  The imp of ontology smiles content with himself.

4247  I write against the seriousness of the age.  Against the deadly philosophy of materialism.  Against the spirit of gravity.  It seems that the more hard-skinned and hard-nosed a philosophy tries to be, the less artful it is.  The more it tries to be grown-up and mature, the more drab it becomes.  The rush away from adolescence has left us in a bleak and tight place.  It is unembarrassed about being unembarrassed by that.

I write against that mournful writer, Voltaire.  Against Nietzsche's belated high-noon.  Against the moralistic lucidity of Sisyphus.  I unashamedly write the beauty of a boy and sweet nights of philosophical thought with God.  I am the bane of those who are modern.  I say what the others, especially Nietzsche, were afraid to say.

4248  The writer works at his writing.  He hopes that his words will find an interlocutor.  Someone with whom he can hone the idea into a moving thing climbing ever higher into more thought, more words, great fun.  And impressive.  A dance, a tango, a kind of love.  The end of thought is more thought, more words, around and around.  And inter-relating.  A lock on being.

But no.  Only argument come.  The bitter thing.  The words weren't right.  You knew they weren't quite right.  So you try again.  Or you think to correct the original version.  You become your own interlocutor.  Clash, clash, brash attempt.  Tempting failure.  Sweet failure.  Outside the words surely you will find truth.  But what is that?  And you begin again.  Words, words, absurd words.

4249  You want to be a scholar so you write always editing and correcting and looking for the right word, the right phrase, the sure conclusion, but it is elusive.  Your hopes recede, scholarship is fucked.  You didn't really understand the matter anyway.  Begin again.  Around and around for years.  An impressive list of published articles and even books, but still truth is not at hand.  And the question arises.  Does truth exist?  Does the final correction ever come?  Could it exist?  Are we as a people of thought getting closer to Truth and Reality?  Is the appearance of the search and the attempt all there is?  Is that enough?  And if the End of our attempt did come would we find satisfaction in that?  Thinking gives way to more thinking and soon runs out of gas and you retire.  And die.  For what?

4150  You want to be a scholar so you write always editing and correcting and looking for the right word, the right phrase, the sure conclusion, but it is elusive.  Your hopes recede, scholarship is fucked.  You didn't really understand the matter anyway.  Begin again.  Around and around for years.  An impressive list of published articles and even books, but still truth is not at hand.  And the question arises.  Does truth exist?  Does the final correction ever come?  Could it exist?  Are we as a people of thought getting closer to Truth and Reality?  Is the appearance of the search and the attempt all there is?  Is that enough?  And if the End of our attempt did come would we find satisfaction in that?  Thinking gives way to more thinking and soon runs out of gas and you retire.  And die.  For what?

4151  Analytic thought has, for a long time, been bedeviled by the thought that the ground of truth is the one Whole affair of Being.  Let's call it Reality.  That we move ever closer to grasping that thing in its sumptuous entirety demands our constant vigilance to make sure that all we have, or think we have, coheres.  Surely the One Thing is self-consistent or everything is lost.  So we write and talk and make corrections in our thoughts that we might follow the steps of this Great Dance Partner – Reality – more precisely, and not be thrown off the dance floor.  Our attempt at Disciplina is more rigorously exact than a Hindu illing.  Lawyers are out and about everywhere.  Accusing devils.

4152  In the battle between the realists and the anti-realists, the inflationists and the deflationists, the lovers of the maximum and the lovers of the minimum, the first are not afraid of the boogey man called Bradley threatening to dance the Regress with us.  The second are and cut around trying to find the one simple thing and sit down, stopped.  The dance simply stops.  The first are enchanted and keep dancing with the bubbling doubling doubling doubling, until Blam!  

4153  Nihilism today manifests itself as the writings of homo domesticus, the family man as college professor.  And his students so desperate to follow him.  There will always be some committee about to judge him and, in a very Kafkaesque way, he will always be on the way without ever really knowing what it is or why or when or what for.  So he writes enough articles to keep his job and impress his students and then go home.

4154  Yes, there is a danger here, but it is the normal danger that is at the center of the mind's awareness.  This matter of being disengaged and involved at the same time is what we do when we read a story, a romance, a thriller, existentialist despair – it's all very human. Man is the strangest of beings.  Nonetheless, perhaps we do do it too much today.  The internet is especially bad for this.  There we can very comfortably keep our distance from everything while we reach out and touch without touching.  It is all becoming more intense.  We Photoshop the world clean and as in a dream of pure light.

4155  Jesus and Dionysius are similar.  The ways are too many to relate.  For the intellectual, however, they are abstract forms.  And it is inevitable that we are intellectuals here in this considering.  Both can, however, be thought of as in or of matter.  Again that is, for us, an abstract form, but thought is helpless here.  I walk the streets and I see and I know that terrible sparagmos is taking place around me.  I have my distance but it is also in my own body working.  Dionysius offers no escape for me.  Only the artist in his rendering for a while takes me away to the imagination.  It doesn’t last.  The killing and the dying and the waste ooze around.  Can Jesus help?  Can he lift the form off more forcibly than the artist and make it last in transcendent purity?  Perhaps.  Can Dionysius exist in apollonian stillness?   Can that be Jesus on the cross, as a mortal, as the incorrigible boy who runs from the Mothers?  Perhaps.  Thought progresses. The spirit lists.  Existence surges.  I'm still here.

4156  The Phaedrus is a great argument about the place of Eros in philosophy.  Both Socrates and Lysis agree that he is a powerful god.  They disagree about his value for man and whether or not such a being should be admitted into society and a boy's life.  Lysis says, No.  Socrates, after first pretending to agree with Lysis, says, definitely, Yes.  He, nonetheless, continues to agree that it is madness, but madness is equivocal

The same argument continues today in the classroom.  When Socrates proceeded with his argument he employed fantastic descriptions of the soul's heavenly flight.  Lysis would have said fanatical.  Professors today try to keep their students in line and in a secure place.  They agree, mostly, with Lysis.  Eros is too, much too disruptive for both body and mind.  Madness is just madness.  They state does not approve.  

When Eros comes into philosophy, as it did with Socrates, is that just sordid myth at worst or artful play at best and not really a part of the true sobriety of real thought?  Shouldn't clear thinking partake of the high seriousness of Protestantism and not the corruption of Catholic mysticism?  Shouldn't we serve the bankers who fund the college and not the actors who bring disrepute on society?  The "sacred" gods are an immoral lot and old religious things should be cut off.  The numinous must be critically shoved away.  Madness is mere bad poetry and if believed is just insanity.  Or what?

I have here in these writings taken the opposite view.  Here Eros is a great god and he is invited in, not as a decorative servant, but as my doorway to Truth.  And the fact that I continue in my Christian religion is a scandal.  

4157  Protestant plainness has totally taken over scholarly writing and all discussion that takes place near its watching eye.  Sobriety, seriousness and fact.  The color and splash of idolatry must not be allowed to contaminate its pure limpid sweetness.  The clear forehead of thought must shine.  The gentle gesture of liberality must go with the smile of concern.  Reason, good sense and pristine order.  And the powerful truth of plain speech.  Or so it is supposed to be instead of this natural dullness that has settled in hard.

4158  It is usually the case that those philosophers who do believe in the existence of universals also believe that it is absurd that they would exist except as exemplified by a particular.  In other words they think Plato's idea of separate Forms, separate from the particulars that participate in them, is cracked.  Surely, they fear, such breaking up of Being is a horror.  Borges, the fan of infamy, called them nightmarish.  I somewhat agree but I am attracted.  They have that something that the numinous word "numinous" has.  A nodding stillness hangs around this decadent residue.  Analysis leaves you flying with a summer goose.  Mouthing it is Horripilation.  The killing knife of thought and reason shows Truth unforgotten at last.  Yes, a horror.  The separate Forms are the romance of philosophy.

There are those French philosophers today who want to convince us that we have been worshiping the wrong god, the god of identity.  They want to lead us over to the altar of difference.  So far so good, then they muck it up with a trek in a swamp of long winding syntax trying to show us the way back to the plains of identity through difference differentiating the derivative of whatever.  Separation and difference are not that different.  The French have a point in their overly sophisticated frenchy way.  The Spanish have the duende and St. John of the Cross to save them.

4159  Every object is to be identified as to what it is.  To be recognized as that kind of thing.  Here is my flashlight, my bottle of mouth wash, a plastic bag, a few coins, sunlight streaming in through the window.  Very ordinary things being what they are.  They are particulars with a Form.  I have and I have seen other things that are just like these things.  They are of the same Form.  Different particulars being the same kinds of things.  The particulars vary and the Form is the same Form.  All of that is a rather ordinary description of a scene given by an ordinary philosopher.    Some find boredom in it, some, surprisingly, find ecstasy.  It seems to me that unless it is the latter, unless there is high romance of the spirit somewhere out and about in the thinking, that philosophy isn't worth the price of admission to grad school.

In most philosophy books we listen to one philosopher gossip about another philosopher's ideas.  It seems to be a contest of high criticism and low nagging.  There is no hint of any happy vision.  Much less, sublime intuition.  No beauty except the glory of a good paycheck.  Why do students go into philosophy anyway?  Is it merely an impressive game?  Is the Philosophy God dead?  

4160  Plato writes in two main ways.  He either has Socrates engage in aporetic argument; it simply leaves off without finding any answer.  Or he jumps into myth.  Here we are given finality and completion but the clean simplicity of analysis is nowhere to be had.  Thought is sacrificed for a vision of Truth.  Let me use a capital letters - Here is the Sacrifice of Thought.  This is high religion.  It is why some people hate religion.  Still, for all that, it does evade the aporia and it does have a vision of some sublime Thing.  Choose you poison.  Make the bed you are going to sleep in.  Is it A or B?  Eternal, mindful foreplay or orgasmic oblivion?

4161  Bertrand Russell, G. E. Moore, Frege and those others like them at the turn of the last century fought to defend logic, with its dualism of subject and predicate, from the likes of Bradley and Bosequant who advocated a monism, an Absolute Idealism or a speculative realism.

4162  When I hang around straight boys, straight young college guys, straight new citizens of the intellectual world, I am always amazed at how civil and polite they are to each other.  Each gives the other his due.  Each speaks so temperately and thoughtfully.  Each is beyond artifice and deception, speaking his own mind the best he can, as reasonably as life will let him, without the attack.  In the proper place they go on and on laying out their ideas it the most long winded paragraphs, marvelously one again relating the old ideas ever new.  For the most part it is all excruciatingly boring, but then again they are just practicing and the unripe fruit is never sweet.  Lovely faces, wooded words.  And they try hard at being unable to dance.

4163  Today's Speculative Realists write so much on the Internet that it's impossible to digest it all (if there is an all there), but I may not be too far off if I say that they are attempting to speak, in a scholarly fashion, about Kant's Ding-an-sich, the Thing-in-itself.  The problem they have is that this is the realm of the Sublime, the very thing that Romanticism and Decadence were so good at describing, and that fits so very badly into scholarly prose.  Still, maybe these young thinkers are really trying to tame that wild, frightening thing and their recourse to a dry intellectualism is exactly the point.  But they wander so erratically.

4164  Speculative Realists, if I understand them correctly, want to assert the real existence of the object prior to or aside from human thought.  They are battling the "correlationists" who want to say that the object, any object, exists as an object only insofar as it is "related" to thought, that thought and object necessarily go together in some sort of dance of dependency.  So here is my question to the Speculative Realists:  is it objects that exist or rather or also facts (including negative and merely imagined or possible facts) and universals (even unexemplified universals), and sets (even the null set), and logical connectives and connectors, and bare particulars and numbers and on and on into the Platonic Jungle?  Or is it only objects that exist?

4165  We live in a time when nominalism and the Absolute are returning in the fury of the graduate-student warrior.  His weapon is philosophical Jargon!  He wields it mightily and impressively, even if not very well.  He is tired of effete, sissy mentalism; he wants hard, real existence.  And so he jumps into the darkness of the Ding-an-sich.  He isn't afraid.  He will grapple with the might of that thing unknown to mere mind.  He takes the Object!  But we have all been there before.  It's the old Via Moderna that has been travelled by so many.  He simply doesn't know.  But this young Turk's gesture is daringly entertaining, sometimes even beautiful, for a moment in the sunshine.  Until he gets old and becomes a mere editor of a hopeless journal.

4166  The Speculative Realist, no naïve realist this one, wants to look up the skirts of Mother Nature.  He will have to use a specula because to see that Thing directly is to turn to stone.  That Medusa.  Instead, this young hand hurls the bomb of philosophical jargon among the pixels and the pigeons of mentalism scatter.  He advances on into the terrifying chat-room and confronts the twitters.  He smiles.  The Thing is close.

The door of the bar swings open and Euripides and the Bacchae sit.  The smell.  This new romantic is undaunted.  We wish him well.  The slash and gash is on his face.

                           Faustine

                 Ave Faustina Imperatrix, morituri te salutant.

                  Lean back, and get some minutes' peace;

                     Let your head lean

                  Back to the shoulder with its fleece

                     Of locks, Faustine.

                   The shapely silver shoulder stoops,

                       Weighed over clean

                   With state of splendid hair that droops

                        Each side, Faustine.

The Lady is amused.

4167  Vedanta is wrong for the following reasoning:  There is Brahma, the first and last of all things.  It is the purest of the pure.  Sheer consciousness without a speck of otherness.  Smooth simplicity.  Empty of all that is no that.  Just itself.  Now the question arises of how the world arises from out of that.  The world and the question.  Only one answer can be given without placing a corrupting spot onto Brahma.  And that is to say that, in fact, neither the world nor that question arise.  There is no world and no question.  Neither without nor within Brahma could there be such an impure thing.  There is only Brahma.  But even Brahma does not exist, because existence would also be a spot of impure otherness placed onto the very pure.  That cannot be.  Therefore it is wrong to say that Brahma exists.  There is no Brahma.  There is no Vedanta.  Only nothing.  The sheer of the for-itself.  Always the other of the other.  The perfection of the dual.

4168  A simple word points to a simple thing.  A complete ontology is contained in that simple phrase.  And it is, of course, not the popular ontology riding so confidently through the ether, where one word contains within it a whole underground maze of references, meanings, nuances, indications and no god knows what else is in its rat's nest of dark murmurings.   And thus we have the modern-post-modern style of philosophical writing.  An intricate mess.  Great noun phrases.  Hypertaxis taxiing the reader right off the runway of thought into the ditch never intending to gain altitude.  But it has attitude, looking out of the corner of its broken eye.  It knows what a spy knows.

A simple sentence with a clear, simple meaning should suffice.  A word names the thing and shows their joining.  And the mind sees it all in one fell swoop.  The idea grasps its prey.

4169  Looking to annihilate the nihilists Nietzsche hit upon the preachers of the Transcendent, the earth-deniers, the anti-sensualists and the market-place moralizers.  Wanting to greatly affirm life against the mortifiers, he grabbed at the light streaming into the here and now.  And so many followed him.  And now they are the nihilists and I am fighting against their deathly intellectualizing.

In order to further the glory that Nietzsche saw, I have become anti-Nietzsche and a devotee of the god of Zarathustra's Secret.  I fight the goddess of the earth he thought was going to save him from the deadly ascetics of the otherworld.  I believe in abstract thought and the sprite of dialectic.  I jump away from this devouring blood and soil into the sky.  The Boy chases away the ghosts Nietzsche never could lose.  Form eternally returns in full view.

4170  Graham Harman has given us an interpretation of Heidegger, a good, strong interpretation.   And it is, just as Harold Bloom has taught us in The Anxiety of Influence, a mis-interpretation.  A mis-reading, a misprision, the whole road.  This "ephebe" is thus a good disciple of his precursor.  He may think otherwise, as the belated follower always would, but life is life and "objective" scholarship is simply bad scholarship.

He wrote, "I will show that objects themselves, far from the insipid physical bulks that one imagines, are already aflame with ambiguity, torn by vibrations and insurgencies equaling those found in the most tortured human moods."  And therein is the rub.  The tool-being he so casually speaks of, this insurgency that lies beneath the manifest presence of the object is not the fit subject for a scholar/professor.  This Thing is too wild and terrible for the innocent student in a classroom or a journal's board of directors.  Only a rabid poet could rightly depict it.  Still, Mr. Harman has pointed to something that is mighty interesting and he has himself blithely and innocently approached the under-thing that we may know that it exists.  

I'm sure he has seen the statue of Isis on the grounds of the Hoover Presidential Library.  That veiled thing is what he is after.  That terrible goddess.  Here is a quote from Proust, " Quand je voyais un object exterieur, la conscience que je le voyais restait entre moi et lui, le bordait d'un mince lisèrè spiritual qui m'empechait de jamais toucher directement sa matière.

The veil, the lisèrè.  I helplessly think of Camille Paglia and Sexual Personae.  I have taken the way of Form away from that Horror.  Probably he and she both think I am doomed to failure as I at last fall into That Thing.  Life is life.  Plato is my precursor.  The Light of the visible, not the invisible Object, beckons me.  I run after the transcendent Boy, not the womb of the world.  

4171  A note on mis-interpretation.   My/the idea comes from Harold Bloom and I will give you, no doubt, a presumptuous mis-interpretation it here.  Life is life.  I have followed Plato and Gustav Bergmann, a 20th century realist of the Anglo-American analytic kind.  We could say that the latter gives us a mis-interpretation of the former.  And I have not only mis-interpretated, but also mis-understood and mis-appropriated all of them.  Willfully and daringly.  I have had something to say.  I have said it and, woe is me, in the process I have (I can feel it) mis-interpreted myself – just as Kant did.  Life is life.  Graham Harman has done all of that with Heidegger and we will never be able to read Heidegger the same again.  Bravo.  New ground is captured and the mind advances.  It is only through the violence done by living against the dead that the dead live again.  Apophrades.  The horrible Nefas.  Life is life.  Unlike Mr. Harman, I do not have the worry of having to deal with anxious disciples.  That has given me a certain freedom to use my analytical knives.  

A note on the writings of Heidegger and Plato and Bergmann as Objects.  That Corpus.  That now dead massiveness from the past.  Can we make it live again?  It can only live through us, the living.  In a sort of Transubstantiation of self-sacrifice on our part.  And then we will be out of here and others will come.  And the bloody Mass will repeat.  Nietzsche has reminded us that giving birth to an idea is a very messy affair.  And that is something I don't want to touch with any kind of intellectual ten foot pole.  I just have to look around my room.

I wrote in the Preface to my "book",  The classical world is once again at hand in these writings that are a completion of twentieth century ontological realism.  That is to say, they are a violation of almost every principle from which that philosophy hoped to proceed.  Nonetheless, the historical truth of realism is here, as it must be; nothing has been lost; the hope itself is not without force.  Universals, logical connectors, bare particulars, the tying nexus, ephemeral fact, all give way again to the Eternal Forms and the Logos and the Madness.  The Cupbearer intoxicates with his beauty and Beauty itself is revealed.  Nothing has changed. The dialectic will always turn your glance onto another way.  The mind analyzes itself vividly.

4172  I wrote, "That now dead massiveness from the past. Can we make it live again?  It can only live through us, the living. In a sort of Transubstantiation of self-sacrifice on our part."  I will make this the going-under of Nietzsche.  Imagine you are a philosopher, even a professional ontologist, and you want to understand and capture the spirit of past writings.  It's almost impossible.  It's too vast, too complicated, too ambiguous; but you must go on and try.  There is, after all, something in there that you love.  So you try once again.  All the hours of reading and thinking recede as in a dream and you nod off into the Blank.  Nothing, desolation.  The hot wind.  The spirit murmurs the un-understandable.  The horrible shaman has you.  And you fidget, half conscious.  You have gone under.  The imp of dialectical changes twists your mind.  Panta rei.  A sentence comes.  You begin to write.  The swampy goo of your mind has become Truth.  The darkness is beginning to shimmer with understanding.  Your substance becomes other and the words come on.  Then its over, you have written, and normality slides up beside you and grins.  What you put down is over there waiting for you to handle it and send it on.  As in a child's dare.  Your humiliation and your joy.

4173  Causation and substance.  Let me get rid of causation as a philosophical entity in short order.  In sort of a Humean fashion, I hold that the word "causation" names the regular occurrence of things together – I want to sleep, dogs bark - nothing more.   That is a totally inadequate statement; nonetheless, it is as close as anyone has come in defining it.  With Wittgenstein, I think that a belief in causation is superstition.  That also says nothing, but it is mystically impressive.  Causation is spoken of everywhere and it is nowhere.  It is nowhere ontologically speaking.  It belongs to the ordinary world of ordinary things.  Thus it is the power of substance.

There are two realms: the world of ordinary things and the unworld of ontological things.  Up is up and down is down and never the twain shall meet.  It is the job of the philosopher – of the analytic tradition to which I belong – to assay an ordinary object into its constituent ontological pieces.  Disputes rage. After it's all done and the pieces are laid out, the ordinary person will look and wonder whatever happened to the ordinary object, because those things look like nothing from his worldly world.

In the ordinary world there are ordinary objects sitting largely unmoved waiting under the tilted sky of skewed otherness.  They seem to brood within themselves, slowly revealing all manner of internal seismic shifts.  It is as though they are all replying to the questioning darkness within.  It is the stuff of myth.  Myth is the stuff of the ordinary world and thus the angular torque of internal causation seems to be.  The one who has jumped up to the ontological realm sees nothing.  He fears myth.  He jerks away from the incessant metamorphoses.  He is rather charmed by the luminous stillness.  I am that.

I have here explained nothing, but I managed a few phrases that (I think) are strangely beautiful.  In a stilted analysis that is finally too obvious.  All without the substantial power found in banks.  Thus I wrote the object we call philosophy.

4174  Does structure exist?  That is to say, is it one of the ultimate categories of Being?  Which is to say that it is not reducible to any other category, such as relation or set or substance.  Yes, it is ultimate and, therefore, irreducible.  Think of structure as an ordered relation – aRb as different from bRa.  It is that ordering that is the "essence' of structure.  And Order is a mighty difficult ontological boy to catch.  Even in physics the ordering of time's arrow is so very adverse to fitting into the theories – physics, though, is not ontology.

In my ontology, sets likewise exist as irreducible to their elements.  And that is also a mind-bender.  Structure, sets, facts are all ultimate categories of Being and they are all different and difficult to think ontologically.  Nonetheless, there you are; the world is as it is.  We cannot whisk it away with any nominalistic gesture.  The bewilderment is fixed.  

So now the question is: are any of those three the same as substance?  Or as ordinary object.  Or as post-metaphysical "system of dark reference" quasi-emergent object in the unperceived houses of the Ur-world, material or otherwise?  No, differences are laid out, nuances slapped into place and the ontological jungle grows uncontrollably.  

We do seem to be able to think Order itself away from structure.  Or am I the only one who thinks he has such a philosophical intuition?  Ontological things seem easy for me to "see".  Is that because I don't wait for others to tell me what I should think and I am simply not afraid of being considered ontologically mad.  I am out here in the intellectual marshes.  The light is dim.  The bogs of God wait.  Articulation becomes, in time, inarticulate.  I swerve.  I am dreaming.  Thoughts careen through the windows of my room.  Ah Order, such an unordered thing.  You flee.  Arms and armature.  The Form of Form that I love.   The tool of existence.  Entanglement. 

In order to have ultimate categories and first things, we must first have the thing of the First.  And so Order orders itself in order.  So easy, too easy, the vertigo of the morning breeze.   I walk out past the limits of speech.  Oblivion.  

4175  Consider the circumstance (or whatever you want to call it) that blue is different from green.  Or up from down.  Or this from that.  Or now from then.  Or and from or.  Your thoughts from you!  Think of any difference you want, qualitative, quantitative, categorical or illusory.  Think that x is different from y.  That that circumstance is neither x nor y and it is one thing, while x and y are two.  Try to think it.  It's easy.  Though close to the edge of what can be thought.  I fear maybe over the edge.

Both Bergmann and the Buddhists insist that difference doesn't exist.  There is, however, a difference in their insisting.  The Buddhists want to prove that because difference isn't all is one.  Bergmann wants to show that difference as an ontological entity isn't, and things differ because of their natures, a sort of internal relation.  Neither camp rests easy with their insisting.  Dream-falling over the edge.  Or perhaps they willfully or innocently walked or almost walked across Kant's critical line or they, in an un-Wittgensteinian fashion, tried to speak the unspeakable.  It seems to me they were both just doing philosophy.  That which finally can't be done without the grin of Eros and his οργη, the erotic blow-up.  It's great fun.

If the things that differ are different from the circumstance that they differ, do we need a nexus to join it all up?  Can we ground order in the circumstance that the things that differ are different from the circumstance that they differ.  Bergmann thinks we can.  In symbols, let (x,y) mean x is different from, other than, y.  Then the above sentence is (x,(x,y)).  And you may remember that that is the "definition" of order in mathematics.  That definition has never, I must say, made any sense to me.  Though it does point to a basic difference, otherness, right at the center of the ontological struggle.  It names the "first" in first philosophy. 

If order and difference don't exist then philosophy is itself a latecomer and a mere remnant of human intellectual dalliance in the night. 

4176  I am not a teacher.  I have nothing to teach you.  I am not an advisor.  I have no advice to offer.  I am not a good observer of life.  I have no observations to relate.  I have nothing to give you.  I write the gods.  I sing the ancient rite.  The sacrifice is quickly performed. I have nothing to teach you.  I am torn.  The ancient things leak out.  And deliquesce into the night.  I turn on my bed.  I write the words themselves. The never before.

I worry the meaning of the word "not".  Sufi twirling intoxicates me.  But so what, it has been done.  Not that.  There are so many meanings to "not".  They are a knot.  I know not.  A gnarl.  A snarl.  A knife is k-needed.  I knead my need.  My knees bend.  The breath comes.  Everything was done correctly and He came.  And I forget how.  I never knew.  He's ever new. And the dew glistens.

So that's all philosophy is.  A slightly pleasant thing.  Sublime ineptness.  It's been done.  Whole religions have been set up on the flat plains of his stomach.  Temples erected.  Or rather, profundities have been hidden in the obvious.  Obsession.  And the tight bow-string.  

Does it matter if Difference is an ontological entity – or not?  Can we get lost in contemplation of that?  Is that how we got here?  Is the Blank the good?  Is it just blank?  His face is blank as he looks at me.  The Buddha boy is here.  I am gone.

4177  Blog philosophy is very, very collegial.  Gatherings of all kinds and a flowing forth of journal entries for other eyes to read.  These young philosophers form a real community.  Their serious speculation, their manly Realism is a social thing, extremely.  And they are very polite to each other.  It is a civilized affair.  And as befits gentle conversation they adopt the tone of plain speech, probably because such artlessness seems to indicate seriousness and thoughtfulness.  They have all taken up the 20th century ideal of being mature adults.  No romantic flights to the speculative heights.  Only a nod toward the depths of the individual, whether animate or inanimate.  A serious tone is important.  It feels to me quintessentially academic.  Speculative Realism even likes to hook itself up with history, but that is another form of collegiality.  It is also protection against any bumps in the night it discovers in the dark under-doings of the real.  They are very sensible and prepared in their acknowledging what lies beyond the commonsense feel of the everyday.  They are all very proper young scholars, probably with funding.  And comfortably not obsessed with their philosophical task.

These sportive young intellectuals (and their mentors), these Bloggers write so much on the Internet that it's impossible to digest it all (if there is an all there), but I may not be too far off if I say that they are slyly attempting to speak, in a scholarly fashion, about Kant's Ding-an-sich, the Thing-in-itself.  The philosophically forbidden.  The problem they have is that this is the watery realm of the Sublime, the very thing that Romanticism and Decadence were so good at describing, and that fits so very badly into scholarly prose.  Still, maybe these young thinkers are really trying to tame that enfolding, frightening thing and their recourse to what is often a dry intellectualism is exactly the point.  But they wander so erratically and I think I know why

They usually have a philosophy of the deep object, the thrown-against.  In other words, the world, which may or may not be an object, consists of "isolated" individuals or struggling objects.  Each one reaches deep down into itself, but there are no real relations by which they connect with each other.  The ionic veil of the Internet doesn't help.  Thus the fact that they are so collegial is ironic.  Should I say that they are self-centered?  I shouldn't be so mean.  And by going in they to mean to go out, because they are all hooked up to the hyper-weave of Reality.  Oh well, we are all trying to find an escape from the hectic "outer" world.  We are all anxious and so very belated in the realm of thought.  These thinkers are concerned with themselves about many things.  Life is life.  The collegiality isn't real and they wander alone.

4178  To the Speculative Realists, diviners of the Unseen, of the Objects, vicars of the Vicarious Causes, handlers of the Specula, and the Tool - Peace.

I have an anti-natural aversion to dark, hidden things.  To inward, cavernous things. To secret, watery things.  Just as others are drawn to them.  Just as some others love to eat oysters on the half-shell. As you know, that is Nature, but I have a love of the open clearing of Transcendence.  And I have to fight those who want to get rid of transcendence so that deep nature might be guarded from its blinding "logic".

The literate among you will have already noticed that my book and my blog refer to the Boy, and not to the Female.  The difference, of course, is momentous.  To say that beyond or beneath the phenomena there are the Objects, the Mothers, is horrendous.  I do not say it is wrong to say that; in fact I think that it is a true description of this place.  And I want out!  Thus, with Plato and so many others, I look for another place. The place of light and freedom and naked appearance.  The lovers of the Goddess Nature balk and laugh that I should think such a thing possible.  But, I remind you, such is a great part of Western philosophy.  Its angels have always been boys and not girls.  And thus the lovers of Nature have always moved away from the otherworldly Church.  One's love makes demands.  But the Church today has lost its militant spirit and the Family and the Female have taken over.  This is all just historical fact.  Transcendence is so out of fashion.  The natural man and the deep places advance. And the East, with its yin and yang comfortably united in squalor is ascendant.  I demure.

4179  Physics is geometry pure and simple.  It looks for the geometrical structure of this place, this world, this universe.  Nothing more.  Metaphysics may look for other things.  It may look for Objects or Substance more basic than the geometrical forms.  Maybe they do exist, but it is of no concern to physics.  Maybe to the physicist, but not to his science.  Physics is geometry pure and simple.

Those Objects are unseen.  It has been usual for the person trained in Continental philosophy to think of the seen, the phenomena, as somehow dependent on mind, as the mind's creation.  But why think that?  The Forms of geometry and this world's facts being instantiations of geometry are not mind or mind dependent.  They are not the result of the mind's "relation" to the world.  They just are.  The mind observes with an observing that changes nothing nor creates anything.

Some may think that the forms of geometry and physics are "created" by the Objects.  It seems to me they aren't.  They just are.  I see no point to having Objects other than to satisfy our poetic, mythical, erotic, "metaphysical", looming spirit.  Which ain't beans.  And thus a philosophy of Objects is totally worthwhile and True, but maybe not true.  And somehow scary.  And not to my taste.  I have other plans for the evening.  And the morning. 

4180  I write the boy.  The boy thinks.  He works to explain his ideas.  He succeeds easily and then he always fails to make others see, but so what?  The idea was strong and he felt the truth of it and only the movement of the idea in words was not quite there enough to cross over.  He joyfully waits for the next time, the next attempt, the next feel of having it so close.  Thinking is in him.  His form is in my writing.  Strength pervades the scene.  My skin crawls.  I work it.  And then the night.

Steal from me.  Take anything you want.  You have my attention.  I love the feel of your grabbing hand.  Don't worry if you understand these words correctly.  I hardly understand them myself.  I was writing of you, anyway.  You are the perfection of my thinking.  And as you lie so still at night I am still watching.  I fear our slight movements.

Thinking is violence and you are tearing up the universe with your thinking and I think I will keep my distance.  You are beautiful in your flaming rhythms.  I will try to understand you.  Perhaps you are only remembering what we both once saw. The appearance was blinding.  And now gone.  And so close in words.  I understand your questionableness exactly.  And the perfect paradox that is failure.  You will crawl back into existence.  That twinkle and that shadow of a smile.  I take notice again.  The Light!

4181  Martin Hagglund and Radical Atheism

Today philosophers are squirming every which way to get around the deathly stillness of immortality that is inherent in the Platonic Forms.  It's not new; Borges wrote in A History of Eternity: "The ideal universe to which Plotinus summons us is less intent on variety than on plenitude; it is a select repertory, tolerating neither repetition nor pleonasm: the motionless and terrible museum of the Platonic archetypes.  I do not know if mortal eyes ever saw it (outside of oracular vision or nightmare), or if the remote Greek who devised it ever made its acquaintance, but I sense something of the museum in it: still, monstrous, and classified … "    The religious has always had something creepy and contrary to life about it.  Only today, when religion has become a social thing has this been forgotten.  It has always been thus and has always been known.  And feared.  So now, those who think they have discovered something new and who think we all naturally want to escape from religion have written of the return of substance and objects, the singular and the individual.  This is the new nominalism that fears the unworldly Things of analytical Realism.  Nothing seems to change.

The problem is that this deathly stillness is also a part of the erotic.  They seem to never have read Freud's Beyond the Pleasure Principle.  There is a timeless lure in that nightmare. I remember being drawn by the frisson up my back when I saw the glossalalia in my Grandmother's pentecostal church.  And then went out in the stillness of the stars.

4182  The Object that Heidegger is obsessed with is the German language and even more so the Aryan roots of that language.  Many of us share the same obsession.  It's a magical game.  The connections are surprising.  The lure is unavoidable.  The wisdom gained is deep.  It is thinking itself.

4183  The socii, the followers, hover and flit around the beloved like moths around a candle.  It's an old, tired truth that will not go away.  We are here in the eternal Forms.  The hierarchical structure, love's prison.  The still, blank whiteness of the god and his chatty, catty lovers, fixed in place.  The ever old, the ever new, the ever again.  Even now.

The socii are one.  This Beloved, himself an eternal Form, shatters.  This is the very ancient Deconstruction itself.  Nothing changes.  And that there are those who want to destroy it all is itself ancient.  And ever new.

This is not a philosophy of persons and individuals, not of the singular, it is not a concern with community or organization or the body politic.  It is a philosophy of the one thing.  The Eternal Form.  The duende.  The too close.  The friend at night.  The explosion.  And the immortal nothing.  He is here.

Mirrors mirroring everywhere.  He primps.  We watch.  We die his looking away.  The transcendent is all there is.  A shudder.  A breaking spine.  The blanking out.  Shattered.  Lovers search forever.  The one thing.

4184  The poetry of the East is much more passionate that that of the West.  And I know that when I try to speak of love and passion as in the East I reveal myself to be a man the West.  My words always have something of logical, ontological analysis about them.  It is what I am.  Logic-love, logic-sex, ontological gymno-erotics.  The boy is mere ontological abstraction left sleeping in the Garden of Academos.  The Rose cut of passion is otherness and the regress of nexus.  I am lost between worlds.  I am at home in both and neither.  Neither.  The words come easy.  And as they leave me they slam into the cyber-sky.  Nothing.

4185  For Heidegger the notion of concealment/unconcealment is fundamental.  Verbergen and Entbergen.  The root is bhergh – to hide.  But it is also, I think, the Sanskrit bhag – to portion out.  It is probably the root of the Slavic word for God, Bog.  And it has meanings of fortune, allotment, and destiny.  All of these words are important for Heidegger.  Most importantly, for Heidegger, it is Being "hiding" in the regions of Being.  Or modes, or as-being.  Being divides; it parcels itself out.  That is its concealment.  A spy knows that if you want to hide something break it apart, scatter the pieces and wait for a time of laying them together again.  Of course, code words as to how and where are important.  Hints.  And as any Hindu mere boy knows the world was created when Prajapati was dismembered and the pieces scattered and grew into a world.  This god will, in time's completion, appear again as one.  We sing the unity and disunity.  The gods are hidden in their scattered pieces.  It seems that the tearing apart of the gods is a necessary thing and then the re-membering.  For man and the world.  Heidegger wanted to see Being whole again.  He wanted to see the return of the gods.  And he, like the early Christians, thought he would see this Great Event.  But Germany went even deeper into the breaking and now we wait also.  And we sing our hymns.

For us this expectation of the return of the gods is the rhythms of philosophical liturgy.  We write in a timed mode.  In that repeating, breaking, repeating form we begin to see the approach.  Writing, inspired writing, is metrical.  It has style, Gestalt, Form.  The continuous lies over the discontinuous.  The drone creates a high way.  Things long lost to each other lie with each other.  For a moment.  Until the End comes and the Beginning begins again.

Like Sanskritic philosophical writings, Heidegger's writing is strangely poetic – or it is nothing.  The German, Aryan Stimmung.  I help in the remembering, but I may be remembering a different god.

4186  I don't attend his philosophical church so Graham Harman doesn't pay much attention to me but I will, nonetheless, make a few comments about his definition of "realism" and "materialism".  He writes in his June 5 blog:

"But for me, realism isn’t realism unless it’s “R7″ realism (to use the term I coined when reviewing Braver’s outstanding A Thing of This World). This means: the relations between any two things have to be on the same ontological footing as the human-world relation. You can’t just say “sure, there might be/is a real world; I’m not Berkeley” and call that realism. It’s far too weak a way in which to confront the real. The real does more than just haunt human awareness as an ominous residue. The real has parts, and they interact with one another just as we interact with it."

"(anti-realism is) the assumption that the human-world relation is more basic than all other relations."

I take all that to mean that what is real is structured and it does not depend on the mind's "relation" to it.  The structure of mind being aware of a brook is no more basic than that of water flowing over rocks.   All of these structures are real and basic.  I agree.  

The philosophical question now becomes this:  consider these two structures – Sugar lies at the bottom of my cup of coffee – and – Snow covers the garden outside my window.  The first is true the second isn't.  The first is actual; the second is possible but not actual.  The first is a fact (structure) with actuality; the second is a fact (structure) with potentiality.  Those are good old Aristotelian words.  How does Graham Harman analyze these two facts or structures?   I would like to know.  Are actuality and potentiality entities that pervade facts or structures?  It seems to me they are.  As for Reality or The Real, with capital letters, that that is the One Absolute we all approach with our probing – I don't think there is such a thing.  The ground of a fact being true or real is not that it is a part of the Great Reality that is beyond us, but that it is pervaded by actuality.  We can go no farther than that.  It is brute.  It is striking.  It is alluring.

4187  I am sort of an inverted Sartre, or anti-Sartre, or mirrored-image of Sartre.  He is fatigued by the self-contradiction in all theologies, the self-defeat in all ethics, the simple self-destruction in all grand political attempts.  It is necessary.  This final impossibility at the heart of the dance of Being and Non-Being wryly convinces him that there is no God.  And since man's only desire is for God, Man is a useless passion.  Sartre is right; all philosophies fail, all ethics turn on man, all gods flee.  And man himself is crushed by thought.  It's inevitable.  But to me, being quite lucid about this strange confusion, this is the sign of the Presence of God; this is God.  God is an imp, a sprite, a dangerous fellow, a true lover who leaves in the morning on angel's wings just as you knew he would.  He's irresistible.  All thinking destroys itself. Eros grins.  Finally the philosophy of philosophical failure fails and … and what?  We go on.  God returns, your hand burns, your head turns, pleasure all round.

"And if he promises, "I will come in another moment," all his promises are but cunning to beguile you.  He possesses a flaming breath, by enchantment and wizardry knotting the water and tying up the air."   Rumi

4188  Philosophy is phenomenology.  It speaks of what it sees with its philosophical seeing.  That does not mean that all that it sees comes back to that act seeing.  That is to say, intentionality is not the fundamental relation that all other relations are derived from.  (I use the word "relation" loosely.)  There are those who think that phenomenological philosophy is obsessed with intentionality and sees only that everywhere it looks.  There are those who, fearing idealism, would like to substitute an obsession with causality for that and have a speculative (ie. non-phenomenological) realism.  As I (philosophically) see it neither intentionality nor causality are fundamental.  Being is replete with many different connectors, nexus, relations, or what-have-you.  For example the simple word "and" names one - or maybe two.  All are "equal".  All have full existence, there not being such a thing as greater or lesser existence.  And I see them directly.  I see them in the fullness of their existence.  Likewise, I see the abstract form of connector-ness.  I see it directly.  And on and on.  There is no unseen anything in philosophy.  The unseen belongs to the everyday and science.  

There are those who are impressed with Man's finitude. This is the sign of the modern men.  They are the humble.  We have being-in-the-world existence.  We are submerged and drowning.  The Whole is ever beyond us.  Nonetheless, we have learned to thrive on finitude and to take it as a call for caring.  We know only each other.  There is no transcendent anything.  We never really wanted it anyway.  Life as finite is real life; we are joyful.  Infinity is scary.  For us everything comes back to our finite being in the world.  After finitude there are only the things that go bump in the night and the dark causes.  We will look at this Medusa only in a specula.  Then Euripides is our philosopher.  

4189  Victor Klemperer pointed out to me (perhaps he got it from Tacitus) that the fault of the Germans was grenzenlosigkeit, boundlessness.  They soar upward and then they fall correspondingly far.  They are too damn thorough and they ruin themselves.  For example, many peoples have been anti-Semitic; it's a nasty European state of mind that has been around forever.  It's like being anti-gay.  The Germans, however, went overboard.  They went all the way to the final solution.  As long as the disease of thoroughness does not come, we can manage.  It is the same with their philosophy.  A German philosophy book, and that of their French imitators, is numbingly thorough.  Their mind soars and then it ruins itself.  Take Deleuze, he probably has a good idea, but, my God, he kills it in extreme explanation.  And those young graduate students today who try to follow him, they are contracting the same sickness.  They are killing philosophy.  Such grundliche Grenzenlosigkeit.  Such ruination.  It is not necessary.  Style before thoroughness!

4190  Graham Harman has given us a very pleasant read in Technology, Objects and Things in Heidegger.  He has clearly and with a sense of finality brought to light the hypostatic idea of Zuhandenheit in Sein und Zeit.  Surprisingly, it greatly reminds me of The Essentials of Logic by Bosanquet.  Both are available as PDF online.  These two books both try to get beyond the apparent to the hidden wholeness that lies ever beyond.  And in that they both run counter to the Greek spirit that has animated philosophy for so long.  I too have been taken by that spirit of light and neither of those writers is to my taste; thus, it is amazing to me that they have each written with such clarity, a very Greek ideal.  

4191  Consider a twinkling star.  Is that a twinkling star because we (a herd of conscious minds) saw (or sensed) a little point of light in a complex arrangement with other little points of light and this and that and another thing (embedded in a long history of this that and many other things) and we united the concepts of starness and twinklingness on it, which we somehow came up with after this that ... and all the rest of it.  OR is it a twinkling star because it is a twinkling star.  That is to say it is an it and it has with the nexus of having the form of twinkling star which is a universal form that other things that are an it share – all irrespective of whether or not we see it?  The second alternative is the correct answer.  Don't forget it for the test.

4192  German Grenzenlosigkeit, boundlessness, and durch-und-durchlichkeit is also my unmenchlichkeit, my inhuman way.  Look at all the elements in my fundamental ontology.  It's a jungle or slum or like my room.  Most writers in philosophy have individuals, maybe qualities and (begrudgingly) some sort of similarity relation that creates family overlappings.  All the rest is free lunch.  I have (are you ready for this?):

Bare particulars (including critical particulars, multi-partite particulars, etc.), universals (including relations and propositions), nexus of many kinds to tie particular to universal, element to set, thought to object, words to meaning, sets (including the null set), classes, circumstances like x is other than y, and identity, thoughts, actuality, potentiality, logical quantifiers, numbers, negation, particularity, universality, hylomorphic diads such as "this universal" and the particularity of a particular, and on and on.  All of these are necessary if we are not going to fall into idealism and nihilism.  And then there are the Transcendentals like Beauty, the Good, Truth, Sameness, Difference, Being, Non-Being.  Also error, evil, desire, rejection, holiness, and more and more.  It all exists and particulars here participate in them. But they also exist unparticipated.  It's a mad house – just like real life.  Being bulges.  It is swelteringly hot. Soon Grenzenlosigkeit.  And he goes mad.  Juggling on the shoulders of a tightrope walker.  He falls.  Nietzsche never knew.

And facts; there exist so many different kinds of facts.  There are ordinary facts such as my watch is slow, and general facts as all watches run slow at times, and math facts as seven is a prime number, and logical facts as if a is red then it is not not red, and ontological facts as red is a color and the generic universal named color exists.  And transcendental facts as existence itself exists (or not).  And red and its existence are two things, not one, or not.  In Buddhist contemplative fashion the mind breaks and divine beings leak in.  The daimon, the duende, the genius, the familiar, the double, the Imp, the biting teeth take their place to receive your gleeful applause.  The curtain has lifted.  This is opening night. Being looks radiant as always.

You may think of all this as the Logos.  Ah yes, the Logos, bling on the cheek on our pert and larkish god.  Religendum est.  Arte somnum initus est.  Avolat celeriter.

The contemplation of Being becomes a wild thing.  The human is left far behind.  The gods rumble.  I shake the box.  The merely human was always a temporary thing.   We move on of necessity.

4193  Graham Harman and I share a love of Style, and we both see it as philosophically important.  Just which style is not now important.  He especially likes allusion because it can serve to "capture" the Object.  Why not? I like allusion too.  He likes Gibbon for this and that reason, but I recommend to him John Milton, the all-time master of allusion.

I suppose I use allusion. I am always thinking of something my words are referring to without mentioning that directly.  And of course there is the erotic allusion, which, with me, is probably too easy to figure out.  But there is also meter in the sense of phrasal gradation and cadence.  That timing is itself an allusion.  Maybe to the substance of the world.  Or it is that.

4194  I do religious writing, that is to say, my writings, like the Bible, are more like children's literature than that of the moderate, mature adult.  Things are wildly incommensurable.  Minute gestures have eternal being.  Consequences are extreme and calculated. Happenings are cruel.  The beings of children's literature are more like gods than man and woman and the appearings are the appearings of gods.  The devastation of forever looms. Like the Bible, this is not for the grown-up mind.  I write the theomorphic, not the anthropomorphic.  This is apocalypse.  This is Platonism.  Nor do I write medieval fantasy, where the great concern is with respect and honor between man and man and man and woman, who succumb only to the cruelty of nature, not an impish and willful God.  

4195  I am sitting on my chair in my room and I look across to the other room and I see a book lying on a table.  And there are all kinds of sensa also present.  So how to I ontologically analyze my seeing a book on a table across the way?  What am I really seeing? What is my seeing really?  Is my seeing really a mass of sensa that are internal to me.  Is that book and table and traversing space that I think I see really a mass of sensa internal to me?  Is all that a deputy or vicar or image of some great event outside me?  No, my perceiving is a perceiving, not a sensing.  I perceive the book and the table and the intervening space directly without any stand-in inside of me arising from whatever it is I supposedly do not directly see.  The book and the table and the space are real as is my perceiving.  And I perceive that they are a book and a table and that the book is on the table and that they are across the way. The brain for all that is irrelevant.  As for the sensa that may or may not be there, they are also irrelevant, but if they are there I sense them also directly; they are, however, not the distant book. I see the book on the table unmediated.  This is direct realism.

4196  Anytime there is a division, a cut, between ontological things there is what Graham Harman calls allure.  He has called our attention to many of these cuts, but there are many more.  It is the job of analysis to find them.  It's a lovely word and it means here pretty much what it always means.  We attend to one thing and we are drawn across an uncrossable divide to another thing.  Just as you are drawn to a beauty you can never have.  The more inaccessible it is the more alluring it is.  And yet you have it in the perfection of you desire.  Intensity shatters difference.  Oblivion. 

Here is the problem.  To analyze, to cut, is the Dionysian moment.  To articulate them into one smooth being is Apollonian.  As you can see there is a further cut right there.  Writing philosophy is this impossible unity of cut and oneness.  It is like the Holy Trinity and the Incarnation which makes the young devotee bleed.  The only thing left to do is dance and make our spirit laugh.  It's a wonder.

4197  If your ontology does not have relations that are external to the relata, a and b, you cannot make up for it by having a quasi-set (ab).  For example, if your lamp is on a table, you cannot account for that relation by means of a mental bringing together of the sensual properties of lamp and table.  You must have a relation between the two objects.  Not a uniting of their properties in you mind.  Again, aRb is not (ab).  

In symbols:  (Ex)(Ey)(F(x)&G(y)&(xRy))  this cannot be changed into (Ex)(Ey)(F(x)&G(y)&(FG)).  

4198  There is a debate in realist circles about whether or not the bare particular itself appears inside an act of knowing.  Or perhaps whether or not the continuant, the underlying substance, can be directly known.  Many have assumed that we only know sensual representatives of the unseen object.  Just what it is we directly apprehend is an open question.  

Inside every real object there is a sensual object that is a representation of another object and it is between these that that causation occurs when the firewall or the buffering breaks and a new object is created.

Central to his philosophy is the allure of, or between, sensual object, the deputy of the real object, and real object.  The sensual object is always inside another real object.  Apparently all real objects are intentional structures.  It seems that every real object would have a sensual vicar inside every other real object.  Or every real object would contain a vicar of the whole world.  

4199  A severed part is ghostly.  The parts present are as though unreal or merely ontological.  An object analyzed is brought out of the darkness of the ordinary.  To be brought to light is to kill it.  To be Apollonian and clearly seen is to be still and beyond life.  Technology, which is pure presence, is deadly and intense.  The part alludes.  The part is greater than the whole.  

The Object is the everydayness of things, the Kierkegaardian and Heideggerian horror. It is Hades. It is the opposite of the Light.  But it is there and philosophy must contend with it.  It is biological ooze; it is birth and death; it is miasma.  

4200  Here, I would like to make an attempt at using the Harman-Heidegger philosophy to characterize my own philosophy.  Central to their thinking is the notion of the Object or Zuhandenheit.  For Harman there is Allure and for Heidegger there is Alltaglichkeit.  Anyway, one of the main features of my philosophy is the distinction between the ordinary object and the ontological thing.  The first, Harman's object, really doesn't belong in philosophy.  I break it.  It still hovers just outside as the object of my ontological attack.  And the result is Vorhandenheit.  Shattered.  Pieces.  Ghostly things of Being.  The ordinariness of life and my absorption in it are gone.  Now we are in a dangerous place.  I think Harman would agree.  But, at least for me, the cut off ontological pieces have a certain allure.  They speak of something else.  This is the realm of Beauty.  Or is it sublime destruction?  I think of boys playing on abandoned machines.  Maybe that breaker of syntax, Emily Dickenson.  Maybe Burrough's cut-up style.  A hand, just a hand, lying useless.  The wind.  

The true precursor of Heidegger and probably Harman is Kierkegaard, who, in the Instant of the Absolute Paradox, finds the union of the ordinary and the divine.  It is amazing that a graduate student in the most mind-bending dullness of thesis writing works so hard to capture the transcendent or its absence.  The pathos of his attempt is crushing.  And that is ordinary.  In that interior moment of sincere encounter.  He finally becomes useful and helpful for society.

I, however, prefer my short pieces that allude without really saying much.  Here the gods are pieces of the human.  It is why I love grammar books instead of conversation.  The cutting reveals the shine on the knife's edge.

Think of the Platonic Forms, they are a less that is a more.  Think of the Form of the Gaze, an almost nothing that contains more than everything.  Think of Truth, Flight, a Kiss, Order.  The almost empty Forms that send a shudder through the mind if we dwell on them.  Pieces that lure us on to Nowhere.  Piercingly lovely.  Think of how your ordinary love is sometimes just that.  The Instant is also there.  That nothing of an instant.

4201  The Speculative or Object-oriented Realists are trying so very hard to overcome epistemology or human-centered philosophy and do ontology instead.  Their difficulty is that they are tying to do something Bertrand Russell thought impossible. They are trying to do it without external relations.  I'll give them a hand, though I too think it can't be done.  I think they have been using a structure built around a type of intentionality.  It goes like this:

I as a real object "relate" to my radio, not through any kind of relation between me and the radio, but by means of a radio image that is in me.  That image is "of" or even "from" the radio, but that is unimportant now.  That image or deputy or vicar of the radio itself breaks alluringly into the image and the essential quality of radio. Thus in me there is the something x is Rad.  Rad(x).  The fact that it divides and there is a bare x, a bare particular seems to say that there is something beyond.  So there is something beyond which I as a real thing cannot get at, but which lures me on. I am trapped in myself.  I know only what is in me.  There is no relation outward that I might travel on.  But there doesn't have to be if I can do everything in the world by remote control. 

Now the radio, which is our real goal.  What is it?  Well, it, like me, has no relations to the outside so it "relates" to the other objects somewhat as I did to it, ie. through deputies or vicars.  Consider the classical idea of internal relations.  Lets say a is heavier than b.  What is it that grounds that relation?  If it is not the relation itself then it has to be the objects themselves coming together. Therefore instead of relation H we have (ab).  The "relation" H is simply an abbreviation for the conjunction of the natures of these two things.  It is in the nature of one to be heavier than the other. No need for a relation at all only a coming together of natures.  So my radio " relates" to the table it is sitting on by means of an image or deputy or vicar of the wall being inside it.  Thus radio and table nature seriously encountering each other inside the radio – and also – wall and radio nature no less together inside wall.  And also (this is interesting) that nature is probably going to have to break apart into itself and the nature.  The Allurement will also be here. That's it.  It's rather easy.  It also doesn't work.  There are no vicars or deputies.  Aristotle's third man argument destroys themt as do so many other objections.  It would be much easier simply to have external relations.  But then the poetry of isolated beings would be lost.  What to do?

Some will object that I have told this story in too slap-dash a fashion.  That I need to flesh it out, nuance it up, be more thorough.  I say, go ahead.  You will get no closer to your goal of explaining this impossible idea.  You might, however, come up with some pretty techno-analytic poetry on the way, which is always fun.  Even I will probably go back and fruitlessly amend this post.  Finally, no philosophy succeeds and we make the attempt for the sheer pleasure of it.

4202 There is the object seen and the object unseen.  Unseen, it is in an ambiguous state, having neither this property nor that. Nothing definite.  Looked at, it randomly becomes this or that. This is the lesson of quantum physics.  One could also say that, unseen, the object has both this and that property, that it is in many worlds with each, and that upon being seen it randomly becomes of one world, having one definite property. 

This view brings indefiniteness, potentiality and randomness into the world.  And it brings the states of being seen and unseen.  I suppose that it is also totally random whether an object is seen or unseen.  And until that being seen is seen it is in a state of being indefinite.  In other words, all these things pile together and collapse onto each other.  Where and when was the initial act of seeing that brought order and definiteness into existence?  And who?

It's pathetic and embarrassing to watch a young academic trying to dance.  So stiff, so worried, so disoriented.  It is sad watching a graceful young beauty trying to think and speak in academics. Each has the gracelessness of the other.  Each dies the other's death.  Each wants to be loved by the other.  Each becomes a disturbance.  

This is the classic difference between the high Protestant clergy and the theater boys.  Between banker and artist.  Between community pillar and the adventurer into the new.  The young academic so badly wants to be the second an becomes the first. The academic and the street boy.  Each dies the other's death.

Why is it that charm and beauty always belong to the lower classes, the outcast, the unattended?  There it is real, not purchased.  There is will break your heart.  Each is dead to the other.

 

There is the academic who works hard to be worthy of his teachers, both living and dead.  Who feels their presence maybe too much.  Who is looking for his own way but who is too heavily burdened by THEM.  Who sighs and dies.

There is the writer of philosophy who is inspired only and who never works.  The others speak through him.  He writes words down as would a secretary.  He goes out at night and dances.  He himself is a gift of the gods to us the bewildered.  He grows old and dies, always wondering what it was all about.  The former is sure that the latter has never existed.  Perhaps not.  Perhaps philosophy as one thing isn't.  and never was.

Perhaps the former becomes the latter in special devastating moments when all is lost.  And the plain truth is spoken.  And written down.  And read.  Maybe never read.

Are you afraid to look and see which one you are today?

4203  It's pathetic and embarrassing to watch a young academic trying to dance.  So stiff, so worried, so disoriented.  It is sad watching a graceful young beauty trying to think and speak in academics.  Each has the gracelessness of the other.  Each dies the other's death.  Each wants to be loved by the other.  Each becomes a disturbance.   

This is the classic difference between the high Protestant clergy and the theater boys.  Between banker and artist.  Between community pillar and the adventurer into the new.  The young academic so badly wants to be the second an becomes the first.  The academic and the street boy.  Each dies the other's death.

Why is it that charm and beauty always belong to the lower classes, the outcast, the unattended?  There it is real, not purchased.  There is will break your heart.  Each is dead to the other.

There is the academic who works hard to be worthy of his teachers, both living and dead.  Who feels their presence maybe too much.  Who is looking for his own way but who is too heavily burdened by THEM.  Who sighs and dies.

There is the writer of philosophy who is inspired only and who never works.  The others speak through him.  He writes words down as would a secretary.  He goes out at night and dances.  He himself is a gift of the gods to us the bewildered.  He grows old and dies, always wondering what it was all about.  The former is sure that the latter has never existed.  Perhaps not.  Perhaps philosophy as one thing isn't.  and never was.

Perhaps the former becomes the latter in special devastating moments when all is lost.  And the plain truth is spoken.  And written down.  And read.  Maybe never read.

4204  There is the academic who works hard to be worthy of his teachers, both living and dead.  Who feels their presence maybe too much.  Who is looking for his own way but who is too heavily burdened.  Who sighs and dies.

4205  Are Speculative Realists positivists?  Yes, in the sense that they don't spend any intellectual time, (believe in?) asking the traditional philosophical questions about the existence of universals, bare particulars, connectors, ideas, Nothingness, actuality, sets, or entities such as existence itself, otherness, sameness and so on.  No, in the sense that they don’t stick to any verification principle when speculating about the deep structure of objects.  Because I am a traditionalist concerning these questions, I tend to think that these people aren't philosophers at all, only speculative scientists.  But who am I to define what and what isn't philosophy?  Some people even speak of their philosophy of selling used cars.

Still, if they aren't philosophers, are such nominalistic fellow-travelers like Hume, Malebranche, Occam etc. not philosophers?  The latter did ask the traditional questions and tried to answer in the negative, not dismiss them with a glance at something else.  The only thing that keeps the Speculative Realist in the philosopher's fold, as far as I can tell, is their "feel" for the real.  It's rather vague and unattended to analytically, but their focused feel for the real is real.  That is philosophy and it isn't positivism, except sort of, because they rail and will not fail to cop a feel behind the veil.

The positivists of old were battling theology and unscience.  Today's positivists are battling the Anglo-analysts who, in their far analyses, reach something that threatens to be theology and unscience, if not just too difficult for the poor student just trying to make his way across the academic mine field.  He finds another and they hold hands.

4206  An ordinary object like this curtain doesn't seem very philosophical, and it isn't.  It has all kinds of forces pushing on it and it is pushing back, which doesn't seem very philosophical, and it isn't.  The philosophical is entirely different.  Only when you contemplate taking the curtain apart into its ontological pieces are you entering into philosophy.  You may turn back.  The ordinary and its helpmate for seeing in the dark, science, are safe places away from the deadly knives of ontological analysis.  Unless you have a liking for human sacrifice.  A craving, the ευχαρισμα.

4207  Philosophers today accuse each other of not respecting the human, quite aside from not respecting the eco-system.  The human is precious.  Ho anthropos is god.  Gaia is the mother.  Together they stand against the life-suffocating Sky-cult.  The authoritarian Sky.  The mind-tamer.  The form-framer.  The hammer.

Like Satan we have been cast out of heaven and now find ourselves in a constricted place, a finite place, a cavernous prison.  We will now worship the crumbling dirt beneath us, the wet kisses of decay, the seeping waters.  We will have the joy of spiders.  We cannot now reach the sky again. 

We will now learn to love death as the giver of life.  Because we are gods and not from here we will turn failure into a glorious success.  We will hold each other and only privately remember in the ruined temple of the fallen Self.  And contemplate the mange eating us.  Oh, broken wings.  

The accusations roll and the attempt to love.  But our breath, our theomorphic nature will not go away.  The rhythms resound.

4208  When Satan fell in Paradise Lost, he fell into pure Cartesian Extension.  Everything was broken apart.  Everything was analyzed.  Distance ruled.  This Vastness. This great flat plane covered up everything and we could find nothing.  Those of us who grew up on the Prairie understand.  We have been fighting this Miltonian Hell all our lives.  And the wind that comes from the far nowhere and does not stay.  We make do.  The true precursor of Graham Harman is the great rectangular writing on the fields of Iowa.  A sometimes lonely, hellish story.  He will overcome that with the inward-falling object.  I suspect he swerved into his solitary room and thought.  Into a book and dreamed.  Into himself, and he always feared the great expanse outside his window; so he shut it.  The Writing on the Prairie was tamed inside this lonely, but lovely, vision within.  I understand exactly.  And the need to be as systematic as the straight lines out there under the lingering moon.  Surely the trees and the stranded car felt the same thing.

4209  The romance of Master GH - For the boy, the horrible expanse has invaded and the great ease of the unanalyzed life has become impossible; he lives with shunting ideas.  He deviates and breaks; the straight line cuts deep and orders things as in a nightmare and by force it reflects that thing outthere outthere always outthere. He is stopped in his tracks by the geometrical wind on the plain. He feels the looking of the Extension ever beyond.  He's on the Cartesian grid, the floor of hell, on the ground, in the itch, his ear listing, standing tall in the silk of night.  Allusions come.  He swerves.  The clinamen knows.  He listens to the far places.

The inside is the outside is the inside.  The breaking, the buffering, the serious encounter.  In the isolated places.  No one sees.  The swelling seas of the Real rise and fall over the ever-still slant of the prairie.  Those who know know.  In the dark, he sleeps with the beyond.  The expanse lies on him.  He becomes sure of the real.  He will not coyly deny the dualism.

In time he read Heidegger and learned from the Europeans.  He tried to think in terms of the Organized Eco-system, where all things function harmoniously, the life world, the Real.  He wanted to see technical analysis as the breaking evil.  And a broken piece of technology as an allusion to the living thing beyond.  But the thinking didn't work.  He isn't Heideggerian at all.  He is Milton and Des Carte.  And Kierkegaard's union of ordinary object and the divine.  That is to say his vision is the union of the object and the expanse beyond, the object and the Real.  A boy lying on the vast plain under the mounting sky, trying to think.  All objects around him suffer that.  There is no unified eco-system there.  Just the Real everywhere.  Somehow to be loved.

4210  I am not a scholar, these are the people who work hard to bring things into order, they must be clear-sighted, not the benighted by Eros.  Eors has me in thrall and all that.  The scholar will roll his eyes and wonder why he has to analyze such a "precious dear", such a "heavenly being".  Why can't all just till the ground, line after line, till dusk, then sleep?

The beginning scholar reads about divine madness in Plato and wonders.  Should he too seek inspiration?  Or is it merely a post-adolescent trick to get the work done fast, as his teachers say?  The thought of walking the street as a forlorn lover is too much and he gets back to work.

I have walked the streets.  Many streets.  I have seen beauty beyond beauty.  I have descended below the streets.  I am not a scholar.  The scholars look away.  I return to walking.

4211  In 1911 Bertrand Russell wrote, "The fundamental doctrine in the realistic position, as I understand it, is the doctrine that relations are 'external'."  He explains this as meaning

1. relatedness does not imply any corresponding complexity in the relata,

2. any given entity is a constituent of many different complexes.

I want to look at the second one.  It points to something that, not only has been a bewilderment in philosophy for a very long time, but is something that may destroy it altogether.  Or at least bring it to a halt right outside the limits of understanding.  Consider this:

My coffee is hot.  Then it's cold.  That is an ontological puzzle of the first rank.  A rascal of a problem.  In the end I will not be able to ontologically analyze it.  Philosophy will fail.

In symbols it is H(a) and C(a).  "any given entity is a constituent of many different complexes."  I will assume, reasonably I think, that to be hot is not to be cold.  Contraries, if not contradictions.  At one moment  ~C(a)  and then ~H(a).   H(a) and ~H(a).  A contradiction!   But you may not believe that because, you may think, what looks like the very same a in each are really two a's.  So, here at least, it is not the case that "any given entity is a constituent of many different complexes."  Or if it is then the one a is "at" two different moments.   Then a is at moment t1 and a is at moment t2.  Ignoring the ontological question of there maybe not being such things as moments, we are here at a contradiction again.  Should be say that a is a moment t1 at one moment and t2 at another?  Will infinite regress fall in … or what?  Perhaps the only way out is to deny Russell's statement that " any given entity is a constituent of many different complexes."  Then according to Russell we have lost realism.

Realism does seem to want to say that one and the same entity abides through change of any kind.  But then how do we avoid ultimate contradiction? Is each complexity before our mind's eye an entirely different individual?  Is everything just constant difference?  Can we not step into the same river twice?  Is the mantra Panta Rei the way to enlightenment?  Is it all phenomenal, breezy nothing? 

Countless other examples abound.  A penny is both round and oval.  A stick is both long and short.  If it all depends on perspective and "in relation to what", then idealism wins the game for sure, and the thing as it is in itself is totally lost.  Or is there God's vision which is not from any perspective at all or from all perspectives (as in medieval paintings)?  Or is there a knowing of the Whole that is unrelated (because there is nothing else) and thus absolute?  What is the thing in-itself?  Or is that question beyond the critical divide for the philosopher?  And maybe meaningless. Realism seems stuck.  It is lost because it so badly wants to cling to the "law" of non-contradiction and the thing-in-itself away from thought, continuing through change.  What to do?  One way may be to think of Time as the unchanging substance of the thing.  But that surely just poetry and for some of us it feels bad.  I am a realist, and I will not give it up, because idealism leads where I do not want to go – into a self-imprisoned consciousness.    

Or a self impaled on the great Space-time continuum where the transfinite random jolts and the Dedekind Cuts.  But then I suppose I could do what the continentals do and make it complicated indeed with the complication complicating itself until the illusion of an answer appears.

I choose rather the orgasmic explosion of ontological mischief.  A lover dreams alone longing to go out and find the real, the one thing.  A rebellious youth merely longs for a lock on his door so he can gently talk through the endless night with his friends.

One philosophy is desire for the one thing; the other is a longing for freedom from the one thing and its desire.  Both become entangled.

4212  Bergmann quotes Max Beerbohm at the beginning of Realism: "How I wish I could keep up with the leaders of modern thought as they pass by into oblivion."  This applies, of course, to some aspects of philosophy just as it does to the recording industry and to clothes fashion and cars and a multitude other parts of our culture.  It's part of what young people are all about.  Up to date!  What is the next new thing?!  Who's up; who's down?  It's instinctively a part of who we are.  But it's not all.  It's as in physics where you have a few stable particles – the electron, the proton, the neutron and others – and then around then you have a swarm of virtual particles popping rapidly in and out of existence.  At the center sits the god and around him clamor his entourage.  It's fun!  Until the entourage thinks it's the god – The Body of the Entourage – and a sort of plain democracy of idiots takes over.

Take Spinoza, he is admired by many young thinkers today.  He wrote in a very rigorous manner with only a few elements. His admirers write endlessly about him and not only never mention those elements, except off-handedly, but puff him up into a fashion creature of thought.  What to do?  It's what young people do.  When the clamor dies down and the beautiful ones go home, Spinoza will still be there in his plainness and his power.

4212  Non-philosophy is not a terrorist organization that overturns its opponent; so insists Laruelle.  Philosophy is.  And so Non-philosophy terrorizes philosophy and attempts to overturn it.  It befriends only to betray.  It refuses to do evil, it is misunderstood, it is abused and becomes abject in the philosopher's eyes.  It thus achieves saintliness.  By refusing Transcendence and its God it was merely looking for the Good.  By cataloguing philosophy's sins of decision it was not betraying philosophy but creating solid ground for it to stand on.  It was betraying philosophy.  And then to prove and approve its ways it laid out its program in magnificent syntactical structures all of which revealed Magnificent Syntactical Structure.  Being, articulating itself into bewilderment, hangs on the invisible thread of paradox.  And disappears.

4213  Nietzsche is fashionable today because, just like today's fashion conscious young, he was worried about his public appearance.  The young feel it and recognize one of their own.  And thus in a great beautiful profusion of polite megalomania they all set out on life and soon crash.  The gods rumble.  The lovers clamor.  Hearts break.  Nothing much is accomplished – except the beauty of life.  And the next generation will pick up the fallen flag and set it up once more on the plain of glory.  The battle for attention will rage.  And they will die again in horrid decadence.  It's the ancient spirit in us. The god does return.  And leaves.  And we wait.  Philosophy remains in place.

4214  Everything that waits to be said in philosophy can be said in a handful of little Anglo-Saxon words.  Perhaps a couple of Latin names for a particularly delicate abstraction and you have it.  The syntax need only be the simplest.  Then there is power to the writing.  Nonetheless, it's fine to digress into more decorative language once in a while.  The heart does, at times, long for a flurry of complexity.  It's fun.  That is philosophy.  It's an ancient thing and we will repeat the past with pleasure.  And like a pool hall boy putting a little English on his ball with his magical stick we make the words go where they may not have wanted.  Life's a surprise and we need to escape its clutches.

4215  Continental philosophy tries so hard to create a place for man in world, at home with the girl of his dreams, falling peacefully into her immanence.  It is tired, sick and tired, of hard transcendence.  It wants reason to be reasonableness.  It wants sensa to be sensible.  It wants the other to not be so other.  Being should fit what man is, and not demand that he become as the angels. He is tired of the angels.  He wants a home, a job, and a pleasant death.  And the young philosophers insist on bringing their girlfriends to the discussion. Things get mighty complicated trying to run away from the angels.

The new motto is not: to the thing itself.  It is: away with philosophy, now non-philosophy.  We want the eternal problems solved here and now.  Give us the perfect sleep of radical immanence.  And great profuse word-displays that will numb the mind into oblivion.  

4216  "Non-philosophy relies upon a highly technical, abstract, and counter-intuitive vocabulary, whose terms are almost always defined in relation to one another. This makes it nearly impossible for the uninitiated to get the hang of it, barring total dedication and immersion." -  from The Dictionary of Non-philosophy.

The radical immanence of non-philosophy is one of total immersion and dedication, by the initiated, into its own highly technical, abstract, and counter-intuitive vocabulary, whose terms are almost always defined in relation to one another.  

It speaks of the Real, as opposed to all philosophical transcendence, and means just the use of the word "Real" that is immanent in that wonderful vocabulary.  The only "real" thing for non-philosophy is non-philosophy.  Non-philosophy writes itself into a immanent madness.  Its writers are very impressive in their ability to manipulate all that jargon.  It's like poetry.  Like decadent poetry, finally apotropaic.  What are they wanting to turn us away from?  What daimon become demon have they seen?  I think they have seen The Lady of Romanticism, a frightful thing indeed.  Non-philosophy is the swift moving mare of the night.  Such elegant writing galloping headlong toward … Magic.

Non-philosoophy is akin to non-concptualizing Buddhism.  It wants the One, the Real, as it is prior to all conceptualizing about it or even mentioning that it is or is prior to something.  Non-philosophy thinks philosophers make concepts and then apply them, generating an object-concept duality.  No, the realist sees a duality that is already out there and it is particular-Form, not that object-concept whatever it is.  

Non-philosophy wants the one thing prior to the philosopher's dividing it into subject and predicate.  Radical immanence is radical nominalism.  

4217  I like to have my say about a philosophy I see on the internet or catch sight of in a used book.  I always silently hear the complaint that I have misunderstood and misinterpreted the matter entirely.  That I have presented a corruption of the original.  I do hope I have, because just as one little strand of genetic material is corrupted and voilà, we see a new species, so I move on into the new.  Maybe it is viable, maybe not.  I often catch sight of the Beauty that hangs around the corners of far thought.  Or philosophy is nothing.

4218  Because the nexus was absent the world fell apart.  Abstract thought never went out with beauty; it seemed to know nothing of it or of desire or it was afraid to reveal its secret longing, its dream.  A most pernicious dualism.  But a proper dualism that doesn't count as one for the abstractionists.  And the beauties couldn't get the hang of difficult thought.  Or maybe it was only a few that ever could put the two together.  Whatever the case, the world is made lame.  And philosophy hobbles toward home, not knowing where it is.  

Which is the road by which I came?  I would return, for it likes me not here;

One moment's absence from the Beloved's lane is unlawful according to the doctrine of lovers.

If only in all the village there is someone – by Allah, a sign would be completely sufficient.

How shall the finch escape?  For even the simurgh is footfast in this stout snare.

My heart, do not come wandering in this direction; sit there, for it is a pleasant station.

Choose the dessert which augments life, seek that wine which is full-bodied;

The rest is all scent and image and color, the rest is all war and shame and opprobrium; 

Be silent, and sit down, for you are drunk, and this is the edge of the roof.

4219  Philosophy is terror.  I have written so many times.  It is a constant theme of mine.  It is terror because it is the presence of a god.  A god is that thing which makes your hair stand on end.  Horripilation.  A shudder up your back.  A stark, wide-eyed looking at nothing.  The moment of coming undone.  An end arriving.

The Successful Philosopher

4220  If you are going to come out ahead in this most fascinating game you are just simply going to have to pay attention to the basic rules of product marketing and development.  Your customer (aka. your reader or student) wants something that is will help him get his own leg up.  Something he can use to make himself known and talked about.  Remember that he is the next generation and he wants his turn - and a job.  Not your weak ideas. 

Let's do marketing first.  As you may have noticed, we live in the cyber age.  Get on the Internet and work it!  Link yourself up, Honey.  Get in there with the others doing the same thing as you.  Be with the in-crowd.  (We will discuss the use of hyphens soon.)  Be everywhere!  And, of course, be attractively presented, which includes having a cool (and memorable) name prominently displayed on your page – everywhere.  It should naturally be a little strange, but not too strange.  And be casual and seemingly indifferent to it all.  But NEVER be really indifferent.  Be moderately daring.  Remember, you're going to be a smooth-skinned professor when your youth is gone, not a wrinkled rock star.

Now product development.  This is maybe not as important and marketing, but it is, nonetheless, important.  You do have to have a product to sell, and in this case it means, for the most part, a new philosophical vocabulary and a grammar.  Or tools for thinking and an instruction book on how to use them.  The new words must be attractive.  Here the use of hyphens is effective, eg. Being-in-the-world.  Also strange mis(?)-spellings, eg. Differance, and Existenz.  Foreign words should always be used and then translations of them parenthetically given (with real parentheses).  Sometimes an obvious misuse of a word is a saucy touch; that will give your reader hope of a dissertation topic.  Get your stuff in play. And market those words (and their use).   Get others using them!  Even if you have to bribe them by putting their rotten use of them on your web space.  

Now go to Trade Shows, also called conferences, seminars, symposia and guest lecturing.  While there, you can do book signings.  Advertize these affairs everywhere.  Talk it up on your own blog.  Casually write about your preparing for the historical event.  Especially report some last minute hitches that add a little suspense.  

And now for clothes.  Honey, you will have to dress right or don't even go.  Remember, it has been for a long time and still is the case that casual is de rigueur.  Frumpy for the old and a respectful touch of punk for the young, though all black may be going out.  Leibniz's wig was fun, but it won't work today; you must not appear to be transcendental right now because it is so very out of fashion.  You can bring your girlfriend, but it's risky because the fashion rules will be difficult for her, and successful philosophers are somewhat distracted from love; if she gets pissy it will be horrible.

Finally you have to hook yourself up with an old and prestigious institution.  That will give you substance.  A university and a publishing house.  The trade shows will probably be organized by off-the-wall ad hoc things, but that's fine, because they usually understand marketing.  Work it!  Good Luck.  Remember, you are better than Kant.

4221  Hermeneutics is "the study of the methodological principles of interpretation (as of the Bible)".  It's one of the scare-words in philosophy because whenever you run into it you have to quickly try and remember what it means and you usually come up with only a nebulous nothing.  It's from Hermes "a Greek god of commerce, eloquence, invention, travel, and theft who serves as herald and messenger of the other gods — compare mercury".  Today the commerce part of that god is in command.  To be a philosopher, especially now, means to stake out territory, to defend it, have your name on and have the moral, if not legal, right to be acknowledged in footnotes.  There's not much eloquence involved, but there is plenty of worry about theft.  Hopefully, you'll be able to travel and make enough money teaching, publishing and going to con-ventions to travel and make more money.  No in-ventions required (hyphenated words are very philosophical).  As for the gods and heralding, give me a break.  The only gods are the ethereal cyber gods on porno sites. Philosophy is kind of a macho thing with contracts and publishing commitments. And drunk students who might try and take you down.  It's dangerous business.   I want those pansy-assed Non-philosophers to take note.

4222  Platonic Things, Ontological Things, strike and invade the mind, the body, the one sitting with you.  They take over the horizon, your touching the horizon, the very thought of them out there. That is what it means to be real.  They are other and they overwhelm.  They leave you weak.  They will come again.  They are the Things in there out there up your arching back.  They sometimes appear so sweet.

They are the end of thinking.  The End, the blanking out finally after so much work.  They just appeared there and you were under them.  There otherness was what you became.  So sweet. 

Philosophy is about the frightening things, which are all about you.  The real things. The pushing, striking, rapacious things.  You have no appeal against God.  Bham! you're in the Sky.  Hanging by telons in the telos.  The sweet Telos.

4223  Should we say that the One is or that it isn't?  Is it decidable?  Is it to be decided in an act of intuitionistic deciding?  Aren't rather the One and Existence two and not one, but each one and that both exist but only by participation?  Well Yes, but only mind-blowing powerfully so, the whole idea being meaningless.  That is true philosophy.  The One.  Existence. The Vision of their ontological separation.  The god of dialectic lies there very still.

Should we worry that the finished stillness of the Platonic Things will destroy creativity and novelty?  Should we worry that the oblivion of orgasm will destroy foreplay?  Should we worry that the sudden appearance of intense beauty takes your breath away and your legs won't walk?  That life hangs by a thread?  That you never wanted anything else?  Entonces, muero porque no muero.  

The Simplicity of the One will kill you because it is simply too desirable. And your thinking falls apart.  The sweet kiss of the end.

4224  Christianity has the idea of the Kairos, the moment that is just the right moment when the conclusion appears, and Hinduism has Shiva, the god of destruction and blessed release; in both the End comes.  Modern continental philosophy never comes to the end of anything.  Thinking rolls on and on and on from one idea to another never reaching or wanting to reach the final appearing of any kind of truth where we can stop.  It worships the God of Potential Infinity.  It is an endlessness compounding of itself, like a thunderhead, into a greater and greater head-bangingly massive … what?  Nothing.  No thunder.  Still, for a while it is fun to try and keep up with it on its reaching farther and farther up or maybe out into the Cartesian Expanse.  World without end, Amen.  Oh, Shiva put a stop to it.  Oh, Jesus, let it reach the final cataclysmic orgasm and then let a happy state come over us where we just forget it.

4224  In the beginning was the Word and the Word was with God and the Word was God.  Or in a more secular mood, in the beginning were words and the words were with the ordinary objects and the words were ordinary objects.  The plight of the young scholar is to find a way out of the words that have taken over his mind, his life.  He wants to stop think and - just be!  He's trapped in concepts, as he looks at them.  He wants the flesh, his own body, the world of lovers out there.  He in intimate, though, only with himself.  He is a solipsist.  The object that he is is trapped within itself.  And he thinks all objects must be so, dreaming as he is of the other.

4225  My room is full of objects.  I will try to tell you what they are.  What they are in themselves, without referring in any way to my mind's connection to them.  I want to describe for you the object itself, in itself, the way it was and will be, the way it will exist, when no one is aware of it.

So I begin.  I might say that here is a particular exemplifying the universal forms: rectangular (and some other forms), brown (plus some other colors), lightweight, usefulness for holding things – and of course the Form of Table is present because it is my tea table.  I, well yes, simplify or I give only a schema of an analysis.  And you say, wait a darn minute, you haven't at all given me what the object is in itself and I say, wait a double darn minute, yes I have given you what the table is in itself.  I will insist, against your insisting otherwise, that those elements I enumerated are not "human concepts projected"; they are what is really there, separate from my mind, waiting for me to look at with my mind's eye.  

So now, is what the mind directly sees only the mind?  Do we know only sensa and concepts?  Is the world's itself unavailable?  I answer NO to all of that.  What I see is the object itself.  And the forms and the particulars are not "made" by my seeing.  Elementary realism, Watson.  

Moreover, the forms and particulars and connectors I see are final.  I see the ultimate, rock-bottom things.  The world is made out of simple things that don't yield to simpler things.  Finally we just point and we cannot define more closely.  We reach the end.

4226  I sometimes teach English in Nepal.  I am continually aware of the fact that the type of English I teach is an imperial language.  It bothers me.  When I try to switch to a different type of English, however, it is too difficult for the students to learn and it would be impractical anyway, because everyone else knows imperial English.  Let me explain.

The imperial language par excellence is Latin.  Imperial English is the Latin part of English, that is to say, the French part.  After William the Conqueror came to the throne in 1066 and French became the language of the Court, we have had to bow to that thing forced onto us by circumstances.  As you know, English became a two tiered affair with French (Latin) forming the upper part and Anglo-Saxon the lower.  The upper part, the high register, became the language of the educated, of law and science.  It signaled that the speaker was of the higher, dominant class.  He could speak at a distance from the world, which is to say, he could speak abstractly.  The lower register, the language of the subservient classes, remained concrete, emotional and of the streets.  Needless to say, there was great prejudice against the lower register by the upper-cut educated.  The prejudice remains, but a strange thing has happened in the course of history.  The lower register, stubbornly has forced itself on us as the means to express truth and the actual – ask a politician or an advertizing copy writer.  The high register, the abstractions of Latin, even the great poetically decorative part of English, has remained suspect.  High English lacks persuasive force.  It lacks power.  It is only the instrument of imperial design.  It communicates social meaning, not truth.  Philosophy translated into Latinate English soon becomes limp.  The thing itself is Anglo-Saxon.

I wish I could teach the Anglo-Saxon part of English, but it is too nuanced and its syntactical structures are too dynamic and emotive.  Latinate English fits the technical world.  It is high Imperialism.  Still.

4227  Philosophical decision.  Take the statement: Universals exist.  Historically, there have been two main ways of dealing with that assertion.  One can either answer Yes or No.  Or one can begin to lay out a great long description of the inner workings of the transcendent immanence of the One, the Absolute, (somewhat along the lines of Hegel or Rudy Rucker) until the laying out collapses and then say either: It makes no difference whether you assert it exists or doesn't exist because upon analysis it is, not only undecidable, given the nature or unnature of the One and on and on and this and that in a great whoosh of analysis, dividing and separating without end.  Or you say to assert either Yes or No is, of or for itself, bad faith.

The first way, to simply say Yes or No, strikes many of us as beautifully simple and simply real.  This fight is now being fought again by the Non-philosophers.  It is very close to the fight a little over a hundred years ago, in England, between Moore and Russell, the new realists, against Bradley, Mctaggart, and Bosanquet, the Cambridge Neo-Hegelians.  The Non-philosophers, however, are, it seems to me, just an extension of what has been going on in continental philosophy for two hundred years.  Hegel is their god.  Sometimes the devotional literature is well-written and readable, even pleasantly readable; sometimes, and this is more often the case, it is clumsy and dull.  Reid Kane is the former.  I have no problem with that; he is writing the poetry of the Labyrinth and hope for a way out, much as I, encountering the incorrigible of the Real, jump into transcendent flesh and there find the aporetic erotic.  I and these neo-Hegelians both finally fall into the vertigo of philosophy.  Calling it non-philosophy helps matters no more than it helps to say that my hopeless love for a coy other is merely caring.  The pain of thought remains.

4228  In this little essay I do not want to commit the genetic fallacy, which takes the being of something to reside in its genesis.  For example, it is true that if you mix red and blue together you get purple.  That does not mean that purple is the mixing together of red and blue.  Purple is just the color purple.  Here I am going to talk about the origin of some part of English.  That thing present today does not find its essence in that genesis; nonetheless, there is something of that beginning that clings still to the modern usage.  And the modern speakers of English may or may not partake of that.

Modern English has preserved some of the older forms of language.  For example, it has both compounded words and the older uncompounded form - such as surrender and give up.  The first is French and the second Germanic.  Sur means up or over.  Render means render, to give.  Or transcend and to climb or jump across as in scandal, a ladder.  Or immanent and to stay inside, maybe to stay at home.  Synthesis and compound mean to put together.  Relation is carry back, structure is to heap up, to spread out, to extend in contention, to hold out and together, to consider is to be with the stars, which are strewn, a disorderly street or ejected or thrown out from Uranos, which is the waters.  My point is that we have two forms of saying much the same thing, but the feel is different.  The analytic, not the synthetic is older.

Ever since the French invaded in 1066 and made French the high language of the superior echelons of the life of the intellect or whatever, we have been stuck thinking that the old Germanic part of the language, with its separated prepositional particles or separable prefixes, is BAD.  It is the language of peasants.  And they, with their rough ways, and not subtle enough for sophisticated thinking.  At least they is emotionally challenged.  The lower classes do not have the proper detachment and abstraction and disinterest necessary for advanced minds.  They cannot concentrate, etymologically speaking, they cannot be with the prick.  And thus philosophy, the pre-eminent intellectual activity, must be written in high French/Latin or, even better, Greek.  And thus avoid the disturbances of non-thought, ie. low class emotionalism.

One thing that English has failed to maintain, and other languages have somewhat kept, is the middle voice.  German has the word sich and the romance languages have se.  Poor English has self and itself, which are used to translate those others, but it fails miserably.  We do, however, have the strangeness of the intransitive verb.  We can say both, He closed the door and The door closed.  The second has, when you think about it, a spooky self-cause or without-cause.  Intransitive verbs retain something of the middle voice.  The un-order of which bugs many intellectuals and they don't use it.  I love it.  So does Heidegger in his great game with language.

My point in mentioning all this is to show up a feature of my writing, namely, my extensive use of the energetic particle or preposition with its Anglo-Saxon partner and my love of intransitive verbs.  I have, therefore, stayed close to the Germanic part of the language.  And I have, Oh my, become more emotional, but also more strongly accurate, involved, interested, attached and concrete.  The cool, distant, and properly Latinate intellectuals look away.  Latin is for a kind of imperial domination of the mind.  Nonetheless, I too use it to decorate my writing with the other, as is obvious. (Really, I do love to study Latin and Greek, but I look for the great, old Indo-European root.  I shudder when it shows up.)

Now for persuasive argument. It is somewhat amazing that the Germanic part of English still retains the feel of truth and the real, while the French part seems deceptive and too abstract to be real.  The French part persuades by mere imperial force.  The high-minded are above the rest and MUST be believed, simply because they are beautifully impressive in their complexity.  The German part, though, at its best, is just simply apparent to everyone not so oppressed.

The German language today has, alas, prided itself on creating great compounds to match those of Latin and it has even imitated Latin syntax.  It so wants to be imperial.  I look back to the old forms and I seem to feel something of the origin clinging to them. It may all be romantic imagination, but I am not alone in doing that.

4229  There are certain historically prominent dualisms in philosophy: thing-fact, universal-particular, one-many, actual-potential, same-different and on and on.  The philosopher thinks the difference and the being together.  In one thought he sees both separate and united.  It's a transcendent seeing and it is also baffling just how that single thought itself unites so intimately with the dual pair.  Nonetheless, the idea and the unity cannot be denied.  That vision is philosophy.  One does not have to stand outside philosophy to see it.  It is real and it is right there.  You are that.  It is also Kierkegaard's religious Instant, the absolute paradox, the Absurd.  No science can be made of it.  It is the impish, grinning god.  The Godhead beyond God.

If I am aware that he is near, then right there is the thought that I am as a particular exemplifying a universal.  I am a particular exemplifying the thought 'he is near' and that simple thought, one thing, is intimate with the fact of his being near and there you are.  Mind and the world of facts are intimate and the same, but other and not one thing.  To philosophically think that is the philosophy of philosophy, the ontology of ontology, and it is Philosophy Himself.  Eventually he becomes entangled in the bed sheets of this love play and the others refuse to watch.  Philosophy finally finds itself alone out in the marshes.  An itch and a pestering.  The gadfly of thought has wings.  The Boy escapes my grasp. 

4230  Modern professional philosophers, humble servants of society, just like Jesus, have projects going.  It is, of necessity, a solipsism.  They don't have time to take on every bit of criticism that comes from outside into their head.  Maybe none of it, except in a token fashion just to appear sociable – noblesse oblige.  They have too little time and too much gathering and separating to do.  They smilingly glide by other philosophers at conferences.

It was probably Hegel who taught us that philosophy should give up the philia part and become a science.  We don't have time to mess with precious feelings.  There's work to be done.  Martha is just simply going to lock Mary out of the house.

We have no time.  The idiots out there will have to be dealt with eventually.  The pestering, mystical gadflies will have to die.  Socrates was an idiot.  Jesus was a whiner.  Max Stirner is nobody.  We are the Overmen.  New things are happening under our super-vision.

Modern professional philosophers are concerned.  In the future, everyone will have to have a project.

4231  Non-philosophers think that all philosophy begins when some would-be philosopher decides on a fundamental cut, a driving dualism that will be the controlling force of this dialectic.  This Non-philosopher isn't against such a cut as such, he only wants to step back, out of philosophy, and see the form of all such cuts.  He himself will make no cut.  Perhaps, he thinks, he can make a science of the cut and he can axiomatize it.  I think not.  Philosophy is much too wild and incorrigible for such a corralling.  

The whole of metaphysics was invented in Athens just to attempt such a corralling of the boy of the agora.  It is true that the boy was distracted for a while, but he escaped.  And this back-handed attempt at a non-attempt will fail also.  Philosophy has always watched himself in the mirror called Being and he has always been not this, not that, ever something else, maybe nothing.  He is not to be axiomatized, weighed out and valued, your good; he is beyond good and evil.  He is Pteros and will fly away.

Eros will not put up with the cool deceptions of non-philosophy.  One must love of leave, no mere disinterested knowing.  That is my Platonism.  Lysis is not invited.  

4232  I have spent some time, using these words and those, trying to say that Non-philosophy just simply isn't going to work.  Now I will describe just how Non-philosophy is similar to my philosophy. 

I have always made a distinction between ontological things and an ordinary object.  Ordinary objects are, I suppose I could say, the stuff of non-philosophy.  And ontological things are, obviously, philosophical.  And I have said that the division is total.  There is no nexus between them.  Indeed, when one is "in" either the other doesn't even exist.  I remain on the ontological side when I am doing philosophy. When I go to work and drive a car and watch TV, then philosophy is nowhere.  The division is absolute.

Nonetheless, when I write I do very often, maybe more often than I realize, speak of the struggle of living in both worlds.  The Boy and the boy.

For all that, I do think that any philosophy that thinks that ontological things are just concepts or words is nominalism.  And that nominalism matches the thinking of the ordinary world.  The everyday world is nominalistic.  The everyday world is the world away from what it considers philosophical concepts, what I call ontological things.  Non-philosophy tries to get at the real aside from our predicating any of, what it calls, philosophical concepts onto it.  Non-philosophy is the nominalism of the everyday.  And it sees philosophy as only an intellectual game of concept formation.  I beg to differ.  I live on the other side, where the "game" is real.

The true name of the One-without-concept, the Real, in Non-philosophy is the Everyday.  It is the science of the ordinary.  I suspect they were thinking of something a little more mystical and delicate.

 

What are the ontological things?  Before I begin let me say that I do not come out of the Kantian-Hegelian-Continental tradition; therefore, I will not use such words as transcendent, immanent, empirical, conditioned, synthesized or even concept.  Rather I speak of bare particulars (to account for individuation), universals - including relations (to account for sameness), a nexus of exemplification (to account for the union of particular and universal), and fact to name that complex union, a something other than those three above.  In addition to those I have logical connectors and quantifiers, logical forms, numbers, sets, and such circumstances as a is different from b.  There are also universality, particularity, nexus-ness, and setness etc.  And to make some facts be actual and some potential there are the entities actuality and potentiality.  You can see that this is a pretty big haul, but I insist, they (and more) are all there to be seen and noted.  The mind contributes NOTHING to making the world I see be.  All of those things are given phenomenologically.  They are there in plain view.  And they are there when unseen.  Moreover, there are the things that make a mind, which is there just as much as computers and governments and my hand.  It all exists.  A mind is a particular exemplifying a thought and a type, such a perceiving, remembering, doubting etc..  A thought is of a fact.  If the fact is a particular exemplifying hot, then the simple idea is 'this is hot'.  I emphasize that an idea, which is a universal, is simple, it has no parts, though it is 'of' a fact, which does have parts (on the continent, that simplicity may be called transcendental unity). Also the 'of' or the nexus of intention truly exists.  The nexus between a set and its elements exists.  Existence exists as does negation and otherness.  My ontology is a jungle or slum or magical playground.  It is definitely not the desert of nominalism, which has none, absolutely none, of those things mentioned above, which it considers vocis flatus or, more hospitably, mere concepts created by the mind and dropped off out there in intellectual space.

Those are ontological things.  They are not "of" the everyday world, the world of ordinary objects handled by ordinary people. I think ontological things exist because they press hard upon my spirit, in the same way that they do not press at all upon the everyday person.  I am undone by philosophy.  The non-philosopher with his Non-philosophy blithely walks on.

The non-philosophy of Non-philosophy won't work because the everyday world doesn't give a damn about your Non-philosophy, for one thing.  For another philosophy, which does give a damn, will give you no peace for slighting it.  You will be abandoned to the ordinary, your new lover.

4233  What are the ontological things?  Before I begin let me say that I do not come out of the Kantian-Hegelian-Continental tradition; therefore, I will not use such words as transcendent, immanent, empirical, conditioned, synthesized or even concept.  Rather I speak of bare particulars (to account for individuation), universals - including relations (to account for sameness), a nexus of exemplification (to account for the union of particular and universal), and fact to  name that complex union.  In addition to those I have logical connectors and quantifiers, logical forms, numbers, sets, and circumastances such as a is different from b.  There are also universality, particularity, nexus-ness, and setness etc.  And to make some facts be actual and some potential there are the entities actuality and potentiality.  You can see that this is a pretty big haul, but I insist, they are all there to be seen and noted.  The mind contributes NOTHING to making the world I see be.  All of those things are given phenomenologically.  They are there.  And there are the things that make a mind, which is there just as much as computers and governments and my hand.  It's all real.  A mind is a particular exemplifying a thought and a type, such a perceiving, remembering, doubting etc..  A thought is of a fact.  If the fact is a particular exemplifying hot, then the simple idea is 'this is hot'.  I emphasize that an idea, which is a universal, is simple, it has no parts, though it is 'of' a fact, which does have parts.  The 'of' or the nexus of intention also exists.  The nexus between a set and its elements also exists.  My ontology is a jungle or slum or magical playground.  It is definitely not the desert of nominalism, which has none, absolutely none, of those things mentioned above.  

Those are ontological things.  They are not "of" the everyday world, the world of ordinary objects handled by ordinary people.  I think ontological things exist because they press hard upon my spirit, in the same way that they do not press at all on the everyday person.  I am undone by philosophy.  The non-philosopher with his Non-philosophy blithely walks on.  

4234  The philosopher is an arrogant know-it-all.  Or so the Many think.  Even if he is a die-hard agnostic, he still is so very sure of himself.  If he proclaims that there is no God, he is himself become that Absence.  He is lord of thought.  He is philosophy.  He is an idiot.

Or so the Many think, and they may be right.  Unless it is God himself speaking through the philosopher, who is just taking dictation.  Even the agnosticism and the atheism may be just God being God speaking the unspeakable right nicely.  And even the publisher's contract (the covenant).  Maybe it is God that is the arrogant power-tripper (or the con-artist).  No wonder He and philosophy are hated by so many philosophers.  He will take over the field if even his shadow, our memory, wafts by.  Philosophy is a dangerous game – and real.

So is the philosopher just that?  No, but God is.  It's hard being divine.  Man is the plaything of this child Imp - יהוה.  His Words are shot through with anxiety.  We swerve out of the way the best we can.  

4235  There is a science of philosophy in the same way as there is a science of falling in love.  Yes, of course, and they have about the same value – they're almost worthless as a description of real emotion and real thinking.  The science of love today probably does more harm than good in that it is used mainly as a way of avoidance.  It is a void.  Both love and philosophy are a falling and have something about them that escapes or tries to escape the everyday and science is of the everyday.  Science and the everyday are both concerned to block the escape.  That escape is called emotional immaturity.  Immaturity is the main sin today.

4236  Philosophy blogs with postings by the academically situated –sometimes with references to their books – reveal Western Individualism and the cult of personality.  The philosophical ideas are less important than the philosopher.  Philosophy is the philosopher.  The philosopher becomes philosophy.  Ideas are the shadow of the person creating and owning them.  The internet is a society of mutual admiration and disdain.  It is a clique at best, caged rational animals prowling for each other at worst.  Like a street gang, they bow to the dominant one and watch out for outsiders.  An Idea is little more than a stylish get-up.  It is a pedestrian place.  Not peripatetic.  Some, out of fear but trying to speak the same hip language, have tried for a momentarily safer, more deferential science of philosophy, a Non-philosophy.  Ordinary guys doing their best to get along.

4237  What I have been writing here is a strong form of direct realism.  If you want to call that naïve realism, I have no objection.  Being is directly present to my mind's eye.  It has been argued that to hold that view I have to bypass the causal chain of sensory processing.  Well Yes, of course I do.  I, however, don't do the bypassing; it is just the nature of such seeing that it is uninvolved with such a chain.  I report in that matter what I directly see.  The devotees of science will stand aghast.  It seems to me, though, that I have said nothing against science; the two ways of science and direct realism are fully compatible.

I have recently been paying some attention to a group of bloggers who come out of continental philosophy and who want to be realists.  As far as I can tell they are not direct realists, but rather typical representative realists.  They are also, as far as I can make out, nominalists.  The fact that, after reading quite a bit of what writings that are available to me, I am still unsure where they stand, is, I surmise, the result of the indirect, allusive quality of their thinking.  It makes them hesitate to come to the point, any point, and blurt it out - directly.  They are ever beating around some bush.  I wonder if they ever go in.

4238  There are two types of philosophical materialism:  one denies completely that any such thing as a mental act exists – only neural processes.  The other says that mental acts exist but they "emerge" out of those same neural happenings.  The first one is patently absurd.  It's like someone saying that color doesn't exist.  Of course it does.  You have to be mad to think otherwise.  Some who would call themselves philosophers apparently are.  The second type is a little more interesting.  It has the beauty of fairy tales.  The brain is like Aladdin's lamp.  If you excite it by rubbing it phantasmagoria rise up.  It's a child's philosophy.  Philosophical materialism is so silly as to make one wonder if it's worth debating.

There are those – the physicalists – who want to substitute a causal connection for an intentional nexus.  And then through the magic of isomorphism a likeness of the outer world is deposited on the surface of the brain.  Just how we "see" that little image is not spoken.  Apparently, we see it directly without another image intervening.  And what is that little guy, anyway?  And are we that when we think?  We are in the land of magic, and that is why it is so popular on tv and in the movies

Remember, idealism and materialism are dialectically the same.  The one quickly appears in the place of the other. 

4239  Quite often on the Internet and in writing we encounter the thoughts of someone speaking his mind about dualism in philosophy.  Usually he finds the idea ultimately somehow distasteful.  He looks for a deep unity to Being.  In science he wants to overcome the mind-body dualism.  He may look forward to a time when there is a physical explanation of consciousness.  He feels that he wants that.  It seems to me though that this particular dualism has become so turbid and riled up in our philosophical history that we can hardly think it clearly.  So I propose a slightly different version of the same thing.  Let us consider the everyday phenomena of water and H2O.  Consider the simple wetness of water, its crystalline brilliance, its smooth flow, its refreshing touch, its sweet taste, its gurgling sound and on and on.  Now consider the physical "explanation" of that.  We have long ago gone past atoms and molecules; we are now as far as the 12-diminsional banes of string theory.  Let's just imagine that such a theory turns out to be pretty much true and that it is offered to us as an explanation of what water, with all the qualities mentioned above, actually is.  After a moment's reflection and gathering up courage we will tell the "explainer" that he is a fucking idiot.  Water most certainly is not a 12-D bane structure.  Water is water and if it is sometimes associated with such a space-time geometrical structure then that association is only a mere association; it is most emphatically not what water is.  Those who are afraid of offending the religion of science will stare in amazement that you could utter such heresy.  So be it.  Now there is a dualism for you.  And explaining one part of it by means of the other is utter nonsense!

4240  The argument between realists and idealists is very old and often fruitless, but it can sometimes be fun, so here goes.  I will use the overly simplified definition of a realist as someone who finds or discovers or uncovers the things of existence out there somewhere in some place not his own mind.  The idealist is someone who believes that the things out there are "put" there by mind (his own or otherwise) after "creating" those things in itself.  The idealist believes that the world "comes from" mind – not necessarily that it exists "in" the mind.  The realist may actually believe that the world exists "in" some mind and still be a realist as long as it wasn't "created" by the mind.

The realist only sees the world; the idealist creates and projects the world from itself.  What is it that the idealist creates and projects?  One common name is "meanings".  The mind gives meaning to the world.  Before that giving, imposing, projecting, there was only the unknown, the dark noumena perhaps.  Today, because science rules our lives, that unknown is usually thought of as the "stuff" that physics studies.  Let's call it "scientific things".  We can only make educated guesses at what these scientific things are, but we see clearly the Lebenswelt, the everyday world around us.  That everyday world, the phenomena, aren't somehow "real" for the idealist, because mind created it and projected it and without man's constant attention it vanishes into the nothing that it is.

Personally, I don't think there is such an agent mind with the ability to create meanings and project them.  This, in times past, was the prerogative of God.  He made the Forms and projected them onto matter.  That was called Creation.  Now man himself claims the right and the ability.  Phenomenologically, when I look to see this act of meaning creation and projection, I "see" nothing.  It simply isn't there.

There is also one other ability of a supposed agent mind that I don't see.  The ability to unite and separate.  Take a random field of dots.  The mind, supposedly, has the ability see arrangements in the dots by uniting and separating them into groupings.  For example, it could sometimes see a horse and then table and then a face and then two faces – all by "creating" these unities and separations.  The realist says he discovers these groupings that are already there.  Again, I see no agent mind with such abilities.  No creation, no projection.  The world does not "come out of" the mind as far as I can philosophically see.  In fact, the mind contributes NOTHING to the form or the existence of the world.

As for my cup of coffee, it would still be a cup of coffee (I'm not talking about scientific things!) even if all minds vanished.

4241  For over a century philosophers have worried about what to do with scientific things.  Are they the real things?  Are they the Kantian Noumena?  And what are they anyway?  I want to draw a purely definitional difference here.  An ordinary material thing, like my table and my cup of coffee and the moon, I will call a physical thing to distinguish it from a mental thing such as a remembering and a perceiving and an imagining.  A scientific thing, as I will call it, is that that a physicist comes up with in his speculations about the fine, unseen things of the material world.  In the past the most important scientific things were atoms and electrons and electromagnetic force and such, now we have moved on to the vacuum and virtual particles, or maybe information packets, or 12-dimentional banes, or what-have-you.  It seems that yearly new entities are presented as the most fundamental.  It's not my job to sort it out.  I do, however, see that the physicist is very good at pointing out the turbulence in that "underworld" he studies and even accounting for it, but he is hard pressed to account for the relative stability we see on the surface.  The attractors of chaos theory don't quite do it.  Nor the musings of complexity theory.  It is Dionysian revelry down there and it somehow supports an Apollonian calm.  It is that wild chaotic aspect that aligns it with the Kantian Noumena, the Sublime.  It has been a blade of grass in the side of the sedate philosophical scholar for quite some time now.

4242  There are those philosophers who don't want there to be universal forms "out there" controlling us.  They rush to preserve the mind's freedom from such tyranny.  And there are others, perhaps like me, who have felt the nightmare something that comes betimes and threatens to come again.  They seek refuge in the real presence of a strong and calm ordering hand.  The latter think the former naïve about what is really there.  The former blithely go on into the sparkling openness of the nothing at all.  The latter avert their eyes away from the approaching stairs.  

At the end of the nineteenth century, after Decadence, and the fin-de-siècle, after the crush of man in the industrial machine, perhaps in premonitions of the coming Great War, Husserl and Russell and others rushed toward a philosophy of essences and universals in clear thinking and pure logic.  It lasted until the end of the twentieth century when the young again longed for the revelry of Dionysian freedom that they thought would bring back the Thrill.  It is here.

4243  Heisenberg's Uncertainty Principle, which controls so much of Quantum Theory can, arguably, be interpreted ontologically or epistemologically.  I interpret it ontologically.  Therefore, as I see it, the more confined the space we consider, the more indeterminate the energy that is there.  An infinitesimal space would have instant energy values from zero to infinity.  Conversely, the more closely we determine the energy of a something, the more places that something is at.  If its energy is infinitely determined, then it will be instantly located all over the infinite universe.  To repeat, I am speaking of where it actually is and what energy it actually has, not just of my mental uncertainty of where and what.  Such is the horrible beauty that physics has revealed to us.

We cannot live in such an unsettled place.  The world we do live in is much more constant and calm, in spite of the irruptions of disorder we do see.  The chaotic feel of physics is akin to the holy killing of religious sacrifice.  The jolt of the random, the no-way-back, the total forgetting, all of the terror that the gods revealed is there in physics.  And as modern man has tried to deny the gods because of that, so they try to undo the truth of physics by calling it incomplete and a model and a metaphor for … we simply look away.

It needs the trembling of the moment and then a long silence.  (Duende – Lorca)

4244  Many young philosophers today call themselves materialists, but they absolutely are not.  They are computer geek organizers and they think all that's worthy in life really revolves around that scholarly outline mark-up.  They think the flow of life can be laid out in a flow chart.  They practice ontology, that ancient study, but by that they mean sorting and sifting like a search engine.  Advances in ontology mean to devise a clever new way of sorting and sifting.  Creativity means to devise a clever new way of sorting and sifting.  Ethics means to devise a clever new way of sorting and sifting.  He believes sorting and sifting is all for the good.  A true materialist is far from that.

The material world is not some sort of giant computer.  To think so is to show how foreign the material world has become to that modern, urban, categorizing mind.

Here's Emily Dickinson:

But nature is a stranger yet;

The ones that cite her most

Have never passed her haunted house,

Nor simplified her ghost.

To pity those that know her not

Is helped by the regret

That those who know her, know her less

The nearer her they get.

4245  There is something dark and creepy about true materialism. It stammers and reaches for help.  Take the currently fashionable word "supervenience" that is sometimes used to explain how consciusness rides on neural activity.  The idea is that a set (eg. of neural properties) might be said to supervene upon its element. Does the set then exist as a thing other than its elements?  No, yes, no.  It doesn't exist; it half-exists, it is a ghostly thing hovering over the elements.  It emerges, it doubles, it flits about, but it is nothing.  Or nothing of itself, or, like time, you see it only if you don't look at it.  It is in the creep of materialism.  In the light of day it vanishes, all except for its Latinate name, which was put on it to let it share in the Latin Imperium and somehow be.  And give the philosopher some substance himself.  Supervenience is a ghostly idea of a true materialist.

4246  Here are my thoughts on the very difficult ontology of sets.  First, it seems to me that we will have to give sets higher ontological status than is usually given.  Usually they are seen as somehow less than their elements because they are derived from their elements.  They are seen to depend on their elements and not vice versa.  Their existence is thought to come from their elements.  And they are complexes formed from them.  I want to say that sets have existence in their own right underived.  I think they are simple existents, not complex.  Thus we will have to have a nexus to unite them to their elements.  

Consider a set of fine china.  That they are a set is something we can think and that complete setness is impressive.  Or a collection of sonnets.  A herd of elephants.  A sky full of stars.  The set as a set is strongly something.  Each individual thing alone has a totally different feel.  It is equally important though that we can think the individual things separately and distinctly.  And as separate from the set.  Also from the subsets.  And we can think the individual pieces as belonging to the set.  That nexus of belonging is highly important and we can think it right easily.  The set, the pieces or elements, and the nexus are all there strongly and equal in existence.

Moreover, there must be they idea of set plus nexus plus element.  aεA symbolizes the set and    'a εA'  symbolizes the thought of the set. 

We need a separate word to name the set without its elements and maybe use the word "set" to name the complex whole of that plus elements.  

4247  In this world there are two types of people: those who divide the world into two types of people and those who don’t.  In these next few paragraphs I am going to be of the first kind.  The two kinds are realists and idealists.  The former like the feel of a strong overwhelming existent existing out there, independent of them, coming at them.  Maybe they like standing next to a locomotive or under the raging sky or almost touching the smoothness of that face.  And the latter don't like the feeling of dominance that such an overwhelming thing forces onto them, as though taking away their freedom.  So, does existence impinge on your mind demanding acceptance or is there only the unformed out there waiting for your informing hand?  Is existence and meaning given to you or is it you that gives existence and meaning to the world out there.  Are you submissive or dominant?  Are you a slave or a master of existence?  Which feels better to you?  Which is more erotic? Which is more liberating?  I like the feel of real things out there coming at me.

When I write I wait to name the existents and I let them be as they come.  I let them be.  I am anxious that I don't cover them up with many words or evasions of explanation.  And I hope they act through me onto my reader.  He may turn away.  He may permit their presence to stand.  It is not my choice or my ordering in this matter.  Existence does at it will.

The former are classical Platonists and want to argue forcibly for its truth.  They represent Philosophy itself.  The latter are nominalists and by denying existence to those things that would unjustly and oppressively exist they think to take away the ground of all arguing and assertions of truth.  They represent the overcoming of philosophy.

4248  My guess about the young materialists today is that they latched onto materialism (in itself a silly philosophy for non-philosophers) because early on they were presented with a choice between that or a sensualist phenomenalism (a type of subjective idealism).  Somehow in materialism they saw the hope of an objective realism.  They are the inheritors of Classical Empiricism and they were thus presented no other choice.

For some reason those so-called empiricists and their modern followers, when they think of mind and consciousness, think only of sensa.  Thought, for them, is a matter of arranging the sensa presented by the brain.  That's all.  Thoughts such as: 'Tomorrow my friends are coming at 4:00 and I have to prepare lunch.' or 'Does this receipt call for one or two cups of flour?' or 'Did my phone just ring or was that something on tv?' or 'I remember his pouty look so well.' or 'I really should have done my laundry yesterday.' or 'You look stunning in that outfit, but your hair's a mess.'  etc. etc..  In other words, every ordinary and extraordinary thought you could ever have, including those you are having reading this.  These are never thought of in their philosophies.  Materialism struggles to handle these things, yet they are surely things that exist because, by simple introspection, I know that I am a series of thoughts right now.  It is not to be denied – except by the naturally skeptical, who doubt everything for fear of being taken in.

Let's examine a thought.  Is it simple or complex?  Is it a universal or an individual?  As I see it, a thought – for example 'My God! you have big feet!' – is a simple universal that could be exemplified by many particular awarenesses or minds.  I stress the simplicity of that universal.  The fact of the particular awareness exemplifying that universal is, however, not simple, but composed of the particular, the universal that is the thought, and the nexus tying them together.  A materialist rolls his eyes and walks on, thoughtless.  

4249  The fight against "Correlationalism" is entirely wrong-headed.  These ontological warriors sometimes call it the Parmenidean "Axiom", which is that "thought and being are one", and from that they want to move on to Kant and to the idea that the only thing "humans" can know is what is known "humanly".  These fighters think that Parmenides was trying to trap Being in thought (which they think is only a human thing) and they want to get away from the merely human to the object in-itself.  Presumably into the unthinkable.

The wrong-headedness of all that is to think that thought is human.  These people have an altogether too anthropomorphic view of man.  Consider the fact: If I don't close my window soon my books are going to get wet.   That fact is a complex ontological something.  It is "within" Being.  Now take the thought: 'If I don't close my window soon my books are going to get wet'.  That is the "same" as the fact except it is not a complexity; it is a simple thing.  That simple thing must be connected to the fact (because that is what ontology does).  Let's call the connector the nexus of intentionality.  It is not a causal nexus.  To simplify:  'F(x)' M  F(x).  M stands for "means" or "intends".  A simple thing is "mapped onto" a complex.  Now then, in all that there is nothing "human".  It is just the Aristotelian idea:  The mind is one; the world is many.

The fact is real (or potential).  The idea is a simple universal and therefore exists.  If it is exemplified by a particular then it is actual (otherwise potential).  The only "speculating" into the unknown beyond our seeing (not our thought) is into the Dionysian vortex of physics.  

To say that thought is one with Being is not to say that we are making Being into a human thing.

4250  Being divides with itself face to face.  The particular intimately faces the universal facing the particular.  The universal, the particular and the intimate nexus.  Without the nexus there is no Eros within Being.

I think.  I am with philosophy.  A thought comes to me.  The thought 'Being is face to face with Being' is a universal and it lies intimate with me.  I am a particular that takes on, that exemplifies, that is joined with, tied to, that form that of itself is timeless.  My thoughts are not me, but come to me.  Therefore, the thought fused with these words are not mine, but something of Being, just as I, a bare particular, am.  Sartre was very good at speaking my existence without essence.  Until the thought, my essence, came and took me.

4251  Thoughts fuse with words in sentences.  It's amazing.  In my writings, I particularly emphasize the outer, formal appearance of the sentence, and I do that in order that I may show forth the impersonal form of Being that is philosophical thought.  My thoughts are not me.  My sentences are not me.  The repetition and the rhythms of idea and sound are universals.  The reader, you, should fall away from yourself into that.  We are both totally gone.  Only Being and the Forms of Being remain.  Only That controls.  

4252  When I was young I, at times, would walk into a room with others and I could feel my own beauty.  And in the same instant I could feel that my appearing form was not me but something that hovered near and that I, a bare nothing, only moved up close to.  That is the facticity of our being.  We are each a bare particular, a mere existent, that fleetingly participates in a distant Form.  The Form is not us, but a timeless universal.  And that is a hard philosophy to hold.  The personal and the human are gone.  Man becomes, not anthropomorphic, but theomorphic.  We are taken and held up.  Perhaps that is Die Aufhebung.

4253  Consider the fact that all my clothes are dirty.  If all human minds, or even all minds including those of animals and angels, vanished from here would it still be true that all my clothes are dirty.  My answer is Yes.  Facts are independent of thoughts of them and from other facts.  And that's the end of it.  Oh my goodness, the idealists roar, then sigh.  All those notions of all and my and clothes and being and dirty most certainly depend on a huge amount, a whole truckload of other things, most certainly human thought.  Without humans and their stupendous cultural machinery (not to mention the very idea of soap) none of that would have any meaning and thus not exist at all.  Nonsense, I say, there is no dependency.  The fact is just the fact and facts are independent of each other. That is the difference between realism and idealism.

Now let's consider another fact – all my clothes are dirty and if I don't wash them soon nobody will come visit me because they will stink to the third heaven.  Here, that previous fact is "inside" another more complex fact.  So, the question is: What is the relation between the smaller and the bigger fact.  The answer is that there is none.  All facts are independent.  So you can have the very, very big fact of the world's eco-system or the social networks of France or the secret codes in prison or whatever and all those facts and the lesser ones "inside" them are all independent.  Can you catch my drift?  Have I drifted too far out into ontology away from the everydayness of science to be of any value?  If so, so what?  Ontology is ontology and everyday scientific common-sense is something else.  Try to twist you mind around and see my beautiful idea.

Take the fact that all my clothes are dirty.  And the fact that I know that all my clothes are dirty.  And the fact that the thought 'all my clothes are dirty' intends the fact that all my clothes are dirty.  Three facts.  They are all independent.  

In a philosophy that gives, not only independence, but also true existence to facts, perhaps a Whiteheadian Eventism, no fact or event is ever lost.  All facts forever exist.  They pile in with each other to make a world, but they do not blend or dissolve into the darkness of time.  They are all right there each itself now and always in the openness of Being.  It's a mystical vision – perhaps in God.

4254  Let's suppose you have a structure and it is a structure, one thing.  If that structure persists through time and change and all kinds of rotations, if it perdures and maintains its one-thingness through all that, then it is an object.  It has substance. For example, my cup of coffee or WWII or my love affair with A… or that unpaid book fine.  And then you can study it, if you get a grant, in detail in its "inner" workings, irrespective of its relations with other objects.  If you want.  It just won't go away no matter how you reconceptualize it.  It is like the tree that guy in Sartre's Nausea talked about.  Brute fact.  Or brute object.  Whatever, you're stuck with it.  Like that pimple on your nose.  You cannot analyze it out of existence.  Unless you're a really really good analyst.  There is always something of the tedium of the everyday about an object.  Die Langweiligkeit des Lebens.  Philosophy becomes blunt-nosed Sophia, so ho-hum in the land of not-at-all-philosophy.

4255  Let's say there is an orchestra and they are practicing Brahms third whatever and they have been working at it for about a week.  They are doing a pretty good job at "getting it together", but they still aren't "there".  They practice and rehearse and work on it until everyone just wants to go home.  They are waiting for something to happen.  What is it?  They are not waiting to "get it together", rather they are waiting for it to "come together".  At that final moment, they will not be playing the piece, but It will be playing them.  It will come.  That is the difference between a set of relations and the Object itself.  That change from the performers' being active to their being passive to It is the magical moment of performance.  How to describe it?

To describe it or name it we drop all technical jargon and resort to those little, hard Anglo-Saxon words.  It takes over, falls into place, hits the mark, takes off.  The thing itself is here.  The dancer is danced by the Dance.  The spirit strikes.  The audience is silent, then roars.

It doesn't have to be anything so grand as an orchestra; it could be you finally getting the look you want for the evening.  Suddenly magic.  You are It.  It's maddening that you can't say what happened or control it or make it stay.  The Object itself is there.  

I will say one thing about making It come.  It usually comes when you are so tired of trying to make it come, of working to bring it about, of almost giving up and falling into sleep.  In that twilight of tedium it sometimes appears.  The monotonous repetition repetition repetition and then … there It is!

4257  When I look at my own image in the mind of another, I see nothing; rather, I see the other looking at his own image within me.  I am a mirror and a mirror cannot see itself in what it mirrors.  The other looks at me as into a mirror.  I strive to have a presence in someone's hearing and seeing, but I have none.  I don't run from being seen and being heard, but I can't find it and I learn to know the absence as the place of another presence.  I am Dasein.  I watch.

4258  "…he doth hang on the cheek of night like a jewel in a rich Ethiop's ear."  I lie on my bed and I imagine a bright beauty pendant in the dark sheen of my mind.  He is blank.  

I philosophize and I see hanging in my intuition all the elements from which the world was made.  They languidly remain.  Beyond my vision there is only horrible chaos.  I wait.  I momentarily name the beings of light.  I allude to them, they elude my grasp, the lute of love plays on.  Eyes aflame.

4259  My friend is one day up and one day down.  One day he looks so very nice then another day he looks bad.  His hair is long, then it is short.  He is everything changeable.  I suppose you could make a list of characteristics that would somehow capture something about him, but it would be a jumbled lot and self-contradictory.  Making a list, probably even an infinite list, would be of no use.  He would easily escape your attempt.  Nonetheless, I have seen one little gesture, one slight movement, one glance, one way of walking and a tilt of the head that quite completely captured the essence of him.  His being was present.  Perfectly.  It's amazing and a bewilderment for philosophy.

The being of a thing is not defined by any set of properties.  It is other.  And it is not anything hidden and forever inaccessible.  That being is very present, sometimes powerfully and luminously.  And, mystery of mysteries, it appears in the least of things.  It is here that less is more.  To find the highest look for the lowest.  Metonymy.  Marcel Proust was the writer of this seeing and remembering.  

4260  "… nothing can be grasped without language and concepts. Therefore logocentric linguistics can never reach the pure presence
of being and must be reduced to incoherence if it tries. "

That quote is from an Internet article on Derrida.  I don't know if it is something Derrida would agree with or not, but I certainly don't.  At least I don't agree with what I think is implied.  I think the implication is that concepts and language are blocking-intermediaries between the mind and some absent object.  The mind ends up aware only of the representative of the object.  It seems to me that language and concepts exist and they are "of" something else, but we can also be directly aware of that something else just as we are directly aware of language and concepts.  We can look and see if there is a match.  We don't need to try and reach through the representative to the object.  We can go directly to the object without language and concepts.  In the end, these representatives are not of interest to ontology.  They are things of the world as are pictures in a book and we see them and the world directly and the connector.  We CAN grasp the world without language and concepts - directly.  And our own speaking voice with its connection to the things very present to the mind.  We reach the object easily.  

4261  It is the job of a nexus in ontology to join together two categorically different things.  Those words "join together" and "categorically different" are weak.  The connection is tight, extremely tight, so tight that most thinkers think there either was never any division to begin with or it is only a mind-creation.  For example, the joining together of a set and its elements, of a particular and its properties, of thought and object, of redness with color.  Of Dance and the dancer, of trembling and anxiety, of God and Divinity, of water and H2O, of the body and life.  Of theorem and axiom, of number and collection, of time and eternity, of words and meaning.  Of smile and lips, of eyes and gaze, of touch and skin, of bite and teeth.  Of the whole world of sound and ear (so hard to think), of fragrance and the gray cerebral cortex.  Categorically different things joined, but never destroyed as two.  Extension and intention lie under the hot sun of the plains, joined in exquisite embrace.

Let's call the joined pair a fact of the world.  It seems that that fact and the things joined and the nexus are themselves radically, categorically different.  Do they need a nexus between them? Infinite regress threatens.  This is where the deniers of difference and nexus wait to waylay me.  The monists, the Absolute Idealists, the lovers of the cave, and high up on the mountain the intellectual thugs of that divine Madman Nagarjuna.  I walk into the fray unafraid.  I exist a little frayed.  We are here in the outer marshes of thought.  And of Being.  I wade and wait.

4262  If the lie is the arbitrary, the out-of-the-blue, the jolt, then the untruthful sentence is the badly constructed, the unrhythmical, the lost path.  Philosophy and the Vedas rely and lie on the gentle waft, the wholesome grasp, the sure step out onto the Deccan of Summer's ionic presence.  The head slightly falls in acceptance.  Someone yields.

The morning scintillates. Eyes stare.  The Form is here again.  As so many times, ever again.  The end is at hand.  The grain of life drops.

4263  Young philosophers band together to fight a common enemy.  Though they are vying with each other to possess the title of Philosopher, they will have to wrestle that right from the older, transcendent Eminence Gris.  Momentarily, there will be strength in numbers.  In order to see the mechanism of that bonding we only have to look to Rene Girard and, of course, Freud.  Someone has to be sacrificed.  An arbitrary victim.  Daily stabbings.  Daily scapegoating.  Daily pointless talk to give assurances of one's worthiness and deserved acceptance.  To save the mother from the oppressive Father.  Who can we together kill today?  The brotherhood of killing priests.  Who will be the surrogate victim for that ritual today?  Who will remain standing at the end and be … Philosopher?

4264  3. "(The name "Speculative Realism") has now mutated, quite recently, into a sort of useful catch-all for all current trends in the school formerly known as continental philosophy that don’t fit into existing labels, but which have a generally realist flavor and are also just weird enough to be unassimilable to traditional boring schoolmaster realisms. (”There is a real world outside our mind. Deal with it.”) As I said in my DeLanda article, realism has usually been the boring enforcer in philosophy, the reality principle working against imaginative flights of fancy, bearing the same relation to speculative philosophy that health inspectors have to chefs: a sort of “critical” policing role. The strands loosely united under the name “speculative realism” are all bigger gambles than that." – Graham Harman.

Come on, guys.  I too love "flights of fancy", let's see it.  Or have you been gorging yourself on idle talk and now you just can't get off the ground?  Fat guys may like to gamble, but the time of gamboling is past.  Speculate!  Take your new specula into that spelunca ob-ject you so go on about.  What imaginative thing have you found there?  Is it dreamy?  Or has the boring enforcer called your Job been invading your billowy nights with that so assimilable,  ”There is a real world outside our mind. Deal with it."

4265  Consider a patch of roses and a nightingale.  Consider the twilight and a glove.  That scene is simple enough, but we also know it is complicated, very complicated.  Now consider a painter, and an ontologist.  A poet, an ornithologist/botanist and a gardener.  They all have different ways of looking at that scene when they are being true to what they are.

The last one mentioned will pick up his glove and worry about the work to be done.  So many things to do, so many arrangements to be made, so little time at the end of day.  The classifying scientist will think of all the possible ways of arranging these elements into species and genera, the phyla of flora and fauna, tables and charts.  The poet will think of symbols and their history and perhaps theories of reference, truth and meaning.  The painter will see splotches of color and the laying out of paint to give the feel of depth and motion - for him the world becomes pure sensa.  And the ontologist will think of … what?

How the ontologist sees the world is the topic I write.  Just as with the others above, you must turn your mind to see how they see the world.  So turn your mind in the ontological way and don't try to be all things to all people by thinking you are capturing the truth of life.  You will go after the ontological truth, not the everyday worker's truth or that of the scientist or artist.  There is a philosophical truth, which I will name Truth (or are you afraid of capital letters?).

The Realist of the Platonic sort will see instances of certain universal Forms, Rose and Flower, Nightingale and Bird, Glove and Tool and others.  He will see the bare particulars that are intimately tied to these Forms.  That tie or nexus he may call participation or exemplification.  He will see Number and Spatial Relation and Structure and Order and all the other ontological pieces that make up that scene.  And, of course, all the ontological (not scientific) pieces of the Act of perception and memory.  So many things.  The ontologist's realm is a garden of delights in its own right.  A lovely garden of love with the god in it.  Or maybe you have a different ontological view, one more like a desert or a factory or a discarded child's toy; what you see will still be after your own heart.

4266  Direct realism wants nothing to stand and thinks nothing does stand between the knowing mind and its object.  Does the mind want to go right to the object of its intention and not merely to receive word of it from a third party?  Some may be afraid of such close contact and fear loss of freedom in relation to it.  Perhaps any real presence is threatening.  Perhaps a certain absence is comforting.  So what is an idea?

Take the thought – This is a lovely evening.  Let's assume such thoughts exist.  What is the relation between that thought and the mind that thinks it?  It seems to me that that mind when thinking it IS it.  I am my thoughts. It is the same relation between this evening and the Form of Lovely Evening.  The former IS the latter.  It is that little word IS that is so bedeviling.  In these writings I have taken it to be the nexus between the particular and the Form.  And, thus, I have taken it to be the connection between my mind, me, and my thoughts.  And just as many particulars can share in the one Form of Lovely Evening, so can many minds share in the simple one Thought that – ' This is a lovely evening. '  

The question remains: What is the connection between the thought, which I have become, and its object.  Surely it is not another thought and then another in infinite regress.  Surely it goes right to its object and it so very intimate with it.  It is that intimacy that is the nexus of intentionality.  So is that nexus a third party?  Is the nexus of Love itself a third party between two lovers?  No.  That's why love is so frightening to some and they fear its tyranny.  And look for distance.  The nexus brings Presence.

4267  Today I was having a friendly debate with a Vedantist about the notion of universals in Hindu philosophy.  We considered the paper napkins that were in the restaurant where we were sitting.  He said that the whiteness of the napkin certainly was an attribute and it could be said to exist.  The Napkin-ness of the napkin, however, was "only a concept" and certainly did not exist.  It seems to me that his ideas are probably shared by many today.  So what about that napkin-ness and, while we're at it, the napkin-holder-ness of the napkin-holder?  Do they exist?  Yes, they are universals shared by many.

Let's suppose they are "only concepts".  That solves nothing.  Two concepts that are the same, whether in one mind at different times or in different minds, must have something to ground their sameness.  Would that be a further concept?  Wouldn't regress, probably a vicious regress, set in?  Concepts are just propertied individuals shoved into the space of the imagination.  Once there the ontological questions begin again.  Or they don't and you think about something other than philosophy.

There is a non-modern, very startling notion of concept that may or may not be Vedanta.  It is that of Thomistic/Aristotelian abstraction.  Take one of those same napkins:  it is (hylomorphically) composed of Form and matter.  Now, mentally pull the form away from the matter and let it hang in your mind.  That is a concept.  It's rather beautiful, don't you think?  It is the boldness of the universal.  I don't think my Vedantist friend had that in mind.

4269  A Platonist in mathematics believes that the forms and formula of mathematics are discovered, not invented.  I am that.  I am that simply because that's what I want to be.  I believe that "all" of mathematics exists; though I'm a little shaky about just what "all" means here.  So I believe it all exists; it is complete.  And from Gödel we know that it is therefore not consistent.  And since the world has the form of that mathematics (I believe because I want to believe) it is therefore not consistent with itself.  Credo ut intelligam.  That seems to be the God of this world I know, love and fear.

4270  Continuing on with the idea from the previous post, namely that one believes because one wants to and credo ut intelligam, let me talk about intellectual masochists.  (It's frustrating that blogs are backwards.)  A hard-core materialist complains that my high-flying lush metaphysics is just simply a delusion.  He believes that we should all accept the hard, unpleasant facts about life.  That it is meaningless, going nowhere, and we are doomed to nothingness – or something like that.  Strangely enough, he seems to get some kind of kinky pleasure in contemplating that.  I say, Oh well, whatever trips your trigger.  The modern ascetic bangs around noisily in the night.

4271  An idea becomes great when it pervades the culture and it is no longer attached to a particular person.  Today I speak of Platonic Forms, but what I mean by that is determined by the Idea itself as it moves through history and culture and it is hardly connected to what Plato really thought.  We really have no idea what he really thought.  We know next to nothing about him.  We really don't care what he really thought.  And I suspect that in those cases where the idea remains closely attached to a person, it is only to a name and image that themselves have little or nothing to do with the actual man.  The name and the man are other.  The connection, it sees to me, isn't broken, but never was.  Ideas come and their sudden presence is a mystery even to their author.  Through him they were made big and thus the derivation of the word.  I am no more the origin of my ideas than I am the origin of the music if I turn up the volume on the radio.

4272  The Speculative Realist remains a reluctant positivist or, perhaps, reluctantly remains a positivist.  He hates the word.  He insists he is not that.  He fights it.  But he is that by dint of a very justified fear.  He wouldn't be a positivist if he could muster up the courage to enter into the dark translucence of the Object, the delight of Speculative Realism.

I remember a friend of mine from Boston.  We went out to a rock quarry swimming hole.  The water was still, deep and clear.  He went in.  But, because he had only known salt water swimming, he immediately began to sink and he had to fight his way back up.  Startled, he got out and waited a while and then went back.  The same thing took him.  He got out and never went back.  The water was Still, Deep and Clear.  It remained alluring, but deadly.  

The would-be Speculative Realist remains away from that secret spring, away from the nymph of vatic inspiration that lives there.  The madness. 

Positivism is a fight against madness.  It insists on the clarity of science and empirical observation.  On the coherence of its sentences.  On the dominance of human reason and the hard-headed acceptance of fact.  It verifies.  No speculative diving or flying or wandering.  The positivist is a happy, civilized man without the wild eye of the night rover.  

4273  When vegetarianism becomes a philosophy then I have something to say about it.  If it is practiced simply because the person thinks it is more healthy or because he doesn’t like such cruelty to animals, then I have no comment.  If, however, he is trying to transcend Nature, then I will speak.  As I see it all living things live by killing.  Both plants and animals, big and small, strong and weak.  We living things are killers.  Now then, to hate that and to try and overcome it, or to simply deny that nature of ours, to not want to be a part of killing nature, that is fine with me and I wish the person luck in his transcending all that.  There is one thing, though, that I often do not like about such a vegetarian's explanation of his philosophy.  He says he wants a "natural" philosophy of pure immanence.  He thinks philosophies of Transcendence have almost destroyed the world.  He wants all living things to live in harmony without such a dominating, domineering unnatural Spirit forcing us into death.  As I see it that is all contradiction.  Is Nature not a killing machine after all?  Would it be all peace and harmony if man's political evil had not corrupted it?  Even children in their fairytales know that that is not true.  Is there peace to be found in submission?

4274  Every philosopher has, within his philosophy, a presiding deity.  I have the Boy.  Nietzsche had, Kohler has shown us in Zarathustra's Secret, a godly being not too different from the Boy.  The Greeks had Paglia's Beautiful Boy.  The monks had either the Surpassingly handsome Princely God of St. Francis, a stunning beauty, or a Virgin, a sort of goddess without the watery female plumbing, almost a Boy.  In any case the Boy is neither roughly masculine nor reproductively female and is thus a sort of androgynous being.  He is definitely not a social constructivist.  He tears things apart, like Billy Budd.  Kierkegaard had Regina, who almost destroyed him.  

Modern philosophy has had the domestic maiden.  Except that with the passing years her womanhood has advanced until in today's feminist philosophies she has become the biological Woman.  She now doesn't fit into philosophy well, or doesn't want to, and philosophy suffers and tries to become her earthly science.  Neither she nor the strongly virile creature works well in the thin abstractions of philosophy.  

What to do?  Sometimes in life you turn a corner and right there looking at you is a drop-dead beauty and you simply have to try and make your way past him on into the night.  

4275  History has given us great visions of reality, great structures of Being, and for the reader of history these terrible apparitions of Heaven and Hell all hang majestically before the mind's eye.  Some are totally still like that seen by Plato, Dante and Swedenborg.  Some have a circular movement as in the Hindu and Buddhist eternal rise and fall between the extremes.  Some have an eternal upward movement as in the Universalist vision.  Some have an eternal downward movement in the vision of all things succumbing to material disintegration.  All are full of the Poetic Pneuma.  How should we approach these visions?

It has been a constant philosophical thought in the past hundred years that there is an object-act distinction.  The object and the awareness of the object are two, not one.  And there has been an attempt by so many to immerse the act right into the object, to overcome the distinction.  How should we approach these visions?  Should we keep our distance and view them with only a momentary suspension of disbelief?  Or should be plunge right in and swallow the water in great gulps?

Today, there are a number of writers who say that we should plunge right into the material maelstrom and drown.  Total immanence.  Transcendence be gone!  No distinction, no distance, no disappointment at not having what never was.  Pure acceptance of our fate.  It's a vision of horrible, hellish beauty sinking magnificently down into the Negative Sublime.  Those who preach it think all other ways are delusion and cowardice.  And it is true that those who preach from out of the other realities, who see a different Object glaring at them, have to contend with the frightening stillness in the hanging structure.  Even it there is movement in that vision, it is a still repeating movement that never ceases.  All visions are fearsome.  Even the visions of great love bring disquiet.  We are in a dangerous place.  Scholarship is not for the timid.

4276  In the everyday world there are objects which act and objects which are acted upon.  That seems like commonsense.  It is commonsense.  And there are networks of activity.  Yes, of course.  The activity is ever in action and any stability perceived is merely a momentary equilibrium of forces.  It seems obvious.  It is Heraclitus and Darwin and Whitehead and Pater's Conclusion.  So what about traditional Parmenidean ontology where things rest in an absolute, other-worldly stillness?  The philosophical dispositions are vastly different.  And there is no reconciling third.  The philosopher raises his standard in one or the other camps.  He writes up this philosophical battle accordingly.  C'est la vie.  C'est la guerre.

The logicians stand with Parmenides.  This is a subject – predicate world.  One examines and analyzes logic and mathematics to find out the structure of Being.  Logic and Being are one.  One contemplates the marvel of its still workings as one contemplates the winter sky.  This God captures the philosopher by his sheer beauty.  The only movement is a shudder of knowing and a subtle seeing.  The Fire of Love has cut precisely.  The randomness of the infinite reveals oblivion.  The clasp of the conclusion is perfection.  There is only Presence.

The other is the commotion of the glorious everyday.  Magnificent problems to be solved, lovers work to build harmonious relations, households are set up, nations rattle against each other and come to agreement, students study, dinners are prepared, sleep comes to the tired and the morning comes in hope of a better day.  

The two camps eye each other warily.  Each wonders about the other, how such a thing could be.  But the battle may not last much longer because the Parmenidean camp is almost empty.  The logicians hardly believe in logic any more.  The battle they started up in force at Cambridge a little over a hundred years ago seems almost lost.  I only hold the flag.  Der Starke ist am mächtigsten allein.  C'est la vie.  C'est la guerre.

4277  The would-be modern followers of Heraclitus want to logically, clearly explain their position.  They are, after all, scholars who should be used to such orderly acts.  They want to lay out a network of words to match the Great Network of Reality.  They want the rush of life to be a part of what they write down.  They want their words to move energetically across the page, up the spine of the reader into his electrical brain and out into his vast soul or imagination or whatever it is.  They end up rather dull wits.  It's like the church parson trying to show he can life a leg in dance as well as the rest.  Don't look.

These guys want to do battle with the logicians and their subject-predicate view of things.  Logically doing battle with a logician is a losing game.  The only way the Heraclitus process guys can really get into their element is to abandon the schools and take up with the druggies.  But that won't work because they were probably druggies in their earlier life and now need a job.  Things have gotten all screwed in their thinking, which ain't no wonder.  Anyway they never were into dancing. They just wanted to view the light show behind their eyelids.

The Dionysian is still the Dionysian; the Apollonian is still the Apollonian.  One abandons subject-predicate logic at great risk.  

4278  Here is what is called, by some, The Ontic Thing as distinguished from the ontological things of metaphsics.

Let's say that Reality or Being is one tightly articulated Great Structure and that it is the act of consciousness to focus in on, to pick out this and that as pieces of that harmonious Whole.  Each piece it aims at will itself be an articulated structure, a sub-structure of other structures climbing all the way up to the ever-receding Great Structure.  There is, no doubt, no final simple thing that is the lowest, most basic thing, but all things reveal further structures on to oblivion.  Structures within structures within structures forever.  The complexity is overwhelming.  

Then that consciousness makes statements of the sort that say this and that (structure) belong to that and this (greater structure) and it all belongs to Reality (The Great Structure) or it doesn't.  Thus when I say "The tree is tall"  I am really talking about the presence of a structure (a tree) within another structure (a forest of trees) and a comparison which is another structure of structures.

This structure is a dynamic, energetic thing.  The pieces are not really static, dead things, but events that are living pieces of The One Thing.  The structural coming together is so lively that we are forced to say that the Whole is a Living Thing.  Process and Act are everywhere in the maelstrom that is Life.  We are overcome by its magnificence.  Boundaries collapse all about in the rush of existence and the One Thing is perfect in it exquisite unity.

The problem with all that is that it soon turns into a Dionysian frenzy, all order is lost and we are left with squalor and regret.  Then the Apollonian distinctions begin to be drawn.  The ontological things divide.  And classical stillness descends.

4279  It has been the desire of continental philosophy for centuries to explain away the Form of things in a great system of mathematical inter-relating.  Today it is Difference and Differance and Differentials Differentiating that does the trick, none of which is real, but only virtual and so very hard to see, much less grasp.  We are left with ghosts and wraiths and life-sucking jargon-vampires.  And like the Buddhists with their Apoha, continental philosophy has become so over-intellectualized that only a poet of fine abstractions could love it.  Now and forever more, a spidery reticulum strains and restrains the mind.  Our hands feel about for subterranean Objects and the act-ual objectiles (or whatever the mot de jour is) hanging on them like carbuncles.  Needless to say, this philosophy, now and then, has an itch to give up its name and become something else, even, God forbid, a science, but more differences will have to be drawn out first.  Oh, I long for water, once again, to be just water, for the sky to be the blue sky, for red lips to be just that, for a touch to be a touch.  I want the world to come back!  I want a thing to be simply what it is.  I want the Form I see and feel to be real.

The fine abstractions of continental philosophy have taken on the lurid hue of a Dionysian cutting frenzy.  The young student is left bleeding on his dorm room floor.  He tried to tame the Minotaur.  The labyrinth closed up.  

4280  I am not an Other.  I am Gary Smith.  I am not a virtual being in a great inter-relating web of differences.  I am not a differential, a difference deferred, a reflection reflected, a fine filament in a gossamer web of com-prehension.  I am Gary Smith.  I am not an Other, an ethical object of care, a socially articulated ego, a goose.  I am Gary Smith.  I insist that when another sees me he is seeing me and he is not a consciousness perceiving garysmithly.  I am not a garysmith-precept.  I am not an abbreviation for an unthinkably complex psycho-linguistic-techno-historical-bio-evolved-quantum mess.  I am Gary Smith.  Talk to me as just that.  Good Morning.

4281  I suppose the real reason I dropped out of school was because I felt a soft, unwholesome guilt about my love of attack in philosophical argument.  I could easily have taken up all the time in class.  I spent most of my time restraining myself and keeping quiet.  I couldn't stand it; I simply left.  And now there is even less of an appetite for argument among the younger students and their junior professors.  It seems they all just want to get along.  A sort of mutual admiration society.  No testosterone.

4282  Speculative realism wants to speak about the unreachable other thing, the object beyond, the thing that is ever gone, only momentarily reflected in the specula of your consciousness, leaving you alone, not that.  This is the non-phenomenal.  And if philosophy is phenomenology, the non-philosophical.  That thing of which we have only a vague idea.  The everyday things of the world, darkly banging out there.  This is the hell of Milton's Satan, of things separated in the vast expanse.  Unable to be found.  Purely other. Where object escapes knowing.

I am not an unreachable, unknown other.  I am not other.  I am standing before you in plain sight, fully seen and present.  This is the light; there is no darkness here.  You understand me perfectly.  I do not leave for another unseen place.  I am not secretly thinking of someone somewhere else.  I am fully in your knowing.  I am right here.  I am not other.

4283  This is an attempt to get back to the original impulse that energized the words of philosophy. Thus it is a sort of Destruktion as Heidegger would have it, except that it is an origin that he, without doubt, would not have accepted. I skirt around the ready-to-hand of the average everyday.  I dive into Presence.  I live the ontological, not the hidden objects that are there with our being-in-the-world.  I am not in-the-world.  At the beginning of philosophy, when the ontological things that are very present-to-hand first shown forth, the Boy, this god, was an enchanter.  The whole of metaphysics was an attempt to capture that.  The world as an object of care was left behind.  Ontotheology took over.  The immediacy of his existence was overwhelming.  

You do not overcome the calcified words of philosophy by jumping into the everyday.  But by jumping away from the everyday into this intense eroticism.  Up the Scala Paradisi.  Encountering the descending god.  This sexual prosopon, the exquisite Form, that helped the Greeks escape the Medusa of the earth.

4284  Any philosophy that gives pride of place to objects, to ontic things, and not to the ontological elements that assay the object loses all feel for the momentous differences that streak through Being.  The end result is a mush.  A confusion.  A philosophical blur.

This descent toward nominalism began with Aristotle when he elevated substance over the other categories of Being. Eventually those other things faded into the nothingness of just words and mere conceptual traces.  In strong positivism, they became slanderous calumny against reality, the work of the decaying minds of intellectual devils.  Philosophy became suspect.

Today's Speculative Realists don't go all the way, but though they do give nodding acknowledgement to all the philosophers that have gone before, they end up ignoring them and have only (allusions to) substance as object, never mentioning the other categories of Being, except to call them an unjust Parmenidean elevation of the human.  They seem to love the biographical context in which philosophy was written, hoping in that to find its meaning there.  I suspect Speculative Realism will soon lose even the object, except as its dim memory in the Lives of the Philosophers.

4285  Heidegger wanted to take his followers back to Being.  The old ideas of metaphysics had become hard and deadly.  He took them back to the everyday world outside the classroom into the fields of life.  He put the thinkers back with the people, the workers, the families of care.  He led them into unknowing.  Perhaps into a mystical knowing.  Today the Internet is full of Heideggerians, young and old, bored and maybe guilty about their academic life, who are trying, with his words, to be in-the-world. They really want to express a solidarity of care with the people.  Repeating repeating repeating those words hoping to get at the nub of real existence he saw up ahead back in the past.  Time strangles itself.  The heat of war burns.  His words have long been reduced to ash.

Heidegger's vision was not as good as that of Whitman, who also wanted to find the common man, the democratic man.  Who also wanted to be with the people and the things of the people.  Both were a recluse away from life and its hardships.  Their thoughts were far away in mystical contemplation of the ordinary and lifted up into the Ordinary.  An unwanted apotheosis.  The vision was short-lived and then sank back into the average everydayness of things.  And the followers have tried but failed to resuscitate it.  The great pile of words get in the way.  And the monastery of the everyday man soon crumbles.  

The followers of Heidegger are all academics who really do know the toil and the average everydayness of the scholar.  A dreary existence with flashes of burning insight and then the horrible nothing again.  That really is the life of being-in-the-world.  They sink into Being and suffocate.  A paradoxical, mystical knowing? The question of Being.

4286  Ontologically speaking, an object is not a thing.  A thing is, ontologically speaking, a simple element of Being.  An object is, categorically, a complex.  The difference between simple and complex is basic to ontology.  Both are existents, but only the simple is an ontological thing.  For example, a Form is a thing, a bare particular is a thing, the nexus of exemplification is a thing, the fact that is the exemplification of the Form by the particular is a complex.  A fact is ontologically different from the things that constitute it.  A fact cannot be eliminated in favor of its constituents.  Fact and thing are ontologically very different, both must find a place in any adequate ontology, and fact, though an existent, cannot be a simple thing.  The mind warps trying to imagine it.  Then the complex that is the fact being constituted by "its" things is magnificently overwhelming, but somehow there.

As with fact and thing, so with structure or active networks or sets and classes, or mental acts or any other complexity.  The complexity is an existent without being a thing.  To make any of those a simple thing is to lose the elements and blur the differences within Being.  Then the game is lost.  The transcendent unity of complexities must be acknowledged.  To think that that is not a thing is stupefying.  To think Being is wild.

4287  The beautiful being within the vision of Parmenides is the sharp line of distinction.  The clean separation.  The still difference.  The fusing and melting shapes of the world are cast aside.  The clear openness is revealed.  The rain has passed and we walk along the well-lined fields.  The smooth wood of the erect post and the perfection that blows gently.  The conclusion is at hand ready for the taking.  Then mere life is overcome.  But the Many find no pleasure in it.

4288  The Age of Consciousness turning with the Age of Objects

Consider these two objects – the island of Manhattan and the Empire State Building.  There is a certain massive darkness in their existence.  They also act on each other in equally massive and dark ways.  And both sense that great unknown, maybe unknowable acting.  That is the real of a kind of realism.  Huge content, meager form.  I go the other way.

Consider my friend Jerry, a big man, literate and older.  And Tim, a slight, sprightly boy, who dances and combs his hair.  Both have their nature and their appearance.  Jerry seems to have more that doesn't appear.  Tim has movement and naked openness.

Consider food.  Jerry eats.  Time munches.  Jerry knows food as object and nutrition.  Tim knows it as taste and fun.

Consider all the phantasmagoria that appear before your mind's eye on the screen.  Consider the glitter and excitement of your new gadgets.  Tim is as happy with that as you are.  Jerry loves the great old things of history – the Empire State Building, the Parthenon, Rembrandt, Othello.  I usually sit with Tim, he intensely raises my erotic temperature.  Jerry and his talk are heavy and too substantial.  Jerry is this-world Object.  Tim is other-world, angelic intensity.  Make your choice.   De gustibus non est disputandum.  Live in the Manhattan of steel, concrete and revered Art.  Or live in the lights and excitement of Broadway and eyes glittering as they pass by.

4289  I am an unrepentant dualist.  In this place we are spirit tied to the chthonic.  But the tie is not so strong that it cannot be broken.  And the spirit flies free.  The freedom, though, is frightening.  And the many want to simply lie down and sleep.

I am a Form.  I become this and that.  From out of eternity, I have become in my becoming ever again… and again.  There is no end to it.  I come from out of eternity.  All Forms are in this eternal becoming.  And they remain in eternity.  The escape from the chthonic always was.  The spirit flies free.  Again.

The Form is tight within itself.  The chthonic is slow dissolution.  The formless threatens the well-formed.  The Form is intense.  Too intense.  The loosening of formlessness promises relief.  The nothing seems welcome.  The Form escapes into existence.

4290  Here are two scenes:

1.    Imagine, or draw on a piece of paper, a square, a circle and a triangle of slightly different sizes.  

2.    Imagine, or draw on a piece of paper, three squares of more or less equal size.

The first image is filled with difference and an almost energetic inter-relating.  It is a socially active group with each piece giving definition to the others.  We could say that one "observes" the goings-on.

The second group is the stillness of the same.  The one Form is simply with the number three.  Difference recedes and the One Thing is present.  There is no active inter-relating.  Only each individual goes to meet the one Form.  Social inter-action is nowhere.  We do not observe, but contemplate the still presence.  It is still presence, not active otherness, that defines this scene.

You will choose which scene you like best.  De gustibus non est disputandum.    

4291  If I say that ontological statements are a matter of clear and distinct violence, I cannot prove my point with hesitant citings of evidence lifted gently from a text.  Its truth is immediately present or it is nothing.  Such clarity and distinctness are transcendental things.  As is the immediate and presence.  Thus they are divine.  We know them intimately in a perfect knowing.  There is nothing meek in that knowing.  We need not defer to anyone.  It is not partial or merely promissory.  It is violence to our wanting to wait and be sure.  It is now.  We are at risk in the world.

4292  We stand belatedly in the great Tradition of philosophy.  It is a daemonic thing.  A spirit moves inexorably through it.  I have at times called it Eros, Jesus, Yahweh, Philosophy, or Desire.  In its strange beauty, its frightful love of man, it mangles the mind of the one who would be a philosopher.  Only the pathetic word "madness" will do.  We are in thrall to that.  The philosopher does his best to fight it.  It is usually a sad sight to see.  And a sickness.

I have tried to understand the words I write, and I have succeeded in giving them many interpretations, but I can't really see their meaning.  They may have none.  I shudder.  I am in love with that twisted thing.  I am finally that. Make anything of them you will.  You too are in the maelstrom of this too perfect wisdom.  The blade falls.

4293  By his own admission, Bloom has troped our struggle with the daemonic forces of Tradition into the defensive psychological mechanism against the anxiety of influence.  That is the way of all philosophy and all dealings with the Holy Other.  The frightening thing must be controlled.  Heavy wine and its lees must be changed into clear, running water.  Love must become care.  The Logos is transformed into logic and Being into thing and entity, because we forget that Thing and Entity are themselves pieces of gods slamming through what was once the soul.  Before we tried to change soul into consciousness.

Because the beings of the Real are too strong and too hair-raising, we psychologize them and technologize them and socially domesticate them into traces, because we are weak.  We familiarize them, forgetting that the human family is a romance that is equally daemonic and to be troped, that is to say, repressed at any cost.  The holy is everywhere and the attempt to not see it.

Nature is a horror and it is the job of poetry to turn it with metaphor.  Almost any metaphor will do; we are capable of imagining the most drastic reduction.  The Horror is easily changed into the prettiest pieces of forgetfulness.  Moreover, it is the job of smiling academia to show us that the ghosts of life are nothing.  All is just an old clock.  It will soon run down and quiet will prevail throughout the house.

See that object over there?  It is not the frightening Object thrown against you in your bad dreams; it is only a bright technical wonder.  It fits so nicely and pleasantly in with its friends, the other objects.  Nothing looms threateningly.  Nothing holds a secret abyss.  Only you are the abyss and you can pass it before the morning light.  You are a marvelous trope machine.  Have a nice day.

4294  It often happens that some young philosopher, in an unguarded moment, actually writes down the terror he has tried to repress.  It scares him when he later realizes what he has done. He has to, he simply must undo the words.  And he must not let himself see that the undoing is taking place.  He will go back to his usual way of twisting the truth into a concern about some purely formal worldly concern, such as linguistics or economics or politics or ecology.  He will become socially responsible and, above all, helpful.  The dreadful thing will be leveled in the bland complexity of the everyday.  

  

Our world, outside the niceness of learned civilization, is a daemonic presence.  So we will look for a philosophy of absence and be forced to look away.  We want to be transported on the wings of the always deferred.  Later, when we have time, a proper analysis can be done.  Which is to say, a greater fortress against the things of the Holy Other, can be built.  Not now.  Now is the time for flat logic. 

The terror, the Holy Thing, is so very easy to understand.  Its presence is undeniable.  It is a mare that must be ridden.  And right there, the massive entanglement of texts and commentary and polite conversation are so impossible as to be a great relief and That is evaded.  The young hang out and talk on into the night so securely with each other.  Each secretly knowing something is wrong.  

4294  The great dualism in Des Cartes is between extension and intension.  A book has length, but it must have unity to be read.  The set that is a city has the many, but to be in an ordered world it itself must have a first and a second.    The prairie has expanse but, to be a place we can understand and live within, it must have must have a central point of coordination.  In pure extension all things become lost from each other.  Things fall apart.  The Form is gone.  The world has vast openness, but we struggle to find the one place, the first thing.  The dialectic of the One and the many consumes us.  The madness.

There are those who, feeling the difficulty, even the impossibility of the dialectic, want to somehow derive the identity of the One from the cut of pure otherness.  They write books that revel in controlled disunity.  The center is lost with glee.  Surely, they surmise, in the receding terror of the dark night of the soul, en La Noche Oscura, the beloved will appear.  And a holy oblivion will overcome us.  But their control is out of control.  And everything is as it should be.

4295  As long as philosophy has been around there have been those who actively work to destroy something they find detestable in it.  The anti-metaphysical, anti-philosophical, anti-Platonic spirit has been furious.  They have tried to trope, to turn that thing, whatever it is, into clean science.  Religion has suffered the same fate.  Perhaps philosophy and sacrificial religion are the same thing.  Religion today is no more than the social and the ethical.  Philosophy is linguistics, economics, video games - anything but metaphysics. What was it that was so hated?  Is it, even now, a sexual fear; is it the super-ego fighting something forbidden, some libidinous threat?  Why has the high, Protestant seriousness of modern academia taken root so forcefully?  Were the idols clamoring?  Surely these workers will not succeed.  Man will always be the Stranger walking among the objects of the world.

4296  Just as it is the art of writing to make the discontinuous be the continuous.  So it is to make the purely contingent be the necessary next thing.  The radically different things of Being become each the other that is the blinding envy of lovers.  This intense unity of Being is no more that the eternally separate.  That I acted because of a spur on the moment, a goad, an itch, is no more than to say that I acted out of serene necessity.  That I acted then as I must act is surely just a whim and a recklessness.  Such is art.

It is the writer's art to turn radical contingency on the smooth white skin of a slender thigh that has been lying beside you from eternity.  He hardly moves at all.  You are wild with impulse and constraint but that is only the perfection of this ever repeating moment.  

4297  There are many today who assert that the self does not exist, that it is simply a "construct".  Surely the word "simply" is not right here; it is indeed a complex complexity, they insist.  And it simply doesn't exist.  As an entity, a real object, or as an enduring thing or any kind.  And somehow all that is wonderful.

They overlook the "constructedness" of all the other objects of the world.  Does the object that is the body, the brain, the social network, exist?  Do organisms of any sort, biological or social or linguistic, exist?  Is there any unity there of which we could say it is an entity?  Surely not, if the argument against the existence of the self is correct and true.  Should we revel in that?

Is radical non-existence our goal?  It seems that for Nagarjuna and the Madyamika Buddhists it is.  I love the extreme daring of Nagarjuna.  He is simply honest.  He has the courage of his convictions.  He is divinely mad.  The many today pretend sanity and I suppose they are, but they are not honest or, finally, radical enough.

4298  Capital, whether gold or abstract money, must be easily divisible, the pieces must be uniform within themselves and uniformly the same with each other.  I have gathered that much from the classical economists.  That divisibility and uniformity and self-identity is the ground of its value.  It is pure quantity.  The opposite is quality.  Such divisibility and uniformity and pure quantity is very much like the Materia Prima of Aristotle.  It is the stuff of the real.  It has weight and effect.  It is capital.  It will not be denied.  

The pure materialist wants to reduce everything to capital.  He is the absolute capitalist.  He will not brook the uniqueness and indivisibility and intractable difference of quality.  He denies that quality exists.  Only matter and thus capital.  Matter, capital, weight, inertia, work is the regulator, the controller, the value giver.  It works invisibly.  It transcends the senses.  It is what we ponder incessantly.  

Matter is transformed from one thing into another.  It is the magician of change. It is what abides and remains the invisible body throughout.  It is the stuff of dreams.  It is the lamp of Aladdin.  It is the guiding hand.  It is the power of Capital.  It IS Capital.

4299  For much of the twentieth century there was a great concern to describe the meaning structures that all things are caught us within.  That meaning structure was seen to be Man's creation.  It was Man himself.  Therefore, the man-object relation was paramount.  It was the ground of being for the known world.  But now Man is being taken out of the picture, or at least demoted, and meaning structures, or some very similar networks of connectedness, are permitted to stand alone.  You could say that before there were two realms: Man's meaning structures and the meaningless individuals inertly existing away from Man.  Now, that division has been abolished and the meaning structures (or some kind of semiotic network) are all there is – man and inert individuals having become mere dependent sub-elements within the system, hardly existing at all.  

Networks are finally made out of these mere things, these weak almost no-things, and delicate tendrils of slight connectedness.  It is like lacework.  Fine threads that seem to want to disintegrate at the mere touch.  Nothings.  But together little islands of quasi-strength, painted actors, seem to appear and somehow manage to survive for a time.  If you have a taste for fine filaments delicately interwoven, you will appreciate all this.  It has its charm.  Man's brutishness is gone.  Or has become just that.  I suppose some see this as an advance into a more elevated existence.  Surely we are headed into greater delicacy.  It's like old age.

4300 Art is exaggeration.  That statement may be itself an exaggeration, but it is true, or at least True.  Philosophy is also art, or it is nothing.  And religion.  And being in love is, as Freud said, an over-estimation of the Beloved.  So there you are.  Let's get on with it and not try to belittle ourselves.  We are big.  We are all artists and philosophers and religious fanatics.  And furious lovers.  Even those who would stomp on your sex rod and extinguish the flame are enthusiasts in their campaign out on the fields of the impossible.

I have written up the Great Platonic Forms.  Surely they are an exaggeration and the Joy of life.  Today there are those who write up the Object and see in it the allure of the coming-at-us Real.  The Object, to be of interest to us, must be made Big. It must loom and threaten.  It must bring in with it the Sublime.  It is the welcome End of deconstruction.  The Rod of Righteousness winks.  It acts out and Up.

4302 Graham Harman writes: "But the point of Heidegger’s philosophy is not to classify different types of entity, even if he slips into that language himself sometimes. The point is to define ready-to-hand and present-at-hand as two ways of being, and I have tried to show why any entity, including Dasein, must have both modes. Namely, an object can exist in its own right, or can exist in truncated and caricatured form in the experience of another object."

I immediately think of Harold Bloom and the Gnostics.  Is Harman a Gnostic?  All objects leave their own being and become a poetic trope in the experience of another object.  It becomes art in the other. 

 Being is entity.  Being has modes.  One mode is the entity existing in its own right.  Another is the entity existing in a truncated and caricatured form in the experience of another object.

An entity exists in its own proper form in itself or in a perverted form not its own in the experience of another object.  When one object interprets another, it misinterprets it.  When one object is translated into another, a mistranslation takes place.  This is a trope, a turning, a deviation.  Entities exist under both modes. One mode is true to the object; the other is untrue.  Spin.  Spin. Spin.  Perhaps that is art.  Art is untruth.  We devise a way out of the horrible Truth.  Or have I mis-understood?  Have I exaggerated this interpretation of Heidegger?  Was it necessary that I do so?  Surely Heidegger's writings are all just a misinterpretation of philosophy.  The tropes pile up.  For our own safety we devise a way out of horrible Truth.

 Still, these are only modes and not different entities.  Modes flit by and they are almost nothing.  Being remains impassive to truth and untruth.  It just is.  Our interpretations of it, our understanding of it, our ramming our head at it amounts to truly nothing.  Or have I waylaid myself uselessly?  Maybe I have here devised a secret way out.

If all experience is a trope, for whatever reason, then we are all poets.  The question remains, Is there a way out of our predicament?  Must we always waylay ourselves on the way?  Can the Truth be known?  Can Being be known?  All of which is to say, Can God be known and be intimately with us?  Or is Truth, Being, and God always a receding Beyond?  Islam and perhaps the Calvinists believe it is so.  Only the Sufis, the charismatic Christians and perhaps Plotinus believe we have a chance to arrive at that final thing to see and be seen face to face.

Perhaps there are only tropes and tropes of tropes and there is not the thing-in-its-own-right.  This would destroy Harman's realism – or would it?  I think of myself as a realist, but as opposed to nominalist.  I am a very naïve realist.  Some tropes are actual and some potential.  There is no thing-in-its-own-right.  God is the turning itself.  Art is not evil or less than Being itself.  The modes are rather real entities themselves - Universals.  I see the entity as entity.  It turns in the Spirit.  

4303 If there is to be a sacred place, a place where sacrifice is performed, where there is killing, then that place must be guarded, not so much in order to keep the riffraff out, but to protect the outside from the terror that takes place within.  The place is marked.  The apotropaic lingam is revealed, the stake to tie the victim on.  The thing thrown in the way, the hindrance behind, the ob-ject.  You, the re-jected.  The priest enters and sees what is to be seen. Theoria. The hidden knife.  And he performs.

The sacred is that which is cut off.  It is not a part of the whole.  It has no reason or purpose within the whole.  Every relating of it to the whole leaves a neglected remainder.  It doesn't fit.  It is a separate thing.

The killing in the sacrifice must be pointless.  The victim must be innocent.  And after the event he must lie there alone ever dead. There is no appeal.  It roams in the void, unattended.

Sacrifice is itself the guilty thing.  Our own guilt piles into it.  It cannot be brought into the fold.  It is outside.  It is gone.

This is the separation that realism knows.  It is not a gentle thing.

4304 Existential anxiety is not a state we enter when we become aware of our possible non-existence.  It is the awareness of our necessary eternal existence.  Non-existence, for us, is impossible. There is no way out.  That is the metaphysics that is so feared by the modern man.  So hated.  So heavily ridiculed.  He is filled with anxiety because of it.

The truly existential man is the one who wills existence, eternal existence.  Unrelenting.  The lover who will not leave.  Who cannot leave.  Beauty unable to not be.

That Form has been with you forever and will be.  That arm, that cheek, that gaze.

But the dialectic is here.  Surely for many, such eternal existence is the apotropaic substance, the dead charisma of non-existence. For some it is the religious shudder, the Horripilation.  It is Truth.

4305 "The differences among some of the several existents are very great indeed.  I, for one, would not hesitate to call them momentous, or enormous.  That, I submit is a major source of the resistance serious ontology has always met.  For these differences are much greater than most are prepared to face."  Gustav Bergmann.

 

Today's vicious attack on Cartesian dualism is the case in point.  Monism of every sort is comfortable.  It is social harmony. It is a place away from the separation that has caused so much anguish.  It has no truth to defend; everything is charmingly untrue.  The flow flows.  Argument has no weight.  Nothing has weight.  This philosophical fundamentalism sweetly resists without pressure.  It kills while laying its victim down to sleep.

 

Nonchalant, helpful, ecologically friendly, the monist, so concerned, bows in a cloud of unknowing before the dark cave of reality.  The shuddering has stopped.  He enters peaceably.  The enormity awaits.  And the cleavers.

 

Differences are real.  Dualism stands.

4306  These are the same guys who put to death Socrates, a grey vampire if there ever was one.

Graham Harman writes, "Contrast this with the grey vampire type… Grey vampires actually function even better one-on-one than in groups. They suck energy by twisting every step in a conversation into some new obstacle, some new faked uncertainty about something or other.

But the key point is to remember that philosophical discussion occurs between people, not between disembodied arguments. If you feel your energy level decreasing regularly when spending time in discussion with someone, I would recommend writing them off. Perhaps you can read an article of theirs now and then and learn from it, but if you feel your energy level dropping, there’s a good bet it’s deliberate on their part, even if not quite conscious. The condition of human interchange has to be warmth, or bad things are most likely bubbling beneath the surface. Warmth is simply too easy and too inherently rewarding to be avoided unless there are less-than-clean motivations for doing so."

Today the universities, philosophical cafes and the late-night blogosphere are filled with Heideggerians trying to rip the uneasy spirit right out of Heidegger.  The spirit of Kierkegaard.  They are not to be blamed, though, because Heidegger himself was trying to do the same thing.  That is to say, Heidegger was trying his best to overcome that sickness unto death his true precursor  laid out in stark solitude, Heidegger's  one obsession.  Anxiety.

Anxiety is man's dark glory.  It is his road to Being and truth.  To himself.  But these guys are trying to make us forget all that in the warmth of human agreement and helpfulness.  The distortion of the good life that is ontological thinking is waylaid.  In ontic unrelatedness we find virtual networks of happy togetherness.  We forget that we are broken.  In the whole we are made whole.  In the hole we will lie down in the magical Maya of love.  Philosophical collapse will never happen.  The force will always be with us.  Our energy will not drop.  Kierkegaard will be unread.

The Spirit is Anxiety.  Ontology is dreadful.  Existence glares at us unrelenting.

4306  In my last posting, I mentioned that I thought Socrates was a grey vampire if there ever was one.  “Grey vampire” was a designation that I got from reading Graham Harman’s blog and he, apparently, got it from K-Punk, who is someone or something I know nothing about.   I really don’t know the “true” meaning of the “grey vampire”.  Maybe I misused the words, so let me say that what I understood by it was someone who ”pretends to follow along with your argument, but always comes up with some … reservation at the last second.”  He does it, not for the sake of the witnesses around or for the sake of winning an argument in some “niggling” sort of way, but because he is making a sort of impish dialectical maneuver.  That dialectic is Platonism.  Maybe Deconstruction.  I love Socrates.

As for being a vampire, Walt Whitman was a vampire in that, as a nurse, he hovered over the wounded and dying young men in the field hospitals of the civil war.  I love the erotic Walt Whitman.  Socrates hovered over his “wounded and dying” listeners in the same way.  As for being grey, it is the silent reserve of the lover.  As for being impish, he is like Yahweh, in the J verses of the Bible. And he is, of course, Silenius, a … I think you can imagine an old lover of boys.  I am that and I love Socrates.  I also love the Jesus of the gospels.  He is mainly a whiner and a complainer, who in his boyhood, according to the apocryphal gospels, was a holy terror, who said nothing original, and who in no way looked or acted at all like a god.  (Kierkegaard would understand.)    Jesus didn’t hover; he just wanted to get away and get it over with.  I love Jesus.

As for Graham Harman, I don’t know him at all.  That is to say I know of him only what can be found on the Internet.  Now that I am back in the US, I can get his books from the library and I’ll see where that leads me.  My image of him now is that he is a very nice guy.  I have no doubt but that he is a great school teacher and that his students really like him and that they learn a lot from him.  He will put up with a lot but some people waste his time and he hates it.  It’s all understandable.  Now for his philosophy, Object Oriented Speculative Realism.  I have my doubts about it.  I suspect it is only nominalism.  Nominalism always leads to idealism: as it did with Husserl. Still, I too love and respect Husserl as well as Malebranche, another one who succumb to the idealism that is always nominalism’s unavoidable end.  I will follow along with OOP SR and him, but I suspect that at the last moment I will spy a little “mistake” which will completely turn his philosophy upside down.  That is dialectic.  We all succumb to it somewhere and then the anxiety of coming undone rears up.  The grey vampire of reversal loves us.  It’s a lover we cannot avoid.  It is the mole on the cheek of beauty.  

So, am I a grey vampire?  Yes, we all are as philosophers; though as helpful school teachers we have to beware of letting that impish spirit of philosophy possess us.  

Graham also mentions having a project.  That is academic stuff and not from the heart of philosophy, which is anything but academic.  Neither Socrates nor Jesus nor Whitman nor Kierkegaard had a project.  It is absurd to think they did.  Heidegger may have, but he, in my book, is only a marvelous magician with the words of the German language.  (I too love etymology.)  He was not impish enough to be a philosopher, not erotic enough.  He was a school teacher obsessed with Kierkegaard, which ain’t a bad thing to be.  

As for my postings, you must know that no one reads my blog.  No one has ever read my book, which is my obsession and a writing against my well-laid plans for something much more sensible.  (It’s most certainly not “my project”.)  I write for the angels.  The boy pictures, i gnudi, that decorate my blog are herms, apotropaic forces to keep away the same riffraff that so bother Graham Harman.   

The most we can hope for in philosophy is to be a glorious failure and avoid being a miserable success.  

4307 In my last posting, I mentioned that I thought Socrates was a grey vampire if there ever was one.  “Grey vampire” was a designation that I got from reading Graham Harman’s blog and he, apparently, got it from K-Punk, who is someone or something I know nothing about.   I really don’t know the “true” meaning of the “grey vampire”.  Maybe I misused the words, so let me say that what I understood by it was someone who ”pretends to follow along with your argument, but always comes up with some … reservation at the last second.”  He does it, not for the sake of the witnesses around or for the sake of winning an argument in some “niggling” sort of way, but because he is making a sort of impish dialectical maneuver.  That dialectic is Platonism.  Maybe Deconstruction.  I love Socrates.

As for being a vampire, Walt Whitman was a vampire in that, as a nurse, he hovered over the wounded and dying young men in the field hospitals of the civil war.  I love the erotic Walt Whitman.  Socrates hovered over his “wounded and dying” listeners in the same way.  As for being grey, it is the silent reserve of the lover.  As for being impish, he is like Yahweh, in the J verses of the Bible. And he is, of course, Silenius, a … I think you can imagine an old lover of boys.  I am that and I love Socrates.  I also love the Jesus of the gospels.  He is mainly a whiner and a complainer, who in his boyhood, according to the apocryphal gospels, was a holy terror, who said nothing original, and who in no way looked or acted at all like a god.  (Kierkegaard would understand.)    Jesus didn’t hover; he just wanted to get away and get it over with.  I love Jesus.

As for Graham Harman, I don’t know him at all.  That is to say I know of him only what can be found on the Internet.  Now that I am back in the US, I can get his books from the library and I’ll see where that leads me.  My image of him now is that he is a very nice guy.  I have no doubt but that he is a great school teacher and that his students really like him and that they learn a lot from him.  He will put up with a lot but some people waste his time and he hates it.  It’s all understandable.  Now for his philosophy, Object Oriented Speculative Realism.  I have my doubts about it.  I suspect it is only nominalism.  Nominalism always leads to idealism: as it did with Husserl. Still, I too love and respect Husserl as well as Malebranche, another one who succumb to the idealism that is always nominalism’s unavoidable end.  I will follow along with OOP SR and him, but I suspect that at the last moment I will spy a little “mistake” which will completely turn his philosophy upside down.  That is dialectic.  We all succumb to it somewhere and then the anxiety of coming undone rears up.  The grey vampire of reversal loves us.  It’s a lover we cannot avoid.  It is the mole on the cheek of beauty.  

So, am I a grey vampire?  Yes, we all are as philosophers; though as helpful school teachers we have to beware of letting that impish spirit of philosophy possess us.  

Graham also mentions having a project.  That is academic stuff and not from the heart of philosophy, which is anything but academic.  Neither Socrates nor Jesus nor Whitman nor Kierkegaard had a project.  It is absurd to think they did.  Heidegger may have, but he, in my book, is only a marvelous magician with the words of the German language.  (I too love etymology.)  He was not impish enough to be a philosopher, not erotic enough.  He was a school teacher obsessed with Kierkegaard, which ain’t a bad thing to be.  

As for my postings, you must know that no one reads my blog.  No one has ever read my book, which is my obsession and a writing against my well-laid plans for something much more sensible.  (It’s most certainly not “my project”.)  I write for the angels.  The boy pictures, i gnudi, that decorate my blog are herms, apotropaic forces to keep away the same riffraff that so bother Graham Harman.   

The most we can hope for in philosophy is to be a glorious failure and avoid being a miserable success.

4308 For those of us who write philosophy, tradition, what has been given to us, weighs heavy. Moreover, not only what we receive from the past, but also what we receive from those other writers in the present presses down. And of course, we imagine the thoughts of all those who will read us in the future. It is a suffocating, ponderous gift. I begin writing and all those others rear up and hover close – too close. They loom and I am suddenly caught on the loom of history. I must do something so as not to be crushed.

We all feel that. There are many ways to deal with it. I will here describe one that I think is popular today. It’s a way that is very common in movies for the young. When the monster appears, we calm down greatly when we see that he or she has very human, very familiar, problems, gestures, needs. That he wants to go home and be with others like him. That he cries and laughs and worries. In other words, if we humanize the monster. Take all those other hovering, looming ghosts that are time’s other philosophers. Let me call them Vampires because they can suck the energy right out of you, because they move in close to your most vulnerable part. You have no creative space. Take away the grey, twilight around them. Put oxygen back in place in your own red blood. Laugh with their released new form and gently talk about very human concerns. Become involved with them in the wonderful complexity we call life. Have real being along with them.This is the modern trick we perform. We humanize them, so as not to be killed by these monsters of our belatedness, history's gift.

These Grey Vampires of time have become The Forms.The Intelligible Universals. Each is a Platonic Eidos. A shudder and a presence. We understand intimately the place where we are. The Thing that is at our throat. And we seek to kill it. Or we cannot write.

The stench of this dead God is now everywhere. Tradition is a daemonic thing.

So what are these hoary presences from the past? What is Socrates and Jesus and Plotinus and Kant and Heidegger and all the others? They are certainly now not human beings. They have become Platonic Forms. And they present us with all the frightfulness that the Forms have always presented. And we seek to undo them in a philosophy of absence. We become nominalists and we want only the infolding complexity of the Aristotelian essence, the homely individuals. Then the Grey Vampires of Time will have been transformed into tiny effeminate harpies pestering us with pointless questions on the Internet.

4309  Another way to make a Platonic Form less frightening is to take the erotic out of it.  That is like taking the snap out of winter’s ice, the dusty hazy out of Egypt, the pollen out of August.  Not much is left.  Then there is no need for a pedagogue to lead the boy safely past his admirers.  Then Socrates becomes a “very sincere elderly wise man, much concerned with the public good, (who) wanted to show that the logos of anything is somehow deeper than any of the attributes that can be ascribed to it.”  Then he is a simulacrum, an eidolon, a shadow of himself.  Then love is no longer the mighty god Eros, but gentle Philia.  He becomes a kindly schoolteacher.

Socrates was Silenius.  He was a daemon.  He was the purest of thinkers.  He was both base and divine.  He has become for us anything but human.  He is the archetype of the archetype.  He is then the most frightening of all the philosophers.  He is Thought itself.  Like Jesus, he has suffered becoming a metaphysical being at the hands of his manhandling lovers.  I am one.  The student waits for the frisson to arrive.  If he is lucky he will become an Alcibiades.

Many of the socially minded in the church, and outside of it, complain that the metaphysical theologians have ripped the humanity right out of the god/man Jesus.  They lay the blame mainly on Paul.  I suppose that is what happened.  But the metaphysically minded, like me, love it.  The human Jesus is not a god.  The shudder and the horripilation of belief vanish in society’s care.  The Holy will slay you and lay you back.  You will speak in tongues.  You will be shunted away.  The killing sacrifice will be once more.  You are the absurd, the negligible.  That is a Platonic Form.

4310  Philosophical writing participates in the Form of Sacrifice.  In sacrifice the negligible piece, the inevitable remainder, is cast off, the random, the irrational, the incorrigible is deleted.  The whole is made whole by leaving the trimmings back on the shop floor to be swept away.  Philosophy is from the trimmings of life.

The essence of sacrifice is that little piece left in the rain after the celebrants have gone home.  The dead carcass still dead and abandoned.  The scapegoat still breathing now out on the windy plains forgotten.  The worthless thing that didn’t fit.  The whole is made whole again when only the worthy are in attendance.  Philosophy is in the momentary lapse of thought.  The minutest gap of separation.  The gap denied for the sake of the Whole.

4311  Speculative Realism, as I understand it, sees the world as composed of individuals that are internally complex and that are part of other individuals that are internally complex and on and on.  Each part signally its unseen presence to the other.  That simple explanation is not exact.  Matters in this philosophy are more, much more, complex than that and nothing so simple as a mere sentence can contain it.  Nonetheless, it will do.  Complexity abounds in this quasi-Aristotelian vision.  Its individuals are similar to the classic notion of substance in that they are structured, essential is distinguished from accidental and they teem with infinite depth.  They are finally ungraspable by the merely human.  This contrasts mightily with a Platonic Form, which is a simple thing.  The Forms do not divide into essential and accidental.  They have no depth; they are flat.  Nothing teems or seethes with life in them.  They are in still transcendence.  They give only a holy shudder when present.  When present they are fully present.  Then you are with the outcast remainder that is left after the sacrifice is finished and forgotten.  They are irrational chaos.  You know them exactly.  They are not of the world or any world.  Some of us have a taste for such Things.  Speculative Realism, so full of life in this world, doesn’t.

4312  Universals are eternally just what they are.  They do not change.  The separation between them is absolute.  Timeless, placeless they remain self-identical.

If I behold a burning bush, then that is a instance of the form of a burning bush.  If I watch a whiling dervish, then before my mind is an instance of the form of a whirling dervish.  If I stand in the rain, then there is with me the form of falling rain.  Eternal unchanging forms are right there.  Timeless, placeless they remain self-identical.

Change itself is a universal, an unchanging universal.  Timelessness and placelessness are timeless and placeless.  The instance is in an eternal instant.  If goes to then forever.  Nothing changes.

This philosophy of the unchanging forms is an eternal uneasiness in the spirit.  It is dis-ease in thought.  It would be a disease in the worldly soul of the worldly man.  It it frightening to him that he may end up there.  That too is an eternal form.  Nothing changes.

To overcome this disease and unease, this anxiety, the forms must be denied.  That is the hope of nominalism.  Nominalism has never succeeded in anything but increasing the anxiety.  One cannot immerse oneself in the world and learn to eternally forget the transecendent stillness.   The They will throttle you.  The harpies will come.  Your electricity will be shut off.

4313  Freud said that love is an over-estimation of the object.  He also showed us how the memory plays tricks on us and that we are capable of mis-interpreting almost anything.  Oh well, so what?  Art is exaggeration.  I got that from a documentary on PBS.  It all seems true, but who am I to judge!  And who are you, dear reader?  Oh well, who cares.  By a simple act of eidetic intuition (which I have also probably mis-understood) I can say with absolute certainty that it’s all true.  But probably meaningless.  Anyway, I’m going to say something important about anxiety.

Think of that one you are now in love with.  He is somehow the very vision of true something-or-other.  Everyone can see it.  Or maybe not.  Surely they have eyes but will not see.  Only you can see the truth.  And then there comes a hint from someone you know that you are an idiot.  Are you?  If you are a spiritual masochist, then yes and you have a great time beating up on yourself.  Secretly knowing, in a knowing hidden from even yourself, that you were right all along.  After all a vision is a vision and there you are.

A thinker has his thoughts.  Society has its demands on what you think.  The two will clash.  If they don’t, you really aren’t a thinker.  And you are anxious that you, probably out of simple horniness, led yourself out to the edge of a cliff and you are about to jump off.  Or you already have and you are floating pointlessly down.  Or up!  Pray to the god you saw in that vision to save you.  He will.  

Let’s suppose that you have just read something and it has struck you as unbelievably true and beautiful.  You are beside yourself in wanting to share it with someone.  Especially someone you are in love with.  It captures perfectly the very thing that has so secretly overwhelmed you for so long.  It is so easy and so right there.  So you give it to another.  And he sees nothing.  Even though a sort of knife just went through your heart, you begin to try to explain it.  He doesn’t have much time and you hurry and … utter failure.  What you saw he doesn’t see, no one else sees.  So now the questions strart to arise in your head.  Maybe you’re insane.  Or lust has warped your mind.  Or you’re stupid and you should not have been in school in the first place.  Or you are some sort of genius.  The truth of the matter is that the last option is right or sort of right.  What has happened is that a genius, a genie, has possessed your head, your heart and your groin and now you’re going to have to live with it.  So sweet, so terrible, so full of anxiety.  No one will believe you, probably least of all yourself.  But in bed, things rise up and you know.

4314  Let’s say I have suddenly hit on an idea.  A really good philosophical idea.  An understanding that will blow away the darkness of confusion.  I have seen this with my philosophical intuition.  It is magically intense.  My excitement goes all the way down to my toes.  I will write it down.

There are of course many ways to write it down.  In many languages, many styles of writing, many tones and hues of nuance.  Which one to choose!  I begin.  I put a few words down.  But other words and other beginnings appear and in no time I am stuck.  Which one to choose!  

Let’s say I suddenly feel the need for some music.  Which tune would help me think?  Which one to choose!  I need Music!  I need words!  I have the Idea.  It seems that limiting any of that to a specific way or type is about to stifle the intensity of it all.  I want the infinite Idea itself, not a very restricted way of expressing it.  I want Music, not a particular tune.  I want the full power of Language itself, ordered Sound, Being with a big B, not a little being.  It’s too much for my abilities.  I fall back on my bed and almost cry.  Or if I have been at this impasse too often, I do actually let the tears come.

It is often thought today that this is the problem of turning Potentiality into Actuality.  It is thought that the pure uninstantiated Form, of an idea or music or language, is merely potential until it receives the greater being of being a particular this or that.  This is the philosophy that believes that the Form just as the Form is less than the individual instantiation of the Form.  Nonetheless, it is granted that the Form just as such in more intense hanging in the imagination.  When it is particularized it loses its magic, but at least it is real.  Or is it?

Consider the Thomistic-Aristotelian form of realism.  In that philosophical vision matter is the principle of potentiality and of individuation.  The Form is actuality.  When the Form is materialized it takes on the potentiality of matter.  When the mind, with its power of abstraction, of pulling away, frees the Form from matter it abandons potentiality and comes closer to Pure Act.  The object is more actual.  This vision is the opposite of the one above where the Form particularized in matter is thought to be more actual.  Which one is correct?  I have, in my writings take up the old way.  To particularize a Form, to make it more specific and completely material, is to take it away from the fullness of Being.  Actuality, Act, belongs to the contemplation of the pure Form freed from matter.  All of which is condemned today as worthless daydreaming.

If my idea that the pure Form is closer to pure Being than the specific and the particular, then what about the act of writing?  Then the goal of writing is to lead the reader, not to the specific and the particular, but to the intensity of Being that is the Form freed from specificity and particularization.  Then a mere word, a simple phrase, is enough to place the reader’s mind right there in the magic of the pure Forms.

Consider sex, my favorite topic.  Imagine you are walking the streets and over there for a second, before a truck blocks your view, you spy a piece of flesh between T-shirt and jeans.  It’s there, it’s gone, but it may have been the most exciting thing you ever saw.  Much more exciting that the whole body displayed for your taking.  That little moment transported you to the pure Form.  Intense.  Leaving you standing there shaking.  Then the anxiety.  We go to the particular and the specific and the whole display in order to kill the intensity and the anxiety.  For some it is just too much.  Just as for many falling in love is too painful and doing it once leads to never doing it again.  

To write well is to be able, through a simple allusion, to lead your reader out of this overly-defined place to the simple Form.  

Wittgenstein’s sparse Tractatus is well-written philosophy.  Continental philosophy may have some good ideas (who would know or care?), but it suffocates them under great piles of jargon.

4315  There are the regular, finite forms in geometry and then there are the surprising forms of infinity. The latter include the fractals of chaos theory. Still, all depend on the elements of logic. Whichever one we use to describe the world we are still dealing with logical form. Infinity has a right handsome regularity about it. Chaos itself is contained by logic. Mathematics gently describes what is seemingly the most unruly. The question in philosophy is whether or not logical form is a mind-creation imposed on a non-logical unworld in order to make it be a world, or is already within Being independent of mind. The idealist thinks the former; the realist thinks the latter. I write realism. The mind is passive; it neither creates nor imposes. The form of the world simply is.

Within realism there are the transcendentalists and the naturalists. The former think that the Forms, logical or otherwise, are timeless and placeless. The latter think that the Forms, logical or otherwise, are located at a place and moment. To me, naturalism makes no sense at all. Logical form simply is and to say it is here or there is a surd.

So what are the elements of logical form? They are sameness, otherness, identity, separation, conjunction, disjunction, repetition, number, all, none, some, if…then, thing, negation, no-thing, existence, part, whole, cut, relation, and the maze of ordered structure. The list goes and on and on in ontology. Some philosophers call them abstract concepts and assert that they don’t “exist”. That they are mind-products. And then they have the problem of getting them “out there”. Their problem has no solution. The only philosophy that works is to see all those things as having been “outside” the mind all along and the mind simply observes.

So is mathematical-logical form all there is? Can everything be reduced to that? Of course not. All the other Forms exist also. The Forms of cloud and star and bicycle and hat and nose and poetry and cool sunglasses also all exist. None of that is “produced” by mind or language or that monster called society. It all just is. The pure Forms are there, the things we see in the light of direct vision, a light that is too bright and needs to be reflected in dark matter for our comfort. We complicate things up so we have a place to hide.

Logical form, the elements of logic, and the Forms are not all there is, but they will do for now. Being is vast and it is finally a mind-breaker. It is the Beloved. A brash delight.

Do you have any idea of how all the elements of logic mingle together in the shade of logical form itself? Of how the simple Form of Star mingles with Mathematics and all the host of heaven? Of how Philosophy is one thing? I confess I don’t. Do you think I should abandon this incorrigible lover?

4316  If you believe that the property of a thing is not something other than the thing itself then you are a nominalist. In order to emphasize that a property is not something more than the thing itself may say that it is away of being of the thing or a mode of being. It then has an adverbial feel. That same feeling of non-existence (as a thing itself) can be had by calling it an attribute or anaspect. However you call it, the only true existent is the individual thing itself. And for many who believe this it becomes apparent that finally only one individual thing exists. That one thing is then called Being or Reality.Finally to be an individual, or an object, is a mode of Being.The individual is an attribute and it is “predicated” of Being. Logic breaks.

That one thing (or unthing), Being, is beyond all its modes of being. If we see it as many and as spatially extended, that is because Being is then, for us, seen under the mode of number and extension. If we see it a thinking mind and in time, that is because Being is then, for us, seen under the mode of thought and time. All these modes are only Being as that. Then we see Being-as. These modes that are Being-as are not other than Being and they are just Being itself. And surely to be a thing is Being-as. For the nominalist.

But we in this life also suffer another mode of Being that is our falling into error. Then we forget that these modes of Being are not Being itself and we assert one or the other as true Being. Being hides from us in a mode of Being. That mode becomes our gift, our destiny. Our poison.

Such is the power of the nothing that is the substance of our thinking. We insert difference between thing and its properties. That is original sin. The philosophical error of seeing particular and property as two, and not one. It is the dreaded philosophy of dualism. I am a dualist. So close to evil.

4317  Today’s nominalists eschew the subject-predicate form as the form of things outside logic. They shy away from logic in principle. They shoo away the dogs of difference, in deference to the one beyond the One. They chew the bone. The object is thrown in the way. They hanker after existence, not for mere thought, they surmise. They rise up early to evade the muse of mysticism. They are the object oriented realists. They are hard in the darkness of the unthought. They sit and think some more.

Being is their god. Beyond divinity they look for the real.But in seeing, all they see is a mere mode of being. Even the object is just Being as object. Esse qua objectum. Being is then the seen-as-object. But Being is their god beyond the One. No, they want free of such old-time philosophy (though they respect it greatly). The ontic beyond the ontological. Even the objectness of the object is mere being-as. Metaphysics dies in the heat of their real object.And the real object is unreal. In the heat of Being there are only words.

4318  A sober, ontological analysis of an object leads us to Chaos as the ground of its being.  This is the Truth of Being.  That is the truth seen by both Plato and Nietzsche.  This is the place of desire.  That is the calm Apollonian vision.  Here we are alone with the wild, incorrigible beauty.  Here we go mad.  This is the calm Apollonian vision.  The Boy looks at you and your groin aches.  You look about for an escape.  You know the drive of chaos.  Your mind leaks.  I write the Boy.  I write the god beyond God.  I write the night of Pan and revolution.  The Forms arise and loom.  You freeze.  This is calm scholarship in the Garden of Academos.  Apollo walks the labyrinthine path.  Chaos is on the boy’s cheek.  History begins.

There has always been a fight between philosophy and poetry.  Between searing analysis and beauty.  Between the agitated professor and the boy who calmly watches.  The boy is chaos.  The dialectic works perfectly.  Then oblivion.

Philosophy without the boy/god is mere analysis.  Philosophy without the fire of Eros, the Tapas of the Buddhist, the frightening infinity of the twilight Krishna, the Night of Power and the Curly-headed Youth, is nothing but social propriety.  It is dead.  Chaos is desire; that and only that is the Will to Power, the madness of the Eternal Return.  He comes again.  You wait helpless.  

4319  We still have, in our academic culture, an aversion to nakedness. And we also insist that a person prove his individuality by means of a fine set of characteristics.Ontologically, no bare particulars that are there to be seen, only bundles of qualities are all there is to what we are. Thus, being true to that culture, I could never say, along with my so very gay friend, “Honey, you are an item.” Such plainness, such directness, such pointedness would be far too abrupt. Rather, I must list his best qualities and elevate him to a social abstraction, a type. I will avert my eyes from him as a just that. But, of course, I am not a part of that academic culture and I do see that he is really an item. Intensely just that.

Likewise, it’s very important in our culture that we remain untouched, pure, withdrawn in silent reserve, unseen except in dissimulation. No relation between individuals can finally be real and binding. We are each cocooned and revealed as larval, a grotesque mask for the grotesquely hidden. We are a people seeking protection.That we might not have to is a mystical vision of a heavenly place. A daring metaphysics.

No fear is so great as that of a straight male afraid he is going to be looked at, afraid of a real relation, afraid he will really have to speak and be heard beyond the nice delicacies he has practiced. He does not want to be an item, a just that, a thing in itself so out there for all to see.He does not want a real relation that will bring him in contact with another.

4320  The sign of the false is its randomness.  The sign, the critical mark, of the true is its groundedness in all that came before. A complete break with history, the cut of the uncaused, is evidence of the false.  The real has sufficient reason outside itself to be.  The truth of a thing lies in the conditions for its arising.  The fit fits until we arrive at the complete unity of the One Thing, the Real.  Being itself whole.  Except that this philosophy is not the description of this world we live in where the random seems to rule and the uncaused is.  It seems that the world about us is false.  As false as a piece of fiction on a library shelf.

But perhaps the library is infinite and The (ever unreal) Library of Babel is real.  Infinity contains the random.  The frightening Infinite.  And our physicists seek daily to banish it from their theories.  So far unsuccessfully.

4321  In analysis, realism takes the world back to the primal entities.  Beyond these simple things there are no others.  They rest on nothing else.  They exist.  They are the groundless things.  They are the ground.  They are the uncaused.  For no reason, they just are.  This is the hair-raising randomness of Being.  Chaos lies here deep in the heart of what is.

Thus, because of the unease these unchanging uncaused first things give rise to in the spirit of man, he looks for that which will be its own reason for being.  He looks for that that must exist.  The necessary thing.  He will call it God.  It will allay his anxiety.  It will ground the ungrounded.

The ground of our anxiety is the uncaused, the random, in our existence.  The totally free.  We hang on this nothing.  The nothing is the shimmering false.  Where is necessity?

Thus the Ontological Argument was born from this anxiety.  This is the impulse that drove on Des Cartes, Spinoza, Malebranche and Leibniz. All those who sought the perfect wholeness of the world rushed to find that that cannot not be.  The one thing that is its own ground.  Or the random rules.  Oh Anselm!

The argument is needed but their followers today, the advocates of the harmonious whole, hesitate.  They stop short.  They are afraid to go all the way to climax.  Their love of philosophy lies limp.  Other matters are considered.

My philosophy scintillates with the uncaused.  The Forms lie about for no reason.  Like languishing objects of our love they reek with what isn’t.  They ooze the false.  They just are.  The false, the erotic, the random, your freedom, is too much.  Few look.

4322  So the Form of the Sky is a random falseness.  But it is a noble lie, i.e. an artistic truth.  It is life.  Its beauty is our life.  The Forms must have that random falseness in order to finally exist.  But is that existence finally false?  That is the philosophical question.

To be is to be a thing.  Oh, we hesitate to say that something exists.  To say so would be to give it power.  It would be a thing in itself.  It would not go away.  And it would not be here or there and we couldn’t find it.  Except in an instant.  But how to find that instant.  It is all so improbable.  But it is all so necessary simply because that is the way things are here.  The world, so obvious, so present, is so unlikely. 

4323  Neither Kierkegaard nor Nietzsche was honest about his intentions.  Still, I love both.  The times were against them.  Plato lived in a propitious time and could afford to speak the truth.  Both Kierkegaard and Nietzsche hid behind masks and led the way to the science of delusion and repression that is called psychology.  We have all suffered their suffering.

Exoterically, the nineteenth century was under the sway of the Goddess, part Amazon, part homely Maiden.  Esoterically, it was in love with the lover, the boy suffering the tortures of love.  It sought help from the ancient Greeks.  Even Hölderlin and Goethe.

4324  Today the Ontological Argument has become for us also speech speaking speaking.  Meaning meaning meaning.  Thought thinking thought.  The Holy Trinity still rules and riles all our philosophical doing.  It rises and crashes into the moon.  It sleeps and dreams and bashes itself to pieces.  It always suffers under the red mark of the teacher’s opprobrium.  It is the narcissus lark of dawn.  This boy lies in bed and works the morning.

This point of necessity is the subliminal rallying cry of all our slashing analysis.  This piercing point of exactitude nauseates as does all fleshly desire.  This impossible night of thought leaves itself as residue in the morning light and right there the truth abides.  The lover loves love.  The work works all through itself.  The urge oozes in dew.  I do the white film of reality.  I am that than which there can be no abater.  Later I see I am nothing but myself.  Out there.

4325  Eros is our guide to the Pure Forms.  It leads us through dianoia to noesis.    It leads us through discursive thought, through the process of reasoning, to a vision of the ultimate ontological things, the Ideas.  The Idea is the object of the driving intention of Eros; it is the beloved thing.  The Idea is the object of the desire that is Eros.

The Idea, the object of love's vision, is the well-formed, the well-ordered, the clear and distinct.  It is the still perfection.  It is the final thing.  The hubbub of life stops before that.

The Idea is that beauty that makes you stop in your tracks.  It is that piercing thing that cracks your mind.  It is the only thing you ever wanted.  The thing you wanted so bad.  The thing you were often too afraid to think about.  It is the end of your incessant thinking and your desire. It waits.

Now, though the desire is ever-present with us, or some of us, can we say for sure that the Idea, the object of our reaching in body and mind is also there or somewhere to be grasped?  Does it exist or is it a fool's dream?  Is it real or a mere name that names nothing?  That is to say, are you a realist or a nominalist?  (nomina being Latin for name)  Platonism is extreme realism.  It is the madness of Eros and the still, Buddha-like, perfection of the final beauty.  The many prefer the middle ground of moderation, wanting neither madness nor stillness.  It's somewhat understandable.

Let us say you are falling through Chaos with Satan in Paradise Lost.  You are falling through empty space.  And you are analyzing that space as you fall.  One piece of space is exactly like another.  It is all the same as to scale, as to direction, as to every other consideration.  Your analysis goes nowhere.  Order of any kind is absent.  Nothing is established.  Thus it is chaotic.  Now imagine a world without order.  There is nowhere you can go to get your bearings.  There is no zero point on any coordinate system, no stable unit of measure, no steadiness of direction, every place falls into the infinity of places between it and every other place.  Every definition gives way to being defined by every other definition.  Now was then and will be again.  There is no first, no last, and every attempt to momentarily establish a first and last on any scale soon blurs into something else and the far off beckons mystically.  Sudden shifts break through.  You are somewhere else and another time.  You are suddenly someone else.  It becomes a nightmare.

Consider a logic that does not have any distinction between subject and predicate.  There are no first things that are the particulars that bear properties.  There are no properties that remain what they are.  Every property is defined and has its being is all other property, and they all fall into each other.

If you let yourself stop and think about the matter, will you ever come to the end of thinking?  Or can you, with Emerson, be sufficient unto yourself and know that you know?

Consider the poor student writer who has to pick a topic.  He is faced with a swelter of topics that all blend into each other.  He looks for a particular thing, but all particulars break apart into being all other things.  All meaning, all understanding, slides into the meaning and understanding of all things blending together.  The unity of things becomes sheer confusion.  No point is made, no clear distinction is drawn, the huge compactness of reality crushes him.  He deliquesces.

The opposite horrible predicament is the vision of particulars stable in themselves, universals, i.e. the forms, established and well-ordered, clear differences drawn, sharp lines of thought laid down.  But is that vision real or a dream?  Is it a momentary fairy, a jinn, that quickly disappears in the truth of chaos?  Is the erotic thing that drives you on to this beauty a false non-being.? Is Beauty deception?  Are Eros and the Ideas finally evil unthruths?

So Eros leads us on to form and Beauty.  Or does it?  Do you trust it?  Do you think Eros and the beauty that drives are good?  If you are asked to judge the good and the beautiful, would you rather turn away from Eros and toward some criteria for judging you found in a book.  Is the non-lover a better judge than the lover?  Is the non-lover to be preferred to the lover?  Was Lysis right in the Phaedrus after all?

If you let yourself stop and think about the matter, will you ever come to the end of thinking? Or can you, with Emerson, be sufficient unto yourself and know that you know? 

4326  Ever since Nietzsche announced the death of God philosophy has been poetry.  No longer are there Forms fixed in themselves.  The individual is gone.  All things that would exist dissolve into each other and never were.  We have been whirling off into the darkness.  Every horizon has disappeared.  The vortex of chaos pulls us in as into a black hole.  We liquefy onto the floor of emptiness.  And glisten on the shiny scales, then run off.  The flashing lights move and entertain us as they fade.

All of this has happened because, along with Nietzsche, we were trying to cover up the obvious.  We put on a transparent mask to hide our desire.  We pretended no one knew the truth.  We longed for the false and a shield against what we were.  And though everyone knew and knew that he knew he insisted he knew nothing.  And so he didn't.  We discuss many things on into the night.

Today continental philosophy is poetry trying to be firm with itself, but it is only the chaos of our non-existence trying to scream.  It is magnificent in its inert complexity.  It is even massive.  It sinks farther.  The center and the eternal things are gone.  So now we try for creativity itself hoping to salvage something that was God.  We lie to ourselves.  It is sort of noble.

Analytic philosophy has tried to wield the knife of diaeresis to find the heart of the beast and kill it in its own darkness.  But the dead thing is still dead.  Finally in the constricting maze of logical connectors it strangles.  But its intentions were good and I have taken up the knife myself.  Even here.

The only thing I can think of is to drag Nietzsche out into the open and see what he really was.  I want to look directly at Zarathustra's Secret.  I want to worship the forbidden beauty just as he did in his madness.  I want to speak the liturgy out into the open air.  I want this god to be seen naked in the sun. Just as he wanted and to live.  The fixed and true individual thing will stand.

4327  I love to read Reid Kane.  The steady, heavy rhythm, the magnificent, ponderous words, the throbbing insistence.  Substance fills the page.  He is true to the Nietzschean declaration that philosophy, now that we have killed Truth, is become poetry.

When the particular vanished, because it had itself become a swarming assemblage of smaller individuals themselves falling apart into ever smaller worlds of teeming gathering clouds of nether-worlds and chaos began to bloom with greater and greater portents of good and evil, then also the fixed universals that brought truth into place dutifully vanished and Truth was nowhere.  Or so we smilingly imagined and love's falling had us in its grasp.  Now we sail on and on through the sunless night creating unworlds of grim neighing possibilities.  An exquisite nihilism.

When the universal and the particular are gone.  When we cannot say x is F except as a fanciful notion.  When the center between an individual and what it is no longer holds fast.  When sentences only serve to deconstruct sentential structure.  Then nihilism and chaos and the alluring beauty of the apparitional Helen bring the thrill of false creativity.  The seductive fragrance of the simulacrum wafts in sweet decadence.  Flowers of evil nod.  Poppies grow on ancient battlefields where thought succumb.  When the universal and the particular are gone.

I'm sure that Reid Kane is not really looking to be a poet, but he, like Heidegger, is looking to find that magical place between poetry and the sever mathesis of philosophy, a high place where the teeming algorithms do their daimonic dance in toxic stratosphere grinning joy.  Or so I imagine as I read him.  A lovely read.  Thought never finds a resting place.  It becomes myth.  Logic becomes rather x transforms into y.  An eternal metamorphosis.  In the meantime Nietzsche has taken off his many masks and has gone to stand naked before the Sun that warms the Isles of the Blest.

4328  All interpretation is misinterpretation.  If it weren't we would have no chance of overcoming the great forces of history coming down on our head.  We pay excessive, close attention to certain writers so we might undo the stranglehold they have on our assent.  What has been given to us is a gift that is too heavy to carry.  Too awkward, too tangled, too hard to understand.  But it's not our fault alone that we had to be so contrary.  Those other writers were just as we in their time.  We each seek our own place.  The value in our writing depends upon how nicely we have distorted history into a good read.  Kant made the modern world of continental philosophy by misunderstanding not only Aristotle, but also himself.  This is the glorious Will to Power.  Therefore, if you think I have misunderstood Nietzsche, you must know that I must in order to be true to both Nietzsche and myself.  And Plato.  And my interlocutor.   I am naturally afraid. 

T.S. Elliot advises us that when we write poetry we should give our conscious mind over to making sure the punctuation and grammar is correct, and let our sub-conscious come up with the ideas and words.  It is the same with writing philosophy.  Make sure the superficials are done well.  The eternal forms as they reveal themselves to your hidden spirit will take care of the rest.  Your conscious mind may not only be surprised at what it finds written but will probably be somewhat embarrassed.  You must have the courage of your own words.

4329  So is the human spirit free?  For the ordinary person, for the non-lover, the sane worker – Yes.  For the love obsessed, the God obsessed, the sleepless thinker – No.  Each thinks he has chosen or been chosen by the better way.  

4330  In this writing, I am going to use the terms Aristotelian and Platonism loosely.  A real scholar would probably great differ with my use, but I am making a philosophical point, not doing historical research.  Hurray for the scholars, but for now they are not invited to the party.

One of the big differences between Platonism and Aristotelianism is that the former makes no difference between accidental and essential qualities as does the latter.  For a Platonist all of the forms of a thing are equal.  Likewise, for an Aristotelian, the essential form of a thing is internal to the thing; it is a part of it.  For a Platonist, all forms are external to the thing, which leaves the thing bare and without parts.  Both see a difference between form and matter.  The Aristotelian sees substance, which is the union hylomorphic union of those two.  The Platonist sees no such thing.

The Aristotelian sees substance as the hylomorphic union of matter and form.  Thus it sees no need for a nexus of participation or exemplification.  It is substance, the object, that accounts for the union.  Platonism has no substance, no object, to do the uniting and therefore depends on a nexus to do the trick.  Aristotle tries throughout his philosophy to get along without relations or a nexus of any kind.  All such things are instead objects or substances.  He tries.  At least that is the tendency that his followers take up.  In Platonism full-blooded relations abound.  Or have become so in modern times.  They should; otherwise, it becomes Aristotelianism.   

In Aristotle, relations become accidental qualities.  He can't quite get rid of them, but they become greatly devalued.  They slip away from the really real into dependency.  Essence and accident separate in that essence resides at the interior of the object, substance, and the accidents are left out in the marshes, they are marginalized.  In later times, these mere sensual addenda were only subjective ideas or images in the mind and kept their lower status.  Thus mind is now away from the Aristotelian really real.  It is insubstantial.  A Platonist has to take a different way.

An Aristotelian has form and matter united "in" substance, the object.  A Platonist has form tied to matter with a nexus, not "in" anything, no substance.  An Aristotelian divides accident from essence in that the former merely hang onto the outside of the object, encrustations.  The essence has full existence, on the inside, comfortably away from peering eyes and groping hands.  The Platonist has no such division between accident and essential and all ontological things are "out there" to be seen.  A Platonist and his things like to show off.

Finally, for an Aristotelian, it seems to me, even form and matter become devalued and only substance, the object, is left.  All else belongs to the Platonic realm of the barely existing, or simply non-existent, phenomena - perversion.  Even the Thomists feel it necessary to most severely damn Platonists as the most dangerous of all human lures.  It ain't pretty to watch.

4331  Those who push to have an Aristotelian-type substance or object as the only kind of really existing thing (no universals or relations or connectors or quantifiers of any kind) usually conflate substance, fact, and the idea of the fact.  Substance, traditionally, is hylomorphic.  It is a union of matter and form.  It is form embedded in matter, though we cannot use the word "embedded" because there is no connector that unites.  Substance is the union without nexus.  The "relation" of matter and form to substance is rather vague, except to say that they are "in" substance or the object.  A fact is an instantiation of form by matter or material signata, a bare particular.  Here again the "relation" of form and bare particular to fact is vague, but a material object and a fact "feel" different.  A proposition "depicts" a fact or an object, but neither form nor matter is "in" it.  A proposition is an idea that intends a fact or an object.  Let me give examples.  My printer.

My printer is black.  It is obviously a material object.  It has the form of being a printer and various other qualities.  Matter and form together in the object.  Or I can see the same matter and form as a fact.  That is a printer.  My printer is black.  Two facts, one printer.  And then there is the thoughts – 'That is a printer.'  'My printer is black.'  A thought is "of" the object.  They are somewhat like facts, but they do not have either the matter or the form of printer, plus, most importantly they have the unity of mind.  They are simple.  They are joined to the fact or the object by the nexus of intentionality.  

4332  The object of our gaze in contemplation is the far away, infinite thing of nowhere and no time.  It is thus that beauty sitting across the way silently knowing you are watching him.  God is right there.  At least until his friends come and take him away.

I have two friends; one believes in the here and now and the other believes in the Nowhere and Never.  One is immersed in the finite, the other is from out of the Infinite.  God is both.  The boy was the Eternal Form exemplified by that.  That is the absurdity of Being.  Of both heaven and earth.  We are in a very strange place.  Heimlich, unheimlich – did he just glance back and smile as he left?

4333  A great swath of philosophy in the twentieth century has been under the sway of Brentano.  It is the object-act distinction that has controlled us and been our guide.  We live in a transitive world with a transitive grammar; our attention is directed toward the Other.  Always.  All else is perversion.  All else is narcissism.  It was the narcissistic ways of the old triune God that brought us all our former troubles.  It was narcissism that brought us cross-eyed metaphysics.  It was narcissism that arrested our development.  We stagnated.  I, it seems, write up the old ways of the middle voice, the intransitive verb, the trinity of self with itself.  I write up the boy and his preening mirror.  Shouldn't I be a worker out there helping to build a worldly structure?

4334  First the vision, then the anxious holding back – now comes the interlude of anguish and twisting that may last months and the feeling of guilt and failure - then the thunderstorm, then the clearing, then the Radiance.  That is the repetition in Kierkegaard's Repetition.  It is the movement of thought in philosophical thinking.  In the blank, after paradox has caused your delicate structure of ideas to collapse, the Idea comes surging up even more lucidly and – you hold your breath - the process begins again.  The machine of thought.  Crushing, redemptive, magic.  Necessary.

This religious philosopher is not equal to the ethical.  He is not a mere aesthete of thought, but he is also not able to make the acts of commitment to the idea that constitute the stable everyday.  He knows the process.  He finally opts for the religious, the absurd, the god who will not let you speak his name out into the public places, and he dies alone in the arms of the Alone.

4335  What is the difference between the so-called madness of thought in the existential absurd and mere manic-depressive insanity.  Maybe there is no difference.  Maybe it is absolute, but subtle.  But only an existential thinker would ask the question.  Is the Absurd absurd and just a surd?  What is the difference between ordinary insanity and the divine madness in the Phaedrus?  Lysis says there is no difference.  The lover at times agrees, but deep in his soul he does not agree.  Still the question remains of whether there is a real difference.  The resulting anxiety is what we are.  Is religion just escapism?  The answer that it is is too easy.  The true dialectical thinker will never accept such an easy way out.  Nor will a lover abandon his love for mere affection.

4336  From Schopenhauer and Kierkegaard and Nietzsche, Heidegger learned anxiety.  He came to see decay, but "the foreknowledge of decay seems the privilege of those who can see beauty".  This is also the moral of Walter Pater and Oscar Wilde.  The only Nazism that Heidegger or any of the other ardently kindled Germans knew was the totalitarian enslavement by beauty and the vision of its inevitable demise.  Those Nordic youth had them by the balls.  There was no escape except through a greater evil.

And through their lovers these youth came to know their own beauty and they too felt the coming end.  Together they rushed on toward the grand cataclysm.  Now the secret is locked away on old black and white film.  And we are mystified how a people could be so strange.  We are not really mystified.  We know but we do not let ourselves know.  We too have the privilege of foreknowledge and we rush on.

4337  Some must have wondered, I'm sure, whether or not SR or OOP could ever be used to construct a theology.  A God, not a Goddess, theology.  Its critical step back from the hidden inwardness is already a Goddess thing.  The problem for a God theology is that there is no God religion out and about now.  Emil Durkheim has shown that all religions have now been absorbed by the social.  The social is now everything.  Especially on the Internet.  Such socializing is very, very much a Goddess, a family thing.  A God Theology, a true religious theology, would have to have as its object of worship a lone being, hidden only by its dazzling Presence.  The Totally Unhidden.  Internet chatter would stop.  

4338  Graham Harman in the last few days, on his blog, has been trying to capture the meaning of realism.  He is unsettlingly energetic and wonderfully passionate about it.  We can only watch and wish him well.  He writes, " This is why I always call for the following litmus test when assessing any philosophy that claims not to be idealism: does it allow for the interaction between any two entities to be treated ontologically in the same fashion as relations in which humans are a component?"  He has also written, “Individual entities are the basic reality in the cosmos.”  I'm not sure if he means to say that those cosmic entities are also ontologically primary, but I will assume he does.  My thought is that if he thinks of those objects away from human peering to be only or mere "individuals entities", then his thinking is doomed.  If he has shoved universals, including relations, bare particulars, and all fundamental ties between such things into the mind or into the ontological nowhere, then he is an idealist-to-be.  A true realist would have to say that all those things are separate from any act of knowing.  They exist whether known or not.

4339  I'm going to present here some advice on how to write, which some of you may think is laughable, considering the stuff I put up for people to read.  Or not read, because I have hardly any readers.  Therefore, if what you are trying to do is write something academic, then you should do the exact opposite of what I say.  Academic writing is basically a compressed conversation between you and the others writing about the same topic.  It's sort of a Platonic dialogue without the artful images.  Academic writing is good natured and sensible.  It is best done first in outline form as you build the dramatis personae.  What I do is anything but that.  I am in love with the sentence finds its way into my mouth and the tortured thoughts that creep into my mind as I so erotically lie on my bed.  I write in the twisting of intellectual passion, not in the dispassion of scholarly debate.  I am up against God and existence.  I am not socially connected.  I am not for the classroom, except for the one who has fallen asleep.

Here's my advice:  think of a topic, write about two longish pages on that, just set out and start writing until its finished, read it over.  And hold your head in amazement at how dull it is.  Now go back over those two pages and see if you can't find one or two or three sentences or parts of sentences that are really nice.  I guarantee that somewhere in that mass of nothing you will find a few little gems.  Excise them.  Throw away the scraps left over.  And there you are.  You have written something fine.  It probably went from two longish pages down to something one or two inches long, but that's enough.  Be proud of yourself.  Put your fine refined sentences up for all to see.  Don't worry about whether or not they are all that meaningful.  Your reader isn't stupid and he can make something equally fine out of it – if he isn't afraid.  Trust yourself that you know a really fine sentence when you see it.  Writing should produce something delicious.  A small morsel.  Anyway, we're all tired of all those great, long meals served up on the clogged blogs.

4340  As I understand Graham Harman, the individual thing is primary and that thing has an inner essence and outer encrustations. That last is what, traditionally, have been called accidental properties. That is my understanding as of now. From here I am going to go on into an interpretation of all that. All interpretations are removed from the original and are probably, and are no doubt, a misinterpretation. Let it be. I think we all understand our human situation. Graham Harman's individual thing is very close to an Aristotelian substance, but, not being a scholar, I cannot say for sure just how close. Let it be. The counter view is the Platonic. Harman's is the ethical and the Platonic is the aesthetic. Let me explain.

Imagine a young man walking down the street on a dark, stormy night. (As you can see we are already at the beginning of what is probably a bad novel.) Ethically speaking, we are very concerned for the young man's safety, his mental state, his comfort. We look to his inner self. We "respect him as a person" like us who is maybe in need. A story unfolds. Aesthetically speaking we notice how the red bandana around his slender neck, in the flash of lightening, nicely suggests a thrilling shiver of violence. Shadows play. A gesture from his hand sighingly indicates confusion. The soft wind rustles his hair and the loveliness of his silhouette glides us into a dream of love. The young man has completely dissolved into appearing forms of the night. The person is gone. The individual is gone. Form is everything. The scene becomes insubstantial. We are in the purely phenomenal. The fleeting light of the instant. The Eternal is momentarily right there as the just that and then gone.Everything is bare. We have done violence to the person. He has become a god.

By trying to preserve the inner essence of the individual, away from the gawking eyes of the artistic voyeur, Harman has spoken the ethical that is today the watchword and the password into our social, political times. The problem is that, by lifting the person safely up and away, he has shut him up in darkness. He has given us a world without beauty. Only a world of polite respect for one another's untouchable sovereignty. A world without gods.

4341  Kierkegaard, the philosopher I try the hardest to understand, still lies beyond me.  I have written the difference between the ethical and the aesthetic.  He insists that beyond the ethical, in the suspension of the ethical, lies the religious.  Yes, of course it does.  It is the Absurd.  It is the Absolute Paradox.  It is the Existential Instant.  It is so damn difficult to think.

He says that the religious is closer to the aesthetic than to the ethical.  The religious is closer to the poet than to the committed family man.  Still, for all that, he may deceivingly look like a so ordinary, bourgeois businessman.  The difference is so maddeningly hard to think.

Walter Pater, in the Conclusion, showed us the ephemeral, effervescence of the beautiful.  An alluring beauty.  He did not show us the Eternal Forms.  He saw none.  Or did he?  Is the Existential Absurd the momentary presence of the Eternal as just that thing now before you?  The fallen thing?  It is terribly hard to think.

4342  It is well-known that for Plato it is Eros that is our guide to the Forms.  At last we are taken to a vision of those eternal things.  It is there that we make our acquaintance with the things of Being. We are in the presence of divine beings.  And today if you really believe that you will be laughed out of what is left of the Academy.  More than likely, though, you will be ignored until you leave.  Nothing has changed.  It was always so.  That too is the true Form of Being.  Of religion.  Of the far thinker.  And, most of all, of the lover, the erotic traveler.  If that is you, expect nothing from the world, nothing at all.

And thus you have become the Knight of Infinite Resignation.  Faith should follow, but it is difficult.  It is very difficult to think.  Both Constantin Constantius and Johannes de Silencio babbled away about something, but what was it?  

4343  Take an ordinary thing.  An ordinary, individual thing.  Anything at all.  Take hold of it.  Pull out your ontological hammer.  Hit it.  Hit it hard.  Watch the ontological pieces shatter.  Blind your eyes from the brilliance.  Stand firm in the stillness and the silence.  Don't lose heart.  Slowly look about.  You are a philosopher.  The bobbles and bangles of Being fascinate you.  The fascinans.  The Fascinans Tremendum.  The mere nothings of analysis have captured you with their high art.  The Broadway of the Mind has taken you and you will never be able to go home again.  All night coffee shops of broken sentences beckon with their soft, golden entangled light.  Sigh.  One more sip. One more look about.  The heaviness of sleep comes.  And you go back to bed.

4344  As I have gotten older I have come to a different understanding of the Picture of Dorian Gray.  I used to think that it was preposterous to think that the person himself could stay young while his portrait aged into horrible distortions.  Now I see that that is in fact exactly what happens.  Inwardly, I am perfectly the same as I was at fifteen.  I ask my older friends and they say the same thing.  It is only that image on the wall, the mirror, that has changed.  Horribly changed.

At least that part of the story is true.  And it is true that eventually the image will be destroyed, thank God, but the rest of the story doesn't seem right.  

Consider a flower.  Ontologically speaking, let's say it is composed of the Eternal Form of Flower and a bare particular.  In addition there are all the forms of its momentary appearing.  The flower in itself knows its Form of Being a Flower.  And it knows that that doesn't change; it is eternal.  The momentary appearances come and go.  Soon, too soon, it droops and wilts and dies as a gruesome entanglement.  But the Form of the Flower is still as it was and always will be.  The flower knows it is That - if a flower knows anything at all.

The upshot of all this is, the philosophy that can be gathered from this. is … I don't know what it is; it is just me thinking, as I have always done.  I see something full of wonder.  That is to say, I see something in frightening holiness.  I can only look on a short while and then I go blind.

4345  The most common philosophy today is the belief that what we know, everything that we think we know, about the world, is the world as it appears when filtered through our human thinking apparatus. In other words, we know nothing real. And to think that we do is the lie that leads to all kinds of social evil. Oh my! We know distortions. Personal caricatures. Basically trash that we share with others. And … why go on? There are those who say that knowledge of our situation, our predicament, allows us to be more caring and even more creative in our imaginings. Still, it all remains untrue and fleeting according to the settings on our apparatus and our dilapidation. It's a detestable philosophy and, I think, in bad taste.

In my writings, you will find a philosophy of direct realism.We know, we see, Being directly without filters. This is that Principle of Acquaintance that is so damned by so many ontologists. I see the things of Being before my mind's eye without intermediary. Thus I am not a Hegelian, who sees all things appearing to all other things only as something mediated. To the thing itself! A brazen saying. Is it Evil itself?

Why is it that in our long intellectual and religious history, it has so often been thought a sin to look directly at something? Why are we cautioned to always look in and through a mirror, a Specula? To see the Genus, the Form, through the species, the particular? What is it about looking on and at? As the Medusa was to be seen safely only as reflected. To watch is a crime. Why are we blinded by the light? We wear clothes as a monk wears a habit. We have the habit of lying. Still, for all that, I know how a boy will wear his cap down over his eyes so no one will see the beauty that is there. And his baggy clothes are like a chador. Life is not what we imagine.

4346  More than anything, philosophy, for the past two and a half millennia, has been a question about our knowledge of universals.  Right now I am listening to an escalating chant.  I perceive this particular instance of the universal Form.  Of the Chant.  The Form, the genus, has become, here and now, of a specific type, even a minute determination of that species.  The Form of Chant appears as this very limited instance.  The question is about our knowledge of the Form itself, naked, without all the hiding within specificity and particularity.  Can I go to the Form itself?  I think that that is the act of Husserl's Eidetic Intuition.  That is what has been so questionable about that philosophers work.

Let us say that the specific, well-determined, limited instance of the Form is what we have before our mind's eye and from that we want to know the Form itself by itself.  Can we?  There are, of course, those who insist we can't.  They are the many.  They insist that all we have is the word "chanting" and that is a very faint shadow of the determinate instance.  Even a concept gathered from many listening is a faint image of each of those determinate instances.  It seems that the particular, determinate instances are the really real and the more determinate it is, the more real.  The idea that there is a Form by itself is a faint almost nothing.  

There is something about that analysis that seems correct.  Until Eros enters in, the limb-loosener.  The root λύε means to loosen, separate, divide – ana-lyse, to loosen up.  There are times when perceiving something we are struck by something else in it.  Suddenly, there is magic.  It is overwhelmingly, strikingly beautiful to the mind.  In it we see the really real thing we have been waiting for.  That thing we somehow knew.  The spirit strikes up.  We now see directly and we know with strong knowing.  We have that something present.  What is that something?  Should we beat up on ourselves and say it is "only" our heightened sex drive, meaning to lessen it?  Or should be catch the beat and say that it is the heights of the Drive of Sex guiding us to transcendent things?  It's the latter.  The intense Form itself is near.

Eros is not one of the gentle gods.  We are not talking about Harmonia.  Eros is that god that will violently rip your joints apart.  I think anyone who has been violently in love knows that.  Eros dismembers.  That is why he is the god of philosophical analysis.  Things come apart.  The Form separates from the species which separates from the instance – all the way along the philosophical Scala Paradusi.  In the dance that is ontology you are jerked about, the duende, the tango, the bone-crusher in present.  Even so mysteriously present in a mere chord change.  

4347  Let's say you are listening to music and a chord changes and it sends your spirit flying.  It happens all the time.  What is the ontological explanation for what has happened?  Or are you one of those who thinks there is no such thing as an ontological explanation, only scientific?  Let's attempt an amateur scientific explanation.  The chord change set off certain electrical changes in your neural makeup and eventually that set off a burst of serotonin in your brain and you were ecstatic.  Serotonin!  All of that can be mathematically described.  It's mathematics, my dear.  Even music is mathematics.  Everything is mathematics.  Space is merely mathematics as geometry.  Your spirit flying is geometry – of one sort or another, or of many sorts.  Mathematics!  When I was in high school, I loved mathematics, especially geometry.  It sets me off just as much as chord changes, maybe more.  In fact, I do agree that they are the same.  Still, that doesn't answer the deep questions that rise up about just what that being "set off" and flying is, serotonin being just mathematics and all.  So now it's back to what is the ontological explanation.  My answer is that the Form was captured by both music and neural mapping and there it was.  The Form!  Which isn't much of an answer at all.  Nonetheless, we are in love with form.  And all of our thinking attends to it.  Let's say it is a Mysterium Tremendum, a Mysterium Fascinans.  The mind breaks and the oblivion of sleep ensues.  Until the next time.  

4348  Here is a proposal for an object oriented theology.  First off, though, I should say that I don't believe there are such things as objects.  I am not an object oriented ontologist.  Nonetheless, I think it would be fun to try my hand at this.

Let me begin by making a few suppositions.  We live in a world that is real insofar as it comprises a whole lot of objects, which are themselves real.  The world is the set of all objects.  This is thus a pluralism, not a monism.  

An object has an essential nature.  It appears under certain aspects. Those appearances, those aspects, are grounded in the object and its essential nature.  The object creates its appearances, its aspects.  

Thus we have 1) object, 2) essential nature, 3) aspect, and 4) the nexus of creation.

There are no relations between objects.  Objects appear to each other internally.  That is to say, there is a sensual presentation of one object inside another object.  The sensual object inside a real object is the "image" of a real object that is other.  A real object creates an aspectal appearance of itself inside another real object.  

The place of creation, for one object, is inside another object.

That dual thing, that hooking up of one object with another through mutual creation begets another object.  A third arises out of two.  From there the process iterates and a world unfolds or blossoms or maybe just plops out.

In the beginning there was the Primal Pair.  (unless you want to somehow derive two from one, but that don't come easy)  This Pair worked their magic on each other and a world arose.  Voila.  

This means that in addition to creation we have to have a nexus of begetting.  Or spawning.  Or whatever you want to call it.  

I personally do believe there are such things as objects.

4349  Ontologically speaking, objects don't exist.  Objects belong to the everyday.  They are thus of science and commerce.  They are worldly.  Ontology is other.  After analysis on the everyday has been performed by the ontologist and the object has disappeared, there is no way he can put his ontological pieces back together so they are once again the same everyday object.  It is the Humpty Dumpty effect.  The ontologist remains stuck in another glittering unworld.  And from then on he will probably work day and night trying to hook up the two realms.  But you cannot.  The difference between them is absolute.

The everyday person thinks the ontologist is mad.  The ontologist insists that he is just handing the everyday person the very things he has had all along, but seen for what they really are.  The everyday person knows better.  The ontologist has eaten the fruit from the garden and he can never think straight again.

Objects don't exist, philosophically speaking.  And to try to make a philosophy of objects is doomed.  Objects belong to science and the everyday.  Ontology is other.

4350  Graham Harman writes at the beginning of his book Heidegger Explained:

"The title of Heidegger's greatest book is Being and Time, and 
these three words explain the whole of his philosophy. ...  being 
is not presence. Being is not present, because being is time-and 
time is something never simply present, but constantly torn apart 
in an ambiguous threefold structure. The whole of Heidegger's 
career serves only to clarify the insight that being is not presence. 
The being of things such as candles and trees never lies fully pres- 
ent before us, and neither does being itself. 

A thing is more than its appearance, more than its usefulness, 
and more than its physical body. To describe a candle or tree by 
referring to its outer appearance, or by concepts, is to reduce it to 
a caricature, since there is always something more to it than whatever we see or say. The true being of things is actually a kind of 
absence. A key term for Heidegger is "withdrawal": all things with- 
draw from human view into a shadowy background, even when we 
stare directly at them. Knowledge is less like seeing than like inter- 
pretation, since things can never be directly or completely present 
to us." 

Using that, I want to say something about philosophy in general.  First let me say that I have no quarrel with Harman about Heidegger, simply because I am not a scholar, certainly not a Heidegger scholar, and for all I know he is right in what he says, though that is not what I was thinking when I read Heidegger.  I want to talk about presence and absence.  The seen and the unseen.  In Greek it is the difference between eidos and a-eidos.  The Idea and Hades.  The Greeks loved being in the light.  Light is the very substance and truth of Hellas.  They hated the underworld where darkness ruled.  They feared that ever unseen place.  It was the Northern Romantics that taught us about the dark glory of the shifting, watery absence, the mystically unseen.  These two views are radically opposed.  The Object of today's Object Oriented Philosophy is of the unseen, the absent to view.  It is not a Greek idea.  In order to do philosophy it is necessary to choose the Greek or the German Romantic.  In my writings I have chosen the Greek.  I most highly value the openly seen, the thing in the light, the phenomenal presence - thus the boys that decorate my words.  I eschew the darkness, the absent, the unseen.  I leave that last thing to poetry and scientific speculation.  It is not of ontology; it is the ontic, as Heidegger would say.  Heidegger has tried to lead philosophy into poetry of loss.  He has somewhat succeeded.  I suspect, however, he was playing a Pascalian game of trying to bring on the most intense darkness that he knows is ever before the coming Light. I think he was waiting for the gods to appear.

4351  Take an ordinary object. A chair. Break it apart into its ontological pieces. You will have properties, relations, sets, particulars, connectors, facts, actuality and potentiality, higher order logical forms, quantifiers … the list is rather big. Take a simplified version: a bare particular, a Form, and a nexus that joins the particular and the Form to make a fact. Ch(a). This is a chair. Two simple things, a connector and a fact. All those together have to make a chair. They can't. You cannot get those pieces to squeeze together tight enough to remake the original chair. The ontological pieces hang in ontological space in splendid isolation.  Glittering intellectual stars in the night of analysis.

Bradley tried to argue against this subject nexus predicate form of logic by showing that it leads to infinite regress when you try to hook them all up into one thing. A connector to tie the connector to the connector to the connector … falling into oblivion. In a sense he was right; you cannot overcome the division between the ontological pieces. He was wrong in that the pieces remain what they are. They will not go away. Analysis has revealed an ontological realm to us away from the world of ordinary objects.  We have jumped from beings into Being. There is no path leading from the one to the other. The mind finds itself in one or the other.  And you will choose the one you find the most alluring.

4352  Here is one reason why objects have trouble existing in ontology.  Consider your sock.  There was a time when it was soft and white and felt so good.  Now it is hard and yellow and feels rough.  The same sock is just like Des Carte's piece of wax.  It changes.  Is there a contradiction there?  The sock is soft.  The sock is not soft.  Well no, you say.  The one sock has different, even contradictory properties, at different times.  Yes, of course.  But ontology is not so slap-dash as that.  It must be precise; it must speak literally.  Did you really mean to say that there were moments that the sock was at?  Do such moments exist?  Does the tie of "being at" also exist?  Those are the kinds of questions that ontology must ask, has traditionally asked.  If you believe in absolute time then you may in fact believe in moments and such a tie.  Then all properties become relations.  The sock is soft at t1.    S(a, t1)  Softness is relation between the particular and the moment.  If you don't believe in the existence of moments that particulars are at, then you have to find another way to overcome the contradiction "within" the object.  You could, perhaps, abandon the logical Law of the Excluded Middle. It is neither soft nor not-soft.  Then you could even follow Nagarjuna, the great Buddhist philosopher, and say it is also neither the case that it is neither soft nor not-soft nor not the case that it is neither soft nor not-soft.  And on and on up into Nirvana.  Beyond logic and its so-called laws there is the object which doesn't fit into such neat and tidy human categories.  But then what is it?  It is just the object beyond thought, beyond logic, beyond everything you might imagine.  Do you really want to go there?  Maybe you do.  Good luck.

I suspect the object oriented philosophers really do believe in absolute time.  They take seriously the Hegelian aphorism – Time is the substance of the world.  Time is the great mystery.  Unlike the Platonists, they don't see it as the enemy.  It is the substance they lie on at night.  It is the 

4353  Let's suppose the parallel interpretation of quantum physics is correct.  I will suppose you know what that is.  I love to think about these things.  In my heart of hearts and mind of minds I think and feel that the idea is correct.  Still, for all that, this is not a philosophical idea.  It is a scientific idea and it is lovely.  I wonder what it does for the idea of the object.

You might like to think of it this way.  Imagine you are a Hindu and you believe in endless reincarnation.  Given infinite time you will not only have time to become all possible things, but you actually will, one life at a time.  Along that long line of time you will be everything.   Now, however, given parallel universes you will have many, perhaps an infinite number of lives, AT ONCE.  Arjuna begged Krishna to let him see him in his true infinite form.  Krishna warned against it.  Finally, Arjuna got his wish and it … well, it's a good thing that in a parallel universe Krishna didn't let him see, because it was … oh, well.    The Object blows up.  Orientation becomes totally disoriented.  Ontology schmontology.

4354  Physics is not philosophy.  Physics studies the geometrical structure of Space-time.  The things of physics are "in" space and time.  Or they are pieces of Space-time.  The things of ontology are not.  If you consider universals, relations, bare particulars, facts, connectors, quantifiers and all the other things of ontology, none of those things are in either space or time, physical, phenomenal or perceptual.  Philosophy studies things not in space, time or Space-time.  

Look at a blue blanket.  The particular is related to other particulars with space and time relations.  That's what we mean when we say the particular is "in" space and time.  There really is not "in" there.  Space and time are not containers.  Space and time are only relations.  The Space-time of physics is something else altogether.  Philosophy doesn't study Space-time.  Philosophy knows only relations, universals, bare particulars etc.  Anyway, neither the blue nor the blanketness of the blanket is in space or time and they certainly are not in Space-time.  

It could be that you want to believe in only Space-time and physics.  The things of philosophy other than that may seem to you to be mind-fumes.  In that case you are will only have to deal with the weirdness of the Quantum and Relativistic geometrical structures.  It is a weirdness that will either lift you up or throw you down.  You may not be able to win for losing.  Unless, like me, you love the magic of it all.  Later I will write about the greater magic that is the mathematics of the actual Infinite.  It's simply marvelous, my dear.  

4355  Plato presents the Forms, the Ideas, in a flash.  It is a moment of intense seeing.  It is silent.  Then it is gone.  It is an instant of Noesis.  Then follows the long speaking and the categorizing and the formalizing.  It is the time of dianoia.  We try to remember, but the memory has faded and the thing seen dies in the process of analytic remembering.

Heidegger gives us the Plato of dead analysis.  Heidegger's is a philosophy of hearing and speaking, of time's living.  The instant of seeing in silence that is Plato is nowhere in Heidegger.  He has made the same mistake that Kant made.  He puts time and hearing before eternity and seeing.  He follows the Semitic way.  He thinks that Plato is dead dianoia.  He makes the stillness of ecstatic seeing be the unliving fixity of mental categories.  Heidegger has misunderstood Platonic seeing in favor of Old Testament hearing.

Hearing is in time.  Seeing is in an instant.  Heidegger gives us time and its overwhelming mood of absence.  The lit-up Form, the ecstatic presence is reduced to ashes in the dark fire of merely living.  Heidegger wants us to listen to the question, the unseeing.  Heidegger sleeps at the foot of Kant.  And then goes to work as a teacher.  

4356  Heidegger is professorial.  High Protestant seriousness.  An Old Testament listener to the word of the Lord, to Being, to the Deus Absconditus within Time's hidden manifold.  He is a prisoner of immanence.  To love to read him is to love this cloister without escape.  He is content to remain a worker in the field, in the world.  He labors in time's gathering.  He communes with the gods of the soil and human blood.  That is his only hope of avoiding the nihilism of the acidic intellect.

Plato is playful and Socrates is full of irony.  Vision is more important than hearing.  The timeless more than the gathering of time.  The eternal beyond the mouth of the cave is our hope, our escape, the openness unneedful of time's machinations.  The Beyond that is not dependent on time or man.  The sudden.  The manic, frightful beauty, the erotic finale.

To go on an intellectual date with Heidegger is to date a humorless philologist.

4357  The twentieth saw the triumph of the social over the transcendent gods of religion.  What power the gods formerly had society now claimed.  No more transcendence.  Now only immanence.  No more a vision of timeless things. Now only time and work.  Heidegger wanted man to find himself in the work of his hands.  He was a laborer in the mostly hidden field of life.  Even blood and soil.  The twentieth century saw man as a material being.  Substantial in his being a part of the earth and the sky.  The gods were natural forces.  Now we are in the twenty-first century and things are changing.  The social is still with us as our essence, but it has become a very thin ionized, digitalized gossamer thing.  We are being pixilated rapidly.  Material substantiality is disappearing into fleeting photons.  Nothing lasts more than a few moments.  Our pictures are sharp and brilliant and ecstatic, but they vanish immediately when the next one appears.  We speak, but it's only a momentary flash of electrons across a space that is no longer there.  We still have to speak the words of worship before society.  Society is everything.  And demands obedience.  Only now that beast is even more invisible.  Still, it totally controls what is acceptable to say and do.  We follow blindly.  To do otherwise would be to disappear from the screen.  We are slowly disappearing into the One.
4358  Today's philosophies of immanence offer no hope of escape.  They are very, very serious about themselves.  They are concerned.  Care consumes them.  Style, playfulness, impish irony are piously banned.  Their one and only task is to make sure that the poor souls of the world are peacefully laid to rest.  Souls racked by the anxiety that comes from having the world too much with them.  Just lie down in time's comfortable fold and try to forget.  What you did had consequences and you are that.  Still, your doing was part of the great gift you had to accept. Now the past is irretrievable.  And inexorably the future smilingly,  tirelessly waits to accept you – if there is time.

I want to get away from it all.  I run to a philosophy of transcendence.  I see the openness of Being beyond time.  Away with this deadly seriousness!

4359  Heidegger's Immanentism is most radically opposed to Plato's transcendentalism.  His (mis)interpretation of Platonic Ideas as Kantian epistemological structures leaves them as distortions of beings by the categorizing act of reason.  He thinks the Being of beings is veiled over in the false timelessness of the rational.  He rushes to take away the lifeless structures and give beings back to time.  

Plato agrees with Heidegger that beings are in time.  He disagrees with him that the Being of beings is Time itself.  For, Plato Being and the Ideas are separate from time and are prior to both time and beings.  And for man to contemplate Being and the Ideas is to rise above time.  For Heidegger, to contemplate Being and the structures of Being is to contemplate Time and the destiny of Being in Man.  In Heidegger, Being and Man necessarily correlate.  In Plato Being and the Ideas are separate from temporal Man and do not depend on him.   

4360  Everyday things are mostly absent.  They have a past and a future and another side that and yet another side that we will never see.  They far outstrip our limited vision and our limited understanding.  Thus they are the stuff of many stories gathered into long novels.  Ever unfolding we wait to see what happens next.  And we later read so many personal biographies and autobiographies and distant speculations about what might have been.  This is the world of individuals with character.

Ontological things stand in the full light of Presence.  The everyday world of absence is absent.  Ontological things are not the stuff of novels.  They are not individuals with unfolding character.  They are not alive in time.  They are the Instant of Seeing.  The Striking. The Flash.  Back in the everyday world we remember or we try to remember that Presence.  We grope in absence again, but we can't help thinking of the magic we momentarily saw.  If only it would come again into our dark world of the not here, not there .  The others say we saw nothing at all.  So we entertain ourselves with stories.  Stories of those who also momentarily saw then tried to remember.  Tried to make it repeat.

4361  In the natural world of physics and biology entropy inevitably increases.  That is to say, the ordering of sharp-line differences slowly gives way to a blur.  Things thinly deliquesce.  The body sags.    Decay breaks everything down into uniform monotony.  Form is lost.

In time all individuals grow together into a drift.  Ambiguity and indecision slide up and nuzzle our thoughts.  We finally disappear, mind and body, into the tasteless soup of darkness.  There's nothing here to love.

There are those philosophies that want to give an extensional or denotative ontological ground for all universals, all form.  For example, Red as a color, as a universal doesn't exist, supposedly, but only red things.  The number three don't exist, only triplets of things.  Humanity doesn't exist, only individual humans.  Logic as such doesn’t exist, only particular manipulations of symbols.  And so on and on.  Some things have no extension or denotation and are thus literally nothing at all.   Square circles, a whole number between six and seven, the perfect kiss, the immortal gods.  The up (or down) shot of all this is that universals don't exist, only sets of similar things.  Likewise sets don't exist, only their elements.  Finally only individuals exist.  And in the world of physics and biology they soon all fall together into one big pile.  The bland overtakes us.

But if universals and all ontological forms do exist aside from their extension in individual things, then we can get up and walk away from the table and leave the soup to sit by itself.

4362  There is one thing that most analytical philosophers have strikingly missed and, surprisingly, even many of those who have come from the line of Kant; though not here at the University of Iowa. That one thing is the transcendental unity of consciousness. It is said well is an aphorism of Aristotle: The mind is one; the world is many. Consider Wittgenstein's statements: "The world is all that is the case. The world consists of facts, not of things." A fact is a complex. It is the instantiation of a universal. The rocks are warm. That fact is complex, though not excessively so. It can be analyzed into symbols in any number of ways. Then there is the thought of that fact. That thought is not itself complex. It is a simple thing, the transcendental unity of that complex, namely the idea [The rocks are warm]. That simple thing, that idea, can, in fact, be exemplified by many individuals. You just did. It is one and the same universal that is exemplified. The transcendental unity of consciousness is a simple thought of a complex fact. And that thought is a universal. Or so, my dear, I would have you agree, but I see that you hesitate.

The problem is that thoughts, unlike fiery sense, are almost invisible. They are colorless, placeless and so very fleeting. They are totally transparent. They are completely perspicuous. And they are so intimately what we are that we have trouble backing off to get a look at them. They vanish almost as soon as thought. Almost, but not so soon that we are not aware of our own thinking. And that it is a simple unity.

4363  I'm going to attempt to write in a few paragraphs something I just read in David Rosen about Plato and revolution.  It is something I know very little about.  Political theory.  Bear with me.  

The philosopher, as one of the wise men, alone with his friends, tells of how there is no truth, no stable form, no divinely inspired order to things.  All is convention.  All is fleeting ambiguity.  Here, the philosopher is a private person, speaking behind walls.  

The political man deals with the masses, the many, in the public forum.  He dare not speak what the philosopher, the wise man, really believes.  The public will not have it.  Rather, through the use of rhetoric, he gives the people what they want to hear and they do as he wants.  But what is it the people want to hear?

The many, the people, have two levels of belief.  Outwardly, exoterically, from roof tops, they praise the good and the noble, the ancient true ways, the courageous ways, the strenuous life of work and sacrifice.  And they want the politician to uphold the rigor of a lawful life.  But esoterically, secretly, they want the politician to support them in their inner belief that it is pleasure that defines all those other things they so forcefully, outwardly, asserted.  They believe that the strong deserve to get more.  They are more like the private wise men in believing that only motion and change and convention are real.  That all else is just a noble lie.

And now along comes the professor, the intellectual, a person half-private, half-public in his job at the university.  He wants to agree that all is only convention, that there is no truth, that all things succumb to the motion of minute invisible bodies.  He will even, maybe timidly, assert that, but then he will quickly add that we must be rigorous in honoring the establishment of truth and objectivity and good order.  His university as a place of high tradition has kept society strong.  He tries to say both things even though they contradict.  He will even take his students out for dinner and drinking and let them know that he too is a man of the people.  He also knows the pleasures of life.  But you cannot honor convention and truth at the same time.  Nor rigor and pleasure.  He tries, he must, and he suffers.  The intellectual as public servant is a twisted animal.

I'm sure I will rewrite this after I understand it better, or I will give up trying.  I live behind walls. I write and I do send it out but only for others behind walls. I am not a public intellectual. Strangely, I do join pleasure and the unchanging Forms. Or maybe not. What should I think of the Internet?
4364  I live half the year in Kathmandu, Nepal with side trips to India.  I know the look and feel of poverty and squalor.  I know street hustlers and hopelessness.  I have not walked over it all like a tourist and casual visiting scholar.  I have bathed in its light.  The other half of the year I come to neat and clean America.  I glide over the slick pages of the internet.  Orderliness and sincere concern tingle in the thin, ionized air.  Rapid analysis and swift hyper-threading connect the mind.  We are one in virtual emotion.  And I wonder which is worse.  The painful look of the hustler's deception that I feel there or the smooth, perfect, photonic honesty that I see here?  The first is honest deception; the second is nauseating deceptive honesty.  It's always a relief to get away from here.

4365  Reading, writing and thinking are solitary acts.  There has never been a case of a good work of art or philosophy or any other creative act being produced by a group.  Today, when the social is so very powerful, it is almost impossible to find anything more than fragments of what might have been.  This is not to say that good, very good, works don't exist; it's just that the great Ghost of Society and the Group more powerfully push it down than ever before, because they are simply bigger now.  So how does one escape and find a place of solitude?

Kierkegaard has superbly given us the dialectic.  Outside the group, there is the existential Absurd, the God of the solitary individual.  Without that transcendent Nowhere, the group will crush your mind to a confused pulp.  

It is commonly thought that because philosophy began in dialogue form, with Plato writing about Socrates and his wily companions, that philosophy should arise out of a type of conversation.  And so we have college classes filled with arguing students.  The classes achieve nothing except turn people off to philosophy.  Those Dialogues are deceptive.  They aren't really conversations by the lovers of wisdom; they are creations out of the mind of Plato.  He is always silent and it is in that silence that we encounter the whole scene.

I am saying that now, just as always, it is the individual alone, going out to meet the Alone, that reads and writes and thinks.  I will call that the soul with God.  I call it that knowing that it is an apotropaic spell and it will help chase the group away.

4366  For quite a few years now I have been interested in the relation between philosophy and style.  The word "style", in this case, can of course refer to more than just the style of writing.  The style of dress and movement by the philosopher or the philosopher's intended object are also important.  As is his style of thinking.  And so much more.  Rhythm seems to be an essential element of style.  Repetition, difference, remembering, forgetting, the eternal return, the inevitable leaving, around and around, a dance, sometimes smooth and sweet, sometimes severed and hanging.  And, of course, the Word that is Being  is highly  rhetorical.  Style, Honey, style.  What are we to think of it?  Is it distraction and an impediment on the way to truth?  Or is it the substance of truth itself?  Lovely and urgent questions.  And after all these years I still cannot, but somehow I can, speak the relation well.  Anyway, please look at the two entries on Grammar as Style that I have put in the upper right-hand corner of this page.  They are old books but very, very good and a delight.  One is 16 and the other 23 MB, I hope that is not too big for your type of connection.  

4367   Consider these things: a universal (let's say Raging), a particular (x), a connector (is), a fact (x is Raging).  Those are four ontologically different things.  Consider a fact (x is Raging), a thought ([x is Raging]), a connector (Intends), the act ([x is Raging] Intends x is Raging).   Again there are four ontologically separate things.

The idea, the fact, the connector and the act.  Those are four things.  

There is no further connector between universal, particular, the connector (is) and the fact.  And there is no further connector between fact, idea, the connector (Intends) and the act.   

The question about whether or not every fact is a part of an act is that no fact is a part of an act.  An act is something other than the facts and the idea.  We know that simple things and facts and acts exist, but which ones and how many we cannot speculate on knowingly.  Perhaps all.  Who knows?

I know it seems strange, mighty strange, unthinkably strange, to say that a complex and "its constituents" are separate.  Nonetheless, that is ontology.  Ontology is not the everyday.   In ontology we reach the limits of thought.  Period.  I, we, write to deal with that.  Always badly.  

4368  Abel offered up an animal sacrifice to God, and Cain offered up fruits and grain.  God preferred Abel's offering and he rejected that of Cain.  This story has nothing to do with killing and ecology.  Separating grain and fruit from its branch is just as much an act of killing as is cutting the neck of an animal.  It is rather a story of God choosing one person and his offering over another.  The Bible is filled with such irrational divisions.  Anyway, we know that Cain felt jealous and he killed Abel.  Cain was unloved.  It's easy to feel sorry for him.  We are also, most of the time, the unloved one.  Things happen.

4369  As the philosopher goes farther and farther out along the road of ontology, the existents that appear become more and more rarified.  More and more uncontrollable.  Questionable, beautiful, laughable, demanding.  Madness is close.  He inevitably becomes a theologian.  

Or just simply don't go there.  Draw a critical line in the shifting sand.  A warning to others.  A protection for the people.  A sad giving up.

Let's think about triangularity.  Think about the one form that all triangles share or share in.  That form is also united with the form of shape.  And extension.  And on and on upwards.  And again there is its existence and its form of being a form.  And difference itself that grounds its being different from all other things.  Of course, it is the same as all other shapes in that they are all shapes, so there is also sameness.  And it is a particular in that it is a particular form, but it’s a particular that's not the same particular that exemplifies it.  Think of the set and the setness of all triangles.  And of the thought of triangle and of the thought of that thought.  The ontological things pile in and you have to make a choice.  Either you can try to ride this wild pony of thought or you can declare it all nonsense.  If you choose the later you will be praised by the many.  If the former, you will walk on alone and perhaps find your love.

4370  I have recently seen quite a bit about causality written up on the Internet philosophy blogs.  Not much hard analysis is written, and perhaps I should say instead that the word is talked up a lot just as though this were the Middle Ages or the time of Newton and forces.  The popular word today is the Latin vis conatus.  The science that is being presented belongs to the past.  We even hear talk, so strangely resurrected, about process.  Vis conatus, process, causality, and, of course, Spinoza and Leibniz.  The real is defined as that which actually causes another thing to be different.  The real flows from the real.  Time and space are joined in processes of the real.  Oh my!  Space and time and cause and processes disappeared from science a long time ago. And forces haven't been with us now what seems like forever.  Why this resurrection of the old philosophies.  Is it a part of the general return to the Middle Ages that we find in Fantasy literature?  Or did.  If so then philosophy has become poetry.  Hurray!  We all love poetry, but it's not philosophy.  And it’s bad philosophy of science.

4371  With Des Cartes we see substance as extended.  It is broken up; it has parts.  Again with Leibniz we see substance again as unextended, as having no parts.  In modern physics we see particles and fields.  The former are like Des Cartes' pieces of extension.  Fields are as in Leibniz.  As long as we stay with fields we are in a deterministic theory, a process theory, a theory of continuous events.  When we jump to particles, when the field collapses, determinism gives way, processes disappear and the discontinuous unsettles smooth thought.

Today's fight against Des Cartes is a fight against the broken up, the bare particular, the distinct forms.  It is a reassertion of the smooth unity of the simple substance.  Continuous lines of change give order to understanding.  Everything is explainable as a trajectory of history.  Randomness and the sudden are gone.  The irrational and the broken line vanish.  Events and processes blend into a holistic body.  Hindus believe that the earth and all material existence is the dismembered Primal Man, Purusa.  In process theology, the smooth body of that God is made whole.  Des Cartes is the devil in the mix.

4372  Is this the most beautiful prose sentence ever written?  It is the last line of Plato's Apology.

The hour of departure has arrived, and we go our ways--I to die, and you

to live.  Which is better God only knows.

4373  Socrates and Jesus are the two most important figures in my view of philosophy.  I know that "figures" is a strange word, but I can't think of any other word to use.  Both are hard to love, but they both elicit strong love from me.  Neither is a fit object of comedy, if comedy is the act of knocking the air out of high-flying, self-important persons.  They are both already flat on the ground, down in the most unlovely, unbecoming positions.  They are thus objects of irony, if irony is the act of somehow seeing the true elevation of someone or something that appears to all as the most abject.  Permit me to describe my vision of the outward form of these two.

Jesus is a whiner.  He complains always about the inability of the people to understand or to want to understand.  He wants to get away.  He is anything but a Hindu saint sitting blissfully full of love.  He came only to be sacrificed.  A nonsensical idea.  His parables make no sense.  He argues with the theologians.  He could have done so much good, but he did nothing.  He was unbecoming, without any semblance of power in body, spirit or intellect.  He was a whiner.  And I love this guy.

Socrates was nasty.  He was base.  He played the game of jealousy.  What he meant was the opposite of what he apparently said.  Contradiction and irony.  He was ugly and he demanded to be loved by the loveliest.  And the lovely did so.  He could have saved himself, but he killed himself.  He propounded grand arguments that a college freshman can see through.  He led Athens into the twisted paralysis of argumentative thought.  He was possessed.  He was also the purest thinker that has ever lived.  He was and is the model of true philosophy.  Just as Jesus is the object.  Only Saint Paul matched his offensiveness.  And I love this guy.

Kierkegaard described faith in terms of being in love.  Suppose your beloved is outwardly just bad news.  Everyone tells you to dump this guy.    He's leading you on.  He has no beauty, strength, money, intelligence or anything else that would make him lovable.  But still you love him and believe in him.  That is faith – so contrary to reason.  Christian and Philosophical.  And so I hang out with the flighty boys of the soft romance and wonder at how it is all so mysterious.  Divine beings hover around me.

4374  A professor of philosophy, and likewise those who would be so, finds himself in a strange predicament.  He must be true to himself.  He places supreme value on intellectual honesty.  And in the quiet of his own room he talks to himself reminding himself of his obligation.  He does his best.  But he is a public servant and he is greatly restricted by what can be uttered out loud in public.  The Public has an evil eye.  If there is a conflict – and there will inevitably be a conflict - What to do?

As for a blog.  Is it a place for private and true thoughts?  Or is it a place to practice being an employee of a public institution?  Is a blog a place to make rough drafts of articles that will later have to be submitted for review by the authorities that be?  One has one's reputation to think of.  It will follow you forever.  Be careful.  Be very careful.  

4375  Materialism is the philosophy of the people because the magical arising of all the Forms of Nature out of primal matter is the stuff of myth itself. The people love myth. They love the sudden terror in the story. They love the mystical unfolding. Just as an old lady sitting with a ball of string and two needles can make knitted enchantment appear to cover your naked body, so the telling of myth, now called science, shows the evolution of all the bewildering signs out of the elemental strings and poetic measure knit together for our homely understanding. You cannot take the proto-philosophy of materialism away from the people and give them unchanging transcendent abstractions. They will have none of it. They like the mixing bowl, the swirl of spring waters that give rise to life and marvels. They do not want reason; they want the spectral dream.
4376  Platonism vs. Chaos Theory. Imagine, I know you have many times, a smooth, well-turned arm. It is a simple form.  Smooth and round. His arm. You fall into the sheer simplicity of it.  It is from forever. The intellect sees. Love performs is act instantly. The end of knowing is at hand. The one.

Imagine, of course you already have, taking a closer look at that arm. The smooth surface down and down onto the surface breaks and ridges and rivulets appear, caverns and colonies, whole worlds of other creatures, strange formations, crooked protrusions, cilia, somatological wonders. The smooth and final thing disappears into other sub-worlds and unknowing populations of things with other concerns. Simplicity becomes ever increasing complexity. Love never had a chance.

Simplicity vs. the uncontrollably complex.  Which is the real? It appears that this world is the latter and the former is an old and far dream. Still, we knew and yet know the simplicity whenever we lower our eyes as though away from the world and in the Instant see through the bars of this vermin infested cell out onto the night of pure things.

4377  The popular nexus of our time is as it has always been. Perhaps it is grounded in the frightening holiness of giving birth. It is the edge of thought. It is still confusion. It is the appearing. Here we are with both myth and science. The unfolding, the evolving. It is the emerging and the rising out of. It is the philosopher who casually says that the proper causes and conditions give rise to the phenomena. Between the under things and the over thing there is this magical nexus. Somehow the nether world creates the over world. The pain of the one who went down explodes into the Over-man. Two realms, many words to name the one miraculous nexus between then. Unfold, evolve, rise, give rise to, cause, create, but also lure, seduce, delude the mind into imaginings. One nexus, many names. But I plod and implode in returning synonymy.

Imagine the water of a magical spring. Clear and simple with a heavy slow movement. Hypnotic. It all arises from under ground. From the place of vermin and demons. And even now we are led into the perplexing world of atoms and quanta and bent space. So many things to think about. The Brahman priests of science keep it all in proper order. And we spend long dark hours learning to speak it properly. The time of thought cracks open and spirit fumes flee. Simple water has become its under things. Simplicity arises out of tangled proto-thought. Animals proliferate. Vines spawn. The Nexus of giving rise to, of giving birth to, of divine creation spins the thoughts of the young. Water flows overhead in simple spectral brilliance.

4378  There are two forms of logic that guide us. The one is the logic of metamorphosis, X transforms into Y. The other is the fixed calculus, X is Y. The first is the logic of myth. The second is the hated distortions of Platonic decadence – or so it is often said nowadays. Surely, it is said, in the under places is a dynamic engine. A birth machine. A dark furnace. An energy hole. Things move. But then proto-boundaries begin to harden. The fixed world of cold night appears. The Cosmos. Or so it is said. Daffodils grow out of seething mud. The human out of warm humus. The lark eventually arises out of hot lava. All the lovely things arise magically out of the horrid mothers. And return. It is said. Things slowly transform into their opposite. And then the engine goes into reverse.

I have never hated the fixed calculus, nor spoken ill of it.  Blasphemy scares me. The sky overcomes me. I am other.

4379  Saintsbury says this is also among the very beautiful.  It is by De Quincey.  I rewrote it according to my style.

And her eyes if they were ever seen would be neither sweet nor subtle; no man could read their story; they would be found filled with perishing dreams and with wrecks of forgotten delirium.

And his eyes, if they were ever seen, would be neither sweet nor subtle.  No man could read their story.  They would be found filled with perishing dreams.  And with wrecks of forgotten delirium.

26xx  As you read these replies you will, no doubt, be taken aback by something awful in them, something reprehensible.  I have replied to his very black, saddened anguish and anger with happy philosophical analysis.  I had no choice, I am the philosopher's philosopher and it was that very nature that he found insipid and wanted free of.  The poet loves the twilight places and the darkened savor of things.  The philosopher sees only the Light without shadow.  The philosopher knows the lucidity of consciousness and its glistening pure cut.  The poet loves the deep places where light cannot penetrate, the enfolded.  The poet loves the not-knowing, the almost known.  The philosopher loves the knowing clear through.  The poet finds the philosopher childish and superficial and speaking with a tinny voice.  The poet loves his friends in the deep well of intimacy.  The philosopher is alone with his Light.  This young man may balk at my calling him a poet, but he is; he is awash with the canonical spirit of western literature, the strangely beautiful.    

4381  Here are a number of paragraphs about Graham Harman.  If you are reading this you are one of the very few.  Mr. Harman himself will never read it.  And if he did he would not find it to his taste.  I write about him simply because the allure of his dense philosophical magma, that object, that published mass, is sucking me in and I am fighting for an escape.  He is definitely not my type, but I may yet find an idea or two to steal.  I'm having fun.  Nothing heavy going on here.  The boys in the pictures keep me company and chase away the shitheads.

Every intention has its object.  Very well, the object of my intention and my tension is the boy.  The Boy.  He is the aim of my object-oriented ontology.  What is he, that, the one?  Let's separate him from his sensual qualities, just as any good ontologist would.  Maybe an eidetic reduction.  The object.  The Object.  He looms large.  

Aside from the fleshly ether, the sensual manifold, the field of subtle communication, what do we have?  What is this object?  Surely it, he, is not a plenum, a swelter of more sensuous layers.  We are now beyond all that.  Well, my dear, there is only one thing left.  He is nothing, nothing at all, the empty sky.  A shot to the head.  The strike of oblivion.  Just That.  The Boy.  That thing I know perfectly in an unknowing.  The Presence before every mere presence.  The still, resounding night.  The place of love's mad – Bham! nothing.  He, it, is Perfection as are all the pure forms.  That, lovely thinker, is the purity of the pure.  There's nothing mysterious and "deep" about it.  The only withdrawing to be done is his biting rejection of you.  Your clumsy come-ons didn't help.  He is anyway just the emptiest of the empty.  What did you really want?  That.  

So is the Form of the Boy any different from the other multitude of Forms in its being just nothing, sheer emptiness.  No.  That is the lovely night of the godhead.  All else is sensuality, luscious, decadent, plain, simple, whatever you like.  A sort of Nirvana in the crucified Christ.   

He's a Number.

4382  I think the mistake that so many make in their thinking of the object beyond the sensual ether is in thinking that that object is just more sensual mass added onto infinity.  It isn't sensual at all.  And when mind is turned toward it, not looking for more sensuality, it finds a purity beyond all that.  It does find it.  It is not hard to see with your non-sensual seeing.  Yes Honey, you can do it right easily.  Just believe and do it.  We are now in the realm of the Platonic Forms.  The most rarified.  The most subtle allure.  The fine hair of the languid god.  The faint.  The last moment before it's all over.  Or else you are back in lush sensuality.

4383  Choosing a philosophy is also a matter of taste.  And in judging a philosophy we should not simply try to turn someone around toward our taste.  To each his own and that is enough.  Thus, in writing about the guerrilla metaphysics of Graham Harman, I may contrast his ideas and taste with mine, but I will never persuade him of the correctness of what I like over his.  That would make no sense and it would be a waste.   It is true that in his writings he seems to present an either/or of it's either his way or the way of an idealist phenomenology.  I suspect that that dualism is merely a literary devise for focusing an idea.  There are, of course, other alternatives.  Likewise, there are many ways of interpreting some writer's philosophy and of seeing it expressed in the imagination within the imagination's images.  Let me tell you how I see Graham Harman's philosophy.  He will probably find it laughable and sad, but at least I am more than willing to leave it with him, if it is even somewhat correct.

It seems to me that the world he describes is that of a sensuous woman.  Being is a female, or should I say, the Goddess of chthonic allure.  That's not to my taste, but who am I to say.  That is the very thing that the Boy escapes.  Camille Paglia describes that chthonic goddess with great style.  I can appreciate such a thing even as I move violently away from it. Even Harman's object in its withdrawing and absence and dark cavernous, subterranean (Oh My!) places that give rise to, give birth to, the outer seen world are so obviously the female.  And the liquid inner movements, the molten core, the on and on … so female.  And the impossibility of ever knowing or grasping it.  I leave the horrid thing to him.  I'm already to split.  And I am aware that the goddess will hear nothing of the boys that decorate my writings and will not allow her priests to associate with them.

4384  Sri Graham Harman, the propounder of the Atman, drives home to our waiting, reading mind, the I-self of all things.  A noble, philosophically worthy act.  He is a pleasure to read.  The manifold forms flicker in the solar wind.  The as-be from out of the I am that I am becomes for us a world as god.  

There is Being, the inner self of the self of all things, and the modes and moods of Being where Being finds itself as this and that and overcome with the one and the many.  Honey, it’s too much.  I faint before the inevitable falling into the molten core.  

Or is it sheer nothing?  Atman, the breath, the intimate, the just itself.  So negligible.  Every second sacrificing itself into itself, gone, had, manhandled gently by all of us.

On the banks of the Nile, Sri Harman has met the one who is the one and only.  The one without equal.  The moon of the moon.  He sits and stares.  This god of many faces.  So distracting. 

4385  It's inevitable, all philosophy becomes theology.  And the fight against that is just the boy trying to push off the too insistent advances of this lover of overwhelming presence.  Our only hope is in our not being taken at our word.  The human would fain speak the truth but is disinclined.  Your great explanations are just an occasion for his looking away into himself.  Waiting to be taken.  The self wraps itself in itself and metaphysics has captured the beloved it always wanted.  A simplicity beyond explanation.

4386  Harman calls himself a realist and so do I.  His realism resides in the object; I have no objects in my philosophy. He does, rather timidly, speak of the object as having an essence.  And that substance is rather different from the object as unified qualities and relations, still essence and substance as different from object is not to be had.  My realism, not having objects, has full blown essences, which are really universals or Platonic Forms, plus bare particulars which exemplify the Forms.  I, then, of course, will have to have a tie or nexus to bring them together into a fact, an instantiation of the Form.  And on and on, all of which I imagine would leave the mind of Harman waiting about until the good stuff arrives.  Where would he put all of these extra things I claim to have seen out there?  I think he would begrudgingly try to find a place for them.

The advantage Graham Harman has with his theory of individual objects, over my abstract things, is that he can indulge in his favorite pastime of reading history and biographies.  The past unfolds from out of the depths of the person, the times and the things populating our world.  I have a world, or rather an unworld, of timeless beings that sparkle and scintillate and lift up the mind into the azure serenity, but no story is revealed.  I never really liked stories anyway.  De gustibus non disputandum est.  At least, he would not, I suspect, accuse me of white imperialism, of destroying the earth, of savage unconcern, as would Derrida, and as some of my friends still do.  

4387  In the true Islamic spirit, Graham Harman does not want to make an idol out of anything.  No onto-theology, no Being as this or that, no God with us.  God, Being, remains ever and evermore transcendent.  Untouched.  But I, because I am Christian, an idolater, take the Boy of God as Being itself, God seen with the eyes, heard with the ears, tasted with the tongue, present in full Presence.  Touched.

His God, Being, remains absent and since all we have are words that finally fail he writes long books travelling through layer after layer, all the while telling us that he and we will never arrive at our intended object.  What's the point?  I write short pieces and I say, There, just that. The final thing has appeared and now our gaze is upon it.  Idolatry.  And I eat it and drink it in.  

4388  Among those phenomenologically inclined, there are those who believe that we are directly aware of such ontological things as universals, bare particulars and all sorts of nexus; and then there are those who believe that those fine things can be dialectically shown to be necessary, even though we are not directly aware of them.  It seems to me we do see them directly, but then maybe, being nice to myself, I will only say that my seeing is somehow different.  Anyway, Graham Harman seems to believe that such things, or objects, withdraw and we don't see them.  Whatever the case, we both believe that they are not part of everyday vision.  He would probably discount my "philosophical" seeing.  Though it seems to me that he does the same thing himself; otherwise his words point to nothing at all.

Ontological thing, object, element etc. are not "ordinary".  Philosophers disagree about just what that list of extra-ordinary things contains.  What are the "elements" of Being?  What has ontological status?  What gods haunt our earth?  What things enchant?

Like all philosophers, Graham wants to stay as close to reality as possible.  He doesn't want to be seen as, or really be, mad.  And thus his objects always try to keep one foot in the everyday world and another in enchantment.  But you can't be in both.  He needs to accept the allure of the object itself by smashing it into its bare particular and its essence.  And then that essence into its "nature" and its "internal" particular or item making it be just that essence and not another.  The enchantment swims the mind in its analytical maze.  

Oh, come on, Graham, I've been to Cairo; I've seen those back street, dark-eyed beauties.  I know the allure.  I have felt my soul being snatched away.  I have felt myself come undone.  Your need to stay away is understandable, considering your job and all, but, philosophically speaking,  … things happen.

Don't be like most of your blog buddies who seem to have no sense of the allure.  Sometimes, in a time away, that unseen, withdrawn thing shows itself and the night works itself into oblivion.  Surprisingly hot and naked and pouring forth.  

4389  Philosophy ranges between two poles.  At the far negative end is absolute nihilism.  There you will find no truth, no existence, no knowledge, no meaning to anything, only the absence of everything.  It is a perfect dreamless sleep.  Nagarjuna, the great Buddhist philosopher that I love, is there.  The nothing that does nothing.  Blank.

At the other positive pole there is not only truth, but there is final Truth, and it is known directly and perfectly.  Without an intermediary and without knowing it only in part.  Here is perfect and full existence.  Here is total awareness.  The soul is itself known perfectly and it has the full existence of Being itself.  The soul is loved and in love.  The End is reached.  Blanking out.  

Somewhere between these two poles there is the middle ground of knowing but only through metaphor and with distortion.  A sort of knowing that there is something real but it is totally unreachable in itself and so we deal the best we can with ad hoc substitutes.  Imperfection is all about and finitude and finally the nothingness of death.  Too bad, so sad.  We will all pretend otherwise by speaking always the Noble Lie of happiness in acceptance of our humble fate.  A fate worse than nothing.

4390  Guerrilla Metaphysics by Graham Harman is a hot house phenomenology.  It has its lush pleasures for those who love the rich sensual press of life.  Who like the crowded streets of thought's metaphor.  Who want to taste the flesh in all its solar and lunar forms.  It is the swarm of beings within the ether.  It is the dark absence of essence.  It is the luxurious volcanic magma of the real.  The text is very closely woven and a headwind blows repeatedly back at you throughout it.  Again it is a fine woolen carpet teeming with beings from out of the underworld of objects.  It is far from my simple ontological abstractions hanging in the sheerness of love's night and its plain speech.  

4391  In the Bhagavata Purana, part of the Hindu scriptures telling the story of Krishna, there is the Rasa Lila.  What happens is questionably immoral even for devout.  Or is it?  Can the Brahman priests spin it around and make it high spirituality?  Certainly by today's high moralism it is not only morally wrong, it is very illegal.  It concerns the young, beautiful Krishna, exactly 15 years, 9 months, 7 and one half days old – or so the pundits have calculated.

4392  When your philosophical beauty drops and you stand there naked, then the allure.  Then the great system that clothed you in its fine, tight weavings unravels into loose entanglement and you are without its protection.  The cold wind of being seen brushes up against you so smoothly and you faint into the bare object you are.  The bare particular.  Just that, Honey.  You were never anything else.  Knowledge is now somewhere else and it knows even you.  You exist out in the open.

Philosophy is a performance.  It is burlesque.  You show up, show off, and it comes off as nothing.  Your reveal yourself in your nakedness.  That's all there is to it.  We were after your existence, not your tattered, old knowledge.  Right in class, right in front of the students you come undone.  And the dean could walk in at any moment.  You have no face, but you have a big dick.  History licks you up as it did all the others.  And you become eternal, a scary final Thing.

4393  Concerning honor killings in Asia, the order to kill comes down from the Grandmother or Great Aunt.  The men and the boys of the family would just as soon let it be and forget it.  Brothers don't want to kill their sister.  They have absolutely nothing to gain from it except a dead, loved sister.  The boys, for the most part, only want to play with their new electronic gadgets admire their looks in a mirror, have fashionable clothes, and sit around and talk.  And these family matters, all this worry about getting money and taking care of the family is wearing them down.  They just want to have mobiles, laptops and watch movie CDs.  And the older men, they just want to drink and sit around.  Killing is something the old ladies force on them.  The wayward girl is destroying their majestic power.  She must be dealt with.  For the old Powers, control is everything.  Boys and their fashion and gadgets, the men and their liquor, are trifles.  They are the pawns of the Powerbrokers.  It's a heavy thing.  A deep order to things.  The old ladies, and they alone, decide who marries who.  The young upstart girl must learn where power lies.  She must learn the respect so in her time she will own it.  The men and boys with their playthings are useful only as the ones who are sent out to get money, nothing more.  The essence and the power of the family rests dead with the old ladies.  It has been like this for millennia. 

4394  We sense sensa; we perceive objects.  Some would say, not believing in objects, that we perceive facts.  Sensing is sensing; perceiving is perceiving.  What is sensed, what is perceived, is what changes.  Not the nature of sensing and perceiving itself.  From the most rudimentary to the most subtle, the range stretches out before the mind's imagination.  It is vast.  Man, no doubt, senses and perceives only a small segment of what is there.  So how are we to think of that other?  Perhaps we can stretch ourselves out in place in Being, but I surmise only a little.  Still, sensing and perceiving are known fully and completely.  Sensing is sensing; perceiving is perceiving.

Man is not alone in sensing and perceiving.  Are all sensa and all object/facts perceived?  Is everything known after the manner of sensing and perceiving?  Is there an ever transcendent something so close, so unreachable?  Essentially unreachable?  Who knows?

Can we, through eidetic reduction or dialectical analysis of some kind, establish the absolute impossibility of unsensed sense and unperceived objects of perception?  Are facts necessarily thought?  I can't.  I wait on the others to do the trick.

The god of philosophy is an impish, incorrigible, free, tyrannical, empty-headed beauty.  Good luck.  You will lose.  And in the allure we will all see your bare existence.  We are trapped in the sheen of violent perfection.  

4395  Let's say you are an object-oriented philosopher.  Your mind and your philosophizing are oriented toward objects.  It's strange, but it does happen.  An object looms up ahead.  Muse-like notes emanate from it (or whatever the outpouring is called) and you come undone in the radiance of its beauty.  Allure!  You are caught.  So you begin the words, the gentle lilt.  Not analysis, not poetry, not a very sensible thing to do, but you are unable to resist.  And you are embarrassed by your own smooth writing.  What it that thing or unthing?  Let's say it is Q.  Or in the jargon of the day, it is Object Q.  And here I have a question.  Let's say someone just like you a million years ago on a distant, green planet discovered the same Object Q.  Is it literally the same Object Q?  If I understand the very idea of objects correctly, though I very much doubt such a correct understanding could exist, then objects are not in either time or space, but rather time and space are mysteriously "produced" within them.  (We will let the absurdity slide.)  Then we can surely say that the Object is timeless and placeless and, Yes, my dear, it is literally the same Object Q that is so neatly seen by both of you (or at least could be).  Thus we can say rather triumphantly that it is a Universal of the type called a Structure, i.e.  a thing that in a simplified schema is called an ordered relation.  Are objects just universals?  I think so.  Or what?  

4396  The real world is with us and we bend and we work to change the undesired into the desired.  And we are convinced that we can only go so far.  The walls are hard and will not give.  The cold remains.  His absence is eternal.  The world is stuck.  Is it all that way because we have accepted so many suggestions that it is so?  Have we fallen prey to hypnotic suggestion?  Could we have been led, through a different line of suggestion, to find ourselves living in a totally different world?  Or is it all indifferent to suggestion?  Let's look at the world we find ourselves in.  Timelines have led all of us here.  Time is the master.  And here is not there.  Place holds us in place.  What is is.  Unless … unless it is otherwise.  

 Timelines, those damn timelines.  Are the quantum theorists correct in saying that there are many timelines all leading here and you choose one to give yourself a past and the things around you?  You could have chosen differently.  Or perhaps you already did as one of the so many other selves that you are.  Well, yes, they are right.  It seems obvious.  But now what?  The walls are just as hard and the cold is still cold and he will never come back.  Infinity works its wonders wonderfully, but, it seems, not right here.  Though, of course, many could very successfully argue otherwise.  

The real sits here real heavy and argument is powerless.  That too may be suggestion and I suppose it is, but so what?  I remember a young friend who took too many drugs who lost the ability to always distinguish between the real and a dream.  It was a hellish feeling, he said.  There is something comforting in the conservatively inert.  It's the boy who wants a leash to hold him near home so he doesn't accidently wander too far in his imaginings.  It's the revolutionary who wants to go home to an unchanged room at night.  Yes, the world is open to suggestion, but we are not ready.  Like Peter, we begin to sink when we try to walk on water.  It takes fine belief, which none of us have nor could tolerate right now.  

So many timelines, so many futures to choose from, they're all there.  Choose all of them.  You already have.  Mind fuck!  The mathematics is easy, but you fell asleep in algebra class and you dreamed up this mess.  What are you going to do?

4397  Some facts are real, others are merely possible.  Paris really is the capitol of France, but Nice could be in another world.  The real world and possible worlds.  Instead of real, let's call it the actual world.  Actual vs. potential.  Actual facts vs. potential facts.  We can think both.  

Actuality and Potentiality are themselves ontological entities that come to rest on indifferent facts.  Humor me, I'm about to make a point.  Look about, your hair is red, it isn't red.  Your wallet has a hundred dollar bill in it, it doesn't.  Some facts are pervaded by actuality, some by mere potentiality.  Dream your favorite dream.  I know you love that dream.  It is more real that the merely actual.  There you are.  There's a philosophical point in that.  Think about it.  Think about it hard.  And when you think of what it is, email me, because I certainly don't know what it is.  

4398  In Idealism the world we see is a "product" of the mind.  The mind thinks it, makes it be, then leads it out into an outside also of its own creation.  The world exists, but it is an existence dependent on mind.  In today's so-called "realism", the world we see is also the creation of mind, but there seems to be a reality beyond which mysteriously prompts the mind into act.  Such conjecture.  Such faith.  Such mystical trauma.  And though it's an enchantment, it's questionable.

I am proudly a very naïve realist, so abused.  The world I directly see, so colorful, so fragrant, so rushing by, is not the creation of my mind, nor of any act of mind, human, angelic or bestial.  It just is.  And why have any unseen, untouchable, dark horror beyond?  The world is magnificently out.  There is no inside to be in.  The world is a show-off god for your pleasure.  And in the turning turning sickness of the love-sick he is most prominently there.  Right there.

4399  The ideal intellectual is a loving bear of a man.  A great figure filled with overflowing regard of mankind.  A one who is helpful to the lowliest, but not patronizingly so.  He knows and he knows how to be more than just thought thinking pure thought.  He will make you smile and want to be like him – just as soon as the passions of youth have past.

The true intellectual, a servant of the state, an employee in the machine of a renowned university.  A man who shares the wealth he accrues, though it be only enough for the middling existence of the middle class.  A one you can eat and drink with and deeply chat.

Though he knows the utter impossibility of all endeavors, intellectual and practical, and though he knows that all our truths are untrue, he nobly advances the great creative cause of civilization.  He is a man of ideals, though not the vicious high exaggerated ideals that have led to fascistic demonism.  He is moderately ideal.  He is even moderate about his nihilism and skepticism and pleadings with the mystically so unreachably right there – even that one who disrupts his class with his foolish questions.  Yes, he is a moderate unbeliever who wants to be culturally creative in that freedom from a tyrannical God.  He is on Man's side, not God's, unless God is with him – which is questionable, but maybe we can make it work.  The ideal intellectual is a man who is trying to do his best at making the solitary act of thinking deeply be a public endeavor.  He's a twisted soul.   

4400  Look at this picture.  Look at the form that is no longer a living, breathing being.  That lovely form, the mere form, the magical presence, is here.  Time stops.  It is a stopping that is death to the being it was.  We remember.  We see.  The thing itself, unencumbered by life, by mere life, is now never and always.  Time vanishes.  Such is decadence.  Such is the beauty of the beautiful.  It's a frightening thing.  Without it, life, mere life, fades.  The eternal is so alluring.  And there is no allure without death and the It is not now.  We enter another place.

The modern lovers of life and process have not felt the pangs of beauty past and the rising up here again.  Risorgimento, mio amato, alto alto.  The Eternal Forms squeeze the heart.  There is no let up.

4401  Fascism, communism, capitalism, high school football, it's all the same.  It's regimentation.  It's teamwork.  It's the military unit.  The individual is kicked out.  Kicked far out.  That is efficiency.  That is how man overcomes great obstacles.  That is the way of science.  Teamwork, regimentation, one goal.  It's how the CIA works.  It's how the New York Symphony works together.  It's how a great university achieves fame.  One idea.  One method.  One focused goal.  Teamwork!  And that is definitely not how the mountain fighters in Afghanistan go about things.  Each taking off on his own with his stylish baseball cap and Adidas.  By himself.  Living, watching, waiting to die alone into the paradise of the the One.  Who will win?  Will technology and efficiency and the friendly, smiling coach and his team overcome those mere boys each by himself out on the windy rocks?  Or will the organized West once again crash against that young man's dagger of light.  Who knows.  I'm a romantic and my ideas are mine and they inevitably come undone, just as the drawstring of the body comes loose and the spirit flies off alone.  I am not a team player.

But I am a good dancer.  Very good.

4402  That which never repeats never belongs to science.  From ancient ritual, the priest repeating repeating repeating the well-worn liturgy, the idea again comes.  That which never repeats never belongs to truth.  To the appearing.  To the power.  In poetry, in love's constant need for re-affirmation, in a child's wanting to hear the story one more time.  Repetition is what we are.  It is science.  It is the Law that controls.  It is life.

Repetition requires a fading away, otherwise there is no return.  I write down the idea.  It vanishes.  Another idea.  The same, different, who knows?  The same.  The thing is here again.  It vanishes.  Nothing is more ephemeral than writing.  Difference looms.  I write in order to feel the vanishing and then the repetition.  Across the savanna, in the wind.  Without the vanishing there is no repetition.  That is the eternal form.  The eternal return.  He is here again.  He comes again.  He vanishes.  That is the science of love.  I write in order to know the oblivion.  In order to get beyond time's enduring, into the timeless.  The one thing, the Blank.

4403  Radical atheism is a world without repetition.  It is a world without eternal forms.  It is a world of individuals that at here, then gone.  The writing of radical atheism is a writing without rhythm.  It is writing that does not know how to dance.  It is an attempt to fix the world in inert sentences before it must of necessity vanish forever.  

4404  Deconstruction is an attempt to finally dislodge the Eternal Forms from on high.  To eradicate the high places.  To give place, instead, to life and life's time.  It doesn't want immortality; it wants to have the adventure of surviving the dangerous rapids of life's adventure.  The stillness of the undying, the unchanging, is a horror to its questing sense of making it.  On living on after the venture, the real risk, that death's possibility gives.  It will skim around death for as long as it can.

There is no room in deconstruction for the truly erotic.  For the peak and the blank.  For pure oblivion.  For the return.  In deconstruction, once the end comes, that's it.  It is to be avoided at all costs, but played with.  The believer in the Eternal Forms, however, is not afraid.  Let the end come, make it come, the return will return, eternally.  The erotic is about the movement to the end, past the end, oblivion and then tomorrow we will do it again.  No more foreplay, now the orgasmic climax.  Now the end.  The end of time and life and the complete individual.  Then the Eternal returns.  And there you are again.  That is the erotic.

4405  When the erotic comes the one you wanted to make love to suddenly looks strange.  And that strangeness is the stuff of philosophy.  Not life.  Not joy.  Not an ordinary knowing.  It is that thing that is now other.  He looks at you, but there is no ordinary looking there.  He has become it.  What to think?  Thinking reels.  You can't think.  You move in closer.  You feel the touch of something else.  You are becoming that.  It is uncanny.  It is strange.  It is desire for that beyond life and death.  It is from the beyond.  It is somehow good, somehow evil.  It is the way across.  The shock.  Thinking tries to think.  It is in philosophy.  Or do you balk at the thought?

4406  In all of these writings I am doing analysis, simple ontological analysis, nothing more.  I am a traditionalist.  I do the dialectic of particular and universal, the one and the many, simple and complex.  I am concerned with existence and mind and time.  This is a metaphysics of presence, a theology, a night among the Forms.  My concern is not man.  I do not worry the worry of man.  I deal with transcendence settling in here and there among the world's things.  I make the attempt.  I fail.  And in that I spy the beloved thing up ahead.  Perhaps, perhaps.

The same and the different.  Broken days, smooth arms.  It is, it isn't.  Love disappears, Being appears.  Your ears, my dear, are perfectly shaped.  Man will not escape your beauty.  He swims in your beauty.  The allure, the allure.  

Come undone and it is all yours.  The drawstring of your being dangles and He is about to pull it.  I know I have mentioned it too many times, but again and again, you, my dear reader, are marvelously beautiful.  It's a pity, it's a pity what is about to happen to you.  There will be no let up.  Being is and non-being is not.

4407  B3t writes, "To be sure, we writers are still jealous husbands but style teaches us to dress up our wives in the most expensive clothing before they have sex with another man."  It is as striking as it is true.  It is the Question of Style.  Surely, that is a question equal to the one which so bothered Heidegger.  Maybe they are same question.  I will gently wait for B. to give more of his thinking.  I think he has adequate knowledge of this matter.  He is a writer.  Alone.  Chastened by the fear of betrayal.  Close to the chastening fear of God, in that he also must not betray that that he knows to be true and he must also not throw it about in low places, in the language of Academia.  He is dealing with Presence, the Openness(-opening) and the Hinge.  Die Starke ist am maechtigsten allein.

4408  I have written a lot and I have put it all up on the Internet clothesline to dry.  All the passersby can see it.  I wonder just what it is they do imagine as they see it.  In Kathmandu, the hotels, after they wash the linen, put it out on the grass to soak up the sun.  I'm sure the uv rays kill all the germs nicely.  And you are free to wonder what went on on those sheets.  Imagine as you will, as much as you will.  As so it is with my words in the sun of the reader's seeing.  You will do as you will.  Should I be anxious about that?

Personally, I have no doubt but that your interpretation of these writings will be different from mine.  And I probably would object if I could read your mind.  Fortunately, I can't.  Nor can you read mine.  So what is the point of writing in the first place?

Reading/writing is almost a solitary affair.  It is almost true that we write only for our own reading.  And we read that we might own the writing.  Owning it all is the matter.  We almost do.  But we don't.  The "almost" reveals another presence.  When we write, it is not we who write.  When we read, it is not we.  What to say?  I think, in this matter, you almost see what I do.

In the act of reading and writing there is some other thing or being there.  Look over your words, if they are fluent (which they often aren't and they are bad), then you will, I'm very sure, be totally surprised that those words came from you.  How could you possibly come up with that?  They surely came from that other thing or being.  And you feel obliged to give credit where credit is due.  You hesitate to own the words and the ideas suddenly in your mind.  It would be hubris to claim all that.  Anyway, you are somewhat embarrassed by the audacity that that thing or being had in them.  It is unsettling.  And right now being unsettled by something that is not you or yours is not easy.  

In writing and in reading, you are taken and formed into a form about which you have not been consulted.  It was too fast.  It was too hard.  It may have been only the petit pleasure of a minor sprite, and nothing at all.  But now you are that.  You have lost the sheerness of possibly being many other things.  

When you put "your" writings out for public view, what you are really doing is showing the world that you have become the beloved of that thing or being and you obey.  Ownership is obedience to that.  You are bent over in a humble position.  You had no choice in the matter and so you will write and read again and again and finally you will find a way out and past your self.  Past the others.  To that thing, that being, the Self beyond.  And I too.

4409  A person owns his ideas.  They are his property.  This type of ownership and this type of property are exactly the same as the having and the property we consider when we think of an inanimate object such as the cloth and the property it has, that it is sheer.  And here we are at the considering that goes right to the heart of philosophy.  We will be at the center of ontology.  This is what the great argument is all about.  

I have, in these writings, been laying out the philosophy that holds that the particular and the property that it has are separate and two.  And that the nexus of having is itself a third thing.  The particular is bare and the property is a universal.  The having is what makes them together be one.  That ontological structure is maintained by few ontologists.  I operate alone.

Consider the idea that the cloth is sheer.  I have had that idea before as might you have and surely others too.  The idea is one thing, it is a universal that many individuals have.  That idea is the property that I have.  I think the idea.  I have the idea.  I am not the idea.  It is a universal that many individuals, particulars, have.  I did not create it or in any way bring it into being.  It would be more proper to say it came to me.  I am tied to it, but I am not it.  My ideas are with me.  They are mine through the nexus of having, a most intimate nexus.  Still, my ideas, from the simplest to the most complex, are not identical with me.  They come to me.  And they are with other minds.  The universal gets around.

There is, of course, great resistance to such a philosophy.  It is the fashion today to elevate the individual over the universal.  To devalue the universal into non-existence.  To have nothing bare.  To get rid of the need for any nexus.  To have the person be supreme in his ability to think up the whole world.  And to trash it if he chooses.  And the poor student has no idea what I am talking about.  Such is the poverty of philosophy today.

4410  In the spirit of Derrida, let me speak about my own writing.  Binary opposites, centering and de-centering, the lure and the cure.  It is certainly true that one could find many ways in which I am the Other.  The boys, the unacademic style, the unconcern, the pictures.  God is here but he is that.  The night beauty. Yet, for all that I am so very traditional.  I privilege the male, the stylized, the logical, so pure, the visually clean.  I adore the young, the beautiful, the carefree.  I am with that thing that has always been at the center of high art, high scholarship, the refined, unknowing elite.  I am part of the pampered and cultured.  I am divinely lumpen.  

The play of opposites, perhaps the androgyny of it all, permeates my writing.  I feel it here as I softly speak to you in words.  And, of course, the forms of the words, the lilt, the smooth sentences, the rise and the fall of the breath in them, all of that is maybe more important than the meaning.  Anyway my reader is shuffled back and forth between form and meaning uncontrollably and he loses both.  At the end the play vanishes and there is only oblivion of orgasmic dissemination.

4411  There are a lot of "radical" scholars today who are trying to defend Derrida and Deconstruction against the charge of latent Theistic.  They point out the total temporality of its vision, with its play of presence and absence, as essentially without, in its most radical form, any hint of the stillness of Eternity.  The Play of Deconstruction is, au contraire, the essence of theism.  Eternity and time are at each other.  That is the madness of the incarnation.  That is the impish Boy.  I have written it up.  And up it stands for your reading pleasure.  

This is exactly the uncreature that Nietzsche went to the Isles of the Blest in Taormina to find.  But it was too much for him.

4412  A sacred place, a templum, is a place cut off from the rest, τεμενος, a place where sacred things happen, ό σφιγκτήρ, a place of random violence. In the ordinary world, things follow each other in ordered succession. There, there is a reason and a cause. It is the task of science to find it. In that religious place, things happen. No reason, no order, no understanding follows. It is a place cut off so that such terror might be kept away from the people. Without that place, that terror seeps in through all the cracks of the everyday, and we become violent ourselves.

In the old days, just yesterday, those who wrote fiction were called upon to justify their art. What they wrote wasn't true, that is to say, it depicted happenings that did not follow the ordered course of time. They appeared out of the writer's imagination suddenly. The line of being was broken. It was a lie. The mark of a lie is that no ordering can be found for it among the other things of the world. It is a random appearance. It is disorder simpliciter. That sudden break, that cut into the real, that lying violent act must be hauled up before the judgment of the true and the good. Such is random violence. Such is the untruth that pervades our world now. Could it be that we once again need a place cut off where the strangler can do the act? Where the silence of the break can be heard more serenely.

Today the violence of the gods is in literature. And the media, except that the evening news has become more like fiction to us. We rapidly shift from one image to another, no order, no true line. We are choking and gasping for air. The throttler is here. And the knife.

4413  It is useless for philosophy to try to about think time.  There can be no ontology of time.  Any analysis will always and inevitably fight contradiction, if it is true analysis.  And it will lose.  Likewise, all speaking about eternity will be strange and full of daemonic heat.  Nonetheless, the philosopher will forge ahead and wait for the blinding end to his analysis.  This is the necessity of final thought.  And so I write of luminous forms and I stare at the bare just that.  A shiver works its way up my back.    I simply endure philosophy, my impossible lover.

4414  It's impossible for me to write about the pain and misery of life without turning it into a theatrical scene.  The words and the feelings become an aesthetic swoon.  Even when I think about my own poverty in body and substance, I romanticize it.  And when I read what others have written, it is a great pleasure to walk quietly through the ruins of life.  What am I to do?  We are art and we are artfully distant from all we are.  Pain and misery are so sublime even when we a living in the midst of their loud existence.  I am sure that even the poor, the very poor and destitute, look at themselves and their friends and see the great Beauty that walks ever close to them.  What is is.

This is the problem.  We are distant from not only the others but from ourselves, in both our poverty and our plenty.  We are a third thing, neither and only a slip sliding alongside of.  That is the Eros of the dialectical Diotima.  We are on the escape route away from confusion.  Our being is real and definite but it is not what you think it is.  

If you have to choose between confusion and the absurdity of pain, surely you will choose the latter.  Pain and poverty are intellectually clean.  They are.  Eros is more troublesome.  Is he confusion or clear-sightedness?  Nothing is ever for sure about him.  Perhaps you would choose pain and poverty over his bewilderingly strange quasi-existence.  Perhaps not.  Pain and poverty, though real, do not entice.  Still, Eros is worse - or not.  Philosophy and its dialectical thinking is much worse.  I am a philosopher and I turn the world's existents into bewilderment.  I am Eros.  I am the very human.  Clear-eyed and confused at once.  I live in poverty and sorcery.  Slight, pale, sick boys are so sexy.  We all know that.

4415  Heidegger tried to get us to think about Being, but he himself was not very good at it.  The only thing he could see was Dasein and its infinitely varied modes.  That is to say that for him Being was always an individual thing existing thisly or thusly.  What we usually think of as a property and thus an adjective, a universal tied to a particular with the copula "is" - He is slender - was for him a way of existing for the individual and thus an adverb, not a thing and thus not in need of a connector.  It is a typical nominalistic maneuver.  It is the doing of one trying to heal the cut, the wound, within being.  It is the evasion of one trying to not fall into the infinite Between.  He wanted all differences within the purity of the individual to slip away into the shadows.  He saw traces, ghosts, error and inauthenticity, but no really existing thing that gave us pause between things.  He saw no Between.  And in the end he saw only the Between.  He became de-centered in Being's withdrawal.  And then he died.

4416  The Ontological Argument is an attempt to prove the absolute necessity of the existence of God.  Anselm, who invented it, Leibniz, Des Cartes, and Spinoza (no mean thinkers) all believed in it.  It is eminently out of fashion today, along with God Himself.  So let's for the moment not consider the rightness or the wrongness of it, but the "feel" of it.  What is it about such a thing that MUST exist that throws us back against the philosophical wall?  What is there about it that is a fascinans, a beauty for those attuned to absolute things and what must be, a veritable Majesty of a God.  Does is pull you lovingly closer, or does is infuriate you with its unreasonable intellectual demands?  Is it a love-crusher?  A mind-warper?  Or just a historical curiosity in old books?  It seems to me that if you let yourself really sink into it, really look as straight on to it as your crooked vision will allow, really invite "It" to take your thinking, that you will feel a daemonic rush.  And That is the place of the genius that took those old philosophers.  It is the Genius of Philosophy that riles, that magically reels in the streets outside your window at night.  It is Him.  And He may come into your room.  Put your head under your intellectual pillow.  And vow not to do that again.  Unless, my dear, you are one of us.

4417  Consider this statement:  The stars are super-brilliant tonight, therefore it is probably going to be cold.  It has the word "therefore" in it.  Two facts are connected by that connector-word.  What is it?  Is there something that that word names?  Let's say, Yes.  Is that thing something of the mind?  Let's say, No.  It simply is.  The two phrases that state facts or refer to those facts are not themselves the facts referred to.  Statements are about something other that themselves.  The words in the statements, likewise, refer to something other than themselves.  Therefore, aside from the statement we have the various things it refers to: facts and other things that include the referent of the word "therefore".  And that is the end of the story; none of that comes from mind or language or social conditioning or gigantic karmanic networks of any kind.  They just are.  And they are not "in" anything.  Not in matter, mind, language, time, space, Knowledge (with a capital K), or God.  They just are.  Bye.

4418  If I assert that the nexus named by the word "therefore" exists, I can almost hear the distant mumbling, "No, it doesn't",  and I wonder what the problem is with my assertion.  Have I missed seeing something that they, my silent interlocutors, have seen?   No, I haven't; it's merely a personality clash.  I am believing to the point of having to live in veritable jungle of Wild Beasts of Being.  The others are obsessed with unbelieving.  They are skeptical by Nature's design.  It would be pointless to argue, except that argument helps pass the time.  The thing that the word "therefore" refers to exists.  I believe; I see it.  The others roll their eyes and move on.  It's a hopeless encounter.  

The differences between thinking minds is vast, too wide to cross.  The distance may in fact be almost ontologically categorical, the most momentous of all.  We are different and there is no bridging the difference.

"The differences among some of the several existents are very great indeed.  I, for one, would not hesitate to call them momentous, or enormous.  That, I submit is a major source of the resistance serious ontology has always met.  For these differences are much greater than most are prepared to face."  Gustav Bergmann.

4419  Here is my political theory. What people really want is a comfortable place to sit with a shelf full of food, a flower blossoming by the way and enough slow time to discuss the radical ideas they have that will make the world a better place. We are a people of comfort, beauty and reflection. That is enough. That is all we want.

That place to sit may in the future become a warm, dry cave. Or a stick hut. Or a beach with a cooler. We really do not require much. And we need only a couple of other reflecting minds to move along with us. Maybe agreeing or disagreeing – it doesn't matter. As long as we have all of that we are and we will be happy. Give the people that and life is beautiful. Just that. We want a pleasant place to sit and reflect. Action is passé. 

4420  A young friend of mine writes poetry.  It seems to me that he is very close to Emily Dickinson.  If he is, then how should we characterize that closeness?  There is a nominalistic interpretation and a realistic or Platonic.  The first one has great respect for the individuals involved and places them at the origin of the writings.  The second has more regard for the form of the writings and the individuals themselves are hardly involved at all, except as bearers of the form.

So, my friend writes in the form of Emily Dickinson.  He is, according to my Platonic interpretation, possessed by the Form.  It is the Form which comes and, though he writes, we could also say that it is the Form that writes.  And, of course, it is the same Form, the one Form, that wrote for Emily Dickinson.  Both were possessed by That.  

The nominalistic interpretation, so preferred today, says that these two individuals, each being eminently himself and herself, have a similar deep structure that produced or led out or created similar works of art.  The key word here is obviously "similar".  That is the mark of nominalism.  That word is much weaker than "same", as in the Platonic belief that they were possessed by the same form.  Nominalism preserves the power and the force of the individual over and against a separate thing as a Form.   It wants to say that from out of the depth of "personal experience" there arose the works of art.  It all comes back to the individual and his or her history.  There are no occult beings taking possession momentarily and acting in total disregard for the integrity of the person, the individual.  Unlike Platonism, it has respect for the dignity and even the sanctity of the person.

Platonism, however, preserves the strangeness, the uncanny otherness, of what has happened.  Even the madness.  Disruption has come.  The cut.  The shiver of the erotic.  That awfulness that is in the word "possessed".  It seems to me that in the poetry of both my friend and Emily Dickinson, there is that punishing, severe thing.  Neither of those individuals wrote what was written.

4421  He was a young grad student and he felt an itch.  Such a thing is not unpleasant.  He dug into it.  And if another felt the same he would help out.  It was a subdued joy.  Back and forth, back and forth across the plain of thought thinking.  Always on the lookout for another.  The itch of thought riding on itself.  Almost there.  Look!  Again it is there.  Quiet.  Another time.  The itch begins.  Thought thinking thought.  The body moves.  This then that.  Wait.  Again.  One thought follows another.  The slow time builds.  Ideas come.  Thought materializes.  Step, step, step away.  And wait.  The gentle sun, the soft breeze.  Sleep.  Dreams.  The world deconstructs.  The line is drawn.  The line draws itself up.  Thought dances in dreams with itself.  The tickling, the itch.

 4422

57 Now it happened as they journeyed on the road, that someone said to Him, “Lord, I will follow You wherever You go.” 
58 And Jesus said to him, “Foxes have holes and birds of the air have nests, but the Son of Man has nowhere to lay His head.” 
59 Then He said to another, “Follow Me.” 
But he said, “Lord, let me first go and bury my father.” 
60 Jesus said to him, “Let the dead bury their own dead, but you go and preach the kingdom of God.” 
61 And another also said, “Lord, I will follow You, but let me first go and bid them farewell who are at my house.” 
62 But Jesus said to him, “No one, having put his hand to the plow, and looking back, is fit for the kingdom of God.”

Why is it that the young students of philosophy today are still obsessing about Heidegger and Deleuze and Derrida and Lacan?  And, for God's sake, even Kant and Hegel?  And Marx and Nietzsche?  Surely now it's time to let the dead bury the dead.  It's time to move on and not look back.  Instead "This conversation, which we are now conducting amid internals of silence, will never cease.  The speaking presence of the dead man in our midst, whom we are burying with honor, clearly means that we shall still be obliged indefinitely to comment on and listen to every nuance of our moods.  And the eternal chatter of the details dismays me.  … Noting is innocent – I'm well aware of that.  And least innocent of all is our sensitivity to and pleasure in nuance, which have always moved us and within which we have moved. … And now, I daresay, the lightning bolt and the whispering will remain inseparable for a long time. … nothing clear-cut is in store for us."  Saint Beuve.

4423  The Form is not the object that has the Form.  If you look around you will see objects and places and times.  And all those things have form.  There are relations.  Structures.  A swelter of properties.  Separate those things from the objects that lie about and tie them down.  Let them fly free.  Feel the severing.  Feel the unboundedness come.  Feel the loosening up loosen.  The Form flies free.  The moving spirit dances in the light.  There are no objects with their impure half-presence.  The pure translucence of objectless form takes you into itself.  You are gone.  You are with yourself.  The act of the preposition has you.  You are that.

4424  What is the ground of violence in the midst of human life?  What is violence?  How can we avoid it?  Violence is a thing.  It exists.  It comes into human life the way any other Eternal Form comes.  It appears the way any other Form appears.  And we can no more avoid it than we can we can avoid any of the other Forms of Being.  It is.  Its appearing is the appearing of Being itself.  It is eternally present.  And was and will be and will eternally return.  Such is Being.  Such is life.

Sometimes we pray to find a way past violence; sometimes we welcome it as our defender.  Violence is Majestic and it is of God, of Being, of Life.  Its banality, its beauty, its ugliness are great.  It is eternal.

4425  The appearing of an Eternal Form is the appearing of that Eternal Form.  The thing itself is present and we know the thing itself.  We are not in the presence of a mere deputy or trace or ghostly absence.  The thing itself is there and we are directly aware of it.  It couldn't be simpler, but that simplicity is too much for most and they beg for the darkness of non-being.  When we know that Thing, that Eternal Thing, we know Eternity.  Existence is directly known and seen with the eyes.  Otherness and Difference are Eternal Things and are present in person.  The Universals of Being are here.  And again.  And again.  The Eternal Return of the Same is.  That is the philosophical vision that the lover loves.  The lover, above all, wants the real; a mere messenger, a representative, will not do.  The lover wants the thing itself.  He will settle for nothing less.  Absence agitates.  The god himself must appear or all is lost.  The beloved thing does not withdraw his power.  That is the ancient philosophy.

4426  I so casually mention the Eternal Forms.  And then there are those two Majuscule Letters, so questionable.  I give you Violence, Darkness, Love.  I speak of great things but in such an empty offhand manner.  I give you almost nothing.  A breath of air.  A few skewed black lines.  The minimal amount.  A figure of speech, a figure of thought, metonymy.  The Thing Itself.

We know the great through knowing the least.  The irony of inner speech.  The inadequacy of extended thought.  The incongruence of Being with itself.  The Great God in these writings is a mere boy on his bed deep in himself.  You were that.

These writings glide by in a breeze and nothing much is said.  All of philosophy is said.  A slight shift in the ether of love.  The Eternal Forms.

4427  Let's say you are an object-oriented philosopher and you are trying your poetic best to describe just what an object is.  And you lead the reader into the interior of one of those world-creating things.  Like Dante, you find yourself in a hell, a purgatory, a paradise of swirling phantoms.  Or something like that.  I am not the poet you want.  It's a wild place.  Levels and levels of carnality and sensuality and this joining up with that, a mysterium tremendum, a mysterium fascinans.  It could be fun.  It could be horrible.  It is both.  But is it philosophy?  No.  We are here in the approaching post-scientific way of thinking.  It is not philosophy.  But it is a trip.

There, surprisingly, are no objects (t)here.  The objects have all withdrawn.  We have only poetic elements.  The jewelry around the necks (us) of the gods of reality.  It's a Rave.  And when you are as tired as Juliette of the Spirits you can leave, simply go outside and look up into the still night of Eternity.  The  Wind, the Forms, and the Slender Waist await your timeless dance.

4428  For the last three or four centuries philosophy has suffered under the disheartening burden of representationalism. That is to say, that the predominant philosophy has maintained that the mind doesn't see the thing itself "out there" but an image of it in the mind. Presumably, that out-there thing "caused" or was the occasion for the image, but it and the image are two not one. Even object-oriented philosophies thinks that. The thing itself is inaccessible. And thus we worry about whether or not we have got the image right. The search for certainty grips us.

Part of the problem is the pattern of thought that says that the mind can only know what is in the mind. All thought is mediated by the senses. Nihil est in intellectu quod non erat in sensu nisi ipse intellectus. And if there is an ordering to the things we see, it is the mind and the mind's inherent structures that have made it so. And thus if I assert that such and such is the case, I hear the young, especially the young, constantly reminding me that that is only my "personal" opinion, my view, only my concept. The young are especially keen on the little prison they are trapped in, with only a few peep holes out. The room of their imagination. The sensorium.

So which is it? Concerning the things of Being and the world, do I see them directly or am I only looking at a "personal" representation of them in my mind. Am I looking at a concept my mind produced, albeit prompted by the out-there thing?

Such concepts, such representations, such images removed from the original, don't exist. I am looking directly at the thing itself, not an image of it. I am not in here. I am out there with the things of Being. I see them directly. That is direct realism. Some call it naive, so be it.

4429  Anti-corruption laws in the third world and tough regulations in the US to "reign in" wall street excesses will both fail because we are all half in love with the outlaw and the dark treasure he cunningly gains.  It is a part of our intellectual heritage to value this singular individual higher than the law.  He and his friends in high places make the law and they can break it.  They are free to live both inside it and outside it.  Nothing is higher than these unique individuals.  Each is beyond form.  And each is, in the last analysis, without country or God.  He is a piece unto himself.  His cunning is admirable.  He is relaxed.  We all think that we too belong to that band of free souls.  The law is our plaything.

4430  All truly philosophical writings attempt to answer a few traditional questions. What individuates and accounts for difference? What accounts for sameness? What gives unity to the things of the world? What are relations? What accounts for there being sets and ordering? What accounts for number and logical form? What is a thought and its connection to the things of the world? Certain patterns must be attended to and accounted for: part-whole, simple-complex, actual-potential. And it must be clear that we have consciously considered just what the philosophical act of accounting for is and why it is that we must account for these things. That is traditional philosophy and philosophy remains as it has always been. Or we have completely forgotten what Being is.

These are difficult questions. They are maybe too difficult for the human mind, but we have pondered them for millennia and no one is about to give up.

Just as bookkeepers merely assume numbers and don't question their ontological being, so most philosophers today merely assume that we all understand these ontological things and move on to a general outline of some sort of new psychology, seeking the forms of human and chthonic encounters. They build magical worlds out of thin abstractions. Gossamer webs in the night of the mind. The old questions were simply too difficult – and boring.

4431  What is the difference between a dream and reality?  Let's say you have spent the evening trying to think through a difficult philosophical problem.  Understanding and clear formulation did not come.  You slowly moved over and over the problem but nothing appeared.  You found no words to write.  The idea did not gather.  So you lay down to nap.

The sleep was troubled.  You could hardly sleep at all.  You were somewhere between, hovering.  It was not pleasant.  Twisted forms pained your mind.  And then closer to sleep one form, one strangely familiar form from the everyday, a bolt threading, a band encircling, a gold sheen, some simple form, so present, contained the answer to the problem or some problem, but it was a wrenching hurt.  And you tried to maintain it.  It slipped away.  Then you were glad to wake up, but slightly upset that it was gone.  Maybe it wasn't.  Later in the morning words come and you write.    Your understanding is evident, but maybe not.  Another time.

Reality sends us into dreams and then back out.  They are connected, but they are very different.  They are not the same, though their sameness is close.  

To give an interpretation in terms of neural wiring is useless; it's just another dream.  And Freud merely restates what we already know.  His dream analysis is another twisted dream.  Where is awakened knowing?  Can we dream the dream of life back into reality?

4432  Acts 17:28  For in him we live and move and have our being; as certain also of your own poets have said.

Hegel:  Das Sein des Geistes ist die Zeit.  The being of the mind is time. 

Time is the substance of the world.

Throughout the history of philosophy God has been equated with many things: Being, Number, Time, Love, Difference, Mind, The Good etc. etc..

These are the different theologies of man.  Today, among the most common of the outspoken, "non-believing" theologians, we hear of Time as the substance of substance and ground of our individual being.  Though we never hear them say that God is Time, we almost hear them say that Time is God.  We do hear them say that Time is Dasein, or the ground of individual existence.  We are here so close to ordinary theology that it would take the most subtle of spirits to tell the difference.  It is finer than the ghostly trace of a lost absence breathing within paradox oozing on the skin of the sour grapes of incomplete thought.  It is finer than the absent-mindedness of a boy jacking off.

Sometimes, among the Husserlian philosophers we hear that Time is secreted by the transcendent Self.  Oh well!  Whatever.  

So we have a non-theological theology and the Non-theologians scream at me that I have totally misunderstood.  And somehow they think that that is important.

4433  America is defined by the religious.  And, as at the entrance to any religious ground, we display an apotropaic herm to ward off the unbelievers.  I am an American.  I am religious.  I display the ancient stone pillar in the wind.  Few come my way.

Žižek, a man beset by Harpies, complains that we here quickly tell the newcomer of our most personal sexual propensities.  He insists that we do it in order to push back the Other.  He is of course right.  We are in a religious place and the great traffic congestion into our temples here will always beset you with phallic questions.  This Orient of sexual orientation reaches into the heights and depths of the spirit, as Nietzsche says.  It is not as incidental as the liberals think.  Tread warily.

4434  This philosophy is not a walk down a wooded path, but a walk through the heart of Kathmandu.  I start off writing and you start off reading with the blithe intention of finding the words that express an idea.  A thoroughly civilized exercise.  We are a gentle pair.  So we begin looking up ahead where we might be soon.  Step step step.  We see interesting things along the way.  Beauties glide by.  Massive structures loom.  Interesting things suggest themselves.  Then it rather quickly turns.  The going is a little rougher.  The access a little more restricted.  The blockage begins to cram into place.  And we must pay more attention to the at hand.  We are caught.  Pace pace pace we will make our way through the increasing congestion.  The obstacles set themselves in place.  The goal and the reason for going are forgotten, we just simply have to make our way over and through the tangled complexity.  Pay attention to the immediate!  Soon it will be over.  Keep going.  Keep going.

To read and to write is not a gentleman's pleasure.  It is the work of who simply has to get past the present difficulty.  The impasse must be dealt with.  The hard push of the traffic must be maneuvered.  The time is now and all thought of goal or pleasant things along the way are momentarily forgotten.  Work and more work.  Until the end.  Then it stops.  And you made it to the heart of the Kathmandu of thought.  You can now look about.  If may not be more than a moment until it starts up again, but there is a strange pleasure in the fatigue.  Thought came.

4435  I am writing epistemological, not just ontological realism.  We see the thing itself.  The thing itself is naked before the mind's eye.  Under the mind's touch.  Within the mind's embrace.  We have it all.  Right there.  To know is to know completely.  The thing is had.

This is a difficult point in philosophy, so let me explain further this ontological, epistemological vision, the delight of the one who loves these glistening endeavors.  I am not talking about having something before my mind that is similar, even very similar, to what is in the unattainable beyond.  It is not a matter of similarity at all, it is the very thing itself.  There is no division within Being between the intentional object and the real object.  They, or rather it, is just that.

This is just the argument the not-so-ancients had about homoousia and homoiousia in the being of Christ.  Was he similar to God or was he the very God himself?  That which was from the beginning, which we have heard, which we have seen with our eyes, we have looked upon, and our hands have handled …  I John 1:1.  The one we want is himself under our very caress. 

I was in Istanbul a few years ago at a Sufi Teke.  In ecstasy, the whirling dervish finally sees God.  I asked the Imam teaching us whether that one saw God or just an image of God and he was adamant that it was God Himself and not anything less.  That is epistemological realism hard and fast.

And a lover will understand when I say that we are here at the completion of our journey to the Unforgettable.  Only the Moment itself.  Only the one instant before, right at, the last push into the All-of-it is satisfyingly satisfying.  And there you go, my dear.  See you tomorrow.  

And that is why epistemological realism is simply too much for the classroom.

4436  Deconstruction is reaching the end game.  It is making the final push to prove that it is not negative theology.  It will probably finally evaporate into nothing.  The best, most poignant, sentence or verdict on the matter was written my Sartre. 

“It is as if the world, man, and man-in-the-world express an abortive attempt to become God. It is as if the in-itself and the for-itself reveal themselves in a state of disintegration with respect to an ideal synthesis. Not that the integration has ever taken place, but precisely on the contrary because it is permanently suggested and permanently impossible. … the idea of God is contradictory and we lose ourselves in vain: man is a useless passion.“ 

Man thinks of nothing but God.  The idea is for him, finally, a pure contradiction.  It is a mad affair.  What are we to do?  It is the same with Love and Being and all the other great metaphysical names for God, including today's darling - the Object.  And also Evil.  So, are Derrida and the other deconstructionists not theologians?  Was Othello, finally, not a lover?  Were the Nazis not really banal?  Is Nihilism an empty idea?  Is a kiss not just a kiss?  Is there not real beauty in those eyes?  Whatever the final answer, I agree that we cannot give up the ever binding law of non-contradiction.  So here is Kierkegaard, the spiritual father of all the continental philosophers, "A thinker without paradox is like a lover without passion."  His paternity is constantly being denied by them.  They do not want to be theologians.  But a non-paradoxical non-God is nothing worthwhile.  As for uselessness, if we take the use out a thing and stare at it, so still, then frightening Enchantment sings to us.  And we go toward it.
4437  "Wovon man nicht sprechen kann, darüber muss man schweigen.  What we cannot speak about we must pass over in silence."  That is the last sentence in the Tractatus of Wittgenstein.  The sentences are spoken easily and they are easily understood.  What we cannot say is something like this: every one of those words in that one proposition – here expressed in two different ways – names an existing thing as does the proposition, namely, the fact itself.  Thus there is an existing thing named by "not", "in", "pass" and "over" and there is an existing thing that the being- together of the words names.  Many, if not almost all, would agree with the Tractatus in saying that we have here gone too far.  We can speak the sentence and understand it right well, but to speak out the elements of the sentence is to speak the unspeakable. About the senticity of the sentence we must remain silent.  The positivists in unison recite the phrase, "This is all metaphysical absurdity."  We are in another place that is unrecognizable by almost all.  We, the sensible, will leave the "realist" philosopher to wander alone.  In fact, this whole paragraph fails to say anything at all.  Didn't Wittgenstein himself reject the Tractatus?  Wasn't it long ago shown to be simply wrong?  I am, of course, not a positivist and I am a realist about these matters.  The simple words do name existing things.  As does the proposition as a thing itself.  The Tractatus reaches higher than any other philosophical book of the twentieth century.  It ended up speaking what it thought was unspeakable to us in spite of itself.  But 

That's enough.  To pull more ontological threads out of these sentences would be to invite the cat in among the pigeons. 

4438  Let's say you and I go out and we each have a Coke.  So here we are two bottles of dark sweetness in front of us and we decide to do an ontological analysis of just that. (These affairs really do happen.)  We see two ordinary objects in all kinds of relations with each other and with the rest of the world.  And we say that (a, b, c, F, G, H, e, w, u) are the ontological things that we need to "account for" all the phenomena we see about the two Cokes.  Something to individuate, something to account for the sensed properties, something to account for the sameness of the two, something to draw all that into a unified bottle, and something to account for the space-time structures they are in, and so on.  It's a rather heady bunch of things.  Let's assume it does the trick.  Now the question I want to consider is, What is the "relation" between those ontological, grounding things and the original objects, the bottles of Coke?  Which is ontologically prior – the ontological things or the two objects?  Are objects derived from ontologically more elemental things?  Are the ontological things derived from the ontologically prior objects?  Which is first, the world of objects about us from which we began or those other things from which the world "was made"?  It seems to me that the ontological ground of the object is prior.  Those things "account for" there being an object.  Without those first things there would be no bottle of Coke.  Objects belong to the everyday and the everyday rests on something else.  

4439  There has been a lot of talk about how it was Des Cartes who, supposedly, put the great divide between mind and body. It was, supposedly again, he who made the mind a sterile place and the body the place where all the hot action hung out. Mathematics vs. carnal wallowing. It was intolerable to the poetic mind and so the poets took over philosophy, an insurrection! He did no such thing, of course. IT WAS THE EGYTPIANS!

No it wasn't. I'm sorry. It was my friend Greg. He is so upset with my blog and its smutty pictures that he absolutely refuses to look at it or discuss it. He thinks sex in the act should remain in the bedroom (he wants to get married). Proper academic writing is blank. I try to explain to him that we are in the age of the carnal phenomenologists and that we should practice what we preach.Sensa, Honey. Sensa rolling off the tip of the tongue – so to speak.Sense coming out of the tip of your pencil – so to geek. Sensa cheek to cheek in the entangled tango of putting those words down. He rolls his eyes, turns and looks far away. Sensual writing is definitely not acceptable. And it is he who has been so vociferous, carnivorous, gymnospermish on that matter. And so he insists. I persist. He resists. I will not desist. And now magically the cyst of our love breaks all over my hand, his hand, this page. Just like the Egyptians.

4440  The Buddhist philosophers are fond of saying that the pillar exists and the pot exists, but the (pillar and the pot) doesn't exist.  In other words, we can say that for them either sets don't exist or that no third object arises from the union of the other two.  Let's go with sets.

Do sets as basic ontological things exist or are they really just a something that is derived from things ontologically more fundamental?  I'm going to skip the idea that they are mind-creations because that is just an idea from out of the mythology of mind as a magic world-producing, Aladdin's lamp.  So let's assume that sets do exist and they are ontologically fundamental.  Then the question becomes, What is the connection between a set and its members?  Let's say it is "member of".  The pillar and the pot are both members of the set (pillar and pot). In an everyday way of speaking, that is true, but ontologically it is circular, because to name the set we have to say set of what.  We can't say that the pillar and the pot are members of the set.  It seems that the pillar and the pot are somehow "in" the set before it gets connected to its members.  The idea breaks.

So, aside from pillar and pot what is there in or about or of a set that is left when we take them out?  Nothing except setness.  But we cannot say that the pillar and the pot are members of setness.  We have gotten nowhere.

Let's say that it is a third object that is there.  Oh my, that third object is a structure and a structure is just a set of elements in an ordered relation.  We are back at sets.  Maybe.  If we say that a car is a simple object that is somehow connected to all the parts and pieces that go into making it then we might get somewhere.  But I doubt it.  To separate the car from the structure that it "is", is tricky.  We are back at sets.  Substance always was a tipsy idea and it fell hard.  Objects suffer its fate inevitably.  Philosophers didn't dump the idea of substance, merely because they forgot what they were doing.

And here I stop because I cannot really do the ontology of sets.  And I don't think anyone else writing philosophy now can either.  Gustav Bergmann tried mightily before he died and he did come up with a weird ontological contraption that is more than interesting … but he basically failed also.  And he knew it.  Still, his is the best ontology of sets around.  It is the only ontology of sets around.  The others simply assume we all understand.  And we do, as long as we make sure we don't think about it too hard.

Philosophy itself trembles, just as you may in the presence of That.
4441  Consider the ontological fact or circumstance that pink is different from white.  You have two colors, one relation or quasi-relation of difference and their uniting into a fact – and the fact itself.  So many ontological things to consider.  Do such ontological facts exist?  Are they different from the elements that are "in" the fact, from pink, white and difference?  And from the nexus that unites them?  Difference within difference.  Dalliance and a seemly deferring.  Are we here beyond the powers of thought and language?  And what about the existence that such an existing fact has or bandies about?  Ontology overloads.  And I upload myself into transcendence.  Yes, I and you can think all this … sort of… maybe.  This is the simple fun of ontology.  It's a ticklish affair from here on out.  Being comes undone.  God himself sits down.  You stare at each other.  The erotic moment is about to begin.  Only an ecstatic glossolalia will do now.  Go find someone who can interpret.  Someone not embarrassed by the kisses and sighs and sweet pain.  Someone himself undone.  Someone like YOU.
4442 Those of you out there who really do know carnality, who really do like to wallow in the flesh, know that I have no such thing in my writing. All of the angelic beings I post up for you are perfect. They are clothed in radiant form. I write that pure Form. Transcendent fineness of the overly refined mind. Smooth and intense. No naturalism, please. This is High Decadence. All my boys are in the eternity of tight beauty. I write of a presence that is nowhere in this dark, entropic world. Those of you who know real sex, worldly sex, find what I put up far too mannered, far too precious, far too sophisticated. I write the self-conscious intellectual spirit.

It is Sartre, one of my favorite philosophers, who, once again, really knows what the flesh is. These naked, refined boys I post reveal no flesh. They are caught up in form. Real flesh is other. Real flesh is that that sags. When real flesh appears we look away. When the skin loses its tight structure and goes slack, that is the fall of man. When the coloration is motley and rabid. When teeth crack and nails rise up. When hair, our glory, leaves us and eyes bulge. When … you get my point. You know it well. Flesh, real flesh, sags. And thus we could say that most philosophical writing today is very fleshy. Little form, sagging sentences, and though the writer has been completely taught he has nothing taut in his great display. It's a repulsive display. But who am I to talk. Guys need it bad.

It was the Thomists who condemned the Platonizing Augustinians for being far too spiritual, a spirituality that would lead them into the void. Into that reverse, mystical sensualism.  Ah, the dialectical turning.

4443  In Hindu philosophy there is the notion of avachedda, which literally means to cut around.  It is the idea of limitation.  A thing in contact with other things, its relating with the world at large, pares down the thing to existence within certain borders.  It is measured and fit in.  That measurement is its mode of being.  In fact, the word mode has a root meaning of measurement.  From the same root comes the Hindu word maya, with a popular meaning of love and illusion; so let's say it is magical measurement.  A mode of being is a measurement, a cutting around, a limitation, a paring, a fit.  It is also illusion and magic.  

The notion of modes of being or modes of existence is popular again in certain left-bank quarters.  It is a way of avoiding universals or Platonic Forms.  Consider a blue screwdriver.  We, of course, could say, following the predicate calculus that it is a particular (x) exemplifying the universals blue and screwdriver.  That, however, annoys certain people.  They would much rather say that here is an object circumscribed by a world that makes it exist as a blue thing and as a screwdriver.  In other words, both its color and its function are how the thing relates to the world; they are not themselves existing entities such as universals would be.  Thus there is the object and its interaction with the world which limits it all around.  No need for universals or Platonic Forms participated in.  A mode of being is sort of an illusion.  It is not real, it is not a thing, it is a way of being only.  Thus only objects and their unreal magical measurement.  The object exists bluely and screwdriverly and as mine.  It remains just itself.  Those are its maya appearances for me.   Krishna grins with love-play, horripilation.  Philosophy becomes a sorcerer's game of creation from nothing and then the return.

4444  For a long time I have called myself a realist when it comes to philosophy.  I have read realist philosophers, old and new, and I have loved the game of devising arguments for and against my position.  About a year ago I discovered the Speculative Realists, especially Graham Harman, and I was intrigued.  I have since then tried my best to understand their ideas.  They come out of continental philosophy, which I only somewhat know, and that made the going a little rough, but I have persisted.  I still haven't come to a good understanding of just what their idea is.  Guerrilla Metaphysics is a pleasure to read, but in the end confusing - at least to me.  Perhaps that is because I was always looking for answers to a specific set of questions and Harman simply didn't ask those questions.  

In his latest blog posting he writes: "The continental tendency, by contrast, is simply to assume that the realism/anti-realism dispute is a pointless pseudo-problem, such that even to raise it is treated as a sort of vulgar gaffe. Meanwhile, while pretending to be beyond this dispute altogether, they instantly adopt the anti-realist side of things while pretending to remain neutral."  The one question I am most interested in hearing an answer to is:  Do universals exist in his ontology or no?  Perhaps he assumes that the realism/nominalism dispute is a pointless pseudo-problem, such that even to raise it is treated as a sort of vulgar gaffe. Meanwhile, while pretending to be beyond this dispute altogether, he instantly adopts the nominalist side of things.  I really don't see how he could fit universals into his ontology. Nor could he fit sets of objects or notes or elements.  It seems to me that anything that would "go across" the boundaries of objects would be anathema, and any type of universal or set would have to do that.  Thus also no numbers, no logical forms, no facts such as thirty-seven is bigger than twenty-two, or New York is bigger than Iowa City or a tiger is a type of cat.  Universals are not located anywhere at all and since the inside of objects is all that is under consideration, universals of all kinds are nothing at all.  That is as far as I can figure it out for Speculative Realism.  Perhaps I have missed reading something.   
4445  Substance that we find in the world is composed of matter and form.  That is Aristotle.  When the form has been released from matter by means of abstraction, then we are in the pure realm of spirit, the Entelechy.  Thus we have matter mixed and matter unmixed.  The first is poetry, the mixing bowl; the second is pure theoria.  In the first we see the final things, the telos of perfection, as though through a glass darkly.  That is the way of poetic alluding.  Then there is the Allure.  The call from far off.  All is metaphor and idolatry.  It is the mixing bowl.  It is human life here and now.  Theoria, the pure vision, is other.

When we rise above the poetry of life into the thin realm of pure thought we leave the world, the human, the commotion that pleases.  Then we are in the almost nothing of angelic being.  Pure mathematics.  Thought thinking pure thought.  It is as a fine white fire to the mind.  A killing subtle fire to the earthly man.  It is without pleasure to the flesh.  It is still ecstasy to the spirit.  It is deadly.

Philosophy as pure mathematics, devoid of the making of poetry, is for an eternity without time.  Then there is no more alluding, no more metaphor, no more of the indirect and the absent.  Then we will see The Thing Itself directly.  It is like forgetting to the mortal mind.  

4446  The religious sets up the distinction between time and the timeless.  It is the nature of things in time to suffer the effects of increased entropy.  That is to say that in time things degenerate.  They fall from being well-formed into shabbiness.  Your nice new shoes soon look walked-in.  Your smooth, clean-shaven face looks stubbly and tired.  Your new car is full of dents and dirt.  You yourself see your belly begin to stick out and your silken skin roughens and sags.  Then your understanding of just how things work loses its certainty.  Things go from beautiful to worn-out so fast.  The arrow of time knows no let-up.  The center will not hold.  Things fall apart and die.  And you think of the marvelous stories you have read and how there nothing has changed.

We reach for the timeless.  We read.  In our mind's eye we see the Battle of Troy, the plight of Hamlet, the Napoleonic advance, the Russian revolution, the descent of Dante into Hell, the magical rise of science and the fall of Romanticism, we see the birth of quantum theory, the travels of Gulliver, the birth of the computer, the death of Lincoln, the antics of Chaplin, the sorrows of Werther, the suffering of the prairie pioneers and the lavishness of Hollywood.  All of it now hangs in timeless splendor.  There nothing changes and falls into tatters.  It has entered immortality.  But we remain here getting older and we watch our country become something unrecognizable.  The timeless sets up against the ravages of time and breaks the mind.

There are those among us today who hate all talk of religion.  It is usually they who have come to love literature and history and art and all things still and unchanging.  They have jumped from the eternity of religion into the eternity of … it is the same eternity.  The timeless is the timeless.  In the meantime, we fluctuate downwards.  Soon the immortality of what was will also be ours.  But now we are agitated like flames in the difference.  Time is not more real than the timeless.

4447  The act of time is degeneration.  Even when it seems a more orderly place is being set up, in fact, that energetic endeavor is tearing down many things for the sake of that one thing.  The world moves inexorably toward equilibrium and its bland uniformity.  Our celebrations of diversity come at a great cost.  One thing rises on the ruins of many.  Our festivals of springtime blossoming are a prelude to a long, slow succumbing.  The moment of beauty is short.  The wasting away is torturous.  Time is the rule of increasing disorder.  Order is purchased with your life.

In the biological world, the individual plant or animal serves only as a sink for the waste of entropy.  The magical chain of DNA that is at the center of so-called Life is intent on maintaining its integrity.  It takes great amounts of energy to devise the mechanisms that will accomplish that exceedingly difficult task.  It is done.  The individual is that machine of maintenance.  It is the depository of the entropy removed from the blessed Chain of Life.  Soon the machine is worn out and the chain divides itself into another individual what will serve it in its time and then also depart.  The DNA survives whole.  Work was done and it was able the pass on what corruption came to it to the vehicle that carried it.  Only the DNA is important in biology.  The individual animal or plant exists only to momentarily keep it safe from the ways of inanimate collapse.  Such are the laws of entropy and the science of information.  Life is finally a gloomy thing for a conscious mind so tied to that maintenance machine.  A slave to the need of DNA to pass on intact, as though it were a virgin princess.  Maybe it really is that.

4448  Nietzsche's vision of the Eternal Return has been the worry of many distraught philosophers.  (Yes, to call a philosopher distraught is a redundancy.)  None has successfully wrestled it to the ground of understanding.  I too have had a go at it.  It was probably nothing more than an ordinary mystical vision, such as we all have had.  Nonetheless, it is a part of literature and it is a useful hook to hang our own thoughts on.  I was about to say that it is a vision of victory over the ravages of time.  It is an answer to resentment.  To the feeling that time has come and taken away all possibility.  That our time has passed and we now are on the long decline.  It is an attempt to say that whatever has happened to me has, in reality, been my own doing.  I did it all to myself.  And I loudly affirm it all to be good.  I have willed my entire life.  I am master of my destiny.  I am master of myself.  I am my own.  Let it all happen again exactly as I willed it and have willed it so many countless times before.  Thus I lift myself out of the mouth of ruin.  I enter into the eternity of It is and it will be.  Time and its leveling are overcome.

4449  The arguments against substance or enduring objects are rather simple.  They involve, as most philosophical arguments do, the drawing out of a contradiction from the very idea of such a thing.  Substance as substance is self-contradictory.  And thus so is Object, its cognate.  That, of course, doesn't mean that substance or objects don't exist, only that they comprise an internal contradiction.  

The only way around this contradiction is to transfer it to something that lies ever deeper than substance/object.  That something is Time.  Time is the ground of substance.  Or Time is the true substance of the world.  Time is contradictory.  Well, we all sort of knew that.  We could feel it.  Time is, as Augustine says, only understandable as long as we don't think about it closely.  

If all that bothers you, then don't allow Time into your philosophy.  Be Parmenidean!  Be an anti-substantialist modern philosopher.  Live in a world without substance.  It's hard; but no harder than living in a world that is essentially contradictory.  Your choices are limited.

There is one other way out, though.  This is the way of so many today.  That is to simply ignore it and hope no one will notice.  Distract them with the firework poetics of metaphor.  With political vehemence.  With a barrage of accusations of not being rigorous enough.  Be hard enough not to look!  

4450  Asceticism has been the bane of scholarship for long centuries.  It today rules the universities.  A dualism has been set up.  Inside the academic circle a strict rule exists that denies any and all expression of sensual, sexual pleasure.  Only bare logic is permitted.  Outside the circle, sensual pandemonium whirls around and around in the young man's mind.  

The Church, threatened from the beginning by the homoerotic ways of the very Lord it worshiped, put an immediate clamp down on all sexual unions, except the one explicitly preached against by that same Lord.  And today the universities that guide us into the darkness of the Nihil still carry out the first directive of those spiritual rulers.  Asceticism is the only way now.  And pandemonium.  Is there not a third? 

Please, don't give me any nonsense about mixing together a little bit of both, also known as Family Values.

4451  I have lived for five months a year for the last sixteen years in Kathmandu.  Nepal is said to be the poorest country in Asia.  I have not lived among the well-to-do.  I have lived with the boys who come from the villages to work and to go to school.  I have talked and hung out with the street boys, the homeless boys, all the boys with no money.  I have lain with the poor.  I know intimately their life and their loves.  I have spent a long time with them.  And now back here is America, where I am comfortable, I read stories and accounts of the wretched existence of the world's poor.  I read of the absolute horribleness of their lives.  I read of their pain and anguish.  And I recognize none of it.  The poverty I lived in had none of the feel of those most pathetic revelations to the rich of the world.  I think the stories are just a way for the rich to "feel", to be needed, to hold a "poor young thing", to mentally, emotionally, economically rape someone who won't care because they are so bad off.  The truth is that among all those I knew and still know, life is much better, much brighter, much more friendly than here in cold, dead America.  Now, by saying that, I will have to suffer the vitriol of the "truly concerned".  I will be accused of romanticizing the poor.  I will be said to be blind to the plight of the destitute because of my sexual desires, the gross indecency of the Western upper classes against the woefully disadvantaged.  That I am a colonial imperialist.  Nonsense, these "advantaged" westerners just love to wallow in pity and stories of deep longing right into their groin.  It's the same "feeling" they get when they are horrified at stories of a blond, young girl here who has been the victim of a "depraved pedophile's" touch.  Who was under his cowardly gaze.  The people here love gothic tales of horror.  But it is not reality.

4452  Laying down his ontology, a philosopher will often and usually draw a distinction between a something and its appearing form.  And thus he thinks of the same difference lying between his ontology and his expression of it.  Then he valorizes the former and dismisses the later as a mere servant of that great thing.  If the appearance is decent, if it reveals the near truth of the something, then it is called eidos.  If not, then eidolon, a simulacrum.  Today it is common to denigrate the written expression as always somehow a distorting trope.  The writing is overlooked as having any value in itself, as a something of philosophy.  At most it is judged as good if it respectfully manages to demurely withdraw from view.  And let the light that is the philosopher's mind shine forth.

And so I undertake a deconstruction of the entire affair.  This marginal existence of the expression will now be lifted up into plain view as the final appearing of Philosophy itself.  All the formerly great meanings that lay in the majestic beyond will be made into mere hooks for the voice proclaiming itself in the pressing out.  (Oh my, I hope I don't draw the same distinction between the voice and its sound out there.)

Undaunted, I invite you to look at this expressing of my idea and my voice right here.  Look at this servant.  I have bought him fine clothes to wear at this banquet.  He will dazzle.  He will dance.  He will be the guest of honor as he serves you flesh and blood in this χαρισμα.  Your hunger is all that is required of you.

Sorely, my fellow deconstructionists – and we are a formidable lot – have, for the most part, hired day hacks as servants or have not provided for their good attire, and we now must put up with that.  I suppose I generally get their point, but so what?  The meal leaves gas.

4453  There is one aspect of the health-care debate that I find disturbing.  That is the unspoken feeling that if we can just get this one part of our lives taken care of we will be more secure.  In fact, if we can properly regulate the financial system we have, if we can have better control of our borders, if we can stop all the green-house gasses from escaping into the atmosphere, then we will be well on our way to finding that security we lack so pitifully.  We are looking for security!  The material world, including our own fragile bodies, the family world, the academic world, and on and on are all so in need of attention.  We lack security in all of that and we want it bad.  If we can just get through this rough time we will be in a much better place.  If the idiots let us get there.  It's all about security.  

But it will never come.  The one thing that is for sure in this world is that whatever is the case now, it will all soon change.  Everything is quickly gone.  No health-care system is going to make our physical bodies able to withstand the virus of time.  It is all going to come falling down.  Such has been the long history of the world.  And so we look elsewhere for safety.  

Part of our problem is that we are half in love with the pathos and the poignancy of our hellish past.  We are mad.

4454  The boy dances, the moon shines, the dog howls.  The boy, the moon, the dog.  Three Aristotelian substances.  The Boy, the Dance; the Moon, the Shining, the Dog, the Howling.  Six Platonic Forms.  Where does the philosopher go to find Being?  This world that is with us, this irreplaceable and singular world, will soon be gone.  Or is substance eternal and only its appearing for the moment? Worlds without end.  Are the Forms, also so singular and irreplaceable, finally the only eternal things and are themselves the things that appear scattered throughout space and time, substance being so weak and momentary?  But surely space and time suffer the same fateful questions and we mark time with lame thought.  The Forms and substance and eternity and the momentary and then Time steps forward as thought's strangler.  I write lyrically trying to lull my mind into truth.

4455  He is sleeping. Aristotle insists that the primary existent there is the one pointed to by the word "He". The words "sleeping" and "is" do not point to anything truly an existent. They point toward nothing that is anything of itself. They hang on that one for what slim existence they can manage. Only the one thing truly exists. All else is properly deferential. The individual is It.

It isn't true that for Aristotle only the individual exists. But only the individual has full, real existence. The other things do exist, sort of, in a secondary, derived, thus inferior sort of way. Their existence is marginal. 

Or is it so? Doesn't Aristotle finally, through abstraction and the elimination of potentiality into actuality, the elimination of matter, raise up the marginal things into Ideas gazed upon by the Demiurge? Don't "sleeping" and the demur "is" become great Forms? Don't they reveal themselves as Sleeping and Being? Then the mind arrives at the purely Intelligible beyond material substance and the order of things is reversed. He who is first now will later be last and who is last will be first.

This is the science of metaphysics. Science is the act of taking apart the apparent and the everyday and rearranging the parts into the strange beyond of a reversal of being. The sun doesn't come up in the East and revolve around us, but we turn and turn and the sun stands still.  He lies still within Being and breathes in the cool rotations of Sleep. Our thinking gaze makes a change of set.

4456  Philosophy in the modern world has drawn the sharp distinction between object and act.  His hair blowing in the wind and my thinking of that are two, not one.  But when it comes to sense the scene slightly changes.  To perceive is one thing, to sense is another.  I perceive his hair out there in wind, in the world, in among all the other delights.  But when the color and fragrance and the softness impress themselves on my mind and the movement moves me, then I am intimate with all that and it is no longer separate and out there.  It seems that the act and the object coalesce.  It seems that the distinction is lost, marvelously lost and I become one with that.  

The old Empiricists understood this.  And they fell into error.  The same falling exists today.  It is common now to read of the object- sensual image distinction.  The object vicariously represents itself inside another.  If that other is human then that image is a sensual presentation.  But now the confusion comes.  The person, that mind, is not different from the sensum.  He is the sensum.  We do not say that he senses the sensum.  There is no such distinction between act and the object.  The fall has occurred.

Let's suppose sense, sense data, do exist.  Shouldn't we ask the question of how we know them?  Is another image needed of them "in the mind" of the knower?  Are we about to fall farther into regress?  Do we know sensa directly, without intermediary?  Do we sense sense data?  Something is wrong here.  This mess always lies about when we abandon the object-act distinction.  
Couldn't the intimacy desired have come about through a close nexus?  I have no answer.  But my questions are not to be dismissed.

4457  I'm going to attempt to take on the venerable old philosophy of Conceptualism.  Central to that philosophy are, of course, concepts.  We all seem to have a concept of just what concepts are.  But we haven't really thought hard or even hardly at all about the matter.  It slides by.  Let's look more closely and then try to figure out just how it is that we are acquainted with them – if they do indeed exist.

I walk by the shop.  Eyes glare at me.  Someone stops and hesitates and then approaches.  A gesture.  A nod.  A side street is indicated.  I continue on, perhaps I am following, perhaps just moving along.  Once again a conclusion is reached.   The day is complete.  Things happen.

From all that, you have gathered your thoughts together and you have some sort of idea of what's going on.  It was an instance, once more, of the age-old act of cruising.  You know the concept intimately.  The concept is easy.  And the most difficult.  And maybe nothing at all.

Our collective heads are full of concepts and the swarm of images that surround them.  They advance and retreat.  And, of course, suffer change.  We are packed full of concepts. But what are they?

His lips are red.  Yes, we know all about lips and the color red.  And red lips.  The concepts are easy.  And we certainly don't begrudge the fact that others have much the same ease with much the same concept of red lips.  In fact, the same concept.  Those red lips have been with us for quite a while.  And the concept also.  But what is a concept.

It is obvious that my concept here and now is the same concept I had there and then when I walked by yesterday.  And, my dear, I am equally sure that the very same concept is with you here and now just as it was ever at another there and then.  The images that fly through our mind's imaginorium are constantly changing, yes, but the concept is one through all that.  Red lips are red lips – in reality and as a concept.  So it seems that that concept is one thing, here and there, in so many minds, all through history past and future.  The concept we have is, because it transcends all of us and also the moment, the Concept.  It is a thing bigger than any instant of its being thought.  It is – dare I say it – a Platonic Form.  Or it is nothing.  But how do we know such a majestic thing?

Should we say that we have some sort of concept of that concept?  No, the concept of a concept of a concept is instantly too much.  Oh, my friend, I think there are no such things as concepts.  But the red lips and the Eternal Form of Red Lips are as certain as the ache in my heart.  

A concept was an attempt to have something particular and universal at the same time.  It was just my concept, but it was also somehow more than just mine.  The concept breaks in two.  This moment flutters in the wind of eternity.  Soon it's gone, but it's never gone.  

4458  In the New Testament, that born of the flesh is set off against that born of the spirit.  That born of the flesh is characterized by accumulation and the protection of material goods, wealth.  That wealth includes other human beings owned by a dominant force.  Those who belong and are thus owned have duties and obligations to increase the wealth and the protection of it.  It is their only duty.  And they in turn are protected and cared for – security!  It is a system of servitude.  In New Testament times, that system, that great institution, was the Family.  The family owned you, took care of you, and demanded of you servitude.  In much of the world today, especially Asia, it is exactly the same.  

In Kathmandu, I have lived with teenage boys sent to the city by their family to make money and send it home.  It is a worrisome burden.  It is like "sleeping with an elephant."  It is absolute.  It sucks the spirit right out of the boy.  It is deadly.  He has no life of his own.  And that is why, in the Gospels, there is so much anti-family rhetoric.  Jesus, in the Gospels, is vehemently anti-family.  This may come as a surprise to the Christian Right, but they only have to look and read.  The counter-revolution and the resurgence of family dominance in the historical church finally succeeded in Ephesians and I Timothy.  The freedom from family that Jesus in the Gospels demanded was crushed.

There are times at night, in the city, when the boys crowd in together, far away from their families, and enjoy each other.  For a while they are happy and free.  But the day brings new worries.  Still, even then, they glance at each other and think of freedom and smile.  We are not so different here.

4459  Continuing on with my taking up on the anti-family vehemence of the Jesus Tradition, I will jump immediately to the other-worldly abstractions of rarified ontology.  I have written quite a bit, an irritating amount, about the Nexus.  That little thing that holds the world together.  The heart of fact – and we must always remember that "The world is all that is the case."  Universal unites with the bare, so vulnerable, particular.  Ain't he just a number.  Just That.  And he displays his form, The Form, right well.  Yes Yes Yes, all the way up to the so overdone by those who do it orgasmic blackout.  The final oblivion.  Nothing. The Nexus. Until tomorrow when we will all lovingly do it again.  A truly frightening delight.  A sweet nihilism.  Along with the boys up in those far blown monasteries, the garden of Nagarjuna, Master of the Nothing-at-All.  Boys need it bad.

4460  Graham Harman in Guerrilla Metaphysics has a few references to the notion of a bare particular.  Though they do have existence in some systems of ontology, they do not in his.  That object that withdraws is most certainly not bare.  I would like to defend the idea.

First though, let me say that there are those in my own tradition who say that even though bare particulars are dialectically necessary to ground individuality, they are not phenomenologically given.  I suppose you could take that as a sort of Harmanian withdrawal.  I, however, want to defend the idea that they are present to mind.  I do that knowing full well that such a "metaphysics of presence" is immediately suspect to many.  It is usually suspect for no reason other than that the many have been led to think that by those who have railed against it for so long.  So long, in fact, that some of us have forgotten the point.  Anyway, I will defend the idea that bare particulars are presented to the mind.

The world consists of facts.  A fact is a bare particular exemplifying a property.  Or so some philosophers think.  I think that.  Consider the fact that I tore my new coat on a nail as I came through the gate in front of my house.  I looked and there was that tear.  There was nothing I could do; it was just there.  That is brute fact.  That is the incorrigible facticity.  It just stares back at me as I stare at it.  There is that.

I can intellectuality understand what a tear is; I can imagine it happening; I can explain it and on and on with my understanding.  But after all that intellectualizing is done, that tear right there still remains.  It is.  It is brute.  That just that is the bare particular.  It is a something that cannot be thought away.  It is absolutely independent of you or of any mind.  Or of any other fact.  There it is.  It will not go away.

That, of course, was a rather bleak, unpleasant presentation.  I suppose I could just as easily have presented a piece of very good luck.  It would have been just as brute and irrevocable.  Incorrigible.  Stubborn.  Fixed.  To know that is to know the particular beyond all intelligible form, bare.  Just that.  As inevitable as the one sound asleep in the next room.

4461  God as warrior-chieftain vs. God as head of household.  A militant God vs. a bourgeois paterfamilias.  Our views of God seem to alternate between those two poles.  Here, now, the latter has won the day.  The militant God is totally banished because He was championed by the Nazis.  Nonetheless, I expect a reversal will come eventually.

The militant God is of a world in which the masculine principle is ascendant.  In the world of the household God that principle has been crushed under foot by the rule of the female.  There God serves the family.  He is domesticated.

On the battlefield as it has been depicted so often in Hellenic and Davidic poetry there is no place for women.  There the warrior has his boy companion.  His armor-bearer.  His tent-mate.  The boy takes the place of the woman.  On the battlefield there is no place for women.  There is only the sudden surprise of life and death.

The home, the Domus, is the place of gentle rest.  The days of battle are finished.  That glory is banished and forgotten.  It is a much more sensible place.  It is peace.  But it is not the secret heart of the male.  It suffocates.

Today's soldier fights for the sake of the family back home.  It is a freakish idea.  It is wrong.  It will never work.  

4462  When heterosexuals read the historical texts of philosophy and religion they give them an interpretation that pleases them.  Of course they do, and there is nothing wrong with that.  And when they teach those texts in school they give the heterosexual interpretation.  Of course.  I have no complaints.  What really riles me, what amazes me, is that when gay people read the same texts, they feel that they absolutely must go along with such an interpretation.  Even when the gay interpretation blares out loud, as it does in most religious and philosophical writing, the gay student is afraid to listen to it.  Yes, it is true that he has to please the teacher and he has to "fit in" with the other students and not antagonize them, but he ends up antagonizing himself.  It's time to stop overlooking the obvious.  There is a gay interpretation to philosophy and religion and gay people have to take ownership of it.  And insist on its truth.

4463  In particle physics, energy is talked about, not a something "active and almost alive", but as a particle.  A gauge boson, a virtual particle, gravitons, photons, etc..  The fact that energy is a particle-thing is counter-intuitive.  Nothing is moving, there are no orbits to careen around, no space to move through, just things.  It is marvelously systematic and symmetrical and almost simple to understand, but nothing is "alive and moving".  Just things existing.

Phenomenology is similar.  An act of perception is changed, from being the doing of a living mind, to being the exemplification of universal forms by bare particulars.  Things.  It seems that we are moving from the living to the dead.  From vital spirit to just that.  From a breathing soul to the stillness of an abstract thing.  From awareness as life to awareness built out of mere particles, pieces, of being.  It is sort of creepy.  It is downright creepy if you think about it for very long.

In sex there is a further similarity.  In life one uses one's hand for almost everything.  But in love-making the use is drained right out of it and it just lies there and we caress it as a thing.  Every part of the body suffers the same draining.  The final object, the thing, is just there and we gaze on it as on a thing that has moved from life to something other.  The body becomes strange.  It is sort of dead.  And there is something erotic in that. Life's energy now becomes a thing.  Analysis is what we are.  Everything comes undone.  I use sentences that once were ideas of meaning but that now become phrasal quantities in measured pieces of time.  Things hook up.  Ecstasy comes.  The Nexus is a thing.

4464  What is the value of metrical prose?  What is the meaning of metrical prose?  Is it merely a cover-up covering up a lack of ideas?  Or is it the joy of number and difference?  A shy transcendence.  Or of the commensurable and the incommensurable?  Paradoxically aligned.  Or not?  It is a pleasure, but sometimes a tedious pleasure.  As is all pleasure.  And dealing with number.  Yes, it is a cover-up and a lack and a sometimes grotesque idea.  But it is both human and divine.  The angels have no better past time.  And at bedtime, betimes, we know that it will all continue down through the long hallway of night.

4465  Imagine you are in ancient Israel.  That you are on the side of a mountain among the prophets.  That the music and the frenzy have started.  And you are waiting for your Lord, your divine Lover, to approach. And the frenzy gets louder.  Adonai.  I AM.  

Now imagine you are a youth of the present age alone in your room.  The same frenzy in close.  Your mind is filled with the wind and the music is well on its way.  You can feel him, Him, close.  The ancient youth on the mountain and you are one.  You have always been one.  Nothing has changed.  Nothing ever will.  The frenzy.  You are.

This is a charismatic religion.  Maybe a shamanistic journey.  An orgy of desire bursting out in your head.  Look about - the beloved, the beloved, the beloved.  Grab, move, hide in the Will of the wind.   Your lover God, your divine destruction.  The imagining is easy.  The filling up, the bursting out, the silent wind.  You have done it so many times already.  

Christianity is a charisma, a hunger, a surrender or it is nothing.  The words come, the impossible words of love, the broken meaning, the faint asking.  You are beloved again and again.  And The Great Lover has been covered up by the church behind the Law.  Now you are either alone or out on the hillside; there is no place for you among the urbane and the sophisticated.  As was Samuel, you lie in the dark and that One stands erect and uncovered over you.  The seduction and the frenzy.  And the wind blows about.  

4466  There is an attempt afoot today to claim all things for the God of the Continuum.  All things arise out of and fall back into the one underlying Stuff.  It's a sort of materialism.  In physics, it is akin to field theory as opposed to particle physics.  The continuous reigns over the discrete.  If I have understood correctly, this is the point of Transcendental Materialism.  It is the Monad of Leibniz over the Extension of Des Cartes and therefore of Milton.  It is Aristotle's Materia Prima before the hammer of Aquinas shattered it into Materia Signata.  Anyway, let me digress into the etymology of the word "stuff".  It is related to the words stop, stupa (as in Buddhism), tuft (as in a Buddha hair knot), and styptic (as in a pencil that makes a knick stop bleeding).  Its meaning is to condense, contract, and cluster.  It is, I supposed, similar to high energy physics looking for the unified field where all the forces and particles fuse into one thing.  Maybe these philosophers today want to say that at the high level of thinking they are doing, in the high energy generated, mind and gross matter fuse into one thing.  That in their supreme concentration all things are brought back to their blazing point of concentration.  I don't think they want to say that they are blockheads, meatheads, stuffed animals.

There is an attempt afoot today to claim all things for the God of the Continuum. All things arise out of and fall back into the one underlying Stuff. It's a sort of materialism. In physics, it is akin to field theory as opposed to particle physics. The continuous reigns over the discrete. If I have understood correctly, this is the point of Transcendental Materialism. It is the Monad of Leibniz over the Res Extensa of Des Cartes and therefore of Milton. It is Aristotle's Materia Prima before the hammer of Aquinas shattered it into Materia Signata. Anyway, let me digress into the etymology of the word "stuff". It is related to the words stop, stupa (as in Buddhism), tuft (as in a Buddha hair knot), and styptic (as in a pencil that makes a nick stop bleeding). Its meaning is to condense, contract, and cluster. It is, I supposed, similar to high energy physics looking for the unified field where all the forces and particles fuse into one thing. Maybe these philosophers today want to say that at the high level of thinking they are doing, in the high energy generated, mind and gross matter fuse into one thing.That in this supreme concentration all things are brought back to some blazing tumscent point. Ouch! I certainly don't think they want to say that they are blockheads, meatheads, stuffed animals merely full of it. Comfortably ensconced in vulvanic folds.
4467  Blog philosophers coming out of the thin abstractions of phenomenology seem now to be consumed with trying to ground the real in the ability of one thing to actively cause a change in another.  Apparently the abstractions have been so thin as to be disconcerting.  Or the new guys aren't so refined and delicate as the old.  Or they just wanted a change they could call their own.  They are into causes.  A good and proper analysis is, however and of course, not forthcoming.  La guerre commence.

To properly understand cause you have to understand endurance through time and that has always been an impossible bug-a-bear.  A lovely bug-a-bear; nonetheless, a coquin that you will never get to behave in front your genteel guests.  Comme il faut.  Alone, you can speculate with him all you want.  

So let's speculate.  An example: I tied that knot as tight as I could and his gyrations still caused it to come undone.  There seems to have been some sort of intimate relation between his going around and around and that loosening … up.  A relation?  Intimate, as in inside?  Well, no, not really, we will have to speculate further.  Maybe the vicarious sensual gyrations and the vicarious sensual knot turned and tied and untied themselves into an … it's impossible to imagine.  I'm not a good speculator.  I do know, though, that if I do come up with something I like (it's hard) that it will be wildly unimaginable and not open to complaint.  There's nothing worse than a dry analyst.  Take it and run.  Take him and hum.  Take yourselves all the way undercover and don't worry about those who want to make sense of it all.  This part of philosophy is totally irrational, incorrigible, and made for breakdown.  Disconcerting, but with a certain sweetness forthcoming.  And as far as I can ascertain in my perdurance recurrence, a happy turbulence.  C'est la guerre.  C'est la vie.  

Time and cause will seep out of your rigid mind and everyone will be watching.  Blog smog.

 

4468  When Israel changed from being a band of warriors or mountain bandits or whatever they were into being a landed people with fields to harvest and all that, then the trouble started.  A settled people depending on the fertility of the soil needs a God who can help with that, not some wild thing screaming in erotic frenzy, ascending up into the whirlwind.  They need the priests of the fertility Goddess.  Big difference!  And so Israel, Ephraim, went whoring about with new cultic sex toys.  The old God was upset – to say the least.  He called his former male lovers harlots and adulteresses.  It must have been quite a shock for those guys hanging out between life-styles.  The warrior was giving way to the farmer.  It was humiliating.  It was an even greater loss for their former Lover.  What to do.

And so our Greeko-semitic religion has been troubled ever since.  Are we warriors or farmers?  Are we to ride with the wind or get a day job then sit at home taking care of our family?  Are we to love our wives and the Goddess or the boys out there on the free plains alone with only each other in the great hunger?  Home is more comfortable, but the high places call and the rush of life and death in the friend's red blood.  We have no choice; we are home-bound and the old God is gone.  We are householders and businessmen.  Time sinks.

4469  It is seriously funny that so many bloggers are having such it's-not-funny trouble with unwanted comments to their postings.  This is my favorite:  http://itself.wordpress.com/about/  .  The only thing missing is a postscript that informs the world - "This goes for anyone who would talk to us anywhere!!"  What are we to think of it?  Is that why Jesus was upset most of the time he was here?  Can you imagine what God must have to put up with?  My Lord, I can hardly put up with half the things I say to myself.  Hell is other people, as a sort of wise Frenchman said.  We all need a way to review the things being said at us before we allow them to go on.  Is the Internet the place where the riffraff finally get at the serious and the capable?  Is it possible to develop a filter against the bothersome, the unread, the intellectually inept?  We need a government of the able and the intellectually strong.  Salve!

4470  There are two kinds of dance.  One is poetry.  One is prose.  The former maintains a constant repetition.  The latter always breaks the constancy.  Both pay close attention to rhythm.  

It is prose rhythm that is the mystery here.  It strongly exists in the best laid out sentence.  Nonetheless, though many have tried to say just what it consists of, none has succeeded.  

A dancer dances his line.  He is speaking to his watchers.  Sentences form and paragraphs pile up around him.  And you can read his soul, the form of his moving body.

And in both dance and writing the meaning, the light shining behind the movement, guides the mind into its one thing.  Without that there is only the chaos of the separate numbers.  It soon vanishes.

___________________

I read his sentences.  He's moving, he's writing, he's letting himself be taken.  I latch onto the form.  And though I have captured him, he is controlling my thinking.  I let it be.  I am the watcher and I have no right to interfere.  I am nothing.  I must die to myself to be that.  

Should we say that the one performing is a killer?  Or that the form kills.  Or the rhythm.  To live here is to die.  We are in the spiritual wars of art.  The ancient battlefields, the ancient God leading us, the ancient dying in each other's arms is lovingly still with us.  Those at home never knew.

4471  I belong to the transcendent classless unclass.  From this vantage point I can see it all.  I see things as God sees things.  I am of the lumpen proletariat.  I am the individual by himself.  Outside, in the outside of Being.  Along the cold trails in the marshes.  The wind brushes my legs.  From nowhere to nowhere.  The Family of Man is gone.  Reason has become unreasonable.  The end is near.  The end has always been near.  Nothing happens.  The End is.  I glance about.  I see nothing.  I see it all.

I see as God sees.  If you look through the eyes of the street urchin, you see as God sees.  If you glance up as does the one who has fallen, you see as God sees.  If you wait at the window for the one who never comes, you wait and see what God sees.  There is no one else here.   God looks out through my eyes.  I am a hustler of men.

4472  In the middle of my writing, all around it, oozing all through it, is the presence, the lover, the friend.  The center holds.  I am held.  I sing.  I dance.  I lie awake.  His middle gyrates.  Grateful eyes smile.  

There are so many sad beautifully broken songs all about today, all singing to the void.  To the nothing.  To that no one.  It is a community of ascetics without a god.  The uselessness threatens to loom up large.  To cancel creation.  The ablation revealed a gap, a sap, an empty lap.  Winter has a certain beauty to it, but not that.  Smiling eyes grate.

I am not in love with absence.  I do not sing sad songs.  I have not found despair appealing.  Such gall.  Such gas.  An exasperating lass.  

I muddle about in words.  I fiddle and make riddles for the bored.  For love's long sickness.  For the end that inevitably comes.  For that one instant.  That constant.  That essence of crumpled nights in Constantinople - musky turbaned heads bobbing, throbbing, robbing me of good night's sleep.  I cope.  The right knave gave me my life, his stack, but not my money back.  Who cares.

4473  Today religion is almost always seen as an ethical/social instrument.  It is a part of politics.  It is for the good or ill of Mankind.  It is very abstract.  And if it is not abstract it is a help or bane to those who need consoling; it gives hope of a better world, a world without psychological and physical pain or it takes it away.  It is never never an erotic encounter with a god.  Such a thing is from our long lost immoral pagan past, a foul sensualism and all that.  We are filled with erotophobia when it comes to God.  Eros is a god out on the margins, in the marshes, blowing in the wild reeds.

Nonetheless, this Lover God was the God of ancient Israel.  It is the God who has been abandoned in favor of the modern social advisor, the ethical, the family friend.  The old God now sits with those out on the edges listening to the rushing wind in the pipes.  There agape is eros.  Who knew.

Theorists today usually see religion as a reaction to a fearful something.  Or as an attempt to instill fear.  Fear is the controlling emotion.  We live in such fearful times.  The thought that religion may have had its origin in erotic desire is dismissed along with all the other "sex things" as hardly worth talking about.  Sex is the negligible thing.  Fear of the erotic is what defines the theorist.  Still, for all that the sexual is frightening.

Should we say that this is an attempt at family through the instrument of shared loneliness?

4474  Lying under the heavy sky, listening to the pushing wind, in the still rush of Being, I sink down; the prairie burns.  I can feel the Spirit over me.  He comes.  He is lover.  He takes.  There is no let up.  There is no standing against it.  There is no way out.  He takes what he wants.  Life remains the ancient battlefield.  We lie down and die.  Nothing has changed.

I read the philosophy blogs.  They all, every one of them, seem to have some Ideal toward which they want to point mankind.  Some truth.  Some fresh air to breathe.   Up ahead is some difficult, intellectual mountain to climb.  If only, if only … .  Time presses.  They are gentle people writing to each other.  It's a civilized adventure.  Ever polite and respectful, even when they try to attack, they are so decent.  And they lay their head in the lap of the family of man.  

I lie still and He comes over me.  This God of the end times.  This God of stifled frenzy.  This God of the blanking out.  Courage is somehow given.  I will last the night.  I write only the charge.

Nietzsche wrote, "I must reach a new and higher form, I need in the first place a new separation, an even greater depersonalization."  In the battle you become an erotic thing.  

4475  Pratitya Samutpada and Svabhava.  Sometimes translated as conditioned arising and own-being.  I suppose it could also be stepping up out of a hitting together and self being.  The basic idea, in yet other words, concerns whether a thing such as that guy's hair has the ground of its existence in things other than itself or only in itself.  In popular talk, is it caused or uncaused.  Popular talk, though, finds the very idea of being uncaused to be an unidea.  In this time of scientific materialism, everything is caused, which means that everything, through a bumping and grinding, arises magically out of the primordial sludge.  The magic is the force of scientific laws.

Let's say you put your fingers together like that guy in the picture above.  Voilà, you have a heart.  We could say that the heart arose out of the condition of his fingers being together in a certain way.  Or we could say that the heart has its own being.  Taking your strap and extrapolating that to the whole of the cosmos you could say that all things arise similarly.  Or that all things have their own-being.  Surely, the modern mind wants to say that everything arises from something else, or in techno-speak, everything is a function over many independent variables.  As for that guy's hair, that is another matter.  It most certainly is a thing unto itself.  

Not just to be contrary, but I think the whole idea of arising out of something else is simply wrong.  It makes no sense at all.  It's as impossible as the wonderfulness of that smile arising out of carbon and oxygen atoms crashing together and fusing.  It ain't going to be.  Nonetheless, the power of the modern scientific attitude is so great as to believe something that is clearly just more sludge.  Or what?

Even that boy is a thing in itself, of itself, just from itself.  As are you, my lovely eternal reader.  Think about it.

4476  He turned and looked at me and my heart sank.  A faint smile crossed his lips and my spirit soared.  That is life.  That is super-life.  In an instant all of existence is crossed and crossed out.  Any action that is there is as though it is nothing.  And everything.  Time erases itself into a far eternity.  You are there.  You knew it all along.  Nothing has ever changed.  It is the most intimate of intimacies.  It is both life and death at once.  The world is gone and there is only that.  Bham!

4477  If you are catholic then you know that Mary was assumed into heaven bodily.  She didn't have to die because of her Immaculate Conception.  And so we have the feast of the Assumption.  In ancient mythology there is the story of Zeus falling in love with the Prince of Troy, Ganymede.  He took the form of an eagle and grabbed him and carried him off to heaven to be his cupbearer.  The Transumption.  It is that last that, for the ancient poets, became the symbol of the power of the poetic word to lose its earthly, ordinary meaning and become a vehicle for transporting the soul on high.  Things magically change.

Imagine you are going about your everyday activities.  You do this and that.  This acts upon that.  Things are in flux.  Then it happens.  The magic of the moment strikes you.  He appears around the corner.  He reaches out and touches the glass and that act reveals eternity to you.  The pure form is right there.  Time stops.  You are transumed along with the glass and the touch and the moment.  It is that change that is the vision of … of what?  It's the magic moment that philosophers have tried to capture.  And religionists.  And, of course, poets.  And even today, when we play the game of Pascal, the game of trying to force a vision of a world empty of enchantment, all the better to force it to come, even today the transumptive moment is our only goal.  Maybe today it will happen.  Again.  And again.

4478  If you look at the other blogs on the Internet, at ordinary philosophy books and articles, at the things discussed in conferences.  If you look almost anywhere, you will not find philosophy written in this romantic, erotic way that I do.  For all that, however, I am not alone in doing philosophy as I do.  It's just that today when Protestant high seriousness has taken over the scene that I am the only one.  The whole Platonic rhetorical tradition, the medieval mystics, the Islamic sufis, the sensual cabal at Oxford a hundred years ago, the American Transcendentalists, the devotees of Krishna, the hippies of my own time and on and on, all of them avoided this deadly malaise of academia.  What to do.  It will pass as a bad dream.

4479  I am a writer.  The words I write down may seem to have a topic.  It may seem that I am writing about this or that, some person, some piece of reality out there.  It may seem that it is I who is writing.  In fact, the topic is not what it seems nor is it really I who is writing.  For many long years I have read and read.  I have moved about and around and always I moved in the rhythms of life.  The words now write themselves.  Surely they are a repetition of all the other words I have read.  And their movement is the rhythm of the life of words.  There is little else in these writings.

Yes, it is true that some ideas, some words, advance and present themselves as proper for the moment.  And some decline to come my way and attempt to twist and distort those that do.  Writing is a matter of self-defense against the deluge of words that have gone before.  It is always a belated act.  

Others will read what I write; they will react violently, for good or ill.  Their own words, words that are no more theirs than mine are really mine, will attempt an attack, for good or ill.  Distortions will rise up.  Dead words will live again.  The recent meanings will have vanished.  Words are the place of the battle of the gods.  Words are a battlefield.  Nothing is ever lost.  Everything is new.

The spirit moves where it will.  The young boy sits and writes and it is the ancient thing moving through him.  Words are not a human, a social thing.  These gods are not pieces of man's mind.  Rather man and his thoughts are pieces of this god.  The boy slides up close.  The genius throws his semantic lens on him.  It is scattered and opaque.  And light in his touch.  He sleeps in its dream.

I write what I have read.  The one I write about has become for me the incarnation of the words that have gone through me.  The abstractions become his lithe physique.  Nothing more.

4480  Spinoza is very popular today I suppose because he is master of the Outline Form.  He is a sort of monist.  That is to say, he attempts to bring all things under or inside one structure or system or corral.  The Outline.  He aims for the Whole thing.  All things are there.  God and the Outline are one.  Today we also call that Powerpoint.  It is one with the scientific drive toward Enumeration.  Bullets that kill.  

It is artificial, but it is under control.  It is also the sign of authority.  It is Order.  It invites commentary on its greatness.  All things are there in the one Outline.  It holds the world.  More than the world, it holds all possible worlds.  It is God.  The Outline.  And therefore, we set up universities where we teach the young how to handle miniature outlines of their own.  We are teaching them to aim for the Whole.  Of course, they can only attain a miniature whole.  The Outline is there as the model.  It is very helpful.

In Spinoza and the Outline, even the emotions are brought inside.  If you have an outline and therefore a plan for your life, a step by step procedure, you will be able to take care of those painful movements within you and you can be master of the Outline.  And have a degree, or certificate, and you will be placed on the Register.  Everything, even you, has a place in the system.

In the Outline, there is that final moment where the Outline proves its own existence.  It must be because it is the All.  Step by step by step it steps into itself.  Order is ordered up.  And your messy mind is cleaned up in knowing that.  Give in to the Outline Form.  It is all very helpful.  

4481  Another philosopher we cannot seem to stop talking about is Nietzsche.  I too have said my piece and here I say more.  He is the opposite of Spinoza.  No one has accused Nietzsche of being too systematic, too rationalistic, too helpful.  His is a love story.

In Ecce Homo, Nietzsche's heart is revealed.  He has been in pain for a long, long time.  He talks of his father.  As last we see that he had always been in love with his father.  And when his father died Nietzsche went through hell. Then we see that two of the most potent demons of that hell were his mother and his sister.  Always far off, from out of the nightmare and visions of ghosts, and blinding pain, he could see his angelic father.  In his terrible decadence he could see health and strength and life up ahead.  That beautiful one.  His reaching for it was wrenching anguish.  It was the mightiest strength a boy could muster, a boy whose father had died.  Nothing in man is stronger.  It is a fearsome love story.  It has consumed us for a century.  

We really don't know what drove Spinoza on.  Maybe his hard, exact rationalism systematically incorporating emotion, controlling it, beating it down, also came out of something similar.  But we will never know.  Philosophers who are opposites may be the same spirit.

4482  What is knowledge?  What is wisdom?  In the last few blogs, I have laid out, for my friend, an understanding of … no, a vision of … no, a presentation of … none of that.  I have simply put on a show.  Maybe he enjoyed it, maybe not.  I had fun giving it.  And I did it because I was simply trying to return the favor.  He put on a wonderful show once for me and, if it had gone on for days, I have no doubt but that I would have enjoyed it thoroughly.  Someday his students will do the same.  It is obvious.  He is putting together his show right now.  

Knowledge and wisdom are both a show.  They are a presentation of gestures.  A man of knowledge, of wisdom, speaks in a certain way, sits in a certain way, dresses, stands and walks in a certain way.  Civilization has spent thousands of years developing all the little, nuanced movements that indicate knowledge and wisdom.  And we are all impressed when it is done well.  And granted an advanced college degree.  It is no more than that.  Ask a learned man about Plato and he will fumble and grunt and look here and there giving those fine signs of breadth and depth of spiritual and cultural understanding.  That's enough.  He is impressive.  And maybe well-paid.

Nietzsche was a master of writing about it because he had to learn it.  He was in a desperate situation.  To those who watched him in person, he was quite obviously a – how to say this – an aging sissy-boy.  Behind his back people talked.  And smiled a malicious smile.  And would never let him into their high places.  Nietzsche tried mightily to butch it up.  He knew that appearance was everything.  It gave him terrible headaches.  He knew that being a man of knowledge and status was all gesture.  He never got far.  But he came close to destroying that world with his writings.  So we read without reading.  We know how to give the appearance of having read.  We practice the lingo, the convoluted syntax, the grunts and pauses.  It's a show.  Look at Žižek with all his tics and twitches; it's the sign of a very learned man.

And now I've gotten myself in terrible trouble because I have made my friend look like a mere showman.  Let me quote a man of true wisdom, Oscar Wilde in The Picture of Dorian Gray, "Beauty is the wonder of wonders.  It is only the shallow people who do not judge by appearances."  The world is here to delight us.  Some people delight us more than others.  Personally, I really like sissy-boys.  Aging sissy-boys are another matter.  Being no longer young myself, I don't much like age at all.  The academic show is getting old.  It is no longer pleasing.  We all, today, realize that academic degrees are not much.  My friend will get a degree, but I hope he will be able to get beyond it.  His show is still fresh and lively.  Mankind wants little else, no needs more.

4483  Is the world one or is it a many that will not hang together?  Is it a complexity continually falling?  It is a smooth simple thing?  Opposites lie together as one thing in my thought.  He is gone; he and I are the same one.  My destiny is all things; my fate is peculiar.  Beyond the many divisions, I arrive unscathed.  I spread my arms and I am where the god dies.  And is reborn.  In a frenzy I come into just That.  The turn turned itself around.  A sickening sweetness filled the air.  No exit.  Lips onto lips.  A sigh inside a sigh.  The end is the beginning.  No one see.  The gods are voyeurs.

We all speak monologues to ourselves.  There is no one else.  I perform my dance of knowledge.  I read into writing.  I write myself into scattered ejaculations.  Projections, injections, rejected by all and none.  It's a waste of time.  His waist was so suavely secure.  A fine thing.  A right nice fit in my hand.  I broke in two.  The world is comprehended easily.  There is no world.  Only him.  He waits.

I really don't know if he exists or not.  Perhaps he is beyond all that.  As am I.  The categories of thought mangle and fuse.  I refuse to consider the possibility.  He fits into my mind's grasp so easily.  The world is just his oneness.  I sink.

Universal and particular are at each other again.  They have been that way all night.  I have gotten no sleep.  The walls are so thin.  I should complain to the manager.  Will they ever learn to get along?  I even hear their screams when I am out walking.  Just this one or the eternal?  Or both or none?  Does nothing exist or does everything?  It matters, it matters.  That one coming my way is so lovely.  I have seen him all my long life.  And he will come my way again tomorrow.  And Tomorrow. 

4484  Nietzsche eventually destroyed all possibility of knowledge when he showed us that it was all gesture and acting.  Or do you not believe him?  All of his life he had been an actor.  He knew the actor's role well.  He was homosexual.  A homosexual person at that time had to be an actor to hide, to stay alive, to simply exist.  Or don't you believe that?  Surely, you may think, all of that, if true, is irrelevant to his wonderful insights.  Maybe.  Nonetheless, knowledge is an actor's gesture.  I ask again, do you believe that?

What is knowledge?  What is wisdom?  In the last few days, I have laid out, for my friend, an understanding of … no, a vision of … no, a presentation of … none of that.  I have simply put on a show.  Maybe he enjoyed it, maybe not.  I had great fun giving it.  And I did it because I was simply trying to return the favor.  He put on a wonderful show once for me and, if it had gone on for days, I have no doubt but that I would have enjoyed it thoroughly.  Someday his students will do the same.  It is obvious.  He is putting together his show right now.  

Knowledge and wisdom are both a show.  They are a presentation of gestures.  A man of knowledge, of wisdom, speaks in a certain way, sits in a certain way, dresses, stands and walks in a certain way.  Civilization has spent thousands of years developing all the little, nuanced movements that indicate knowledge and wisdom.  And we are all impressed when it is done well.  It is no more than that.  Ask a learned man about Plato and he will fumble and grunt and look here and there giving those fine signs of breadth and depth of spiritual and cultural understanding.  That's enough.  He is impressive.  

Nietzsche was queer, just as am I.  He learned to appear otherwise.  And he had great headaches.  I know about that also.  I have the same blockheads to deal with.  I put on a show of knowledge and culture.  I know the show.  Knowledge is a show.  It can be a wonderful show.  I hope my friend enjoyed it.

Knowledge has not been destroyed.  It has become a glittering jewel in the ear of the god who rules us.  As Oscar Wilde said, "It is only the shallow people who do not judge by appearances."

4485  If knowledge just as knowledge exists and it appears, then it has appeared, for us, as gesture and movement and grain of the voice.  And twisted sign-marks on white.  Knowledge qua knowledge, Being qua Being, the One just as itself.  Could such a thing be?  And what of the appearing?

An appearing, we have learned to our dismay, can be either true or false.  Gesture and voice and signs are strange indeed.  How could they possibly be true appearings?  How could a kiss be love?  How could a glance be a weapon?  Is it all simulacrum?  How could death be a thing of ethereal consciousness?  Is it delusion?  It is maybe nothing at all.  But reality blazes.  Truth does exist.  At times we see perfectly.

Knowledge as just that and Being and the One exist.  We are intimate with them.  We know and are and feel little else.

4486  I have lived for quite a number of years in Asia always near Buddhist monasteries.  I have loved to venture in and around these places where the sound of chanting was the essential mood setter.  I was a squatter.  I listened and drank it in.  In the West, we are usually given the impression that some sort of intellectualization is the key to understanding that religion.  It isn't; it's the almost constant chanting.  And it is that chanting that is, I have come to think, the link between the Buddhism of today and ancient Buddhism and also with the other religions of yesterday and today.

How did religion begin?  It seems to me now that it was in what we would today call a Rave.  Prophets or devotees out on the hillside or in the woods or on the bare savannah going around and around working themselves up into a frenzy of repetition.  The monasteries are a direct line from that.  It is a charismatic thing.  Heads spin.  Thought whirls.  The groin aches.  Especially in the monasteries, where the young are so seductive.

It is in that rave frame of mind that we should understand the truly wild logical reelings of Buddhist argument.  Silver fire.  Until the mind blanks out.  Nirvana. 

Just as the ancient Hebrew prophets raved on the hillside and it laid them flat.  And from that came the heartbreaking, romantic triangle of Saul, David and Jonathan and it laid out this terrible religion we now run from.  But which still has us in thrall.  And the romance still raves us wild.

I write in rhythmical English, which I learned in church where the meter of that old bible ran through me.  From head to groin.  I am thus aligned with all the other American writers so addicted to it.  I write and rave.  The chant is everything.  The intellectualizing is a diversion.

4487  As you might imagine in these days of technology's infancy, we are surrounded, imprisoned, by the most complex theories of complexity, networks, assemblages, encroaching giants of massively refined matter.  It's fun.  For a while.  Then it grates.

Where oh where is the simplicity?  I am not the one to give it.  I go on and on about nothing much at all.  Nonetheless, I always have in my sights the delicately arrayed most perfectly simple One possible.  Unlike the complexualists who will break you with their Over-much, I give you the heartbreaker whose simplicity is beyond simplicity.  The ultra-refined.  The sassy god of Just-that.  There isn't much I can say about him.  I've said way too much already.  Still, I have to talk because otherwise my nerves shatter.  It ain't pretty.  I manage.

Stay always from the philosophy blogs; they'll clog up your mind.  And make you forget.  And read me only once in a while.  I'm no more than a lover who's lost his head.  I write ordinary love-sickness.  

4488  First philosophy is ontology.  Ontology asks the question, What exists?  Most philosophy today is, once again, nominalistic, and has changed the question to, How do objects gather together?  

From Wikipedia on ontology:

"Some philosophers, notably of the Platonic school, contend that all nouns (including abstract nouns) refer to existent entities. Other philosophers contend that nouns do not always name entities, but that some provide a kind of shorthand for reference to a collection of either objects or events."

As a Platonist I would say that not only do "abstract" nouns refer to existents, but so do connector words, such as "is", "if-then" and "means", even "participation".  As I see it, collections without such connectors or nexus are nothing at all.  Something must give unity.  Today's nominalists simply space it off.   They may make a distinction between a material object and a sensual object that is "caused by" it.  Nonetheless, they are both objects and the "caused by" is a fumble word.  If they bring in events, then that is also an individual thing like an object.  For the most part, the question about existence is either dismissed or handed over to the contextualists.

So I do a sort of Platonism.  Let me analyze a structure.  Today's network guys are basically concerned about what kinds of structures exist.  My question is What exists to ground there being structures in the first place?  Let's talk about a face.  A face is one thing.  It is a particular and it is the Form of Face.  And, of course, those two things are tied together.  This particular is a face.  In symbols, x is F.  That part is easy; we easily named the existents.  A face is also many parts tied together: a mouth, a nose, two eyes and on and on.  Not only do they exist (in the same ontological way as does a face), but there are also relations between the various particulars and they are tied together "in" an ordered structure.  It's obviously complex, but there are degrees of complexity.  You may look at any degree you want; some are rather easy for the human mind to hold at one time.

Just as the Form of Face, as I see it, exists as a simple thing, do Structures also exist as simple entities other than the elements that are "in" them?  I will somehow have to say, Yes.  It is a most difficult question, though.  And then there will have to be connectors to tie together the structure and those elements that "belong" to it.  Well, ok, there are such connectors.  And the nominalists roll their collective eyes.

 That's enough.  The analysis goes on and on into the night.  Ontology approaches the mystical.  And I land squarely in the land of the ancient religions.  It's inevitable.  It's no wonder the nominalists of today didn't want to go there.  I really don't mind.  I'm game.

In the not too distant past when ontology was aligned with religion it was therefore aligned with religion's God.  And, for my on-the-lookout gay mind, that opens up delightful possibilities.  But maybe you don't want to go there.  Another time.
4489  In many mathematics books Order is defined like this:  (a(a,b)).  I have never been able to see why that is a definition of order, but I have tried and I still am.  It should be read like this:  a is different from the circumstance that a is different from b.  It is a circumstance of difference "inside" a circumstance of difference.  Difference inside difference.  Maybe difference differencing itself inwardly.  Or the difference of difference.   Or … you can continue on.  I still can't get it.  But I almost can.  Like a dream, I can almost grasp the meaning.  I twist and turn and then I wake up into … nothing.  I  have failed once again to get it.  It has something to do with difference itself.  Or difference being different from difference.  Or maybe we should substitute the word "other" for difference, but I don't think it would help much.  

The Buddhists think there is no such thing as difference.  Is difference a thing?  Does difference make red different from yellow?  Is difference transcendental?  A Transcendental?  Is there any sense to that question?  Somehow there is and I can almost grasp it.  But not quite.  I hover in that in-between place that is metaphysics.

4490  Charisma is a wonderful word.  It comes from the Indo-European root *gher,  from which we get our word "hunger" and "yearn" and "greedy" and "exhort".  It is Greek χαρις or charis, which is translated as "grace".  By the grace of God, means by the hunger of God.  It is grace that makes the beloved surrender.  It is grace that shines on the face of beauty.  It is hunger than drives on the world toward it long forgotten end.  Charisma is no more than hunger and yearning.  It is sweet pain.  It is gentle anguish.  And it is the tormenting itch of sprouting wings.  So, it is the startled look of love.  The quiet fidgeting.  The unrelenting.  I don't want to stop my describing it, but there you are.

4491  If I reach into my pocket and I find a strange object and I ask my friend what it is, and he tells me that that was put in there by a ghost, then I still will have no idea what it is.  In other words, knowing where something came from does not tell me what a thing is.  Only where it came from.  Likewise, if I consider an ordered relation, aRb and different from bRa, and I ask the ontological question of the ground of Order, of that difference, then it will do no good at all to tell me that that order was put in there by  my mind or the ghost of language or whatever.  I will then only know where it came from and not what it is.  

To attempt to say what something is by referring to its genesis, its origin, is to commit the Genetic Fallacy.  Therefore to say that purple is the coming together of red and blue is a fallacy.  To say that a shadow is the coming together of directed sunlight and a solid object is a fallacy.  To say that water is the coming together of hydrogen and oxygen is a fallacy.  To say that sound is air vibrating against the eardrum and then entering the labyrinth of the brain is a fallacy.  Laying out cause and effect pathways is not the same as doing ontological analysis.  To say how something came about is not to say what it is.  To lay out a thing's relations to other things is irrelevant to saying what it is in itself.  (Such is Russell's idea of relations being external to that they relate.)

Of course, if you do not believe in such a thing as the thing in itself then … never mind.  If, for you, only relational networks exist then … never mind.  If there is no What, only Wherefrom then … never mind.  Then you do not believe in ontology, you believe only in science and its search for origins.

4492  Substance philosophies, and therefore today's object-oriented philosophies, along with Leibnizean, Hegelian and Whitheadean philosophies of dynamic change, all leave you with that lost and wandering feeling of endless unease.  Finally, there is only paradox.  It is the reign of antinomy and ultimate ambiguity.  It is the compression point of time's Instant giving way.  Logic withers in the heat of the dynamo.   A thing is finally neither this nor that, but both, and something else entirely.  Then again, religious frenzy and the joyful catastrophe may have been the goal all along.  By now, we are a strange band of belated spirits.

4493  Today's philosophers of dynamic change, in order to have their kif and freedom too, have their Something with "its" whole world spinning inside it.  An Object, just like the ancient Substance, "contains" all its forms, all its aspects that ever were, are and will be; all its relations to other objects; its own cave to hide in.  For some, that something was a one-thing, nestled in a non-existent unspace, amo-tween other one-things.  For others there was only One Thing.  God, Time, Mind, The Absolute, Our Only Reality.  History!  Inwardly spinning churning, mawing - Spinning.  The Dynamo works a world into existence.  Dividing itself uniting.  Dividing uniting.  Dividing uniting.  In the forever of its own making.  The dark  Machine of Genesis.  And we are the fuel mercifully freed from our own would-be-selves.  Inside the Inside.

Unlike a particular Karma which is a line no one else owns, History is universal and it has conspired with itself to make Us.  We are each a node of concrescence, a concrete thing.  Blockheads.   Within That.  To find an individual in that Giant Thing you will need to "artificially and therefore injudiciously" mark off a piece of Space/Time.  Rather, we are blindingly blended with all other unthings in That.  So hurled about.

Substance was abandoned because it left each thing so unmercifully isolated and eternal.  It was necessary that it be its own time and place.  That it be fettered irrevocably only to itself within itself.  That it always dream.  That is why we finally came to see that there is only One Substance imagining a world.  But, perhaps, because it is that-beyond-which-there-can-be-no-greater its imaginings must of necessity slip over into reality. We are the turnings of a Perfect  Dream.  Or not and we are the misgivings of a demigod.  

"A man when he is drunk is led by an unfledged boy, stumbling and not knowing where he goes, having his soul moist.  To God all things are beautiful and good and just, but men have supposed some things to be unjust, other just".

4494  If someone were to read my writings and then write a piece on that for me, I would not expect them to "get it" just right.  My God, I can't get it just right myself.  I would hope for a totally new vision about just what is in there.  I want to find something there that I hadn't seen before, some new landscape to walk across, some new spirit to flirt with, a different handle by which to hold on.  I want him, in other words, to get it all wrong.  I want to see something other.  I want to be entertained with new visions – pleasant or fearsome.  And when I read another and comment, I hope I get it all wrong and present a new thing for that writer to sit with and chat with and lie down with.  Only journalists and scholars try to get it right.

4495  The relation of man to Being is the relation of beloved to lover.  If you see it like that then the alternation of presence and absence makes perfect sense.  Likewise the joy and the despair.  Man approaches Being in the fear that love brings.  The fear of offending, the fear of being left alone, the fear of losing one's self in the love that breaks boundaries.  Being, my dear, has made you beautiful for His sake.  You are looked at.  You come undone in His gaze.  You are taken and there is no relenting.

All speaking now becomes play and dissimulation.  Lovers understand well.  That calm composure hides the fire of agitation.  The heart bleeds through the skin.  The skin shines with thematic power.  The day will bring relief and a more sensible understanding, but the day will be betrayed.  The night of Being will always be sought out, again and again.

Being is a jealous lover.  Your God is a jealous God.  You are in a dangerous place.  Hide in irony.  Undo what you have done up.  The Presence will burn.  There is no hiding place.  Your lover is finally only yours.  My boy, the man comes.  Your fate is written clearly between your eyes.  It makes perfect sense.

4496  Someone has left a peanut butter and jelly sandwich on the table.  I'm going to eat it.  If your ontology can't analyze that simple thought then you have a most inadequate ontology.  Obviously there are mental acts of perception and imagination and anticipation going on.  And sensing and enjoying and others.  You may even be wondering if you should do it and maybe someone else will get angry if you do and on and on.  So many thoughts.  Quick eat it before someone comes.  But before that let's make an ontological analysis of all that.  And because it is the ontology of a mental act it will be epistemology.

We will be looking for a theory of knowing, but not the criteria of truth.  That last we will leave to the psychologists.  What is an act of knowing, of a mental act.  Let's take the act of perceiving that this is a peanut butter and jelly sandwich.  First of all it has the property of being a perception.  Therefore let's say that perception is a form exemplified by this particular mental act, in much the same way that purple is exemplified by the jelly.  A particular and a form or universal that is exemplified.  But there is obviously more to a mental act than that.

There is also the thought content.    There is the thought: [This is a peanut butter and jelly sandwich.]  Please note, such a thought is not a sensing.  We do, along with thinking the thought, also sense a great multitude of sensa, but, even when they are all put together, they do not equal a thought.  Indeed, a thought and a sensing are very different things.  Therefore, in the mental act we are considering, there is the particular, there is the form of perception and there is also the thought, namely the thought that [This is a peanut butter and jelly sandwich].   Most philosophies today do not have thoughts as a part of them.  Thoughts exist.  They are simple universals or forms that are there to be exemplified by mental particulars.  THOUGHTS EXIST.

Now, of course, we are going to have to have some way to connect the thought with its object, but not now.  It seems to me that all those philosophers that claim to come from Brentano and Husserl should know all this, but they seem not to.  They have been bamboozled by science which reduces everything to cause and effect.  The intentional nexus is not a cause and effect nexus!

4497  Kant taught us to look hard at the transcendental unity of consciousness.  Why is it that today almost nobody does?  Consider the fact that it snowed 6 inches last night and we are expecting more by morning.  I can think about that very complex fact in one simple thought.  The extension and the divisions of the world yield to the one simple thing that is Mind.  No one is mentioning that in any ontological discussion I have read.  They seem to all have come from the empiricist/scientific community where everyone thinks that if you talk about sensa you have it all.  There is more to mind than sensations.  Anyway, sensa are multiple and no amount of bundling will give you a world.  

4498  If we can get rid of this absurd notion that is permeating "cognitive" philosophy today, namely that thought consists of sensations bundled, with or without a corresponding object, then we can maybe get to Mind itself.  I am thought, not merely sensations.  The world is there in propria persona before me, not through a representative in the senses.  That is what mind does.  It is aware of things directly.  I see the world and its varied forms.  I do not know merely sensations "in" my head.

4499  I have said that the noteworthy element in my writing is not the content, but the form.  The content is a rather ordinary Platonism and I have contributed little to the idea.  Platonism is, however, noteworthy for its rhetorical flare.  And I do think that I too rise to the heights, or at least part way up out of the gloom of life.  Or maybe I have just jacked myself up on some sweet repetition and I can see farther than your average dog.  Here is an example from the last posting.

Consider the cadence, the metered ending of one of the sentences.  … the sudden surprise of life and death.  Please notice that it begins with th and ends with th.  There is an alliteration of s.  r alternates with l.  p with f.  And the d emphatically repeats.  Moreover, the phrase is balanced.  And the vowel changes progress and retreat.  And … well, you can already see how great it is.

4500  Almost all of the other philosophy blogs on the Internet today are what might be called conceptual.  They do not appeal to the senses at all.  Nor is there anything there that might be called an Object, which is strange in this object-oriented time.  I present PICTURES for your viewing pleasure.  Such objects!  I give you rhythmical sentences, the grain of your own voice reading, and, of course, a tight paragraph object.  I do not conceptualize.  I let the philosophical Thing ooze.  And when I speak of mind and thought, they are not concepts but the thing itself become you, my dear reader.

4501  So much of what is written today on political theory seems to imply that if each man and each woman could just get out from under the grimy hands of the corrupt, the rich and the powerful, then he and she would be able to prosper in peace together.  I admit that I take a much more conservative and therefore dark view of the matter at hand.  I – I don't know why – see and feel the human being to be much too much of a caldron of emotions to let such a blithe and peaceful scene unfold.  As I have gotten older, I am impressed by two things in man: he is much more intelligent than I had suspected, but he is also much closer to a nervous breakdown.  The possibility of violence is very close.  He is, by nature, a ferocious thing, intellectually, spiritually and physically.  And all that is not the result of bad institutions, if anything those strong institutions have somewhat kept it all in check.  We are continually balanced finely on the edge.  The world will not go away and life is stirring around and around.  We wait for we know not what.

4502  Most of the things I know, and know directly, are not sensa.  I directly know numbers and the relations that exist "between" them.  I know all the logical connectors.  I know universals and bare particulars.  I know facticity and negation.  I know all and some and none.  I know Beauty itself.  I know God.  That Hunger.  The Surrender.  The Plallos.  Simplicity.  All directly.  All shining in the searing light of intellect.  All right there in an eternal There.  The inhuman Dasein.  And obviously not one of those things is a creation of my mind – or yours.  And certainly not of that mythical wraith called human history.  These are the simple Things that exist.

4503  Let us attempt a speculative mood.  We will abandon the phenomenological epochè.  We will, by means of doubt, move beyond all that appears.  We will be as disinterested as an aged professor.  We are headed into unchartered seas.  We will be happy.

We are here, obviously, on much the same journey that Des Cartes took when he attempted to doubt all he had previously believed.  And therefore we will also glance over at Kierkegaard, who commented so romantically on the prospect of such a great journey.  Of course we will give proper attention to the modern speculators.

So now we see that everything lying round about us, because of our devastating doubt, lies there in ruin.  That itself is strangely comforting.  The world is gone.  We are sailing over the horizon of Being.

Now all we know is doubt.  We hold out our hand and say, No!  We will believe nothing.  Are you still here with me?  I wonder if I should doubt you also – and cancel you too.  My dear, you do look rather like a ruin today.  Oh well, we will go on together.

I'm bored.  The appearing phenomena were so appealing, so entertaining.  This is devastation and nothing else.  I see nothing.  Only my own doubt, which I am now beginning to doubt and anything at all.  Should we go back and play with the players?  I'm moody.  

Des Cartes gambit of doubt never did appeal to many.  Nor did Plato's idea of philosophy as mere love of knowledge.  The moderns wanted knowledge, real knowing.  And so the System was born.  And then the System crashed.  Now, following Nietzsche, who people think said that the question and the journey is more important than the answer and rest, we endless pose new questions to each other and give potential answers and then move on.  And we surmise that we may be poets.  Nothing has helped our moodiness.  And we have become bitchy.

4504  Poor Des Cartes, today he is no nobody's list of the philosophical good guys.  Everyone, though, is certain of his importance.  It's just that he laid out on the body of Being a division, a cut, that could not heal.  And he caused Milton's Satan to fall from heaven.

Extension is his great idea.  Bleak, boring Langweiligkeit.  Who can be master of that.  Who would want to.  We lie here with our fallen hero.  We write poetry.  The pain will not go away.  But our philosophies are magnificent in their going on and on to nowhere.  We haven't moved or if we have everywhere is so similar to every other somewhere that it's all the same.  Monotony rules.   That is our magnificence.

We are the masters of Extension.  Intension, the tight gathering, has come loose.  This and then that and then another and there is no end to it.  A landscape of boulders all the same.  And for all that there is no repetition.  Just one more and just one more.  We fell far, but a light year's distance is the same as nothing here.  Why go on.  We have to go on.  No one likes Des Cartes.  The cut still hurts.  Space is shattered.  Mind is shattered.  Love is shuttered away.

And so we have the particle theory of matter – a mild excitement.  Waves give way to pieces.  Substance breaks apart into its constituent parts.  The whole is nowhere.  Only the infinite pieces.  Unity is not here.  And though we make functions from remembered numbers, they are too weak to hold.  Chaos has scrambled out minds.  The palm of the hand is empty.  No discourse on method will help.  It is truly a dis-course.  The meta-odos has met the otiose ex-tension.  The center of the sphere is everywhere.  And nowhere.  Thought is cracked and leaks.  And excitement fails.  

The deniers of extension and the Cut have tried to take all this magnificence away from us.  But it is just God by another name. The cat grins.  Objects explode.

4505  Spinoza tried hard to heal the wound of Cartesian dualism.  He only succeeded in deepening the cut.  His one thing was no relief for an inconsolable diad.  The dual cannot be reduced.  Or all becomes illusion and groundless hope.  We bleed.  The sacrifice succeeded.  We are the victims laid aside after the priests have gone home.  Still dead.  And alive.  And dead.  And still conscious.  Monism is ontological trash.  Thought, more thought!  The One.  The Dual.  Two things that are one.  Oh, my impossible love, I have strayed beyond the limits of what can be both said and thought.  I am in the land of non-existent ontological things.  Pushing harder won't work.  Ignoring the problem won't work.  So I dance lightly with words.  And I await the god's breath in my lungs.  Whoosh!

4506  We now theorize in our oppression that many universes were created in the Big Bang, itself perhaps only one among many Big Bangs still banging.  And in those and these universes the physical constants that govern, the laws, the primal elements were/are and will, no doubt, be different.  Infinity raises its majestic and terrifying head.  And now there is the certainty that in all these multiverses there is only one common type of mathematics at play and in other multiverses other types govern.  Mathematics, being defined locally by a set of axioms, is other elsewhere where a different set holds sway.  Governing, holding sway, banging around are what we find ourselves up against.  We long for the final Infinite Thing beyond it all.   And we have fallen into Gnosticism.  The minor god of this place must be somehow overcome in our spirit.  We long for the God beyond all these gods.  We yearn for a pure Mathematics behind its many types.  We are in anguish trying to find a place where the Unlimited reigns.  Where we are not oppressed by just one set of constants constantly one.

It is ontologically possible that even the ontological forms that constrain us are different elsewhere.  Here we find ourselves in a subject-predicate world; we yield to the Canon that dictates how the elementary logical things unite, what ties to what in quantification, whither and whence reason flows.  This is the ineffable thing that Wittgenstein finally dared to mystically speak.  But perhaps a world or unworld could exist where it is all different.  We cannot think it now.  Nor speak it.  Things might be terribly other.

Here is a well-formed expression for logic:   
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It could be said that there is an ontological Canon that dictated just how those symbols fit together.  It is the Canon, if you will, that prevents us writing:
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 y)) P)(x(P))  which is not well-formed and is clearly nonsense.  Or don't you believe is such a constraining Canon?  Was Wittgenstein right in saying that it is there but it is ineffable?  For us, yes.  Though I just did say it right nicely.
4507  Here I'm going to ask you to use your imagination.  It is all because Blogger so far has refused to transcribe logical symbols into my posting.  Think back to a book of logic you perused.  Take one of those dimly remembered long logical expressions you saw and place it right here _____________.  Now take that same expression and scramble the symbols around and place it right here __________.  Clearly the second one is sheer nonsense.  But Why?  What constrains us to put the symbols in a certain order?  Let's say that it is the Canon of Logical Form that governs our place in Being.  Elsewhere it might be a different constraint, a different Canon.  Aber:  7. Wovon man nicht sprechen kann, darüber muß man schweigen.  (What man cannot speak about, man must pass over in silence.)  We are here at the limits of human thought.
For those of you who are interested "schweigen" is related to the words: silence, sultry, swelter, serenus sol and selene (the moon), maybe swanz the wagging tail.  What are we to make of all that?

4508  A few days ago I described another's writing as being typically wrong-headed in a continental sort of way about ontology; I suppose I should explain myself.  I am a modern, Anglo-American thinker when philosophy comes.  I am over-engrossed by the question of the grounding of logic.  Those on the continent, for the most part, see no point in the question.  They are over-indulging of the social and, therefore, the political.  They fancy themselves economic theorists.  I see no hope for philosophy in that.  I am endangered by thickheadedness in the matter I stir.  They are on the verge of falling in with les flaneurs.  They are edgy.

By the grounding of logic I am referring to those entities that are used to build a logic.  I am referring to logical form itself and to classes and sets.  To a grounding of number and arithmetic.  To the quantifiers of some, all, and none.  To the nexus of implication and explication.  All those little irreducible pieces of logic by means of which we describe our world.  The continentals so often dismiss all that a human invention and less than what philosophy should be tending to.  We see the world differently.  Logic cannot be dismissed as Parmenidean.  The entities of logic are not human.  They are the form of reality.  Or do you disagree?

Also, those who dismiss universals and the bare particular as mere "thought" or concepts, and then dismiss thought and concepts as not real, are, I insist, going down a dead-end road into misty aphasia.  But insisting is worthless.  The point is that finally all these questions in continental thought vanish and nothing is spoken at all.  It is pointless to ask one of them about these matters, because your question will go unanswered.  And when I have knocked on their door no one was at home.  They were probably away at a conference, at a restaurant, walking the lonely streets.  Indeed, those mere momentary concepts are nothing but mere momentary concepts, nothing to build a philosophy, much less a world on.

Next I will take on my Anglo-American compatriots.  They are the masters of boredom, and they magically seem to be proud of it.  We deal in our own way with our anxiety before the great Dialectic of Being.
4509  What are the objects of today's "object-oriented ontology"?  It's hard to say, it's very hard.  I don't know if that's because I haven't found enough to read or because not enough has been given.  I'll leave it at that.  instead, I'll give you what I think an object is.  

Consider these things as objects: his smile, his questioning look, his stylish way of dressing up.  Surely those are superb objects of contemplation.  Let's also consider his lying beside his friend at night, the closeness.  Immense objects all.

I have no doubt but that as you read that you imagined a certain scene.  The images you conjured up were different from mine, but somehow still the same.  You and I both saw, in our attending to that, instances of the same forms.  And that, my friend, is an object.

Some will object that those "objects" are mere appearances of the real underlying objects.  I have no idea what that could be.  The objection is meaningless.  

There is one doctrine of the OOO people that I agree with: there are no relations between objects.  There are relations only between the bare particulars that are "in" objects. Consider A lying close to B.  That is a fact, an object.  A exists; B exists; and lying close exists.  Lying close is a relation.  The fact/object of A lying close to B also exists but it is an ontologically very different kind of thing, categorically different.  A is one object; B is another; and A lying close to B is a third.  There are no relations between these three objects.  They are separate.  Anthropomorphically speaking, they are independent of each other.

There are no relations between objects, only between the bare particulars that are ontological constituents of objects.  To do philosophy you must possess l'esprit subtil et l'esprit geometrique.  

4510  I stare off into space and I conjure up an object.  What shall we say of that object concerning its existence?  For sure, it is there before my mind's eye and it is not nothing.  Did I create it?  I can make no sense of that.  Is it somehow composed out of my mind-stuff or mind-forms? That is to say, Is it made of things that are embedded in my mind?  I see no embedding.  I see no mind-thing for it to be embedded in.  The object hangs in existence before my mind's eye.  Lovely metaphors.  True metaphors.  That other metaphor of production and making is not lovely, but a way of seeing that workers in this technological age could understand.  Technè has been with us for far too long.  The stillness of vision is better.  And conjuring is a ritual calling out to, not a production-act.  The object exists.  It is other than my mind.  Meinong and Reinhardt Grossmann were right.

4511  An author will sometimes, as though abent-mindedly, make us feel the sigh of being, the delicacy of abstract things.  Always after some beginning moments of shuffling around in history he mentions, merely lightly touches on, the desired idea,  That thing is there, but almost not.  And then he usually, for fear of crushing the loved thing, once again tells us a little history, all the while keeping an eye on that thing and slightly letting us know that we might also.  In such academic writings we are with the impending lightness of being.  The wing-buds begin to feel the movement of blood.  The feet quietly long to move on, but we remain silent and passive in the still intellectual breeze.  Analysis must be almost nothing and with a most dilicate touch and it will drive you crazy.

I too know the very delicate, a boy's smooth chest where nothing lushious awaits, only simplicity and the pure.  His hair lies so easily on his forehead, light and still - and blood pounds in me as I think of it.  The very light causes desire for the weighty to rise up in me.  My writing, my insistent rhythm, is an attempt to give substance to all that.  To the fine abstractions.  To have the weight of Being.  Lightness and weight structure my images.  The thinly abstract in the full pull of an incessant syntax.  The boy lies heavy on me.  He is both and I am that.
4512  Μήτις, metis, means cunning, but it also means no one.  For us today, it is the infuriating element in a story.  It is the opposite of what happens in the Blues.  No conflicted modern artist could survive its destructive force.  But it is real life.

Imagine a young man doing those things a young man does on Saturday night.  Sunday morning comes and he is in church.  Imagine a father doing those things a father must often do just to stay in business.  On Sunday morning he is also there in church with the family he has protected.  Imagine a student who has done those things a student must do to make it around the lack of time.  Sunday morning he sits down with the others in church.  All three have done things that in a most touching story would have led them into spiritual anguish.  Bad angels and good angels have faced off and lean back to watch.

But cunning comes to the rescue.  There is in fact no conflict here.  Sunday morning finds our friends at peace with themselves.  Only in art, today in the Blues, do we find anguish, and that, for us, becomes the lush texture of the poetry of life.  We watch from a safe distance.  Cunning takes all that beautiful poignancy from us.  To see our friends sitting there so at peace is maddening.  It is not art.  No course grain.  No raw reality.  It is as though no one is there.

Cunning unites the most conflicted in peace.  In philosophy, it is the magic of dialectic.  The wildly sensual and the most refined and abstracted spirit are as one.  There is no show to watch.  Philosophers cannot sing the Blues.  We are all, at times, philosophers.

4513  The byword today is spirituality.  The shunned is the religious.  Surely, that latter, it is thought, is the domain of the patriarchal oppressor.  The former is high, serene intellectualizing.  The idea of God is irreversibly embodied, and the body, the male sexual body, is tyranny.  Spirituality is an escape from the body of the male god.  Spirituality is the freedom of women.  And in that men are freed from themselves.  Spirituality is victory over the Oppressor God.  I, of course, do not write such a thing.

Was it some of the Greeks who taught us to see philosophy as such high-mindedness?  Did the Jews follow them in forbidding all images of God and thus taking away the threat of the divine phallus, the master, the body of the body?  Why has such fear and even hatred of the flesh, the sex of God, still prevailed today?  Why have we surpassed them all in our seeing Being as sexless, as free of all imaginings of the Phallus of Being?  Why are we today so damn spiritual?

The spiritual is the social.  It is deep concern for one another.  It is thoughtful of the healing call.  It is the interrelating of interrelating without end.  It is denial of one's own power within the matrix.  And it is gentle.  It is the lightness of Being.  The unbearable lightness.  The phallus is gone.  God is dead.

4514  The whole Bible seems to be a clinamen, a swerve, away from the phallic presence.  Of Being, of God.  As does the history of philosophy.  

4515  "The Phallus must be veiled" wrote Jacques Lacan.  Both Howard Eilberg-Schwartz and Theodore Jennings have shown the extensive erotic, even homoerotic, goings-on in the Bible.  It has proven, however, to be too much for the laity.  Likewise, any close reader of Plato knows that the same thing goes on there.  And the same reaction occurs.  The phallus is veiled.  It has no place in the new (state sanctioned) academies and seminaries.  And, though it was the energy that drove the first devotees on to religious-philosophical rapture, it is gone.

So today we speak of language, the Word, the semiotic assemblage.  We speak of Being and Time and Alienation.  Of the Withdrawn, the Absent, the Trace.  Please, no strong, overwhelming Presence.  We blush at the thought of the old cultic, erotic God.  We are refined.  We are delicate.  We have yet to get tenure.  We want Freud to forget the penis and concentrate on slips of the tongue.  We are tired of the subconscious and its listing libido.

4516  I'm not going to pretend I know enough about Deleuze or Hume or Freud or even "the realists" to give an intelligent comparison of all that to the ideas I presented in my blog.  I don't have that kind of scholarly ability.  I wish I did, but I am what I am.  I will, instead, say a word about intensity and Eros.  First, it seems to me that we cannot separate erotic intensity from jealousy and anger.  Sex and violence, whether physical or intellectual or spiritual, go together.  We are in a terrible bind.  Such is life.  We deal with it.  We try our best not to hurt ourselves or others.  And we try to understand and feel empathy when we are hurt.  Such is life.  We deal with it.  And we also must accept the fact that violence is pleasurable at times.  Intellectually, the force and cut of analysis is a terrible pleasure.  As for physical violence … well, the Tango and Flaminco are there for all to see.  We are in a terrible bind.  Sex and violence go together.

The God of the Bible was a very, very passionate thing - dangerous.  The glory of David and the Son of David is that they seem to have had the power as the ones loved to make that terribleness calm down.  The Phallus must be dealt with.  The dance of lover and beloved is wild and troublesome and its joy is blinding.

The philosophical spirit in Plato, ie the form of Socrates, both base and divine, is also not a gentle thing.  Socrates is a very troublesome erotic partner – witness the come-backs and the goings-on in the Symposium.  Socrates was never "nice" and jealousy settled about.  His clean, pure dagger of analysis was deadly.  And in the end they all watched him kill himself.  Strange.  Sex and violence in their many forms lie together.  Philosophy is not a gentleman's game.  Or gentlemen are not so gentle.  Still the beauty can be overwhelming.  And immensely alluring.

4517  "What is real makes you hard" could that be a phrase out of the Scottish Enlightenment?  Formed by the pen of a Freud of the moors.  A psycho analyst who has moored his boat under the shoulder of a windy cliff.  A Moor who has lost his way among boys of the Northern Shadows.  'Ο σκοτος, darkness and gloom and shadow, Scotland.  A most unlikely place for enlightenment.  Nonetheless, there are the Northern Lights there, I suppose, that might have rolled through their brains at night.  Something woke them up.  I suspect it was no more than a nighttime erection.  Dreams come.  The cold stiffens one's resolve.  Thoughts follow.  The world revolves on its axis. The tongue slips. 

The Empiricists gave us the Fiery Sensa.  Intense retention among the elect.   From the Ιερον Οστεον the fire flows as from a dusky volcano out onto the wet rocks of night.  The blowing φαλλος. The land of dreams.  The true home of Freud.  Ενεργης   εν οργη    

4518  There is a big fight going on today over the claims of some of those who would be philosophers in cognitive science.  With the words "would be" I have already tipped my hand, but I will, nonetheless, try to state the differences clearly.  About the time of Des Cartes and Galileo, some tried to explain the workings of the physical world without appeal to anything other than the physical.  No spirits or demons or soul things could enter into the new science.  The physical world was closed to the workings of such things.  The mental and the physical were separate substances.  And there's the rub.  Ever since then there are those who literally hate that division.  Today the push is on to overcome it.  But how?

In the old science, the one after Des Cartes, the physical world and the mental world were there to be examined up close.  They were each seen in their proper being.  We saw directly.  The mind, as it were, hovered over the world and looked down on it.  Its looking did not change anything or have any effect.  We saw as God sees, but only less so.  Still, the division grated on our sensibilities.  We knew we were in the world, a part of it.  As a distant, disembodied mind, we languished.  So we jumped down into the fray.

Now the new science does not make the division between mind and matter.  Rather, it makes both mind and matter, and any causation between them, be metaphors for a something that is beyond both.  It is a momism monism.  But the One-Big-Thing is unreachable.  We wallow and cuddle voluptuously in metaphor.  Nothing is true and nothing is false, because true and false are also metaphors for … for that big unknowable something beyond.  Unfortunately, an "unknowable something beyond" is also a metaphor and there you are with your intellectual pants down around your disappearing ankles.  

We have achieved the unity of mind and matter by denying the reality of both and falling into the swamp of tropes and synecdoches.  We sag and lurch about in half knowing.  We are the poets of swamp gas.  

4519  All three, Des Cartes, Leibniz and Spinoza, completed their philosophy with the Ontological Argument of Anselm.  It was the heady apogee of their work.  'Ο τελος οργης.  Today, because of that old lady Kant, their followers are afraid to touch it.  He wagged a critical finger and spoke of madness waiting for anyone who attempted that final move.  Now we have philosophers that are attempting eternal foreplay without orgasm.  Madness has been avoided.  And these followers are trying to be happy with that.

4520  I write of God, but I abhor and ridicule monism as a philosophy.  I write of God continually, but I will have nothing to do with either the old Absolute or the New.  I sing of God, but I insist on a final division.  It seems that I have worked against my devotion in my philosophy.  But I haven't.  My theology is obviously, though, not a strict or absolute monotheism.  I suppose it is a Trinitarianism, as would befit someone who grew up in the hunger of the Spirit on the Iowa prairie.  The passion has been too great for a One by itself.  The doubling was necessary.  The need was immense.  The force was devastating.  The ruins lie about in the ghostly winds of evening.  

Sartre insisted that Being and consciousness (le nèant) could never be one and thus be God.  That ultimate division, that ultimate impossibility, was, for him, the absence of God.  I live that same spiritual absurdity and, along with Kierkegaard, I call it God.  It is, as Sartre said, a useless passion.  I write of that passion incessantly and I call it love and the Boy.  Such is God.  Such is the Night of Power.  Such is the strangeness of philosophical argument.  We love differently.

4521  Capitalists and communists both seem to be in love with process and development.  The question, as I see it, is not which but how to protect man from the excesses of man.  Given that there is a mighty and violent spirit in us driving us on, how do we not succumb to our own overbearing force?  Surprisingly, I am an optimist about this.  Yes, we are violent and our emotions reach the sky and the depths, but our intellect is great.  It’s a race of man against himself.  He will win, I have no doubt.  Just what defines winning, though, is a mystery.  I think it is excessive love.  Oh my!

Kierkegaard and Plato both have wonderful stories of the horses that drive the chariots of life.  For Kierkegaard, there are two breeds of horses.  The first is an ordinary horse, a work horse.  It is rather slow and sluggardly and we have to use the whip to get it going.  The second, the finer breed, is anything but slow and sluggardly, it is over-eager, it is biting at the bit to get going, and the whip must be used to calm it down, to bring it into line, to give precision.  Of which breed are the horses that drive man?  Man is driven by the finer kind.  I have no doubt.  It's a wild ride.  The charioteer needs all the energy he can muster.  

Plato, magically, was right when he said that the vision that drives the horses on is Beauty.  That is the impulse.  That is the spirit.  That is the cause of all the violence in us.  Not mere indigestion, as Nietzsche thought, I suspect, before he thought better in his own case.  And so we don't talk about it.  The Boy glances about as though unaware.

4522  Whitehead distinguishes between the event and its character.  The latter he called object.  That makes the former the particular that the object ingresses into.  I have said that the particular exemplifies the universal, but his way of saying the same thing in reverse is not different.  I think it is important that we keep our philosophical eye on both event and object.  The former passes never to be seen again, the latter remains and repeats into the disappearing many.  The problem, in our philosophizing, comes when we elevate either object or event, the one over the other.  They both exist and they are categorically different.  The merest particular, so ephemeral, is of Being, just as much as is the object, the universal.  And the Ingressing is ontologically there.  Object, event, ingression and the fact that is their complex unity are all ontologically striking.  The subtle difference between them must be maintained in our thinking.  Or our philosophy collapses into confusion.

4523  An object has certain properties; sometimes we perceive that it has them; sometimes we sense them.  Perception and sensing are different, but the property may be the same.  For example, his hair may be soft and brown.  I may perceive that it is that.  Or the softness and the color may be intimately present in my senses.  The property is one; we approach it with different acts of mind.  Another example, his hair was recently cut.  That is something I cannot sense, but I can surmise it from an act of memory.  I know it by an act of mind.  It is a property just as brown and soft are, but it is known differently.  

Likewise, that this in my hand is hair is also know directly by an act of mind.  The property of being hair is not reducible to any set of sensa; it is a simple property and it is known as exemplified by a that.  Therefore, the form of hair, cut recently, brown and soft are all properties known.  None of them is reducible to any of the others.  They are simple forms.  They are known by different acts of the mind.  None is more real than any of the others.  All are just there to be known equally.  A bare particular exemplifies many different properties, only some of which are known by sensing.  

4524  I have been doing philosophy for many years.  It has always been intense.  And I have always thought that the things of my philosophy are things that I directly see.  For the most part they have always been there before my mind's eye.  Time has not really increased my ability to see.  I remember that I once listened to a lecture on relativity given by a physicist, who said that as time passed it became much easier for him to imagine the higher dimensions.  Perhaps the same thing could happen in doing the kind of ontology that I do.  It does seem to me though that I was seeing those things at the beginning.  Maybe that's normal for such a philosopher as I.  It makes no difference, though, for what I have to say.  Let's say that I am acquainted with the things of my ontology.  Things such as universals, bare particulars, actuality, facts, connectors and all the other rarified pieces of Being.  Let's say that I hold the Principle of Acquaintance.  Whatever you call it, it is disputable.  I suspect that most, even most philosophers, would say that I have become or have always been no more than good at deceiving myself.  A good friend of mine thinks that and when I bring up the subject, even accidentally, he gets downright angry with me.  What to do?  I hold the beliefs I do because, to my mind, I see these things directly.  That seems to be rock- bottom.  We think differently.

4525  Imagine this guy in bed and the alarm goes off.  He pushes the bar, it stops and he …. he either gets up or he turns over and goes back to sleep.  So here we are, this guy, Jack, has taken on the property of getting up … or … of turning over and falling asleep again.  Two Jacks (if you so kindly will); one gets up; one turns over.  If either of those Jacks is the one in your world, then the state of affairs that he is has, ontologically, taken on actuality, and the "other" Jack of a different state of affairs is now pervaded by potentiality.  Maybe in another world not yours the situation is reversed.  Let's, for the fun of it, assume that both worlds exist.  Now what?  Well, what happens now is that most readers will moan thinking I am going to lead them once more into the multiverse.  Maybe.

We are dealing with states of affairs.  It is that that is pervaded by actuality or potentiality and not the object or the property.  And Actuality and Potentiality are things.  Now consider this: I am outside the house and it is a true fact that Jack is up there in his room.  And a bird is up on the roof and he thinks about the true fact that Jack is down there in his room.  Jack is up there in his room and Jack is down there in his room.  Both are actual and bothe are only potential.  Contrary states of affairs and both obtain.  But not in one act of looking.

Or maybe in yours and mine, because we have been considering this ontological puzzle, they do exist together.  Ontology is magic.

There, of course, will say that getting up and turning over are not monadic properties, but dyadic relations.  That each is relative to a point of view or angle of perspective.  Nonsense, they are monadic and they are of the particular that is Jack.  That is the kind of relation-ism that is so much out and about today.  This isn't the multiverse; it is this world right here.  I actually once read someone say that Red is a relation, ie. something is red relative to something else.  Oh my!  Red is not a relation.  To think it is is as bad as thinking it is an adverb – to see something redly.  That's also out there.

4526  An occurrence, an event, a happening – what is such a thing?  Every event has a character.  "Objects are elements in nature which do not pass. … In fact the character of an event is nothing but the objects which are ingredient in it."  - Whitehead.

Therefore, to get at just what the eventness of an event is we simply have to subtract or abstract away the objects in it.  Snow is falling on the green grass.  Snow and falling and green and grass and the relation "on" are all objects, permanent things, things that do not pass.  And if we take all that away we have the purity of the occurrence.  The objects of snow and falling and all the rest ingress into the simplicity of the occurrence, the event.

It is the magical moment in philosophy when the one contemplating such things is able to see each ontological piece stand in isolation from all the others.  When the tie holding it all together is broken and the Things appear.  And it is then that we must learn to speak few words.  Nothing can be explained or analyzed down any farther.  Name the things and let them be there before your mind's eye.  It's finished.

4527  Continuing on from two postings ago, Does Jack get up or does he turn over and go back to sleep?  Or both?  Make a detour here to consider Richard Feynman's Sum-over-paths and then come back.  Now then, from his position of being so finely awakened, does Jack reach the end of the day ahead by doing all possible things?  In other words, do the infinite worlds of infinite possibilities all reach actuality?  If so, how do we find our way about?  I suppose they do, but …. .  Yes, we can contemplate such things; it is the same as a medieval monk contemplating the infinity of God.  You can do it rather easily, but it will drive you crazy and the tedium is great. Still, I have no doubt that such infinite things exist, even God and the infinite worlds.  It's my pleasure.  And we will traverse all of it in the infinite time ahead of us.  As Parmenides said, Being is, non-being is not.  And then all things return.

4528  I'm sitting here looking at my computer screen.  Well, yes, of course.  There are those who insist that I am, in fact, not, but that I am a consciousness looking at a mental image of a computer screen.  That I am looking at only an intentional object and not the original.  That between me and the original there is a third, a deputy, an intermediary.  That the original is totally not here, out of sight, withdrawn, gone.  Bham! I'm alone with ghosts.

It seems, according to that philosophy, that even though I am not looking at the original screen but only at an intentional object, the intentional object is "looking" at the original.  At least there is some sort of nexus between the original and that copy.  Maybe a causal nexus.  There's a problem with this philosophy.

I am not just looking at the intentional object.  Rather I am that intentional thing that looks, thus I am looking.  It is not intermediary between me and it.  I am that.  Some things are intentional by nature.  We call them ideas.  There is, at times, the idea that the screen has gone blank.  I don't merely look at the idea in order to indirectly see the fact that the screen is blank.  I am the idea that it is blank.  And I, as idea, directly intend the fact of the screen being blank.  There are no intentional objects between me and the world.  I see the world directly, because that is what I as an intentional thing, an idea, do.

4529  What does it mean, in ontology, to say that something is real?  I suppose we could say that it means that it exists independent of or separate from mind.  It is not "created" by mind.  It is there even if no mind is aware of it.  And on and on, all the definitions are somewhat anthropomorphic and I think they must be.  Take an example: it seems there is a bird flying around in my bathroom; it must have gotten in through the tattered screen.  On inspection, I see it isn't a bird but that the belt has come off the fan and it's flopping around.  The fact of a bird trying to get out wasn't real.  Another example: a Phoenix is rising out of the ashes of my burned love letters.  Beautiful, but not real.  Or this one: the world needs more philosophers.  Hardly.  These are all facts that are not real; nonetheless, they are still facts.  Do they depend on mind?  It may very well be true that unless a mind was there thinking of them that they wouldn't have been there either.  Still, the mind, because of that, cannot be said to have created them.  It's just that they came together.

Some facts are real and others aren't.  They could have been real in another world or another place or time or whatever, but just not here.  Therefore, they are potential.  I think a better word than real, for philosophy, is actual.  The word "real" seems to me to belong to the everyday world and not to ontology.  Thus the division for philosophy is between actual and potential.  And the ontology I want to give is that Actuality and Potentiality are things that facts "have".  That sounds more traditional.  Some facts are actual and some are potential.  Not always or everywhere but only insofar as facts are there at all.  Not even potential facts are mind-created.  Facts exist.  And actuality and potentiality pervade them.  It has nothing to do with mind.  Or even the real in an everyday sense.

4530  Some phenomenologists see the world divided between real objects and intentional objects, the latter being the phenomenal or appearing images of the those real objects in a mind.  Other phenomenologists see the world as nothing but intentional objects.  Let's see what happens with philosophy itself when we take the former view.

Then philosophy has an appearing aspect and a withdrawn invisible reality.  What you see is not the real thing.  Therefore, what is so very loudly blaring on the web and in the bookstores is not It.  Only when it crashes do we get an inkling of something else beyond.  That's a rather romantic idea.  It's pleasant to contemplate.  I have written something not too different.  Still, the idea of never really being able to get at real philosophy is discouraging, to say the least.  

Going further, we would have to say that what we write down will never capture the reality of even the one idea we had.  Even when we tried to think the idea silently to ourselves it escaped us.  Dismay lies about everywhere.  Writing and thinking become useless and soon thwarted.  My God, even the real meaning of the word "thwart" has run away from me.  How do I stop the whole world, God and everything from leaving me stranded with ghosts?  It's hopeless.

Could it be that some of those writers are in love with the spectral?  Could it be that I, in my demure withdrawing from their midst, am more real?  I demur.  Could it be that they, because they so often eschew style for real content, are more real?  And what about that furtive glance?

4531  I am well aware that for many reading raw ontology is like being hit with a club.  That's why it is called a phallic thing.  It is then that philosophy becomes theology.

I write without metaphor.  I use plain English and I let the syntax drive me on.  The Thing is present.  The cut-throat spirit.  I write with a furtive glance.  I wait.  It falls.  

4532  The late Judaic injunction against images of God seems to have taken hold strongly in philosophy where only the abstract written word is allowed.  I seem to have broken the Law with my pictures and I am wandering alone on the desert.  The truth is that out here the Djinn seduce me even more.  I once read that Des Cartes wanted to find the most desolate place he could where he could write without distracting images invading his mind.  He rejected the desert just because of the mirage and the hur.  He chose Amsterdam.  Where burgers and priests and tired thinkers try to shield their eyes with business.  Even now in Kathmandu, when I can no longer suffer all the images that come to me from reading I go out and walk is the great hubbub of crowded sidewalks and commerce and find a moment's release.  

4533  The Act.  It was Brentano and Husserl who really made us aware of the act.  I perceive that you, my dear, are getting a little anxious.  That is an act of thought, of perception.  There is the thought, the fact and the form of perception.  And, of course, the I that has the thought.  It is a central idea in the philosophy of the act that the thought and its object are two, not one.  It has never been clear, however, just how the "I" fits into the act.  It seems that the act transcends all three: the I, the thought and the object.  Surely it does.  The act is not the same as my mind.  I am an ontological part of the act.  I am a bare particular that exemplifies the thought and the form of perceiving.  All that and the object are a part of the act.  

Act is not the same as mind; it is the mind together with its object.  The act is complex; a thought is a simple thing that is an ontological constituent of the act.

So now it is the case that I am the thought that you, my dear, are getting a little anxious.  Thought and fact mesh in the act.  The act is not "in" my mind, rather I and the thought are in the act.  There is no problem of how the things of my mind match the facts of the world.  Thought and fact match.  The thought that you are a little anxious matches the fact that you are a little anxious.  It's a priori.  The thought is simple, the fact is complex.  The complexity maps perfectly onto the simple thing.  Should we say that  [F(x)] maps onto F(x) analytically?  Perhaps.  Still, act transcends the mapping.  It is more than thought and fact; it is also a self that exemplifies the thought and a form of thought.  I do understand why you, my friend, are a little anxious about comprehending all that.  I too falter.  And, at times, swoon.

4534  “That all sound philosophy should begin with an analysis of propositions, is a truth too evident, perhaps, to demand a proof.”  Bertrand Russell

A proposition, in its simplest form is F(x), which is to say, x is F – eg. That is frightening.  For an ontologist this is the coming together of a particular and a form.  Or an individual and a quality.  Or an instance and a universal.  Or of an event and a character.  Or of a This and a What.  All of those are called facts and they are referred to by a proposition.  A proposition is the form of an idea or a thought.  A thought, that form, comes together with a particular and it is that thought.  And the propositional form that the thought has refers to the fact.  However, if you do not believe in forms, qualities, universals, characters, a What, (not to mention the particulars that might exemplify them) then never mind.
4535  Universal and particular come together in fact.  Thought and fact come together in the act.  Pure Act, Actus Purus, is God.  I come together with a thought.  Then I and the fact that I think are mediated by Act.  God is the Go-Between, The Match Maker.  It's an ancient formula.  In times past it was also called the Good.  Nothing has changed in philosophy.  The forms still run rampant.  This and that become entangled with eternity.  Fact.  And always compounded fact yields to the unity of thought.  In the Act they all circle in the dervish dance.  Being is over-much with us.  Danger surrounds us.  Things come undone.  And the dance begins again.

The covered up is the protected.  The uncovered is in the dangerous place.  Dasein, the act, is the place.  You are seen and you are with the whole plenum of Being.  We know who you are.  Your beauty dazzles.  We look about for those who will bring a tarp and cover you up and we will see you no more.  We have loved your bright appearing.  We know that you are in danger.  The shufflers come to get you and that will be the end.  They think they are protecting you.  Protecting you from God.

4536  Today's followers of Hegelian Monism (and they are the Multitude) have recreated the scene that had become so oppressive at Cambridge over a hundred years ago.  For a long time Absolute Idealism reigned supreme.  Its heaviness there hung in the air.  And now it does so again also here.  Perhaps a new Russell and Moore will rise up to challenge it just as before.  Perhaps a new logical atomism, a new pluralism, will come and bring lightness and light to the air we must move within.

Bertrand Russell wrote in My Intellectual Development, "With a sense of escaping from the prison, we allowed ourselves to think that grass is green, that the sun and stars would exist if no one was aware of them, and also that there is a pluralistic timeless world of Platonic ideas.  The world, which had been thin and logical, suddenly became rich and varied and solid."  That was for him a realism opposed to German Idealism.  It is most definitely not today's Speculative type of realism, in which the real has totally and necessarily disappeared from view.

One central idea of Monism is that we cannot know one piece without knowing the Whole.  Thus we cannot know one piece.  Logical Atomism gave us back the world right there before us waiting to be known.
4537  Ontologists almost always crash trying to account for these three things:  non-existence or the false, numbers and intentionality.  Bertrand Russell famously encountered laughter and ridicule when he tried to insist before a group of American students that negative facts exist.  Nonetheless, the question of negative facts has been with us ever since.  In fact, the existence of non-existence has always been a pain for philosophers.  As for numbers, philosophers usually conveniently overlook the problem of just what a number is.  Russell tried for a while to say that they were properties of sets of sets.  It didn't work.  No one still has a good answer.  As for intentionality, the philosophy of the act that was set in motion by Brentano and Husserl has petered out in confusion.  It has all come to an inglorious end.  Still, they remain mighty interesting questions for someone who loves the difficulty that has always been essential to philosophy.

4538  Judaism began as a phallic cult.  There were the Ephod and the Teraphim, both images of the Phallus of God.  There were the prophets in ecstatic frenzy on the hillside, slain under the weight of that heavy, moving thing.  And then there was David, who was the only one able to tame this wild being of power.  David was the perfect beloved of the rushing spirit.  He had learned the ways of eromenos serving the mad, erastes Saul.  Lover, beloved and the rushing wind.  That is the blowing phallus.  That is also the form of the Inseminator and the Son of David.  Lover, beloved and the rushing wind.   That is the only trinity, one being, the perfect marriage of excessive love into itself.  The whole history of both Judaism and Christianity has been to cover up all that and turn it into a religion of abstract, social theory and its thin spirituality.

4539  In Speculative Realism today, as with Heidegger, much is made of an object's withdrawing.  The German is verbergen and  verdecken, each of which contains the idea of covering over often with the additional meaning of protection.  The roots are *bhergh and *(s)teg both of which, you will see if you have an Indo-European dictionary, have mighty interesting biographies in our languages, wonderfully far reaching.  The meaning of this Withdrawing that I want to think about is that of Protection.  I imagine a turtle withdrawing into its shell.  Or a sword seeking protection in its scabbard, where its fine edge will not be blunted.  Somewhat counter-intuitively, in times of crisis, money is withdrawn from a bank where it has been put in circulation but also put at risk.  

Heraclitus said that Nature loves to hide.  As in a burrow for protection?  Today's theories of evolution do seem to emphasize the need for a species and an individual of that species to protect itself, to survive.  We withdraw into our dark inner thoughts that we might not be hurt.  The opposite of such an act is standing at risk out in the light.  There, we are easily seen and easily wounded.  It is out there, however, that the adventure of life awaits.  

I have, in these writings, tried for the Light in the openness of being seen.  (Which surprisingly has made me almost invisible.)  The boys are naked.  The philosophy is naked.  The risk is risqué, to say the least.  This is not a philosophy of the withdrawn – or of the safely protected.  The Boy is Out. 

4540  Let's say you have two individuals, one looks out on all of existence and sees no God, the other looks out on all of existence and sees a God.  What they see is different.  All of existence appears different to them.  All of existence is different in these two cases.  Let's say that these two individuals look at an approaching youth.  One sees beauty so great he can't speak.  The other sees nothing.  For one beauty is there.  For the other it is not.  That is the same as the above question about the existence or non-existence of God.  The same, obviously, goes for all the other Forms we all argue about so vehemently.  Some see them, some don't.  I look at a woman and I see nothing.  Am I wrong?  Are the others wrong?  Are we all wrong?  Is there really nothing there?

Let's say you look at the world and you see something there.  Another looks about and all he sees are creations of his own mind.  Of society's mind.  Of language.  Of whatever.  Who is right?  Or do we live is different worlds?  I think it is that last one.  The world of one who sees God and the world of one who doesn't see God are both real.  You will follow your own desire in choosing.  The one who sees existence out there and the one who sees nothing are both … what?  They are looking at different worlds or non-worlds.  You will follow your own desire in choosing. 

Still, if you love to ague and you want to trample down on the bad people you will obviously not accept any of this.  Whatever.  Have at it.  Life's a blast.

4541  I grew up alone on the windy prairie and that is what gave me the philosophic spirit.  I'm sure I would have thought differently if I had lived on the crowded streets of urban togetherness.  But I was alone.  The sky and the wind and the great emptiness pressed into me.  The social masses were nowhere.  I was alone.  I was as I wanted to be.

I never learned the skeptical eye.  The gods were there.  They were obviously there.  Out there Being is and non-being is not.  There is no mixing bowl.  The boys pass by in perfect form.  Perfection simply is.  Love crawls up my leg.  Nothing changes.  The night air smells of eternity.  A glance is startling.  He always came.

4542  To be social means to have a proper sense of self and, thus, of one's property.  Neat, clean divisions are made between this and that, one person and another, this and that responsibility, hierarchical levels are well-defined, one fits in.  Such a person is said to be moral.  He takes care of his own.  The immoral person is one who, because of a mystical bend in his spirit, because of an excess of desire and sensual ardor, because he has thus been forced to let go of his duties as caretaker of himself, has lost track of the native self that was his.  He melds into the vortex of Being.  He is mad and one with the All.  He is God-intoxicated.  He will soon be totally-gone.  The Tathagata.

4543  Words separate from syntax.  Syntax separate from diction.  Universals stripped and bare.  The nexus alone.  The sentence falls apart into its pieces.  Desolation.  A stark beauty.  The bare particular.  Just that.  To the thing  itself!  Quantifiers nothing else.  drawn off.  In the wind.  The spirit moves between your legs.  Bare, forked, erect.  

The pieces fall apart.  Voice with no sound.  Colorless color.  Life unmoving.  God is stark.

4544  "What a spritely god! Appearing here, there, a trickster, a mischievous youth. A presence weakly grasped by name but fully lived, perhaps it is the case that Descartes completely missed out on the nature of his demon."  Benoit

In the Bible, right after Judas had led the soldiers to come and get Jesus and take him away, we read this: Mark 14: 50-52,  And they all forsook him and fled.  And a youth accompanied him, clothed in a linen cloth over his naked body.  And they seized him.  And he, leaving the linen cloth, fled naked.  

It's a mysterious passage, hardly ever commented on.  Who or what was that youth?  He has no name.  No history.  No significance in Church Theology.  But it is, nonetheless, a powerful piece.  Maybe too powerful for commentary.  A swoon, considering what is happening.  Sexual, yes, extremely, but the word "sexual" is too heavy for the extreme lightness of that flight.  A sprite.  A sharp sting to philosophical and theological thought.  

4545  In the last few days we have all been watching the pictures come out of Haiti and we have been thinking powerful thoughts about life and death.  On that small island there has been raging a mighty theological argument for centuries.  And an accompanying philosophical debate.  The question is: can the human mind, as it is now, have direct awareness of transcendent, spiritual things.  This is also the argument between the Charismatics, who answer Yes, and the Calvinists, who say No.  In many ways the people of Haiti have had a close awareness of the spirit, of things beyond our normal vision.  And they have powerful ways of approaching that.  The spirit moves and dances and slays.  The dour Calvinists, thinking that man is totally fallen and thus unable to know anything directly, but only in a perverted manner, claim that all that charismatic upheaval is deception and worse than nothing at all.  The Pentecostals vs. the unmoved.  The Calvinists have taught us to look only in the revealed word and seek inter-textual alignment.  

Perhaps it was Kant who insisted that reality, the noumenon, was critically beyond all phenomenal awareness and that we must eschew all attempts to get at it.  The real was totally unapproachable.  I have not been of that tradition.  I, following a different way, am, I suppose, a charismatic.  One who is very hungry.  I have tried for the vision.  I have, at times, in my mouth, in my moving hips, in my seeing eyes, felt, known in almost a sexual knowing, the spiritual.  The Haitians have once again brought this heady argument to the fore.  Powerful thoughts of life and death and the spirit beyond, but so close, come at us. I watch passively.  I drink in the majesty of the scene.  

4546  Is it the task of the student to learn to handle stock phrases?  Does he, after reading volumes and volumes of a certain type of philosophy, become so intimate with certain repeating phrases that in his philosophical dreams he automatically feels them sliding into sentences and paragraphs and whole chapters that give him that soaring feeling as on the wings of the angels of scholar-speak?  That is the hope.  Stock phrases, commonplace expressions, conjunctions universally understood in that particular academic milieu.  A smooth, soothing articulation of a well-perceived understanding.  The young mind masters the phraseology, the diction, the verbiage, caught in the clinging ivy.  He erupts in articulation.  And then wonders what the hell it was he just said so well.

It may seem that I am beating up on the schools too much.  I suppose I am, but I do want to emphasize that it isn't just the schools that are at fault here.  The press is the true source of all this bewilderment.  We live in a time in which the Press, and it adjunct Public Opinion, control all our thoughts.  Nothing exists in the world until it has been named in the media and put into stock phrases and given ambiance in the minds of the citizens.  We mouth what we have overheard on the ethereal medium.  

The commonplace, the stock phrase is the abyss.  We utter the prophetic words as we venture like gods out into eternal vacuity.

4547  Continuing on, another name for the commonplace or the stock phrase is kitsch.  Imagine a file made by Microsoft and already on your computer when you bought it of stock philosophical sayings and images.  Perhaps a few quotations by Nietzsche, Pascal, Emerson, Augustine, Heraclitus and others.  A diagram of Hegel's dialectic and Kant's categories.  The story of Plato's Cave.  Aristotle's theory of substance.  Des Cartes evil demon. And on and on.  All the famous, now clichéd, ideas that everybody knows.  They may all have started out as profound, new and enlightening, but they have become threadbare and we are numbed by them.  They are philosophical kitsch.  

Even more than the words and the images, there is the tone and the intellectual hue of those things that have become the everyday erudite.  And that has become, more than the phrases themselves, the stuff of the learned presentation.  It's hypnotic and rather soothing.  It's like walking into a shaded courtyard and seeing a replica of Michelangelo's David.  Or thumbing through an art book on a coffee table as you wait for dinner.  Or relaxing to Ravel.  It so pleasant.  It is Dostoyevsky on a lazy afternoon.  We casually talk philosophy.  Kitsch, the commonplace, and we are stock intellectuals of our beloved country. 

Some of us, because we have read more specialty books, are more impressive in our laid-back cool kitschness.  We can expatiate on the latest gas.  We can turn a thinker's tortured soul into dressing for the evening's salad.  We can even write a piece for the media explaining where we are now, wisdom-wise, in our rush to supper.  We may even have some of our own images for sale later.  The evening's conversation will turn smoothly.  

I should add that the Platonic Forms are only an angel's breath away from kitsch.  And when they romp they are camp.

4548  Continuing on, every philosophy, in time, becomes a tired old thing.  Every philosopher gets sick of eating the now stale bread that is always offered again.  And yet, new minds are always appearing out of the Nowhere.  Young minds that are fresh and alive and who are in love with those same thoughts that once lived for us too.  Springtime is always near.  The old, hiding in their dark rooms, must not think they are the universe now.  Kitsch and the commonplace yield to the Origin, the Feeling and the Uncommon Excellence.   What to do? Then the young get old and the spirit flees as always.  We are being played with.  Secretly we know, however, that absence will not endure nor win out.  The gods are with us even now.  Just walk the streets and look.  Even in his hair falling so gently over one eye or in the dark glistening on his moist skin.  You are surrounded by divine beings.  And that is not kitsch nor are these gods stock pieces.  

Here is a lovely excerpt from Plato's Philebus:  We say that the one and the many become identified by thought, and that now, as in the 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 itself, which never grows old.  Any young man, when he first tastes these subtleties, is delighted, and fancies that he has found a treasure of wisdom; 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.

4549  In my last post I reported that Springtime is always near.  The dour old philosopher, the tired old philosophy he still recites, all the intellectual world become commonplace, it all gives way once again to the young and the vibrant and the alluring freshness at life's initiation.  Then I went on to say that Then the young get old and the spirit flees as always.  Nothing lasts.  And again I said, I invited, you to Go outside and walk the streets and look; we are surrounded by gods.  Springtime is always near.

This vision is not tragic as it would be if I concentrated only on the leaving of the spirit and the dejection of the now-abandoned thinker getting older and older by the day.  It is rather a stark look at the game of the gods.  Beauty is always there, excitement of thought is always there, true knowing is always there.  But it always flees from here to another place.  It cannot be captured.  It cannot be claimed.  It is, because the words eventually go stale, ineffable.  It is not tragic because, if you want, when the freshness is right there with you in the form of another, you may, if you want, take it in your arms and it is yours fully.  The poignancy is that it is so yielding.  It always comes again.  And then the repetition of the unrepeatable.  The beginning ever begins.  And the end falls in place.  I, of course, write the truth, but I know that these words will soon be laughable.  The taunting is almost unbearable.

God gave manna to his own fleeing in the desert, but it had to be eaten right away because by the next day it was stale and worthless.  Nothing repeats.  And everything repeats.
4551  Today's monists, and they are many, see Reality, the Really Real, Being, as one undifferentiated mass.  The ordered world as it appears to us "comes into existence" when consciousness enters and inserts and injects the Nothing, pure Difference, into the bowels of that Great One Thing.  Then, through a mystical separating, the many things are.  It is a creation not ex nihilo, but a nihilo, by means of the nothing.  

The word "creation" is rife in today's popular and philosophical thinking.  It's most common use in ontology is to be the nexus between substance and its qualities or attributes.  For example, the mind "creates" its ideas.  My shoe "creates" its own old tired look.  Also, red and blue together "create" purple.  Objects "create" impressions in the mind.  Three lines "create" a triangle.  The numbers  4 and 3 "create" 7.  Time "creates" change.  Love "creates" anxiety.  Money "creates" happiness.  And on and on.  It is the core meaning of our thinking about cause and effect. Everything comes into existence as though out of nothing.  Or is it that consciousness infuses its nothingness into the Great Beast and, Voilà, an ordered world.  It is all a nothingness from nothing and falling back into it.  Early on this piece of magic, this creation ex nihilo was grabbed by the rationalists away from God and handed over to man.  Sheer brilliance!  Or whatever.

4552  English has high and low register.  The first is Latinate and second is Anglo-Saxon.  Elevated, cultured analysis, gentle meaning, intellectual contentment, ascends in the French/Latinate aerial structures of Modern English.  Hard facts, however, bare things, up close feelings, the pieces, this and that lying near, are other.  Latinate words are considerate and sweet.  They are the distant leisure of educated reflection.  The Anglo-Saxon is down in the windy chaos, the push and the grabbing of stiff thought.  I entangle the one register with the other.  And in that I have made, perhaps, a fine rhythm, or a horny briar.  The reader must be aware.  And en garde.  

4553  Imagine you are a human being (I don't know if that's going to be easy for you or not) and you are walking around face to face with existence.  And, for some reason, existence does not seem to be a gentle, beautiful, playful thing, but rather something ferocious and dangerous.  What is needed now is something to calm it down.  Something to make it less belligerent.  Something that will make it stop in its tracks and offer a loving hand of friendship.  That Great Thing must learn gentle love.  What could that something be?

In thinking that, I have given somewhat of a human face to existence itself.  I have made it open to being in love with something that will make it lose its ferocity.  Is that an illegitimate move on my part?  Is existence just "blind" force?  Consider the story of Saul and David.  Saul was a ferocious lover often ready to kill David, who, the Bible tell us many times, was beautiful.  Still, David was the only one, the only thing, that could calm Saul down.  And that is the central story of the religion that follows.

Jesus was the Son of David.  It is the hope of his devotees that he will be able to calm down the ferocious God that has us hanging over the abyss.  Existence is dangerous.  We need some beautiful boy like David that will make the Wild God of Existence stop and fall in love, someone who can stay the slaying hand of uncontrollable Will.  Is there any other being that can tame the violence that we see all about us?  Is there a David that can sing sweet melodies to existence and be beloved to this threatening Lover?  And make us safe?  Who will sing reason for us?

4554  There has been a lot of discussion on the Internet and in recent philosophical publications about just what the objectness of an object is.  The discussion has mainly wandered around aimlessly and once in a while looked over at the bush and timidly beaten around it.  Not much has finally been said.  The truth is that any revelation as to just what that elusive thing is is going to be very difficult to see.  It isn't a bush.  Or any other kind of differential entanglement.

I think one of the reasons so many are having difficulty in this matter is that no one has properly analyzed just what a structure (or post-structuralism's un-structure) is.  I am the first to admit that it is a very daunting task, but I do have a few ideas.  First let me discuss relations.

Consider the relation "sitting next to".   Andre is sitting next to Ahmed.  Each of these two individuals is a something in a relational structure with the other.  So, is that relational structure a part of what they are?  Many today will say, Yes.  They will insist that a thing is defined by, and thus is, the "set" of relations it has with all other things.  I am defined by the relations I keep.  Therefore, yes, it is a part of Andre's essence, his being, his existence, to be sitting next to Ahmed.  Or later, to have been sitting next to him.  That is one view on the matter.  

Another view is to say that relations are external to the individuals related.  That Andre is sitting next to Ahmed has no bearing on just what Andre is as Andre.  That I am right now five thousand miles from Fez Morocco has no impact on what I am as just myself.  A thing is what it is in itself irrespective of the relations it has with other things.  Irrespective of the relational structures it is within.  I am thus not identical with the relations I keep.  

The analysis of all this goes on and on into the headwinds of thought.  That's enough to ponder right now.  I will try for more later.  As always, I am trying for simplicity.

4555  His smile is more subtle than the shy Pleiades.   His eyes are more brilliant than the noonday sun.  His turning more inviting than the evening shadows.  He is, alas, more distant than last night's dreams.  Comparisons give way to ravishment.  I sink into the hopefulness of analysis.

There you have relations.  The ontological question concerns whether or not the relation is external to the relata or it is a shadow of the natures of those things.  Consider this:  the caldolan is more satrial than the ofingiam.  Does that true fact obtain because the relation of being satrial has mediated externally between the caldolan and the ofingiam?  Or is the one under that relation to the other simply because it is in its nature to be that and thus the relation, as a separate thing, is only a abstracted reflection of what that nature it?  Are relations internal or external to the relata?

I, following Russell, have always held that relations are external.  The one thing is, thus, just itself without having all the rest of the world crowding up into its very being.  It may be true that the stars are reflected in a cat's eyes only ten feet from me outside my window, but that is on no matter to the being of what I am.  That relational structure is another matter altogether.  Such structures are other and each is just what it is, nothing more.  I remain what I am alone, and the cat and stars and the open window are no more than what they are, each by itself.  Relations and relational structures are external to their relata.   Now, how shall I think of that boy bare and stripped stark away from the world, just himself?  
4556  One of the generally assumed, but, it seems to me, mistaken, patterns of modern ontology is belief in the Principle of Localization.  It answers the question, But where is it?  If I assert the existence of relations or structures as universals, someone will inevitably ask me where these supposed things are.  If I say that they are nowhere, I get a blank look of un-understanding.  Consider the relation of "being under".  The boy is standing under the bridge.  If relations exist, the question becomes Where is that relation, where is "under"?  Some have tried to say that it is located where the relata are.  But that surely doesn't work.  If I say that the moon hangs over the mountains, Is "over" there where the moon and the mountains are?  I think not.  Relations are not located.  Nor is the moon-ness of the moon or the mountain-ness of the mountains.  These things are all nowhere.  And the blank look deepens.

What does it mean to be located?  I think that in people's imagination it means to be "in" an underlying substance.  Color is in the shirt.  A smile is on a face.  Thoughts are in the mind.  An event is in time.  A gesture of hopelessness is in space. His sweet taste in my anticipation, or on the tongue or, drolly neuromorphically, it is in the brain - somewhere.  Surely, it is thought, those things cannot be nowhere.  And so the philosophy of internal relations arises in which relations are somehow in the relata, in their natures, in the mind or in the language we speak.  Maybe in the great object of the world.  It seems to me that none of that works.  Relations, just as the universals that they are, are nowhere.  But the, do, most intensely, exist. 

Philosophically, the Nowhere is one of the most beautiful place of all.

4557  Anyone who has read deeply in the classics knows that in those majestic words the essence of life is War.  There it is the awesomeness of life and death before the gods.  The shackles of Necessity bind the spirit. Man is an object in the hands of fate.  Emotion at it limit is other.  But what is all of that to us today?

As Krishna exhorts Arjuna to do his duty and go into battle even against his own kin, because life and death are illusory and all is just iterations measured and gone, Atman, the pondering of breath and the vanished.  As the Achaeans fought Ilium for nothing more than the glory of being dead men on an abandoned field.  As young men, even today, dream of overcoming the weak hesitation of the languid mind by becoming a fearful Thing in the blue, scintillating air.  As blood looks most full of life when spilled on the ground. So we write in black ink of what will ravage the limpid fear that is in us.  And we will find peace fixed and still in the sharp light of intellect.

4558  The difference between the language of power and the language of meaning may be stated either powerfully or meaningfully.  In which case, it may be neither, but I will go on.  Let's say, following David Rosen, that a writing "derives its suggestive power from the way [it] resists paraphrase, context, or reduction to metaphor – in short meaning".  Let's also say that the language of power is ecstatic language or utterances of the spirit and meaningful language is language of intellect or mind.  In that way we can take the whole avocado in our mouth.  And spit out the seed.  We will go on.

Here are a couple of lines from Yeats: Dancing to a frenzied drum/Out of the murderous innocence of the sea.   Take the phrase "murderous innocence", notice that it didn't say "innocent murder".  The latter is quite meaningful in that it can easily be interpreted, but the former, "murderous innocence" is, if you dwell on it, mysteriously blank.  It is powerful, but what could it mean?  The spirit trembles.

Here is a line of mine that I have always been proud of:  Philosophy is a falling in love.  If you metrically scan it the feet gradually get shorter until it falls away, also the play of (ph, f, v) with l and s with n are, to my mind, lovely, and also the rise and fall of the vowel sounds is an emotional exhalation.  Moreover, the word "falling", the central word, is both nightmarish and liberating.  Wittgenstein wrote:  Die Welt is alles was der Fall ist.  "Fall" in German means "the case", which is from Latin cadere, meaning "to fall".  Other than all that, I think the sentence is meaningless.  If falling is a metaphor, it is a metaphor for itself.  The sentence was no more than an ecstatic ejaculation on my part.

4559 What is a sacred language?  Surely it is a language is which the words not only name or refer to an object, but are somehow a property of that object or are otherwise one with it.  Thus when a devotee of the Moon utters that sacred word, he is feeling the vibration, the essence of it, within him.  The word is one with the thing.  He has intimate contact with the Moon.  He touches it in his soul.  The Latin of the Church has many such utterances.  The words are themselves majestic and uttering them causes shivers to run through the body.  The fact that the words are somewhat mysterious is a part of their holy being.  Sacred language must necessarily be somewhat opaque.  And never metaphorical!  It is one with the thing-itself.

One place where sacred language is particularity present today is in the Hegelian Church.  There you quickly almost drown in a tsunami of magical phrases.  Subjectivity, alienation, reflexivity, the Self and the Other.  Negativity!  A young seminarian utters the words and the Absolute Spirit is present.  These Hegelites spend years learning to manipulate the elements of this abstruse wizardry.  It is impressive.  But so very close to meaninglessness.  Nonetheless, he goes on because the sacred is always close to the meaningless.  The goal is to become one with the Spirit, not explain it lucidly.

The Hegelites swoon in the uttering.  Their enthusiasm is overwhelming.  The words mouthed, the spectral presence of them in writing, makes the spirit shudder.  Sublime Intelligence feels close.  So close that he feels the call of holy destruction. 

I employ a different sacred language, namely a sort of Platonism.  I also fairly swoon in the spirit when I write it down.  The Holy is close.  As is nonsense.  Philosophical words are always finally meaningless, but that is their glory beyond meaning.  None of us will ever stop looking for this magical oneness.  
We become sorcerers and priests of the Word.

4660  The young philosopher wrote, "Unless writing, I'm otherwise a quite vulgar human being." It was perhaps a mere dalliance of thought, a fling, a flirtation with existence, but it fits the idea I am approaching. I have been reading Kierkegaard, and every time I dare to read him, my intellectual constitution weakens. It is The Concept of Irony with Constant Reference to Socrates that has me in such a mental mess. That quote above could be applied to Socrates almost perfectly, except that he never wrote anything.The topic is Irony, but how to define it. Kierkegaard says it is infinite, absolute negativity. It is to appear to be one thing and to really be another. It is the most extreme holding together of irreconcilable opposites. That doesn't mean that it is the dialectic of Hegel where thesis and anti-thesis find their resolution or harmony in a third, maybe higher, abstract something. Rather it means maintaining the brutishness of their being irreconcilable and also together. The Ironist, therefore, hovers in nothingness.It is infinite, absolute negativity. That is the Socrates of Kierkegaard.

Socrates is not, definitely not, the kind, grandfatherly figure of introductory courses. It wasn't his job merely to get the Athenians to think better, to question and to gently discuss. He didn't merely set out to take on the bad ol' Sophists who were trying to teach logical spin to the young, so they could pull the wool over the sheep's eyes of the demos. Socrates was himself even more of a sophist than the Sophists. He could spin like nobody's business. His constant questions could quickly drive his listener into mental chaos. The end was simple hovering in nowhere. That is the world destructive act of Socrates. While the Sophists were practitioners of the Art of Giving Answers (you know the kind), he was supreme at the Art of Questioning, of questioning everything into oblivion. His supreme Irony was to quit the world through world exploding questions. He hung in the nowhere. It was Plato who later found in that nowhere his transcendent Forms. First though, there was the infinite, absolute negativity of the great Ironist. Perhaps the young philosopher above will eventually reach that extreme, perhaps. Socrates also said of himself and was said to be by others a base fellow.Inwardly, ironically, he was … he hovered between the base and the divine. I will have more to say later.

4561 This Ironist engages with you intimately and personally, ever going inward, inward; while a dialectician brings you to the concrete forms of history out there in the world. The former closely speaks to you of ever more refined and enigmatic abstractions; he almost has his hand on your leg; he is compelling.He takes you up into an intellectual heaven. He moves away from the concrete toward the rarified forms of pure being. He leads you, his other, on to Beauty itself and eternal Love. And then he abandons you in this nowhere of empty spirit. It was intense and god filled, but it was as nothing. This Ironist is as gone as he always was. Elusive and empty. The dialectician, however, had as his concern, not the fire, not the raising up of the mind to heaven, but the intellectual act of bringing heaven, the rarified abstractions, down to earth. He is concerned with the concrete universal. He wants this historical world in all its sensual, material glory. He wants fullness. He is not an erotic, spiritual climber. He cares nothing for fine abstractions in emptiness. Socrates, the ironist, the incessant questioner, climbs you finally out of the world, up into the nothing at all. And he is the totally-gone. He is a Buddha. Intimately and personally, he leaves you hanging and hovering in nowhere. I am that.

That is the true Socrates. That is philosophy. That is the erotic moment. This monster has in the final moment become beloved and you cannot leave him. We do philosophy in one of the schools set up to remember him, the Satyr of Thought. Even the Dialecticians, the reciters of incomprehensible, sacred mantras, are trying only to bring him back in an uncanny presence.

4562 The great Socratic question is “What is …?”. What is music? What are numbers? What is color? The answers given, as long as they are of the form, “It is such and such.” invariably run up against an objection that there are instances of that thing that are not that. Every answer eventually fails under closer scrutiny. And we are left with the thing itself aside from every predicate we might give it. The thing itself. It is an empty thing when considered apart from every predicate, every description of it. The Socratic question lands us in a barren nowhere. The bare thing itself. The wind of nothingness blows from the infinite to the infinite and we see nothing in it. Still, that cold emptiness sends a rarified pleasure up the spine and we sometimes dare to seek its bracing presence yet again.

What is music aside from all sound? What is number aside from all quantities? What is color aside from being any shade or hue or sensual presence? Stripped bare in their most general form, they shiver in the cold tonic of thought. Life is gone; only unmoving Life itself remains, an unliving thing.

Every answer to the Socratic question leads to a contradiction. And upon reflection, we see that this contradicting is at the heart of what we are. The heart is torn. There is no healing gauze. The wound bleeds forever. And so we jump into the empty abstraction of life, of thought, the heart’s loving. Transcendence looms empty and a just that.

Strangely, I have a taste for abstract art. Or perhaps I should say that I have taste for the strangeness of abstract art. I recognize the cold shiver that it presents to the thinking mind. I am well aware that it is bleak and blank to many, but I thrive in the brisk air of the drawn away. Elemental things stripped naked, hanging in thought. The final things blowing in the wind of analysis.The connectors. The objects. The timeless.

4563 The new way of thinking that the Sophists and also Socrates introduced into Athens was to take advantage of the natural contradiction inherent in all of existence. They consciously played with it. They used it to achieve the goal they wanted. They taught it to others. It was devious to the extreme. We have suffered from it ever since.Nonetheless, it is true to the way things are.

Consider the case of Carneades of Cyrene. He was one of those who were sent to Rome from Athens in about 155 BC. They came to convince the Senate that the levy against the city was unfair and that it should be lifted. He was from the Academy, or New Academy as it is now called, the same place where Socrates was so argumentative and where the arguments had not subsided. He stood before the Senate and delivered a brilliant, spellbinding oration, eloquent, pure, energetic, convincing. And then, confusingly, the next day he did the same thing, but in total contradiction to what he said the day before. Cato was not amused. Enraged, he ordered the Athenians out of the city lest they also corrupt the minds of the youth of Rome and destroy the moral fiber of the Army. It was not a pretty scene. I find it enchanting.

I would also be enchanted if Glenn Beck did the same. He could give his right-wing harangue in the afternoon, a left-wing bombast in the morning and a dignified moderate presentation in the middle of the night. It would be totally against the most important rule of the broadcast media, namely to be totally one with everything you have said in the past. A media orator must represent a position; he is not allowed to change his mind. Nor can a politician. His past pulls mightily on him. No contradictions are allowed or if they do seem to appear, then they must suffer spin and become other than what they are and consistency is preserved. Socrates and the Sophists who relished the play of contradiction could not work for the media.

The point is this: every day is a new day and we are free to think all our thoughts anew. The perceived order of the past is no order at all and to be tied to it is to wait for a Mach Truck approaching in the dark. If tomorrow I think differently then fine, I think differently.

A life lived without the consistency demanded by the media and therefore Academia, which is now a branch of the media, is a life thrust into the nothingness of pure abstraction. It is a hovering in possibility. It is unbearable freedom. It will get you no job.

An Object, in today’s philosophy-speak, is a full bodied individual.  And its presence is so overwhelming, in most of these philosophies, that only it exists.  These philosophers feel so put upon by those enchanted by phenomena that they spend all their time, they feel that they absolutely must spend all their time, defending their ontological baby from the wolves of analysis.  No one will be allowed to rip and reduce their darling into their own twisted image.  No one will be allowed to leave a mere specter in its place.  The Object is ringed about with words so tightly that now no one can get at it.  Is it really there? 

A philosophy of only individuals is a dead-end affair.  There must be something to account for the sameness between individuals.  Something like universals or mental concepts or sets or some relation of similarity.  Without that, radical isolation drops everything into nothingness.  Very well, Objects, but what else?  Or is it that, in this time of heavy, obligatory democracy, anything that smells of hierarchy is anathema?  Will the Individuals allow nothing to unite them, and thus end up under one Totalitarian Leader, the Absolute?  Logic is destroyed and Paradox looms.  Up ahead!

4665  If someone were to comment on or interpret my writings, here is what I would expect and what I would want to see.  First, I would hope to find out about what that person is thinking in his own quiet hours of thought. I don’t want to hear about what he thinks I have done wrong or where he thinks I have gone off the true path.  I don’t need a guide to show me the way.  I know perfectly well that this reader will think differently, and that is how it should be.  Show me the difference.  And I will not respond back as a guide either.  I want him to use my words as a springboard or a foil from which he can launch into his own ideas.  Let my writing simply be the germ of a new creation that blossoms out into something totally other than what I laid out.  That even contradicts what I have so lovingly written.  He should show me himself; he should not pretend to show me myself.  I’m sick and tired of looking only at my own thoughts; I want to see something else reflecting off what I have given.  Secondly, he should be lovingly aggressive against what I have said.  I like the feel of someone coming at me.  I will not be concerned about whether or not it is justified or even correct; I just want to feel the presence of the other.  I want my respondent to be playful and fierce.  It will probably all come to nothing, but I sort of have a liking for the nowhere and the nothing at all.

4666  Harman and Latour are to be numbered among the new nominalists, as far as I can tell.  The fact that it is confusing is a sign.  Nominalists usually think it is useless to ask the old questions about the existence of universals and so they never come right out and say that there are no such things.  I think the problem is that they dislike any sort of hierarchy (they are extreme democrats) and since a stepwise nexus “up” connecting particular and form would be anathema, they just leave it.  The problem is that the question of sameness “between “ particulars still remains.  And if it isn’t universals that account for that, what does?  Their objects do not have any properties or relations between them and other objects that are anything other than just that object itself.  A thing and its properties are identical, or so I gather from what they so quickly say about it all.

4667  For some reason, God only knows why, when I think of a Harmanian Object I conjure up the image of a kind of Great Angel.  I’ll go with that for a while; it’s rather intriguing.  An angel, in medieval, Aristotelian theology, is Form plus the Act of Existence.  An ordinary object in this world is Form plus matter, thus it is said to be hylomorphic.  Angels are Form freed from the limitations or the mere potentiality of matter; they are completely actual for their type.  They are filled with the Act of Being.  

The act of knowing, in medieval philosophy, is accomplished by means of abstraction.  That is to say, the Form is pulled away from matter and it resides in full actuality in the mind, or the Mind.  Or rather the Active Intellect is the Form pulled away from matter.  That is the mental or intellectual act.  Potentiality falls away in the mental act.  Is the Harmanian Object just such a Form without potentiality?  I sort of imagine it is.  My imagination, though, is far from being the true judge of such things.  I’ll simply go with it for the fun of it.

Let’s say a Harmanian Object is Form in its full actuality.  It is one with its own happening, that is to say its own actuality.  There is no real separation between it and the event that is its existence, or events that constitute its existence.  There is in it no potentiality that gives way.  It just is.  The problem with that is that Harman says that Objects are not eternal; they may even be rather ephemeral.  No matter, they are perfectly actual for the moment.  Why not?  They are without becoming.  They rather ground what becoming there is, because they are their own event or events.  It has, I’m afraid, become a rather unstable ontology in my writing of it, but which one doesn’t in the history of writing.  And the fact that we could easily slam bham it is not relevant; they all can be.  

So, a Harmanian Object is a Pure Form that is its own happening.  It cannot be reduced to anything else.  When it is there it is impressive.  Full of Aseity.  It is its own existence and happening.  And like Platonic Forms and Medieval Angels, they are isolated within themselves, unrelated to other angelic beings.  Consider this, what is the relation between the Forms Cow and Grass.  There is no relation.  Nonetheless, the one is harmonized with the other.  And a cow is the occasion for the digestion of grass.  The philosophy of Occasionalism has always “related” the happenings or the events of the Pure Forms to each other.  

I think all this follows from the circumstance that the Object is not something separate from its own happening.  Nor from its existence.  It is within Pure Act, which, scarily, is on the way to Idealism, but no matter.  Because this is just a playful, sidereal consideration.  

Angels loom and they are fiery.  That’s how I imagine a Harmanian Object.

4668  There has been the question in philosophy for a long, long time about just what the relation or connection is between the world and the things in the mind.  It is fashionable in this age of science to say it is cause and effect.  Thoughts and mental images are said to be caused by material things in the world.  Another explanation, the one I like, is to say that there is no cause and effect relation but rather that the things of the mind and the things of the world, and this includes the brain, run parallel to each other.  This is then, of course, called parallelism.  It seems to me that this is close to occasionalism.  But that is not to say that it is an occasional cause, instead it is just to say that the things of world are the occasion for things of the mind.  If you take cause and effect out of occasionalism, then you have parallelism, and something then, I think, closer to a correct and historically aligned ontology.

4669  Can we know God directly or can we only know the images of Him in our imagination?  Have we only the words we read about Him?  Are we left with only our distant analyses of empty metaphysical concepts?  Are we trapped in our own thinking?  Can we only hope and pray that there is unseen, ever unknown guidance for our clumsy and far-removed, merely personal, attempts?  Is God only a vaguely conjured nothing?  The question divides and has divided theologians and believers.  It mirrors the philosophical question that Locke was at last stuck with.  Are the things of our thinking only of our thinking or are they the real?  We can know God directly.  We can know the real directly.  We are not stuck in our own minds.  The things we know directly are the existing things.  They are not human.  And part of us is not also.  We are out there with the Things of Being.

4670  It is the task of the ontologist, in his ontology, to account for sameness and difference.  That’s what ontologists do.  Consider two instances of a boy climbing a tree.  Consider one instance of a boy crashing his bike into a tree.  Clearly, there is sameness and difference in that.  And there is number.  Three events.  Two have the same form of climbing a tree.  One has the form of crashing into a tree.  All three have the form of a boy.  Equally, clear, it seems to me, is the philosophical “fact” that event and form and number are different.  Difference of events.  Difference of event from form.  And both are different from number.  Some philosophers, though, including, I think the object-oriented people, want to conflate all that difference into the Object.  They never make much of a point of saying it, but I gather that for them the Object and its happening and its form are all the same thing.  If there is a difference it is inside a strange moment of Allure.  Allure, however, it seems to me, is very unstable and only indicates a unity beyond … or whatever.  These guys are unclear about all this.  Differences fall away fast in the unrelating of objects.  I think they are still operating within the Kantian Critique, which warns against peering into the noumenal beyond.  For them the Real is not to be mentioned directly, only alluded to.  

I will say it directly.  The event and the form are other.  And if they are other, then a nexus must be found to connect them or the world of the ontologist falls apart.  All this is directly seen by the philosophizing mind.  We are not here speculating about the beyond.  Ontological things are clear and fully known.  And none of it is merely a human mind-creation.

4571  An Object, in today’s philosophy-speak, is a full bodied individual.  And its presence is so overwhelming, in most of these philosophies, that only it exists.  These philosophers feel so put upon by those enchanted by phenomena that they spend all their time, they feel that they absolutely must spend all their time, defending their ontological baby from the wolves of analysis.  No one will be allowed to rip and reduce their darling into their own twisted image.  No one will be allowed to leave a mere specter in its place.  The Object is ringed about with words so tightly that now no one can get at it.  Is it really there? 

A philosophy of only individuals is a dead-end affair.  There must be something to account for the sameness between individuals.  Something like universals or mental concepts or sets or some relation of similarity.  Without that, radical isolation drops everything into nothingness.  Very well, Objects, but what else?  Or is it that, in this time of heavy, obligatory democracy, anything that smells of hierarchy is anathema?  Will the Individuals allow nothing to unite them, and thus end up under one Totalitarian Leader, the Absolute?  Logic is destroyed and Paradox looms.  Up ahead!

4572  Cause and effect is always an ordered relation.  Whether transient or occasional.  Whether material or formal.  One thing waits on another.  There is always a lesser and a greater.  A certain hierarchy is established.  X causes Y.  The world gels.

I have written up a belief in parallelism.  X and Y stand aligned with each other, but there is no ordering of first and second.  Each has full existence in its own right.  There is no bringing into existence of the one by the other.  There is no such creationism.  Things just are.

The ordering relation does exist, but it is yet another thing.  It is separate from every thing it orders. It is a profound thing within Being, but it is not cause and effect.  

The most egregious instance of cause and effect being an ordered relation in philosophy is that between a substance or object and its properties.  It is a strong form of the relation.  The substance creates its properties.  The substance creates its impression in the minds of the watchers.  The object creates the relationships it enters into with the other things of the world.  Though some would have us believe that the relationships create the object.  Either way it is a strongly ordered relation.  It is definitely not parallelism.

Parallelism leaves everything alone tight within itself.  Every thing is its own existence.  Existence does not arrive from the outside dependent on something else.  No thing reduces to another thing.  There is no absolute substance of substances.  The ordering that is here is another thing altogether.  Being is still within itself.  

Such parallelism is a stillness.  All becoming is of something else.  Becoming is a thing in itself away from the things that become.  It is the pure event.  A bare thing in itself.  One must learn to discern spirits and divide the one thing from another in his thinking and have his thinking dance in union with the god of existence. 

4573  The reason I love analytical philosophy with all it otherworldly forms and naked particulars, its strange connectors and latches, its inevitable paradoxes is because of the run up to the heights and then the sleigh ride down into collapse.  There is no figuring out how to make all the things of Being fit together.  It’s too wild a place.  A no place of magical attempts.  It is Alice in an Avalanche.  It is marvelous, my dear.  College professors are paid handsomely to be serious about all that and to try and tame it, but to no avail.  They become drunkards.  Unfortunately, not the Sufi kind caught in the tresses of his cupbearer, just ordinary drunkards.  And boring.  Merely a snow job.  Still, it’s fun, if you have a sense of humor.  And irony becomes you.  It is sleight of hand.

4574  "Of all the animals, the boy is the most unmanageable!"  Plato
4575  In particle physics, whenever the known or surmised particles cannot explain a perceived event, then a new type of particle is introduced.  Today that part of physics has become a jungle teeming with seen and unseen things, strange and beautiful and unimaginable things.  But we long for unity and simplicity.  It hasn’t appeared, nor, it seems, is it likely that it will.  The many things teem on and more will undoubtedly join them soon.  It’s the same in an ontology that looks into the workings of Being.  And the nominalists, with their Razor borrowed from Occam, are trying to cut it down, trim it up, lay it out smooth and flat.  Unity and simplicity, though, are as elusive here as in particle physics.  I doubt it will ever come.  I write up the many things teeming.

The new nominalists try to appeal to common sense.  Surely, they insist, the things of logic don’t exist out there.  Surely they are only creations of language and human reason.  Because, if they did exist, paradox would abound and our solid footing on terra firma would give way.  The things of logical analysis must be held at bay.  The ship of thought cannot set out on the ether of gossamer intellect.  Such imaginings must be crushed.  Only the ordinary objects of the everyday, objects of comfort and social conversation, will be considered.  Safe at the quotidian tit.  The eyes must avert their glance from the perversions of the glittering beings of the beyond.  Only the one thing.

I have insisted in return that the many things beyond this homely everyday are real and to be seduced by them is the pearl worth keeping.

4576  Bradley’s infamous regress has cast a pall over philosophical realism for a hundred years.  Up ahead paradox looms.  Infinity calls.  Collapse runs rampant around a vicious circle.  The philosopher loses it.  But maybe that it not the fault of philosophical realism, but it is the form of Being itself.  Being is the paradoxical, infinite, looming viciousness of the circle.  The boy falls into himself.  Or maybe not.  If it is, it surely also isn’t.  How could we ever accept such a thing?  We are being played with.  The torture of love.

There are many who somewhere in their ontology simply want to deny the necessity of a nexus or relation of some sort, thereby hoping to avoid the inevitable.  Perhaps the very nexus of exemplification itself that connives with fact, or of class membership, maybe the selector, or of mighty intentionality.  It is somehow thought that if matters are just eo ipso there and not requiring a connector, then all is well and paradox does not raise its surly head.  Even relations are somehow internal and of course without the need for a relation.  Anything to get around what is up ahead.  But the head rises up anyway somewhere and the wind blows and the wild spirit comes … and collapse.  Philosophy sleeps a rambling sleep.  I let it be. 

4577  I don’t write stories; I don’t think in terms of stories.  Stories are always in retrospect and I am simply trying to extricate myself from this present mess.  This is now.  I am waiting for the next sentence.  And the bridge over to the one after that.  But first this one.  The difficulty is too great to sit back and reminisce.

Today, the people are more and more infatuated by movies and pulp fiction, by video games and news commentators, by biographies and exposés.    They are engrossed.  They sit in their comfortable chair and imagine.  Stories abound.  Everything is explained and laid out just as it happened.  The understanding is in play.  While I simply try to move on through this crumpled place.  I see no understanding.  I go one step at a time.  The going is difficult.  I don’t have the ease of a goal.  I’m just trying to get out.

Thus I have no named objects in a well-described setting.  No plot of demons and saviors.  No enchantment of evil or good.  No one is king or cudgel.  There is no story here.  I’m just trying to move on out of here.  I am like a soldier trying to stay alive, and I have no time to think about world history.  The gods here are gadflies and they are deadly.  The irony is complete.  Beauty weighs me down as I maneuver the fields of rapid love.  The Forms ever were and I simply am here.  Pure abstraction.  The concrete story is for later in times of memory and this went with that.

4578  I have been living half the year every year here in Nepal for sixteen years. I have lived through a protracted, low-level civil war.  The Maoists have wanted power.  The poor and the young were always taken with them.  Now the enchantment has faded and the future shines forth in glorious darkness.  No one understands the present situation.  I never really understood any of it.  I am sure no one ever has.  Least of all those directly involved.

Casual State Department guys come here to Kathmandu to “study” the situation and then go back and explain it.  They are paid very handsomely.  They speak as though they know something.  They don’t.

I lived through the wild 60s in America.  I was with the leaders.  I never understood that either.  I was sort of in love with a curly-headed agitator.  He should have understood and he should have directly known what was coming next.  But he knew, I know, no more than I.  History is a mystery when you are in the middle of it.  History is always after the fact.  And it is not only false, but irrelevant, except to the willing readers of fiction.

Now there are, as I suppose there always have been, those who would direct the course of philosophical history.  They see patterns and movement.  They know who is in and who is out and why.  They are prescient and right.  And of course inevitably wrong.  No one knows the course of history.  Even after the fact.  Except that a story teller might make up something and it will be momentarily fun to read.  But grossly irrelevant.

4579  When a lover spies the one he would love falling into trouble, he secretly rejoices thinking that he may at last find an entryway past that spurn and spur.  Such is also the way in great matters of state and hate.  One bides his time until the inevitable rupture in the other’s well thought out plans and then he rushes in.  When confusion reigns and time has jumped, then grasp at the light coming through the cracks, and take what you want.  The secret of victory is to take advantage of the unexpected.  But first you must rid yourself of the illusion that you yourself understand the movement of matters.  He who would be lord of history will always fail.  Only the secret watcher on the side abides.  History is the discontinuous and the sudden.  It is no history at all.  It is the real.

4580  Harold Bloom has written that all the great writers will be misread.  The psychological reasons are many and subtle and it makes for agonizing scholarship.  Surely Plato suffers this fate excessively, especially in today’s quasi-philosophical, popular literature.  I’m not complaining, just sighing.  Plato is turned into a rigid curmudgeon unaware of the lovely, uncontrollable flow of life.  His Forms are dead and musty.  His lair is empty precision.  Enforced conformity to a lifeless God.  But it’s not Plato.  

Socrates is destructive irony.  He is silent about everything else.  Plato found his Transcendent Forms in that silence.  They were distilled, still, very still, objects of erotic vision. (You know the shudder and the look.)  It’s everyone else who is without the madness necessary for real philosophy.  It is popular literature, especially the “alternative and freaky” kind, that is so conventional and down home.  A gang at a friendly horror movie.   Ok, maybe it is Plato.  But his subtlety is frighteningly beyond.

4581  What drives us on are the pure, the rarified Forms.  The abstract, the bare hint.  The fullness of Being in the least of things.  The fainting, the embarrassment.  Perfection.  

A boy raises a crooked stick and he is a Soldier with a Gun and Bravery and Power are his.  The almost nothing.  He has it all.  Later in life, when the concrete things of life intrude and he is a real soldier with a real gun, he will have only shadows of what he knew then.  It was the pure thing, the rarified thing, that was always driving him on.

A shiny hubcap is the glory of the Car.  A lock of hair is the beauty of the driver.  A tablecloth holds the essence of a fine meal.  The sun is life.  A yellow crayon is the sun.  The momentary smell of wax is the crayon.  And that is art and the world and Being itself appears.  Everything is contained in the least of things.  The boy looked down for a second and he knew it all.  The pure, the rarified, the fainting.  My embarrassment at his perfection.

In the Forms, there is no becoming.  In perfection, there is no need for becoming.  The mere word is spoken, and the tear of Being is healed.

4582  Platonists, like Nassim Taleb, speak the names of the Pure Forms that lead them and us to the heaven of understanding; we hear; we bow to the Presence.  We are suffused with essence; we mystically see Randomness, The Black Swan, Induction, Empirical Skepticism.  So many magical words initiate us into secret knowledge.  The mind reels.  And holy anger rises up in us against the willfully blind.

All the priests of the Most High Holy Forms, among whom I count myself, know intimately and manipulate the sweet sounds of the speaking breath.  The word, the thing, the transcendent, sheer understanding are all one.  The sacred is at hand.  And, as with all priests, we die the death of the speaker.  The sacrifice of the one who approached the Essence, the embarrassing realization, the horrible end.

4583  Nassim Taleb has written up a very enlightening account of why our memory and our understanding make such embarrassing mistakes in doing what they are suppose to do.  I’m convinced.  He does, however, fall prey to the same scandal.  Like all the other materialists around today, he accounts for mind and the mind’s thoughts by grounding all that in the brain, about which we can make such smooth cause and effect narratives.  Awareness suddenly in existence without a nice story to “explain” it is untenable to our story-obsessed thinkers.  The mind cannot give an account of itself as does the brain “arising out” of the Primal Emptiness.  It’s the cosmogony of our time.  The brain and all the pathways of processing electrons are so handy.  But it’s a story that is as bedeviled as all the other stories he relates.  Materialism is ontologically useless.  And more than slightly embarrassing.  Consciousness is rather randomness itself, as Sartre made so enchantingly clear.

4584  Today randomness is a very popular idea.  Not only mathematicians who deal in infinity and irrationality but also physicists of the discontinuous and poets and the historians of the sudden.  It is a most intriguing idea.  And it is maddening, it is hopeful and frightening, and, of course, it is the tool of the gods.

Randomness in life must be corralled and set apart.  It is the sacred and it must not be allowed to escape from the set-apart precinct.  The temenos, the cut off, the place of killing, the senseless murder of the innocent.  Order must be preserved in the face of that strangely beautiful god.  His eternal distraction must not destroy us.  Outside the temple, the god is not allowed.  Or, today, outside the places of chance, the gambling houses of money, the investment houses.  The pure market of capitalism, the wild risk takers, the White Ravens, have almost killed us.  Now, they must, not be eliminated (that would be impossible), but set apart and quarantined.  We will survive.  The order of life will be maintained.  We are set upon.

Order itself, not the order of this and that particular thing that is the world, but Order itself, is an almost impossible philosophical idea.  No one has given a good ontological account of it.  Nonetheless, we do know it intimately.  And disorder.  Order itself is neither ordered nor unordered.  It is the thing itself that cancels itself.  The between thing.  We look to that as savior, the god-man.  The place where the sacred and the profane meet.  The impossible togetherness of the most extreme.  Pure irony.  The Boy.  The sacrifice of sacrifice.  Wild. 

4585  That which has no cause has been a constant theme throughout these writings.  The thing from itself.  The writing that writes itself.  The self itself coming to itself.  I, of course, yield.

Today, the Story has everyone waiting.  This then that, ever flowing, cause goes to effect, hind sight, it’s all so easy to grasp.  I too look back and wonder.  I know, though, that it comes from nowhere and goes back to nowhere. A tease.  If you please, Mister.

Surely not much is said in such a case.  Falling, ever falling, nothing more.  He speaks only of himself anyway.  In case you haven’t heard it a hundred times already.  Constant, constant.  Despondent.  His world is all that is the face.  Facts nothing more.  Process ingressed long ago.  It’s just that.  The boy from himself.  Our God, no less.  What a testy mess.

4586  Yes, yes, yes, rhythm abounds.  And the hounds of deconstruction.  Eruction.  Perplexion.  Comsuction. Right nice ab friction.  He goes down down down, no let up, get up.  The night is almost over.  Turn over.  Take cover.  Rim limb climb him back sup the frightful night, all right.  The awl is tall, he crawls the wall, he squeals.  And appeals to everyone around.  What was it you had on your mind anyway?  Break, break, break.  Take the rake and burn.  

Say, say, say myth rebounds.  And the clowns of condescension.  Reduction.  The Rubicon.  Preppy lexicon.  Such constipation.  Strip the nation.  Tight vice and your diction sections me down.  And out.  Things fall apart.  The center cannot hold.  I was told you were bold, my folding friend.  But no.

Sometimes after you’ve done all the work, you feel that you’ve been took.  The rook got ya.   

4587  Richard Feynman…contended that fast moving subatomic particles travel from point A to point B not by a single path but by all possible paths - Wikipedia.  Today the Story has become all important.  The people are addicted to biographies.  Not only of the interesting person, but of nations and ideas and of every kind of artifact imaginable.  Everything has a story to tell.  We search out the past. Though we still have not come to terms with the fact that everything may, as Feynman hints, have multiple pasts.  Even an infinity of pasts.  And the whole idea of a past or the past is thus destroyed.

The Story is, I think remarkably, absent from my writings.  I have not presented a process philosophy, but a philosophy of still facts.  In that regard, I am closer to the view of things presented in many interpretations of quantum physics, where time and orbits have vanished.  Only possibilities remain, still forms, this and that, a Parmenidean quiescence.

Thus I write, not in the style of a journalist expecting you to wait expectantly for the next installment, but in the style of a aesthete, hoping you will catch on to the rhythm of the phrasing in my sentences.  I give you grammar and I practice grammarcy, the mystical logic of the Sentencia.  I am Grammaticus, the seducer of young minds.  I give you prose and poetry.  The form of form.  The actual world has vanished into the infinite possibilities.  Repetition abounds.  And the moving hand.
4588  If you rummage around in philosophical literature for some time you will begin to get the idea that the point of philosophy is to write academic papers and defend them.  The enterprise has quickly bored me.  The point is blunted and vague.  And I become a vagabond out into the countryside where the boys sit and smile as I dejectedly walk by.  I am not saying that I have abandoned the ideas presented in those papers, only that unless those ideas “take on” flesh and beauty there is nothing worthwhile there.  There must be a something that those papers move about.  There must be a usefulness in those words that makes one want to master the trick.  Why have I read and read so much?

I always knew those boys were there outside my room.  Their lingering presence stuck in my mind.  I read Plato.  I watched the goings-on going on in the Athenian Palaistra.  The point of philosophy then as now, it seems to me, is and was to engage those seated beauties, stern judges, in mind-breaking conversation that we might corral that spirit within them and know it.  That is the point of writing those hard papers – to make the Spirit yield, to know its name and see its power.  Why else would one engage in such a mortifying asceticism, such mind destruction, why else wrestle the whirlwind?

4589  Outside the ivy walls, far from the heavy wooden desks of the silent library, prowls the boy of life, the incorrigible. You read and think and the walls collapse and you fall through the desks and the broken walk leads away to where He waits.  Life must be lived.  The act must be acted.  And though everything that you find is highly improbable and highly unlikely, you are a kite on the winds of fright you feel.  

“Of all the animals, the boy is the most unmanageable.”  That’s one of those cute sayings you find on the Internet.  It is supposedly by Plato.  Maybe it is, but the uncertainty of everything there, and now here, is overwhelming.  Thus it is life itself.  Yes, the boy is the most unmanageable, and thus he is the god of my writing.  And my living.  And I must deal with it.

I make plans, wonderfully fun plans for my tomorrows and even the untomorrows after my death and … crash.  The only useful plan I ever made was to be ready for the attack from out of the ditch, which, of course, never comes out of the ditch, but from somewhere sickeningly close.  Is it the boy?  Probably not, he’s off oblivious to my plight.  Or not.  He is the constant thing ever away from life, the aim of life, the object in my crosshairs.  Nothing makes sense.  I wrestle with him.  I am Jacob.

4590  In these writings I place great emphasis on the fact that I am laying out a type of realism as opposed to nominalism.  And most of my readers (I’m pretending I have some), wonder just what it is I’m talking about and then, once they read up on it, I’m sure they wonder even harder why it is even important.  In one of the many streams of philosophical history, it has always been important, of utmost importance. And for those philosophers, it seems not to be an acquired taste, but something more profound.  Argument is futile.  Nonetheless, argument is the name of the game and it is essential to their way of life.  Socrates, the ironic, is their patron saint.  

All the arguments of ontology concerning sameness and individuation lead to realism, a belief in the existence of universals.  The problem is not with the soundness and the persuasiveness of the arguments, but with the point of arguing for such an unlikely thing as a universal in the first place.  The everyday world is quite obviously nominalistic.  No one moves about among universals when he is not doing ontology.  And “doing” ontology is a strange thing for the non-philosopher who is simply trying to make his way in the world.  Argument shmargument.  Socrates was onto nothing.  Irony is simple destruction.  The philosophers of such realism, but not the anti-philosophers of nonsense-destroying nominalism, are cracked.  Those who would be Socrates today must be kept away from the young.

I write realism, unfortunately, even the word “realism” has been co-opted by the nominalists to mean a belief in individuals sans universals, which they call objects.  It’s too bad.  I believe in ontological argument.  The force and the eroticism are intense.

4591  Let’s say you are a youth who loves his time alone, that you have thought about this and that at length, and you find that you love to work your way to the end of one of thought’s perplexities.  One day toppling over with preordained happenstance, you find a book on the history of philosophy and, through a quiet shudder, you are suddenly entering into your intellectual life.  It isn’t a very good book, but, no matter, the vast realm of Being opens up before you.  It is a romance.  Every imperfect word of that book reveals a perfection.  The Form of Philosophy looms on the dog-eared pages.  And we, who now look at you dimly, see the Philosopher Inchoate.  Even the Philosopher Himself.

That is the type of Platonism that I see in Emerson’s essay Nominalism and Realism.  (Emerson was profoundly on the side of Realism, but you can amazingly find his essay here in the Nominalist’s Library.)  For him, the least of things in our world can awaken a vision or a memory of some great thing beyond.  I think any romantically inclined youth, alone in his room or in a crowd, can catch that fleeting thing.  Some thing here transports the soul to There.  This new Ganymede is lifted up on the wings of the eagle and taken to … where?  That is the philosophical question.  For sure, it is somewhere, because the romantic moment is not to be denied in some sort of psycho-neurological death.  The Transumption.  Metalepsis.  I again lose myself with that youth in the old, sacred language.

4592  The central question of philosophy roars around individuation.  A universal form by itself, or a gang of such hanging out, cannot make a this or that.  Take the very biting form of a pouty face.  The words written down and laid out in your reading mind are easily understood, but an individual one right there is another matter.  How do we analytically move from the form, which could be any this one or that one in all in the vast aeons of Being, to just that one there?  Traditionally, there are three answers to the question.

We can either say that there is a simple thing that somehow attaches to the pure form, itself bare, and it is the individuating element, the bare particular.  Or we could say that there are no simple and pure forms, no universals, only natured particular turnings that are similar, tropes.  In other words, there is no simple form of Pouty Face, but only pouty-face1 and pouty-face2  and pouty-face3  etc..  Individuation is then within each appearing. Or we can take the way of idealism.

In idealism, the mind, within which roam the many forms or concepts or ideas ( because it itself thought them up), itself posits them.  It is as though it becomes a hand within itself which grabs one of its ideas and shoves it out into and onto the Out There.  And thus makes a this and that one.  It’s messy business.  I really don’t want to deal with this alternative, though “positing” has had quite a long run in our philosophical history.

As for the tropists, they have a problem or question of dealing with, not individuation, but sameness.  Their way seems to always lead to some vague “relation” of similarity.  Finally and soon, the tropist, just wants to forget the so-called problem and fall away into social matters.  Or poetry.

Having been taken by the Form, that one Pouty Face, so ever here and there and still one, I stay with the first alternative.  I sit alone and feel the repetitions repeat.  And the bare That.

4593  Here in Kathmandu I read philosophy books of the thin spirit, write like the stellar sieve, and live life with aching boys piling into cheap rooms.  We are the vagabonds on the Phosphorescent Path.  And now, just how I will manage to put together all the pure abstractions of Being and the heart-dragging stories all about me is sometimes a horrible agitation to me.  Though, amazingly, not for Them.  There is something here that only a deep theology will be able to reach.  I could, of course, take the Eastern Way and meditate on the glorious emptiness until I see that none of this really exists.  But I know that it exists.  All of it.  The rooms, the boys, the books, the spirit, the ache, the pathless path and the stars.  And, of course, there is That.  Existence is demanding.  I yield.

4594  Nature is fractal and ever disintegrating.  It is filled with the cuts of infinity.  Smooth surfaces, clear and straight lines break.  They were never really there. Slowly everything turns into a stench and creeping liquid.  It is a swamp full of vermin.  It is the end of the story that lies in horror, the gothic and decadence.  

Surely my Platonism, with its simple smooth surfaces, is the escape from all that.  The streamlined modern is our engineering attempt away from the swamp.  Though some would say that it is futile.

I have always hated horror movies and the threat of decay.  I find it numbing to watch.  The end is so predictable.  We go down.  That is the end.  And that some find that exciting bored me.  I doubt any of those fans of the gothic would like the Boy, the beautiful escape, the Sun, that I culled from the Greek sky.  We are differently made.

4595  We build mathematical models to describe the world and its dynamic movement.   They all eventually fail.  There is always something we forgot.  And like a cancer, that foreign thing starts the locals misbehaving until the whole contraption turns to soft waste and runs down your leg like diarrhea. Mathematics, beautiful form, is one thing; Nature is another.

In our nightmares we sense that forgotten thing out there.  It’s not our fault; we simply didn’t know.  The sudden comes so minutely.  It spreads with the un-understanding of a mismade bed.  You lie down in uncontrollable creases.  And the run-off.  A secret mathematics of the unaxiomatic, the worthless.

The humanists among us want to bind man in.  They want to protect him with great engineering feats of dry mediocrity.  They want the average and the mean to settle in hard.  The wild will be hemmed in and man will find gray larval peace.  The damn will hold long enough.  Nature will be denied by being appeased.  But then the break and the dark water will appear.  Even the humanists ooze like humans.  The great sickness.

Will the transcendent Forms help us escape?  Only if you want them to.  Few do.  The thank-you-ma’am nods.  Man has a taste for fish.

4596  The great Socratic question is “What is …?”.  What is music?  What are numbers?  What is color?  The answers given, as long as they are of the form, “It is such and such.” invariably run up against an objection that these are instances of that thing that are not that.  Every answer eventually fails under closer scrutiny.  And we are left with the thing itself aside from every predicate we might give it.  The thing itself. It is an empty thing when considered apart from every predicate, every description of it.  The Socratic question lands us in a barren nowhere.  The bare thing itself.  The wind of nothingness blows from the infinite to the infinite and we see nothing in it.  Still, that cold emptiness sends a rarified pleasure up the spine and we sometimes dare to seek its bracing presence yet again.

What is music aside from all sound?  What is number aside from all quantities?  What is color aside from being any shade or hue or sensual presence?  Stripped bare in their most general form, they shiver in the cold tonic of thought.  Life is gone; only unmoving Life itself remains, an unliving thing.

Every answer to the Socratic question leads to a contradiction.  And upon reflection, we see that this contradicting is at the heart of what we are.  The heart is torn.  There is no healing gauze.  The wound bleeds forever.  And so we jump into the empty abstraction of life, of thought, the heart’s loving.  Transcendence looms empty and a just that.

Strangely, I have a taste for abstract art.  Or perhaps I should say that I have taste for the strangeness of abstract art.  I recognize the cold shiver that it presents to the thinking mind.  I am well aware that it is bleak and blank to many, but I thrive in the brisk air of the drawn away.  Elemental things stripped naked, hanging in thought.  The final things blowing in the wind of analysis.  The connectors. The objects.  The timeless.

4597  I have a friend here in Kathmandu who is an astrologer.  He used to be a professor of English, but he makes so much more money doing that. I let him read my chart and talk about my life.  It’s fun and it makes my mind think of new things.  It is most definitely not real knowledge about either the past or the future, nor the present for that matter, but it is an enjoyable mind trip.  Then I go home and I read philosophy.  It talks about the past and the future and even the mindful present.  It has a system that matches the complexities of astrology.  Both have conferences and high priests and consultants.  And both deal in life and death.  The question is this:  are today’s philosophy and political science and economics and sociology and psychology and on and on any more of a “real”  science, real knowledge, real reality, than astrology.  My answer is a resounding, NO!  but they are just as pleasant to contemplate and discuss and the money spent on their consultants is just as worthwhile for tripping out of here.  The problem is that we tend to believe them just as much as we secretly do the astrologers.  And that is where we get in trouble.  Then those “professors” become charlatans and not the entertainers that they really are.  I write philosophy, not because I am trying to describe to you the layout of practical reality, but because I am leading you to the heights of mystical contemplation – nothing more.  Don’t try to live your worldly life by my words.  Don’t turn me into a quack.

There is one place in philosophical literature where the real breaks in.  It is at the end of the Symposium where Alcibiades crashes the party and it is spoken in all that ensues.  The real is then alive.  I so wish something like that would happen at those God-awful, sleep inducing symposia that university departments love to have.  The real is the Sudden, the Jolt, the We’re-outta-here.

4598  Let us suppose that on the other side of the moon there is a little coffee shop that stays open all night and, though the tables are all set and a lovely aroma wafts about, no one has ever come and no one has ever seen the lovely flowers sewn so delicately on the curtains.  No one knows it.  Yes, it is a logical and, I suppose, an ontological possibility that such a place exists, but it presents an intoxicating question about the, perhaps necessary, connection between a state of affairs and mind.  Let’s say it exists.  And we will disregard the fact that right now we are thinking of it.  I ask: for every state of affairs is there a thought that corresponds to it?  Perhaps an unexemplified thought?  Let F(a) be the fact that is the state of affairs and let [F(a)] be the thought of it.  Then, if all states of affairs necessarily have a corresponding thought, [F(a)] I F(a) is necessary or analytic as opposed to synthetic.  Here I means “intends”.  If all states of affairs have a corresponding thought but it only happens to be so and isn’t necessarily so, then [F(a)] I F(a) is only synthetic.  Let’s say it is analytic and thus necessary.  Now, we still have the question of whether or not the thought is necessarily thought by a particular mind.  Such a thought would be a universal in that many instances of it could obtain, but maybe no one thinks it.  Are there unexemplified universals?  Maybe.  It is an ontological question that I have usually answered Yes to.  If so, then there are thoughts and states of affairs that go with them that no mind has ever approached.  So be it.  The ramifications of all that ram about.

4599  I wrote that a thought is a universal exemplified by this and that mind and that there may ontologically be unexemplified universals. And that therefore there may be unthought thoughts. Let me now complicate the matter by bringing in unthought thoughts about facts that are not actual. Before I mentioned it, there existed the thought of that unreal café. There was an unreal state of affairs that corresponded to the thought. It’s weird. Nonetheless, I’ll go with it in my unshy philosophizing. Now, let’s suppose that there is no such thing as an unexemplified universal. All thoughts are thought. But how can that be if no one is actually thinking them. What we have to do is distinguish between actual thoughts and potential thoughts. And if the thought is about something that isn’t real, then we have to distinguish between actual facts and potential facts. Now we still have this for our example: [F(a)] I F(a), except that both sides are only potential. But even if it is an "untought", ie. Only a potential thought about a fact that isn’t actual or real, that is still an actual fact itself, a logical fact, a necessary fact. Simply ontologically there. And that is the magic of metaphysics and why so many shy away from it in this lonely place where Actuality and Potentiality dance cheek to cheek the dance of existence.
4600  I think these thoughts and they are easy to think.  But no one else thinks them.  Or rather, a few did and now a few graduates students of those older guys try, but I’m sure they are frustrated and see it as going nowhere.  The young want to go somewhere.  I have gone far.  Too far.  The air is thin.  Or non-existent.  I fly on … nothing.  But surely a god is there.  I do not worship the emptiness.  I am not a devotee of the abyss.  I hate the ruins of uselessness.  A god is here.  A strong, firm thing.  There is rectitude is all those thoughts.  A god pushes on my mind.  This is a fine presence.  I see it clearly and I see that I see.  The thoughts and the god are easy to think and they are the existing things.

4601  Everything belonging to a tree, its form and structure, its colors and chemical composition … are all present in a single whole.  The tree is no impression, no play of my imagination, no value depending on my mood; but it is bodied over against me and has to do with me as I with it… I encounter … the tree itself.  Martin Buber.  

Around the turn of the twentieth century thinkers decided to become mature.  That maturity is the surest sign of the modern.  It was the time when man came into full consciousness of consciousness.  It meant that he could no longer have the intimacy with things as a child or even an adolescent does.  He came to see that his thoughts were a social and a personal affair.  The paradise of direct contact with existence was gone and in its place was the work of forming concepts and living at one remove from what exists. He became a abstract thinker.  He was unsure of reality.  He had to analyze at a distance.  And accept his finiteness and his separation.  He was lost.  But happy in the truth of knowing that.  Sort of. 

In the time of consciousness, meaningfulness was valued over mystical power.  Syntax over diction.  Long explanations over genius.  Analysis over inspiration.  He was a grown-up who accepted his place.  And though that place was a falling through empty space, cut off from the Sun, he surmised he would make the best of it and be civil about it.  And speak meaningfully.  He managed.  But he no longer encountered the thing in itself.  The subject/object distinction was absolute and he could never again cross over as does a child.  He could no longer lose himself in existence.  The object was never to be felt directly again.  Now all is metaphor.  Such is the life of a mature spirit.  And so maybe maturity is not the great thing the playbills advertize. 

4602  I love ontological puzzles.  They are impossible.  Or almost.  Or maybe.  No one has succeeded in solving them.  Or loosening the knot.  Though many have tried to dismiss them as pseudo-puzzles.  As least as far as serious, real life is concerned.  But I love those puzzles and for me that is real life.  Though I can do without the seriousness, that gruesome spirit of gravity.  Oh, my impossible love.

Remembering that considering is a sidereal matter, consider a set.  Few have attempted an ontological assay of it.  They have only sat on their ass and waited for the temptation to pass.  I will cajole the matter until it yields.  It is the ancient puzzle of the One and the many.  The drawstring will come undone at last.  I will make the hunger grow.  The charis will be handled.  The haggling will go on through the night.  The emanations will cause a great fever. This influenza that is philosophy.  Here a set piece.

There is a and there is b.  And there is {a,b}.  Should we say that the latter ontologically exists?  Is it a thing somehow other than both a and b?  If it does exist, is a connector needed to tie it to its elements, a and b?  Is it simple or complex, with or without ontological parts, namely a and b.  Is it, as some have said, neither simple nor complex?  Or, in that case, aside from a and b is the set nothing at all?  Either you catch my drift, the drift, or you are not in this snow storm with me at all and I will have to find my way home through the blinking white alone.  And if there is no connector are a and b and {a,b} “related” through an internal tunneling?  This is the old doctrine of internal relations, themselves filled with the wonders of ontological perplexity.  The stars have emanated all over us, or me, or down the leg of thought.

Now consider the “relation” between a fact and its ontological constituents.  Here a and F constitute F(a).  Or between a simple thought of the universe of space and the universe of space itself, so very not-simple.  Or between a cause and effect event, one thing, and the cause and the effect each alone.  And on and on, the problem of the One and the many so lovingly and maddeningly raises its ruddy head. Or between love and the mouth.  I mouth my words into your listening ear, my dear.  Or between two lovers, now one, now two, now one … so gone.

4603  Meinong gave us the Golden Mountain.  Or rather he pointed out what must somehow already be there if we are to have the thought of such a thing.  Every thought has an object.  Even thoughts about what is not actually there.  Or so one would surmise from the sheer force of the argument.  We do think of the golden mountain; we are not thinking of nothing at all, it is therefore somehow something.  Or do I sense that your commonsense rebels?  Well, yes.  Still, the ontological problem remains, though, for the most part, ignored.  It’s a thorny problem.

Many have sidestepped the problem by saying that such a mountain is only a mind-thing or, more formally, an intentional object and not an ontological object.  It is then of language or the creative imagination or a mere description or … well, these purported solutions solve nothing.  They are only ways to wave off the question.  The problem remains: what is this Golden Mountain?  Yes, it must be an existent, though not an actual existent.  It is pervaded by possibility, but is not the same thing as possibility.  Actuality may come to it later.  Just as we hope it comes to our lovely dreams.   

4604  The attack on correlationalism by Quentin Meillassoux and others seems to me to be entirely wrongheaded.  As I understand it, they think that we in philosophy have a choice between accepting the appearances of things as all there is or also believing in an unseen noumena or thing-in-itself somehow beyond the appearances.  Following Kant, I think they want to say that those appearances all “depend” on the mind, that is to say that without the mind’s doing they would not exist – thus correlationalism.  Maybe that is in the line of Fichte.  They seem to accept the belief that when it comes to appearances correlationalism may be correct, but not when it comes to the “object” or the thing-in-itself aside from its appearances.  Their arguing seems to be about the existence or non-existence of that object.

Consider that bottle of ketchup I bought three weeks ago.  It’s over on the table by the wall.  It is half full.  The yellow cap is on a little crooked.  My friend Alex put some on his scrambled eggs yesterday.  As I understand it those facts concerning that bottle of ketchup are all phenomenal appearings and thus mind-dependent.  The actual object itself, the bottle of ketchup as it is in-itself is something else entirely.  Thus, if all human minds (or any kind of minds) disappeared then those appearances would also vanish, but the object would remain.  In the same way, there was a world here before minds arrived on the scene and it consisted of objects but not those appearances that are mind-dependent.  The ancestral world.

My objection to all that is this:  it seems to me that if all minds disappeared that those facts, those phenomenal facts, that I described above would still be there.  If all minds suddenly vanished it would still be the case that I bought that bottle of ketchup three weeks ago.  It’s over on the table by the wall.  It is half full.  The yellow cap is on a little crooked.  My friend Alex put some on his scrambled eggs yesterday.  In other words, facts such as those are not mind-dependent.  As for the object itself beyond facts, it seems to me that that mysterious thing is something from out of the mythology of the Romantics.  It has its poetic appeal; it is an attempt to dive into the womb of Nature; it calls out to human loneliness, but … but nothing.  The phenomenal facts of the world are not mind creations. 

4605  The object-oriented people have a number of motives for doing what they do in philosophy, including advancing some kind artistic vision, but I am interested mainly in the ontological question of just what an object is. Let me contrast it with a fact.  Consider a rectangle composed of two squares placed side by side.  Or, if that is too simple and much too overused as an example, consider an open book – it’s almost the same thing.  There is the rectangle itself, which we may think of as a simple object or we may think of as the fact that a this becomes an instance of the universal form Rectangle.  There is the fact that square a is next to square b.  That last fact doesn’t seem to have any object counterpart.  It is mentioned in the OOO literature that these parts assembled are somehow “of” the object, but the thought is not developed as far as I can tell.  Anyway, I think the object-oriented people are right in thinking that there is more to that rectangle than just the facts that “compose” it.  There is the rectangle itself.  The question here concerns just what that rectangle itself is.  They say it is a simple object and I say it is an instantiation of the universal form Rectangle.  Both of us have to somehow relate what we have to the further facts and “parts” of the rectangle.  I especially do because I think facts are in no way dependent on mind. Part-whole doesn’t quite do it, because then the rectangle is no longer as simple as both of us want.  It’s a marvelous mystery.  Maybe that book will reveal something to us on our lap.  Or our lips as we read. 

4606  Some philosophers believe there are formal entities that exist only for thought.  Entia rationis.  Such things as “something”, “not”, “possible”, “necessary”, “contingent”, “value”, “symbol”, “universality” and on and on.  I’m not sure why I feel I have to put quotes around such “things” but I do.  Quotes seem to indicate that they “exist” only for philosophy.  Yes, but Honey, philosophy ain’t just nothing at all. “ontologically speaking” those “things” exist.

Ontology is not from the everyday.  Those ontological things there are nothings.  The pathway from ontology back to the worldly world has disappeared, or never was, or Samsara and Nirvana are the same thing, or “the same thing”.  Or, or but, it is useless to talk about it and hopeless.  The things which are Things exist.  Without them philosophy is merely trying to shake hands with itself.  But no matter how you shake and dance, the …whatever.

4607  For Whitehead the object ingressed into the pure event.  That event was bare.  That is to say, it had no character until the object, its property, came into it.  That is a kind of Platonism.  For the followers of Aristotle, the substance, the impure event, the unbare individual, was primary and that created its own properties and its own temporal happening.  Not ingression, but creation.  Substance was at work; it was en-ergetic.  It actualized itself.  Substance itself was Act.  It was Creation.  It was the first moment of God.  I think the OOO people today are the latter.  They are backward Whiteheadeans.  These ontic antics are creationism.

4608  Some boys you romance and some you man dance.  It depends on whether or not they have curly hair. And a dagger glance.  The other tiger-like you pounce and trounce and try his doggy pants.  Those two great beasts that pull your chariot will each have his say.  And you will pray for the energy to last.  Eros is a depleting task master.  And the ruins will be visible long after.  The raptor after the fact.  Jump.

A piece of writing is only a piece of writing.  But the rhythms contain the gods, the very gods of old that told of immoral things to our childlike ears.  My dears, you are in arrears.  It’s not for you to say.  Only pray for your energy to last.  The bastions crumble down.

Reason becomes unreasonable.  The divine, which so many have named Chaos, will opine that you are not fit to sit and watch the holy games of old, so bold, so cold to your home-fire mind.

His behind aligned with celestial beasts that feast and argue the whole night long, so strong, and wrong and right and tight and what a fight, but alright, enough.  Nothing works.  He leaves and you heave a sigh of relief.  Your energy fatigued in league with the twisted dreams of muffled screams.  The gods are faggers too.

4609  In the Upanishads we read: “As a spider sends forth its thread, as small sparks rise from the fire, so all senses, all worlds, all gods, all beings, spring from the Self.”  And again: “As a spider spins out and swallows up his thread, as the grasses spring from the earth, as the hairs from the head and body of a living being, so everything here springs from the indestructible.”  That is the magnificence of Hindu Idealism.  The beauty is overwhelmingly convincing.  And that same beauty, I imagine, drove on the European Idealists of the 19th  century.  Otherwise , why would it have blossomed do profusely?  And the spider was Decadence.    

I too have been enchanted by beauty and I have tried to capture it in words, but I have found myself in Realism because I have also known and loved the sexual push.  I have worked the arguments of analysis and I have tried to find in them the force of thought, the sheer force.  And I found it.  And the erotic hardness was more than enchantment.  In realism, right there is the boy, the struggle into place, and the final snap in my head.  I feel the god come as he said he would.  Words there reach their end and things exist.  The fine beauty of Idealism yields to existence.

4610  Today’s philosophers who are so concerned with promoting the object are not really satisfied with listless contemplation of the most abstract form of the object but they want their minds to momentarily survey the vast fields of object flowers.  They want great lists of the many varieties.  They want names and layouts and formal gardens.  They want plenty and always the concrete this and that.  The world explodes with life for them.  Abstract contemplation of the minimal and the severe is not their cup of an astringent herbal tea.

These guys go to conferences and gab about how others are not really into objects.  Or flowers.  Or the joys of social life in the garden of Being.  Objects are here to assist us into our social relating.  In much the same way that the alcohol served up facilitates congenial conversation.  And as long as no random event happens – such as Alcibiades and his entourage breaking into the party – the event will be a success.  But the Boy inevitably comes and the participants are left hanging.  

4611  Repetition is obsession is destruction.  It is a Buddhist monk turning and turning, a dervish spinning and spinning, a hand shuttling running and climbing a poet rhyming and waiting for the timing, and the brimming rim of the volcano around and around he goes and knows the end is near and fear is dear.  The friend comes.  They walk off together.  The night was good.  And the mood took them.  He lies there still and one with the discovering hand.

Kierkegaard taught us the repetition we already knew so well.  Kafka taught us indestructible endurance.  Again and again the pointless climax.  The thrill.  The addiction. Only right now matters.  He will come again.  And again.  The glue that holds it all together.  A meaningless act.  The fact that ever calls to itself again.  You will never stop to remember the attainment.  The attainment demands to be attained again.  Ever again.  My timing resolves, I revolve.  Again the end.  Sleep.

4612  After a long journey from India the Baroque settled down in Vienna.  Let us characterize that thing with its meaningless name by saying that it is the concentrated attempt at destroying all boundaries.  Everything melts into everything else.  Surfaces dissolve and become the appearance of solid objects which soon give way to other surfaces disappearing into far mythological migrations and on and on.  Nothing is what it is.  Nothing is fixed or steady or finally just that.  It is not an It at all.  Such is the destruction of the Eternal and the Controlling Constancy.  This flow of Being into itself is the ocean of teeming life.  Evolution and struggle and the fiery furnace. The grand sway.  We are passive to the rush and then nothingness looms bright.  Philosophers practice intensity.  That is Vienna and the philosophy of ordinary language that has so captured the intellectual world.  Sharp definition was banned and the waltz played and plays on nauseously.  India, oh India, you have won.  Your squalor, your holy squalor, has covered us over.

4613  All idealism, all nihilism, results from an inability, an unwillingness, to believe in what is directly presented to the mind.  It is then that the poetry of collapse and desolation, the philosophy of consciousness, begins to smell the fumes of the real arising from the fissures of brokenness.

4614  For quite a few centuries now it has been assumed by so many that what the mind directly knows is sense-data, presumably about the “real” world which is somehow “out there” and which is “known” indirectly.  (Oh my, so many quotation marks that warn the reader of the presence of a “philosophical” thought.)  I rather doubt that there are such things as sense-data, but it makes no difference for what I have to say if there are.  I suppose there is a sense in which something present to the mind presses itself so very intimately on the mind and we might call it “direct”.  And that other things are somehow more at a distance and could be said to be “mediated” or “indirect”.  But such supposing is not phenomenologically necessary.  I see color; I see colored objects; I see the same color in different objects and on and on.  I see it all directly.  I see no mediation.  To say that we directly know only sense-data or sensa seems to me to be not only plainly unnecessary, but clearly wrong.  We see all the things of Being directly and “directly” and even “”directly””.  The old British Empiricists no longer should have us in thrall.  We are not trapped in our brain.  Or do you gleefully salivate over such a ghoulish idea?

I do recognize that this idea of mine, that we see the things of Being directly, is an “unusual” philosophical vision.  The ordinary, everyday world sees no such thing.  Should I say that the ordinary world and ordinary language “mediate” the Things of Being to our waiting, even unsuspecting, mind? Why not?  The only objection I have is with the companion idea that we only know the everyday world, the human world, and that any other knowing is only a suspect “knowing”, perhaps a delusion of the philosophical temper.  We are more than merely human.  I usually shun that companion.  More than that, I rue his very ordinary existence.

4615  I love the seeing of Theoria, but, alas, it is so impractical.  I love the ethereal beauty of boys, but, oh my, such Platonic sighing is of no use in the world.  I have tried to teach English, but I have really, in all that, been trying to enchant my students with the magic of grammar.  It’s impossible.  Unless … unless I could find that special one who … but it’s so unlikely.  The sublime vision of delicate forms is so impractical.  So criminal to teach.  The young are whisked away into never-never land.  Only a boy behind a cowl could “see”.  Only a boy in the eucharist.  The sweet hunger.  The victim.

4616  It’s all high-flying nonsense, of course.  This demand that we mean what we say and say what we mean.  This rush to be a worker on the great intellectual project of Man.  This waiting for the soon-to-be-completed System.  So scientific.  So Hegelian in its belief in progress.  So tiresome.  One more brick in the wall.  A contributing member.  A worthy Buddha.  Blind as a bat.

Was that a strong enough diatribe against the tribe of academics now earning their keep?  Maybe, but why did I write it?  In spite of it all, surely we are moral minds, wanting to defend man against all the narcissistic gods.  We have the welfare of the world at heart.  We work to save man from religion.  Surely there is nothing wrong with that.  Why should such venom be poured out on all that goodness?  It all goes back to the beginning of philosophy, to Socrates, who was finally the most destructive mind that has ever lived.  Or do you, with your undergraduate mind, disagree?  I am with Socrates on this matter.  Destruction is what is called for.  The System must be destroyed.  Irony is the key.  I will write ironically.  But will you be able to read it?  

4617  The Platonic dialogues divide, sort of, into two types.  First there are those where Socrates carries on his program of massive destruction.  Then these are those that follow, moving about in that ruin, revealing the mystical presence of those otherworldly Forms.  Both types are rather frightening and far from the everyday.  Other types of philosophy also followed, other schools, other types of devastation and attempts at the Truth.  All of them thought they were being faithful to that old Satyr.  How many were there?  Seven or maybe eleven?  After Plato, philosophy grew in protean fashion.  Always the devastation.  Always the mysterious otherness.  Something was awry.  The Spirit was afoot.

I want to emphasize that the so-called later dialogues followed with a sort of necessity from the earlier.  Intellectually, after such terrible destruction, in the rarified post-Ragnarok air, in the thin light of the cutting spirit, it was inevitable that beings would appear.  The Forms.  Alluring, disgusting, erotic, delicate weight as of the thigh of God on your mind, nothings.  We are here far from the pleasantries of social conversation.  But then Socrates was never a social charmer.  Part Satyr, part angel, a daimon.  True thought is of the daimon.  Whatever that is. 

4618  In philosophy today there are those who philosophize by means of “talking about” an ideal language and then there are those who insist on sticking to ordinary language because their “talking about it” is closer to “real” life.  That ideal language is usually a variant of what is found in Russell’s Principia Mathematica.  In other words, it’s a formal logic with all its high energy, over-wrought symbols.  The ordinary language philosophers find themselves soon in a thicket of ambiguity, but that was pretty much expected.  They seem comfortable with that.  The ideal language philosophers eventually find themselves far out in otherworldly abstractions.  They are not so comfortable with that, but, if they have the courage for it, they go on.  

That ideal language is the transcendent form of the world and it has the appeal that all transcendent forms have – it is an escape into perfection.  Perfection, however, is not our lived life.  It is exquisitely beautiful, but like all extreme beauty, not of here.  Ordinary language is of here, but it is homely.  The homely is the place of the good, though not of the Good.  Still, who needs the Good, when the comfort of the merely good is sufficient to make us reasonably happy?  The happiness, or Happiness, of Perfection is Too Much.  Nonetheless, those addicts of the Ideal, such as I, persevere, and approach that terrible Love. Which do you want: the comfort of home or the discomfort of perfection?  The practical or the visions of Theoria?   

4619  Kierkegaard, that fierce connoisseur of melancholy, is finally a religious writer. He presents, for our approval or disapproval the movements of Faith, the counterpoint to despair.  He is the first to lay out the philosophy of the absurd.  He hands us over to the absolute absurdity of Christianity.  And for all that he tells us that Christianity is the Ideal we must seek.  He himself, however, as a mere writer is unable to become that.  But first the necessary despair.

Jesus, that is to say God, stands before us in all his ordinariness.  Of all men, he is the most ordinary, the most everyday, the most lacking in anything at all that would indicate glory of any kind.  A most common man.  And still we are called to believe that he is almighty God present to our very touch and even our smell.  The Absolute converses with us right there in the evening.  Reason, seeing no evidence of Divinity at all, not the merest hint of it, rebels and is offended at the demand.  And then, at that moment, there is faith … or there is not.  That is our situation.

Well, the movements of belief, of faith, might easily be made but for one small matter.  Namely, we are in love with despair.  That is to say, we are in love with the sad songs of poetry.  We have long sensed the loss that is our life and we have fallen in love with crying.  To give up all that, all of our bittersweet woe, is impossible.  To accept God present, after we have been so enchanted by his absence and the vast hopelessness in great volumes of writing about his final withdrawal, seems so immature and being mature adults in this matter is what our age is all about.  God is for youngsters, not high thinkers.  Faith is beneath us.  We choose the cleansing air of the bitter truth of disbelief over the adolescent acceptance of laughable immortality.  To despair is to be in love with that that you hate.  We are that; we demand high Art, and not religion.
4620  A thing is usually said to be real if it exists “in or of itself,” independent of anyone thinking about it.  That definition, however, when we attempt to write up an ontology, is hopelessly anthropomorphic.  Let’s just say that to be real is to exist separate from any thought of it.  That word “separation” is older and more traditional.  Chorismos in Plato.  Ghai is the root and yawn and gape and gap and chasm come from it.  No doubt that is also anthropomorphic, but as long as we recognize that we can work with it.

The question I have concerns the so-called sensual object.  Take a ruddy post rising up in the dark field under the blazing sky.  It is said to be a sensual thing there before our mind’s eye.  And it is usually thought to be, because it is sensual, a thing that exists “in” the mind.  Sensa are “of” the mind.  Sensual things are not real, it is said.  The sensual, ruddy post, though ultimately “caused” by the real post, is, as seen, mind-dependent.  Sometimes it is said that the sensual post is made up of secondary qualities and secondary qualities are only in the mind.  The primary qualities, which are out there, are the subject matter of physics.  We don’t sense primary qualities.  I suppose primary qualities are thus real.  My question is this: why not say that the sensual object, just as it is seen or directly perceived, is also real?  It seems to be that it is real.  That is to say, the perceived object is separate from my perceiving it.  The shift in words from sense to perceive should indicate that.  On this view, there probably isn’t such a thing as a “merely sensual” object, but it really makes no difference, for this ontology, if there is.  What we directly see is real.  The ruddy post rising up out of the dark field under the blazing sky.  I see the real, that that is separate from seeing and not created by thought’s thinking.  If there is anything beyond that that I don’t see then there is something beyond that that I don’t see.  That is of no concern for my ontology here.  That would be a scientific question.  Whatever, the so-called secondary qualities are separate and real; they are not just in the mind.  I see existence straight on.

4621  One of the greatest problems to beset mankind, maybe the greatest, is that we all so easily fall in love with beautiful young men in uniform setting out to die in glory.  The world shakes.  We advance into the presence of the god. And the fields are strewn with inglorious corpses.  There is no escape from such passion.  Beauty becomes a thing, moving from here to there.

That is the presence of God in the world.  The high moralists here rail against him and deny him and condemn his injustice.  Nietzsche too and the early Nazis knew the same love and both ended up insane and those who inherited all that continue to bemoan that beauty.  Even those lovely terrorists in their slim blue jeans look so dandy and deadly.  We reel.  I write the obvious.

4622  Continuing on with the question of whether or not the ruddy post we see out there in the field is really out there, separate from mind.  I surmised that it was, but now I want to correct a misinterpretation that comes from our idiomatic way of speaking.  By saying that it is “out there” I seem to be saying that it is located in space right there.  I mean no such thing literally.  As I see it space is totally relational, not absolute as with being a container.  Aside from spatial relations, there is no space in which things are located.  Thus those seen qualities are not literally out there and located.  They are not “in” anything.  Not in mind, not in space.  Not even in time.  And certainly not in matter.  Those qualities are timeless, placeless universals exemplified by a just that particular.  There is no being in anything as our idiomatic language seems to indicate.  Berkley was right is saying that qualities such as color and heat are not in matter, but he was wrong in then putting them in the mind, albeit the mind of God.  They just are.  

As for spatial relations, they are not exemplified by the qualities of a thing, the universals, but by the particulars that ground the bare individuality of the thing seen.  The ruddy post rises up as just that.

4623  In the land of the object-oriented where democracy rules.  Where all things, animate and inanimate, material and imaginary, simple and complex live together in soothing equality.  There are no Ideals.  The homely real and the sooty, burning hearth within suffice.  Perfection is nowhere spoken of, nor desired.  The quiet exterior with all its wrinkles and protuberances is at home.  Distortion and warts are the constant guests.  There is no work done to change any of it into a heavenly vision.  The lived natural thing is just fine.

Kenneth Clark in his book The Nude describes something other.  His idea is that the artistic nude is not such an everyday thing, but it is the work of the Greek mind creating the otherworldly Idea.  It is a thing of transcendent Platonic Forms.  All through art it has remained just that.  And I, by placing the perfection of the young male form on my blog, have participated in that.  They are not real world boys.  They are the Greek Ideal.  My only hope is that the form of my paragraphs follows that perfect way.  That it is anathema in this democracy of objects that is today’s philosophy is understandable and it really has nothing at all to do with sexual choice or pedophilia.  Perfection is shunned.  It is from nowhere, returning to nowhere.  The boy is from out of Hellas and even now is only what he was.  Nothing has changed in this artistic thing.

4624  There is a sense in which I am an Idealist, even a correlationalist, and in which I believe that man is the measure of all things.  All those things that I and so many others have fought against.  It all depends on what you mean by Ideal and man and the relation that holds. The fight has always been with those of the modern tradition who want the human Will to reign.  Who want the human mind to lay out the standard and the rule.  Who look to consciousness and its internal structures as the new god.  But the Ideal and man and the relation may be other.  It may not be man’s mind, but his body.

The Ideal, the perfect man, is in the proportions of the beautiful, outward form.  Look at his bodily appearance with the eye of a measuring artist.  See his ratios.  Let that be your guide in drawing up the Ideal.  Let that be the relation and the rationality that gently controls.  Not the Will, but the perfected body.  That, just that, orders the unruly world and brings peace to the soul. 

4625  We have soft, watery potatoes and then we have the Platonic Solids.  Or the vegetative and the celestial.  The first is of tuberous ganglia, the second is the nowhere found entities of smooth, simple perfection.  The earth and the sky.  Chthonic life and the elements of pure reason.  Water and the fiery intellectual ether.  Such a dichotomy is what we have to live with.  The natural and the Ideal.  Each of us makes a choice and that is our heaven.

Today networks are popular; such is always the popular mind.  Full of nodes and cysts and hairy roots, they are the stuff of chaotic biological complexity.  The thumb of social coitus.  The throttling sphinx.  Death into life. Right here.

Classical art ran from it all to soothing Pythagorean ratios.  From life to contemplation.  From humping to clean, celestial desire.  From commotion to stillness.  From the many to the happy few.  Where is religious ecstasy?  Are both choices a drink of poison?  Is our salvation in the ground or among the stars … or where?  Surely, I am more of the ideal than the vegetative.  I shun the soft potato.  The smooth boy has me in thrall.

Strangely enough it is the Platonic solid that has weight and not the fine threads and the thin liquid of the soft potato.

4626  Jorge Luis Borges tells us that the presence of paradox in the phenomenal field indicates, hints, to us that it is illusion.  Others today tell that in the brokenness of tools we dimly see, without seeing, that the real lies beyond the phenomena and it is alluring.  Both teach us to look through the cracks.  In the Bible, Jesus says, Behold, I come as a thief in the night.  St. John of the Cross speaks of the wound on his neck that comes with the touch of his night lover.  Two ways.  One looks into the absence, the revealed emptiness, and it finds itself falling.  The other waits and the Real breaks in capturing the very self and the self is outside itself in pure presence.

4627  This is going to be about Aristotle and Graham Harman.  Therefore I will begin with Plato.  As everybody knows, or almost everybody, actually today almost nobody, Plato divided the philosophical field into the realms of Being and Becoming.  Roughly speaking, the realms of Universal Forms and the ambiguous, unstable, ever-changing particulars. The problem he and his followers have had through the centuries is just how to put those two realms together to make a unified world we can live in.  And up steps Aristotle and his followers to lend a hand and, in the process, change everything around and screw everything up.  Graham Harman and his friends have done that to the Platonizing Husserl.  

What they have done is this: they took Husserl’s essences, which are Platonic Forms, sort of, and turned them into Aristotelian essences and put them inside the particulars of the world.  These essences are now not really universals, but are somehow individuals like the particulars they are in.  I think it is totally confusing.  They are sort of like Natures except that those things would have to be universals and there would have to be matter as their counterpart, but there isn’t.  Whatever, with essences now inside the particulars, the individuals, of the world and not really universals, the problem of how to unite Platonic Universal Forms and particulars vanishes.  Transcendence is gone and particulars, objects, turn inward toward their essence.  Objects are still ambiguous changing things, but they are “guided” by unchanging essences.  Essences are now Powers or dispositions.  Objects, through their essences, become agents of change.  And all that happened in order to overcome the division that Plato has set up.  The world was one again.  But problems arose.

Objects and essences or powers and dispositions, the Causes that pervade the world, and even activities, are individual things.  That is nominalism.  To say that essences are neither individual nor universal is to say that they are beyond the nominalism/realism divide.  But, just as beyond the idealism/realism divide there is only idealism, so beyond the nominalism/realism divide there is … etc.  Aristotle and his followers, in this case Harman, are nominalists, hard core nominalists and they cannot solve the problems of sameness of individuals.  No nominalist can.  They end up at the same dead-end that all of their kind finally arrive at.  Nominalism must be mitigated by some kind of universal.  Husserl knew that.  Still, the divide returns with every injection of universal Forms.  Exemplification was a nexus that some ontologists have tried, including me, and well … the game of philosophy is still being played marvelously.  

So now for Harman’s notion of withdrawal of the object from any relation.  With Aristotle, every object divides into essence and accident (or attribute and accident).  Only the accidental properties are visible or are related to mind and presumably to other objects.  The essence remains inviolate and alone.  Appearance and reality.  A division sets up again.  At least the Platonist doesn’t have this one.  For him, all properties are like accidents, ie. separate from the particular and visible.  Choose your poison.  Divisions drive thought.  Paradox and consternation.  But Kierkegaard said that a thinker without paradox is like a lover without passion.  I am passionate about thought, philosophy and the beautiful god beckoning me on.

4628  In the not so distant past we would take a pure lamb from our midst and cut his throat and offer him as a gift to God that our desire for violence might not destroy all of us.  The gift, the pure container of all our horrors, lifted up, was the image of the good and the beautiful for us.  Corruption, killing, purity and the impossible holiness of an impossible god.  One Being.  One song.  One terrible night.  But now we have given it all up.

Now there is no more sacrifice.  Or rather there is no more sacrifice like that.  Now sacrifice has taken on a completely different look, but it is the same violent thing.  No, it is worse.  Today we take the pure innocent one as before, the helpless and the pitiful.  One from our midst, but, as before, one who is somehow different and we proceed with the cutting.

Today that cutting is called psychoanalysis.  Or deconstruction.  Or logotherapy.  Or sometimes simply counseling. The holy one, the abused one, the pathetic member or our social body is cut and thrown down.  The cutting continues all night long.  By morning the thing lies on the spiritual doctor’s table where clear intellectual blood runs down that shiny metal leg onto the clean floor.

Today sacrifice is everywhere and it is called science.  We have come to know the subject well, but we had to kill it to get that knowledge and to control it for the good of all.

4629  There are (es gibt, il-y-a, hay) logical connectors of all sorts, but they don’t exist.  That is a philosophical statement and it is rather easy to turn it into a sort of contradiction.  And all that is a rather simple thought that we can think in one fell swoop.    That one thought surely exists as does that swoop of a fellow.  And the fact that that last part doesn’t make much sense can also be easily thought.  Then, tripping iteratingly along, we could easily climb up to the sky and we could think that too, but it’s time to stop.  My point is that all those facts fit into the mind right nicely.  And even other more impish complexities slide in frightfully well.  Even the non-existent arch-writing of deconstruction, but why go into that?

The world is all that is the case.  The world is a case, a casement and a Case tractor pulling us all along to the Nowhere of the listing spirit.  Between Actuality and Possibility there is the non-thought to be thought and that right there is the ontological nothing.  A pretty nothing-something.  In the home of the night boys of your day dreams.    Il-y-a, il-y-a, il-y-a; in the hay is the gift; drink him in.

4630  If Derrida and Deconstruction are taken literally, then one ends up in Negative Theology, with Derrida’s End quite unintentionally up in the air.  He never intended for it to be taken literally, but that is necessary if one is to carry out the dirty water of the pure deconstructed.  Surely, it is somewhere between and not That!  Quite so, literally so.  A lateral punch into the latrine of your dreams.  One can hold things in abeyance only so long until one gets tired of saying one and wants to just lie down.  And cuddle with that ephemeral ghost now up.  Honey, your theo-logos is quite nice.  I have a hunch lunch would be in line.  Collateral damage and a bayonette. 

4631  So is deconstruction a sort of nominalism?  It wants to be.  But since nominalism doesn’t work, it never has and it never will, Universal things appear in its nighttime.  Is deconstruction just metaphilosophy?  Some want it to be that, but since metaphilosophy is just philosophy when taken seriously and quite literally, it rears up and you take it or you don’t.  Don’t be a fool fooled by the boy who once was, who knew you better than you know yourself now, the self of your self wanting to exist again and again and again.  The same returns.  The eternal return.  The youth of thought.  And the impish stile across.

4632  The Boy, like the Buddha, sits aristocratically above it all.  That Buddhism was imported from Greece by Alexander and his cohorts is another story but the look is the same.  An empty-headed beauty tyrannizes the squalor of life, mere life.   His lovers go mad with illogic.  Nothing moves the smooth-faced one to care.  Even to pay attention.  The world ceases to exist.  I write up this slim-waisted delight.  So proud.  So infuriating.  So one with himself.  My words flow like pollen out of the stamen of heavenly flowers and all that jazz.  He waits impassively.  

Platonic pederasty is hopelessly aristocratic in this democratic age.  And it pretends to be the poor, marginalized other.  Does he enjoy being strangely manhandled by the marshals of time?  He remains unmoved.  He is and was the center.  There’s a problem here and I live it.

4633  True deconstruction is simply analysis.  I know that to use the word “true” there is to violate the purity of that messy philosophy but in all that I am being true to what it is, or whatever.  A cross-eyed god is present.  Everything divides with itself and leaves only desire.  The smooth faced night.  The intellect freed from itself.  The heavy thigh of presence ingressing.

The pieces fit together so nicely.  His proportions are exquisite.  The Ideal is easily handled, and manhandled, and we are left alone.  Just that and the eternal.  Nothing else matters.  Matter shatters.  His mirror becomes infinite.  And the spaces of disjunction reveal what I, or was it you, thought of doing, but didn’t.

It’s all right there.  So marvelously there.  Nothing is left out and you can take what you want but the taking is not easy.  So, like me, you will have to write and the rhythms of syntax will bend around and around and that is enough.  Until is time to do it all again.  Because he insists.  He is obsessed with himself.  Purity violates itself gladly and sadly and badly and right handily.  Ex nihilo nihil fit.

4634  Philosophical words are not innocent beings lounging in a gentle, intellectual living room.  Usually they take it for granted that those who handle them are nominalists and don’t really believe they exist and so they don’t worry about being blamed by themselves for the world’s troubles, rather the handler foolish enough to believe will surely be blamed.  And they get off scot-free.  But wait, this writing is realism, these words point, name, real things, things that ground and bring to ground everything here.  I am a literalist, not a figurativeist.  Let me explain.

The shadows linger and the wind rises up.  Is there anything there that you think really exists?  Is it all just our human imagination at work on the mysterious particles of physics?  We could, if we tried, talk ourselves out of believing anything of the sort was really out there.  But maybe it is.  Maybe particulars exemplifying shadow and dark and lingering as real forms coming to us from out of Being, and particulars exemplifying wind and rising and the threatening up itself of ancient times.  Real things coming at us.  Then what?  The world is real.  Existing things are there.  We passively wait and suffer their presence.  Absence is absent. They cannot be analyzed away.  Particulars and universals and their coming together.  It all fits in our thoughts so perfectly.  

But what are they?  If you look closely at them, they are just blank nothings.  Yes, and in that they are close, so close to those moments of staring, mesmerized fascination, the sexual encounter, your stunned self frozen, still, stopped near oblivion.  You step into it and then out and you go on.  It was nothing, or as nothing, or a something not here.  What after all is placelessness, and timelessness and the bareness of just that?  And the same and the other and the simply could be.  Marvelous encounters of the deadly kind.  

4635  Take the fact that that expression on his lips could be either a smile or a sneer, depending on the mood that’s working its way through his mind.  Yes, the mental setting of this jewel is important for your understanding.  But for the moment, our concern is ontological.  Does that fact exist?  Well, yes.  That and all other possible and actual facts exist.  Such is the form of this philosophy.  Facts exist.  Even either/or facts.  And neither/nor.  And maybe and uncertain facts.  These are not “of the mind”.  They simply exist and they are intuited directly by the awareness that we are.  End of story.  A drop of glory.  On the waisted plains of Being.  Dissemination.

4636  Philosophy exists.  It is a thing.  It is a thing unto itself.  It is not of the world.  It is in the world only as the other.  It is only what it is.  One enters into it magically and suddenly.  The world vanishes.  The philosopher thrashes about.  He soon dies.

There are those who work for the state who insist that philosophy be useful to them.  There are those still young who think they see in it a tool for manipulating the things of the world.  There are those who simply hate the high otherness of such an unconcerned thing.  But Philosophy is beautiful and therefore maddening.  He is tyrannical to his lovers.  He is the amoral.  The totally immoral.  The worthless.  He will lie down with you even when you are ugly.  All his lovers are ugly.  He is the god of wild things.  Beauty beyond mere beauty.  

He comes for you as a thief in the night.  He will be caught and questioned by the authorities, but he will make a space for you to escape naked into the darkness.  And you will drink his blood and eat his body.  Such a strange religion.  He is other.  He exists of necessity.  And you will get caught up in it with your pants down.

4637  His red hair flashed across the empty room. Any meaning that you can find in that sentence will be tenuous.  It is almost meaningless by itself, but it does have a certain power in it.  I think it is the power of the presence of something elemental.  Each of the words names a thing.  Each word.  This is realism, and words are names for a bare piece of Being.  The nominalists among us will demur and insist that the sentence and its parts do not name things, but that in the great context of the world, in the play of differences, a meaning arises and … but that meaning is also not a thing; there is only moving agitation of a ghostly break and our finding ourselves there.  That “something elemental” is nothing at all.  Only the interrelating society of living objects arguing with the night.  Stillness has vanished in the crowd.

But I insist that the pieces are there and they all hang together in a transcendental unity that we might call God.  A God who is the lover of the elemental world.

4638  Philosophy is a visionary thing.  It is not merely speculative, trying to see in a mirror darkly.  It sees the thing itself.  It sees clearly.  It sees in anxiety and destruction.  It sees in the midst of the destruction that dialectic has laid all around.  The philosopher has gone through to the blindness that is sight to the visionary spirit.  Or he sees nothing.

4639  Today those who have had enough of the wan idealism of phenomenology are reaching out to the old notion of substance, hoping to find the real of realism once again.  It is not so different from what happened a little over a hundred years ago at Cambridge.  Idealism burns itself up and up and up and those still on the ground look about for a different idea.  But it is the old idea reborn.  Aristotle and substance hold court.  There is an aporia in Aristotle, though.  And it led to a make-shift notion of analogy.  Analogy became metaphor and even that is now talked about by the new substantialists.  The old problems remain.

Being breaks down into the many categories.  It vanishes in a plurality of forms.  Talk of Being breaks up.  Still, there is a feeling, maybe a poetic or religious feeling, that Being is One.  That oneness, though, cannot be found or ontologically shown.  Being is many, and the hope that we can make it one is without an end.  Substance leaves off in Socratic destruction.  And in the darkness the strange beings of Platonic otherworldliness try to arise.  Only the will of the philosopher pushes them back.  It’s best not to talk about it.  The boy of philosophy grins knowingly, beingly, in his beckoning oblivion.      

4640  The great problem we have in American forests now is that we have prevented all the fires we could and the undergrowth has grown and grown and it’s choking the life right out of what we tried to preserve.  And that, along with St. John of the Cross, is our clue to understanding Heidegger, which, I suppose, is something worth doing.  First must come the clearing in the devastation, then the sunlight comes.  Being has disappeared in the verbiage.  God has withdrawn because of our cloying songs.  The real has become unreal in our constant conceptualizing of it.  The repetition of ritual has made it a bore.  Thought sucks.

That is the dark night of the soul.  Twice the speaker says, My house is asleep.  Which San Juan interprets as the death of pleasure in, first, what was sweet symbolism and, second, in lovely theological sentences.  It was all gone.  Until he went up out of his house under the night sky and found the lover waiting.  Then the wound, then oblivion.

For Heidegger, a forlorn wandering soul, shifting from one religion to another, rejected by all, God became an empty thing.  Being was gone.  He decided to force the issue.  So did the Nazis.  The Spirit’s hand would be forces open.  And the light would return.  But first the devastation.  The absence of God would have to be made stark.  Bourgeois families would take over the place of the holy ghost.  The banal and the insipid would become philosophy.  The everyday would rule.  Objects would rear up their rear.  Meaning would sooth us all.  Long winded extracts would leave a spotted track in the mind of Man.  Horror and then the fire.

The Light!  Or, alas, Powerpoint presentations.  I do have my pictures of bare-butt boys.  Mephistopheles would be getting excited about now.  We are all the same.

4641  I have heard it said, I have read, that for Hegel the very embodiment of the truth of the Absolute Spirit is the bourgeois family.  Who knows?  Who cares?  For Kierkegaard, the Man of Faith, the Great Knight, will probably appear, so ironically, as a mere bourgeois businessman.  And certainly, so against the very obvious words of Jesus in the Bible, the fundamentalists hold up the family as God’s desire.  Again Kierkegaard is helpful here when he writes that if holy scripture made the strongest injunction against going out to Deer Park, then religion would soon make going out to Deer Park the holiest of acts.  Is irony at play here or only stupidity?  Certainly Hegel had no head for irony and it is beyond the nice people of the local church.  Whatever, the family is the bone of contention.  And speaking of bones, right at the center of that blessed group (Derrida will love this) is the son, the boy, up in his room jacking off for his internet friends.  Things aren’t what they seem.  The seam and the seme are coming … oh, well.   

4642  The sports coach has become the ideal.  He is the model for the clergy man, the college and high school teacher, corporate managers and TV talk show hosts. He is the all-around good guy.  He is present with truly helpful advice in time of need, a giver of tough love, a man of his word.  He is a truth speaker.  He is positive.  He believes in having a goal, a project, a clear idea of where you are going and a plan for getting there.  He will tolerate no petty-mindedness or resentment or back-biting.  He is a straight-shooter, an honest man, one who builds up and doesn’t tear down.  He knows absolutely nothing of Socratic irony.

4643  Uniting Being, Ousia, with all the Categories of Being, was a great problem for Aristotle.   It was too great.  The scholastics would later take it up and they too would fail, but in their failing they would drive philosophy onwards toward the living God.  In modern times Heidegger would continue the search for that uniting thing.  Being and the modes of being, Being and its historical determinations, became for him the great problem reborn.  He looked to Fichte and Schlegel and Schelling for the “living spirit” that would do the trick.  He sought that fundamental liquidification, die prinzipielle Flussigmachung.  Maybe poesie, maybe “the spark of that creative spirit that lives in each of us”.  It was erotic.  The smooth flow of life.   And we thus arrive back in Plato.  I too am there.  The boy is the bewildering flow, the unthinkable, healing break, the work and the binding release, the Thing that unites.

The sentences must flow in number and resolution.  A going out and a coming back.  A rising up and a lying down in completion.  The Thing is there.  At last.  Being and the categories are once again one … or maybe not.  The boy leaves and you walk the streets alone.  Surely he will return.  In the shadows, in the moment of falling.  In the place that is neither awake nor a dream.  In the blank.

4644  As always I wait on the outside under the sun while the matriculated hold session inside under the watchful eye of their pedagog, my rakip.  The boys walk by.  I notice everything.  I think.  The session will soon end and those young minds will mull over how they are going to gain the upper hand in their game of who’s up, who’s down, who will be beloved of the group.  The group.  The matriculated are a group – or they are nothing.  It’s a social thing.  They speak to each other so politely, so honorably, so boringly, just to get on with the project of thinking.  The Project.  Each will contribute his part, his insights, his bit to confound the others.  They are overwhelming serious.  They really believe in the project.  They believe nothing.  They move about on faith.  They will get a job and go to conferences and eat in fun restaurants and drink.  The matriculated will then go home to the girlfriend cum mother incarnated Nature.  And suck.  I watch half-heartedly.  The boys continue to walk by.  I am about to do other things.

4645  Often in protestant religious services, especially in charismatic waiting, and in Buddhist-Hindu chanting and Koranic reciting, It is not the conceptual content of the listening word, but the rhythm that is set up and that takes the spirit along with It to that other place and back.  That is why the King James Bible is so important.  There, especially in the Psalms, one encounters the timing and the movement of language that has driven us on as a civilization.  There, the sweetness of religion leads us on to being taken, and the Holy Ghost becomes strangely cadenced, jerking utterances in our throats.  The spirit falls and his victim is slain.

4646  Parmenides established, or set up, or dreamed up or foisted upon us two realms, the members of each of which look askance at those over there in the other, or simply don’t believe they are there.  One is the realm of perfection, the strikingly demarcated, the clear and the distinct.  Being is and non-being is not.  The other is much more messy.  Imperfection is hailed as the present living good, analogy and a little bit of this a little bit of that, the mixing bowl.  To a degree, the present and absent fluctuation, true and false at once, is and isn’t, good and bad, it all depends on your perspective – Metaphor, all is Metaphor.  The first is the place of the Ideals, the Forms, abstract exactness, the straight lines with no variance along their sublime stillness.  The second sees nothing like that, wants nothing like that, believes that the real world is so far from that as to be laughable.  Such a pure geometry, it loudly asserts, is human play, a child’s toy, a wish to escape the scandal of life.  The first and the second are at each other.

Surely, the second is the “real” world, though it doesn’t believe in the firmness of meaning for that elusive word.   Equally surely, the first is the beloved, the brath-stopping ideal, the erotics of which we deny at our own rick because Anteros is ever at hand to avenge the slightest slight to that youngest and oldest of gods.

The ideal, the boy of transcendent silence, or the mixing bowl of life generation here in boisterous matter.  You will lie down with the one you really love.

4647  In idle chatter it is very important that the listeners already know everything that is going to be said.  The necessary thing is the rhythm of the speaking, not the content.  One listens and catches on to the sound of the voice, the rise and fall, the lengthening and the contraction; he watches and his eyes touch the dance of the facial muscles; he sees so closely the reflection of that dance all across the body of that speaker.  The bodies complete move in the stop and start of this most gentle and violent fluttering of spirit.  And the breath holds and carries and moves from speaker to speaker.  The topic of conversation is totally unimportant.  This is all imbedded in the English word “to party”.  To ride the treacle and the rudder.

Here in Nepal, you can find great talkers.  They can go on for hours about nothing at all.  They seem to be in love with talking.  Unfortunately, not much else gets done, but it is wonderful fun for them - and for me as I watch this incomprehensible language play across the bodies of those lithe, quick boys.  They entertain each other with a subtle, whole body fluttering and darting.  Maybe it is the ancient flame once again. I am enchanted by unintelligible utterances that I understand perfectly.  The afternoon hours while away into dusk.  And then we each go quietly to our own rooms.  But the rhythms in my trembling won’t stop.  And I attempt to encircle it in thought.

4648  There is a movement afoot today in America to continue or start up again the revolution that the Enlightenment set in motion.  This is all in the face of the counter-revolution to that enlightenment that has also been going on for a long time.  The idea now is to once again let reason advance us into a better future.  All the great irrational forces that have so grown and are crawling about today making us weak will have to be defeated.  The people of reason and reason’s strength are again asserting themselves.  It is all for the sake of a better future.  But that future will not come unless the better people, the people of strength and reason, are set free.  They must not be tied down by the Lilliputian small-minded people.  Freedom!!  That is the challenging call.   That is the Idea to even die for.  For a better future!  

This is a terrible revolution.  The present sick, weak order will have to be destroyed.  Many will have to die.  No doubt gradually, but death is necessary.  To save humanity for reason and enlightenment, many will have to die.  Many will have to be killed.  Out of love of Reason and Light.  A great technological overcoming. The future calls.  The Glorious Future.  That is the meaning of the Tea Party Movement.  Or it could be.  They will, if they can, bring on the Reign of Terror just as in France.  For the sake of a better future.  They have Reason on their side and Light.  The irrational will have to die.  Unfortunately, most in the Tea Party Movement are there simply because don’t want to have to pay taxes or have the government regulate their little businesses.  No matter, even these small-minded people can be used for the Revolution.  The Idea of the Future and Freedom for Man is the only important thing.  Many will have to die.  Maybe all.  Man is a mighty thinker.  But, alas and woe, random events ever irrationally intervene and the revolution is inevitably driven into the ditch.

4649  Let’s agree, for the moment, that Eros is madness.  We are now in the argument of the Phaedrus.  And we are stuck somewhere between the second and third speeches given, in the heat of the day, by those two lovers of argument’s passion.  Is Eros a demon to be shunned or a great god to be feared?  Those of us who have read so much in the world’s literature have made up our minds and therefore it would be pointless if that would be our concern here.  Rather, I want to speak of today’s variation on this ancient theme, a more subtle madness.  I want to speak of that mysterious thing that is today called Spirituality.

I right now live in an academic setting known for its literary pretentions.  Writers roam about like wild dogs.  I suppose I am one.  In spite of that, this is a most leisurely place.  It is σχολη.  Here, for the most part, religion is unmentioned, except derisively; rather, the caring, gentle life is continually held up as the Good.  And that is spirituality.  It’s holy acts are few: having a healthy, delightfully earthy meal with those you love, drinking a cultured mug of tea or coffee while discussing art, listening to old sophisticated music, talking talking talking late into the night.  We give gentle, but refined pleasure to each other.  It’s all very civilized.  We are the considerate and the helpful.  And when our friends sadly die, we gently moan and wait the pathos of our own end. We are friends.  That is one half of this strange spirituality.  The other half is excessive intellectuality.  The spiritual approach their most high god in the Most Abstract.  Jargon abounds in that most abstruse liturgy.  Long, overly conceptual, noun phrases.  The delicate psychology of a gossamer materialism.  Ghostly, impossible meanings.  They are thinkers, not brutes.  They wallow in the days’ thinking.  So refined.  They are overly socialized, which is to say, they are leisurely.  This is the School drifting in the Noosphere.  Surely a madness beyond gross sensualism.  And when it is private even that is acknowledged for its rectitude and propriety.  Without intensity.  Without tiresome intensity.  Alas, these liesurists are prematurely old.  The totally social.

The spiritual is also the bourgeois family.  The American ideal.  Hegel would agree, wouldn’t he?  Such was and is the perfect expression of the Spirit.  This is the concrete universal.  This is the end of history.  Paterfamilias gently orders and his loved wife comforts the bruised.  Caring, Heidegger’s Sorge, the absence of any bewildering transcendence.  We are at home in the world – until this house literally digests our sinking bodies.

I think these modern variations on Eros are in agreement with the first two speeches of the Phaedrus.  No intensity.  No obsessions.  No visions of another place.  No gods, only humans taking care that no gods appear.  They are vicious against any appearing of the gods.  The Boy, now demonized, will have to go.  They discuss the matter thoroughly in extended sentences.  But the Boy will not go, and the madness grows.

4650  The ancient Jews made a quantum leap in human thought when they forbade images of God and drove us into abstract thinking.  Or so is has been said times without end.  But then again, perhaps they were just sheepish about having to look at images and visions of their phallic god, a god without consort, a god who chose them as his Other.  His come-ons were a bit hard to take for the heterosexual male.  Surely any priest or sage who welcomed that insistent love was a bit queer.  Perhaps.  That is the way Howard Eilberg-Schwartz sees it and, having seen the straight man fidget up close, I think he has a point.  Nonetheless, here we are in a time when the sensual and the visionary must, absolutely must, give way to the abstract.  The highest principles are pure thought thinking pure thought.  Beauty and the delights of the senses are maya magic, at best, evil, seductive delusion, at worst.  But why do we still deny these things that make us shudder with pleasure a place in the godhead?

Well, I know why.  The mere thought is too unsettling.  At least the phallic Shiva of the Hindus has Parvati to keep him occupied so he doesn’t have to bother his earthly devotees.  But, throughout the Bible, Yahweh insists of erotic intimacy.  Or if it is metaphor, the metaphor is finally too much and it is forgotten in the empty air of metaphysics.  Then atheism wins out.  The sensual is defeated or at least forcefully put in its lower place.  And the leap is a leap right out of existence into the abyss of the white blandness of American life, a more insidious, deeper sensualism.  

4651  Does Beauty exist?  Yes.  Does it exist just as itself, not as a beautiful this or that?  Yes.  Is it, as a thing in itself, located at a place and a time?  No.  Is it therefore absolute and transcendent?  Yes.  Can we know Beauty itself?  Yes, we know it directly.  What is it, what is the nexus, that joins it to all the other things of Being?  It seems to me right now that it is the connector “is”.  His eyes are beautiful.  The deep blue of twilight is alluringly beautiful.  The simplicity of the equations for thermodynamics is simply elegant.  Beauty joins up with all such things easily.  From out of nowhere and no time it is present with them.  Or do you not think there is enough existential space between Beauty and the things of beauty to grant beauty its own being?  I submit, if there is no separation, then chaos quickly comes down on your thinking.  And the abyss of lost understanding looms.  Where do you stand?

Is Beauty a god?  Beauty is of the Highest.  There are beauties that come and go.  Eros is neither Beauty itself nor himself beautiful.  That is the lesson of Socrates in the Symposium.  Eros is a daimon, a mighty god.  He follows after Beauty.  Beauty is his god.  But I see that you are falling asleep with all this talk of gods and the daimon.  You, I presume, do not believe.  It’s too bad.  The pathways within Being down which we travel in thought and dialectic are magic.  Do you want to stop? 

4652  We must not separate beauty from the holy.  It too is the Mysterium Tremendum and the Mysterium Fascinans.  Therefore, any idea we might form of the beautiful god must incorporate all of that.  The bewitching, the beguiling, the dangerous.  And, per intellectual force, the edge where sanity drops off into insanity.  Where the clean and pure of necessity touch the corrupt and the mixed.  Here we shudder at the thought.  The fall is close.  Surely that edge is fine and it cuts.  And then the slight nausea.

Those who do not believe in the holy, who insist they do not believe, are in deed and in fact, running from the unclean.  They are the moderns who want efficiency and clear-mindedness.  They run so far and so hard; they are mad.   

4653  In the religion of my youth, the Pentecostal Spirit fought with the dour Calvinists, who thought that such charismatic dalliance was, in fact, just playing with the devil.  The Calvinists insist that there is, indeed, no such direct experience of God.  They are like the Sunni complaining against the Sufi.  The question then is Can we have any vision or experience or sensation of God or is all that just delusion, evil mental meanderings?  Traditionally, it is said that the Aristotelians thought we can know only sensa and that anything that might lie beyond was beyond what we might know.  The Platonists, though, never hesitated to rush right up to the beyond and stand gazing in amazement.  That thing, so other, appeared to them, they surmised.  It transfigured the senses.  It was at hand.  It, in truth, made them as vile and as base as their teacher Socrates.  Irony and dialectic filled the air and the breath.  The sane wanted to avoid them.  This is the human fight, the human flight; nothing has changed.

4654  For philosophy, it is the edge that is important.  The vanishing noplace of crossing over between dialectical opposites.  Beauty is the threatening place where order falls into disorder.  The beguiling place where sanity is in danger of turning toward insanity.  It is the real place where the pure comes close to the impure.  Neither the one nor the other, the edge is a third, a strange something that is maybe nothing at all.  Thus Beauty partakes of the wildness of Being, but it is so easily, gently spoken.  

I write and have written of the nexus so often, too often.  My thinking mind reels.  I have never properly explained it.  Is there anything there to explain?  It is; it isn’t.  Therefore, it is.  The universal is tied to the bare particular by that coy thing, that unthing.  But I worry over nothing.  I am anxious over a trifle.  The edge, the boy of the vanus, the empty mind of the Paramatma, the coquettish Buddha.  Nir-vana.  

4655  A fact is complex.  He pouts.  That particular has that form.  The bare particular, the form and the thing that ties those two together (7 t’s in a row – 9 altogether!).  That is the heart of philosophy.  That is ontological analysis.  If a mind perceives that fact, then that complex is held in one simple thought.  Such is the transcendental unity of the act of knowing.  My perceiving him pouting is itself a particular that has the thought as its form and also the form of perceiving.  The act is complex.  It is a fact.  The thought in it is simple and it is of the fact that he pouts.  It is that little word “of” that gives us trouble.  It is that that connects us to the world, or not – we never know for sure which.  That is an answer to the question What is the mind.  And answering that has always been the central endeavor of philosophy.  Minds exist and they are not mere emergent ooze or worrisome afflatus of brains.  Minds without brains are ontologically possible.  

The particulars, the bare particulars, i.e. the particulars stripped of all form, are in time; which is to say that they exemplify time relations.  They also may exemplify spatial relations and that is what it means to be in space.  Being in space and time is nothing more than that.  I know, though, that that doesn’t “feel” right; I think it is because I haven’t tried to analyze oneness through change.  I didn’t analyze that because I can’t analyze it.  And neither can anyone else.  It is a mystery beyond human understanding.  As for Form and fact, they are not in time and space at all.  Of course they are not.  Heidegger et al. give a description of time that is obvious, but which doesn’t get even close to the nub of the ontological problem.  He, in fact, is not much of an ontologist at all.  He, following Kierkegaard, is a describer of the human predicament.  Time is too much for us all.  But we can contemplate the area around the problem and it is a marvel to behold.  The rest is a frisson up the spine into the brain exploding in the mind.  Which is why I insist we speak about gods and the daimon and the terrors of Eros.

4656  All German writers, when writing either philosophy or literature, evince a love of all things Greek.  And though German philosophy has wanted to find the Spirit of life and movement, a high dynamism, they have always lingered before the aristocratic stillness of the eternal youth still standing in place even for us so many years after that culture has departed. The perfect harmony of body and soul that quiets our ravaged existence.  Our own death seems closer.  Our own eterntiy.  Our agitation there having reached flawless climax.

In the East that high aristocracy is seen most clearly in the Buddha image.  He is so like the Greek youth.  In fact, I am of those who think it is Greek.   Alexander and all that coming and leaving behind that singular achievement.  An emptiness beyond the horrors of Hades.  The Greeks had found an escape.  The wheel of life stops.  Stillness. 

The Greeks were also a wanton people.  They knew lust.  That “face … pale, with a sweet reserve, with clustering honey-colored ringlets, the brow and nose descending in one line, the winning mouth, the expression of pure and godlike serenity.  Yet with all this chaste perfection of form … of such unique personal charm that the observer thought he had never seen, either in nature or art, anything so utterly happy and consumate”, that face made its human admirers wild, because a dionysian wildness is all that’s left that can match it.  The temples of Apollo are built in the untamed part of town.  All else is middle mediocrity.  Eternity suffers violence and the violent take it by force.  Ah, Germany what have you done in your thinking beyond thought?  

4657  Philosophy of the Charism is unfit for the gentle youth of today’s universities.  The charis, the hunger, the glance of chaos really is the world, but the world is not let into the darkened halls.  And thus there is no clear thinking there, only middle muttering and managerial hopelessness.  Extremes unite, while the middle muddles along.  Still, for all that, there is no other way.  The world must carry on and the beautiful phallic god must be forced outside and into ancient history.  I write what is not allowed.  The sirocco wind blows, but not in the civilized indoors.

4658  Faith is that which goes against all evidence to the contrary.  And there is no other evidence in the matter.  Faith is, therefore, mad.  That is Kierkegaard.  He made Christianity impossible.  He made it intense.  Duplicity and irony and backward going.  That that one right there is God is not only highly unlikely, it is unthinkable.  Imagine it as you might, you will only imagine that which gives positive evidence and is therefore not of faith.  Faith is negative, the absolute of the infinite paradox.  And thus seems to be its opposite.  This madness must, perforce, have the appearance of the most ordinary.  Of the suburban businessman, the happy family man, the exact opposite of what it is.  Or is it?  I write it up and it dresses me down.

4659  The book Death in Venice is much more bare and stark than the movie.  It is matter-of-fact.  The movie is rich and luscious and sensuous.  Even Tadzio, in the book, yields to simple description without elaboration.  Mahler makes the difference.  Music plus the exact and surprising facial expressions of Dirk Bogard.  Book and movie are of course different.  But which is truer to the essence of man and boy conniving with beauty?  I write basic ontology, and it seems to me that I have written the most erotic; though others inevitably think otherwise. It’s your choice.  The erotic Form can dance with either.  But my way, the stark and the bare, yields metaphysics and the other hands you over to decadence.

In this blog I have given you pictures that I stole from the internet.  Why do I do that?  They are not essential to the writing.  They, in fact, detract.  It is here that contemporary man falls.  We need the sensual attraction, the bait, the lure that will bring on the reader.  I, this writer, am afraid of the stark and the bare.  It is an intensity that the rich and the sensuous abates.  The book, the bare expression, must yield to the police action of being confined in a rich prison.  The luxurious hides the stark.  It conceals the pointed hook from the reader.  But, I think, he wants to be pierced.  His ear awaits the simple sound.  His skin waits for the simple wound.   Fortunately, the pictures are of a still thing and without the commotion of the everday.

4660  The most luxurious, the most sensuous, is everyday family life.  A constant commotion.  Stark simplicity is gone.  Here, the holy, religious sacrament of over-eating with those you love embedded in incessant chatter kills the victim and he and she ride high on afflatus.  A thing to be forgotten among all the repetitions of the same.  Then an evening movie.  An escape from That is found.

4661  We see a beauty walk near.  And if the mind is taken in wonder and finds only agitation in its desire to approach, then it begins to question existence about just what it is that has happened to it.  The mind begins the act of philosophy.  It is no doubt an act of self-defense against this gentle violence.  But with time the violence increases and worry sets in.  Can philosophy be done and be done with?

So let’s philosophize.  What is that beauty?  Is it of the mind or is it out there with the one walking by?  There is a long tradition that says it is a pure form residing in the mind.  Just how it got there is a matter of dispute, but there it is.  I think it is not in the mind.  Nor is it in space with the particular that it has captured.  It is neither in the mind nor in space.  And it is not in time.  It simply is.  The mind sees it enfolding that one in its simple existence and that is that.  You are permitted to gaze and wonder and philosophize until eternity wearies you, but there is no more to find out.  These simple things simply exist.  And so we go about our work and Being is and non-being is ever not.

The upshot of all this is that beauty is not a thing that is made either by Nature or by the artist.  It is as far from both of those as it is from everything else.  It simply is and we find it tied to this and that and we try to capture that thing.  Our metaphysics is, as Calasso says, no more than an attempt to corral a beauty as he threatens to, once again, bolt and leave the watcher’s eye blank.

Because it is not made, it is not poetry nor a divine workman’s diligence.  Neither discipline nor struggle will coax it into existence.  It comes where it will.  It seems so random to us.  By grace we find it.  But Grace is an incorrigible boy who will not obey.  And you flail about so ungracefully.  Even in disgrace.  There’s nothing to be done but beg.  And you go mad.

4662  No one wants to speak of the gods; no one wants to believe in those sinking things; no one understands just what they could be.  They are chaos to clear thinking.  And so I speculate that they are quite literally the chaotic in life.  Which means that as such their existence violates one of the first principles of our science, namely that all things have a cause or sufficient reason for their existence.  Nonetheless, there is a growing awareness of the randomness about us.  Perhaps of everything that is around us.  Finally there is no understanding.  No clarity.  No hope of control.  But perhaps we can, as the ancients did, try to rope that chaos off into a temple ground and keep it there.  There we will have senseless killings of the innocent.  Secret knives will be hidden among the flowers.  A strangling cord will wait.  Silence will capture the fine, most un-understandable moment.  And It will be satisfied.  The meaningless thing.  The arbitrary will that is called a god.   

Chaos, the random, the free is a something.  It is a thing.  A free will is a frightening thing.  The uncaused.  

4663  Thomas Mann as Aschenbach wrote, “But the truth may have been that the aging man did not want to be cured, that his illusion was far too dear to him.  Who shall unriddle the puzzle of the artist nature?”  Mann was an artist and as such, I suppose, he brought everything back to the artistic act.  He saw beauty as the work of the artist, it came out of the struggle of the artist, it was grounded in the forms of artistic production.  But is it?  I doubt it.  The artist over-rates himself, and because today we value art above religion, or as what religion always was, we too rate the doer, the maker, the man of creative action, as the ground of all beauty.  And if it is in Nature, then Nature was the Artist Will working in the struggle we call survival.  Supposedly, the artist pushes the idea out and thus is creator.  He suffers and he is Mother-God, but he tries to see himself as hero.  He see himself as god-like.  He is honored and worshiped and confused.  This is the Idealism of the Germans, a pious people who want to want Glory and suffering. Or have I been too harsh on all of us by raising Beauty beyond the human?  And stamping on the greatness of our pain.

It could be said that Death in Venice is the story of an artistic soul falling into sensual decadence.  That it is the story of psychological failure.  I have interpreted it as a religious rapture, but let me go with this other.  The fall, the failure, the decadence is not of Aschenbach, but of Thomas Mann.  He has fallen into that embarrassing literary Hellenism that Hölderlin and Nietzsche succumb to.  They try to overcome the deadly restrictiveness, the dour strictness of Christianity with lush descriptions of rosy nature by schoolboy-like calling up Greek mythology.  They gush, they lift their hands in thanksgiving, they carry on about their rediscovery of youth and happiness.  It’s way too much.  That is the fall and the failure and the decadence.  It is fake; it is not Greek.  It’s enough to drive you back into the Church.  It is finger-in-your-eye literary and school-certificate artistic and above all bitterly theatrical.  Where is the simple truth?  It is so German pedagogical.  Mann needed a Tadzio to get him out of that connoisseurs’ world.  Oscar Wilde tried to do the same thing with his boy, but the Boy waylaid both of them.  The Boy will not be had.  

4664  “Passion is like crime: it does not thrive on the established order and the common round; it welcomes every blow dealt the bourgeois structure, every weakening of the social fabric, because therein it feels a sure hope of its own advantage.  These things that were going on in the unclean alleys of Venice, under cover of an official hushing-up policy – they gave Aschenbach a dark satisfaction.  The city’s evil secret mingled with the one in the depths of his heart – and he would have staked all he possessed to keep it, since in his infatuation he cared for nothing but to keep Tadzio here, and owned to himself not without horror, that he could not exist were the lad to pass from his sight.”

Yes yes yes, I know those thoughts exactly.  The world comes to an end.  The Boy, Shiva-like, dances the dance of destruction, blessed destruction, and it is finished.  And then it starts again.  Nor can I live without Him, nor would I want to.  This is religion, not art.  This is the immorality of religion, the binding-back.

4665  “His art, his moral sense, what were they in the balance beside the boons that chaos might confer?  He kept silent.”  In that grotesque, sexual, Dionysian dream that Aschenbach had near the end, in his surrendering to it, in the vision of the poet destined for the abyss, we find the theme that so obsessed Thomas Mann. And that obsesses me and others.  What about the Dionysian?  Well, the Dionysian and the Apollonian are partners.  The one permeates the other.  It is the middle ground of the so-so that is repugnant to both, the mediocre, the ordinary and the everyday.  Dionysus and Apollo are perfections of the spirit.  The mixed and the middle wallowing in the imperfect are the other.  The question now becomes Are the perfections and the everyday also brothers that need each other.  

The everyday, the ordinary, is outside the bounds of the true academy.  Outside the garden of Thought.  Suspicious of what goes on in there.  About to alert the police.

Aschenbach before and Aschenbach after are the same.  Two views from the same corner.  He, apparently, never was the ordinary half and half.  He died being what he always was.  He and the Boy were one.  He, at last, flew away with the god that had always been his own self.  The Apollonian-Dionysian man-boy was just Aschenbach himself.  I see no mystery there, nor anything beyond understanding.  It is the ordinary, the everyday, that I wonder at.  What is it?  Why?  I wonder along with Kierkegaard and Heidegger.  And I am as dismayed at it as they.  I too am that gray thing with them. 

I worship the Boy along with Aschenbach, but I know that the boy can be infuriatingly ordinary.  The Divine and the mundane image.  The Platonic Form and the fallen imperfect.  Isn’t that fallen imperfection also a sort of perfection?  I wonder.  Kierkegaard said that the high God appeared as the most ordinary and it took the eyes of faith to see the Perfect in the most imperfect.  Absolute paradox.  My little god slouches as he watches TV.  Where is faith to begin?

But if you don’t believe in the transcendent Perfections of Apollonian and Dionysian, of the Divine Boy and simple Beauty, of pure thought thinking the Real, then never mind.  

4666  Transcendence is a bothersome idea for modern thinkers because they have not attempted the hard questions of ontology.  To have done that is to see the possibility or even the actuality of such a thing.  Maybe the necessity.  I, because I have been absorbed by those questions for so long, am taken by its sheer presence.  (Or is that a contradiction?)  Let me give an example.

Imagine three shapes drawn on paper in front of you.  Two filled-in squares, one yellow and one blue.  One round shape filled-in blue.  They are next to each other.  Three individuals, two shapes and two colors, a relation and a number, all of which are joined not willy-nilly but in the way I mentioned.   (There are no doubt other things there, but that’s enough to get to the heart of the matter and find the cross-eyed god.)  I insist that is a big enough, simple enough set of objects-things to do metaphysics with.  I dare say that we can do all of first philosophy, ontology, with just that.  We can, some say (maybe I), prove God with just that.  Or are you unimpressed?

Transcendence is usually thought of as that which exists outside of space and time.  Look at that set of things we found constituting those filled-in shapes.  Yes, we could say that the bare particulars are in space and time, but not their properties including their relation to each other, or the number of them, or the connection of shape to color to particular.  Only the particular “in” each individual thing is “in” space and time.  And to be in space and time is no more than to exemplify space and time relations, here, next to and simultaneous.  I sort of surmise that nothing is “in” space and time, because there are no space and time things for them to be in.  That is to say that I see no places or moments for things to be “at”.  Therefore, Voilà, transcendence is everywhere, or it would be if there were an everywhere for it to be in or at or whatever.

It’s easy to see why people don’t often attempt this and then stare transcendence in the face.  That face is a strange beauty that draws only the few.  It is there after the world blows up into its ontological pieces.  Then that moment of oblivion.

The hard questions are finally too easy.

4667  Transcendence is the madness that is everywhere shunned in modern philosophy.  Madness is the transcendence that is everywhere hummed in plotting fagoscopy.  Take a peek across the way.  What do you say?  To go or not to go.  Don’t go.  Transcendence is a trip to nowhere.  And that, my Friend, has been eating at the heart of our ever-so-cultured civilization for thousands of years.  It is finally who we are.  You will go.  It’s in your jeans.  The night will be long, very long, and beautiful.  Very beautiful, but what is that?  Ooze.

Or Nature will dissolve you down into the bowels of Hades.  You desperately need a way out.  Go ahead, but walk the fine line.

4668  Eastern metaphysics, which is big on the idea that there is no material world, only mind, is taken to task by Nagarjuna, the total nihilist, my favorite Buddhist philosopher.  He, of course!, agreed that there is no material substance for the appearing phenomena to embed within; but he then went further and insisted that there is also no mental substance, no mind, for them to lie down within either.  There is simply no underlying substance to anything anywhere.  There are only the free phenomena, which makes it sound like they are floating in empty space, but there is no empty space either.   I suppose his true followers could say they are floating in time, but surely that too is against the spirit of their man.  It is important, I think, if we are going to capture his idea, to wipe away all substance out from under phenomena.  And that leaves those appearances free-standing only in themselves.  I have no objection to that, but apparently Nagarjuna didn’t even like that.  He insisted that nothing can rest only in itself.  Therefore the only thing, or non-thing, left is to finally see that nothing, absolutely nothing at all, exists.  There you have it – Nirvana – if you can handle it.  I am back thinking that the appearing things can rest nicely in themselves having come from only themselves, going nowhere – why not?     

4669  For someone, such as I, who has spent so many pleasant hours following the intricate pathways within comparative linguistics (Indo-European mainly), the amazing unity between Greek and Sanskrit offers hope of an understanding of just who we might be as a civilization.  Consider the Sanskrit root √ksr, from an older √skar.   In Greek, through that ubiquitous, weird transformation of k into p, we have speiro, σπειρω, meaning to destroy.    The original meaning of both the Greek and Sanskrit roots is, probably, to flow, and, by extension, to liquefy etc..  In Sanskrit, the aksara are the “indestructible” syllables of a word.    They do not dissolve into each other, rather they link together in smooth flowing words into sentences.  The unflowing, discrete elements are within the smooth flowing.  Thus we have the great epic poetry of the Hindus.  They are always written in measured meter.  That measuring magic is Maya, from the root √ma, meaning to measure.  The measured repetition is the smooth unity over the ever discrete.  Which, if I had time here, I could no doubt, in my slap-dash fashion, take forward to Heidegger’s Destruktion, or deconstructionism.

The point I want to make is that you must consider the ksara and the aksara of Sanskrit if you are going to understand Hindu Advaita philosophy.  There, the imperishable, ever-separate elements slide into each other so easily in the smoothness of the metrical recitation.  The repetition becomes hypnotic.  Meaning and understanding perish in the transcendent Smoothness.  The caress. The falling into oblivion.  The end.

So often, too often, today the “wisdom” of the Hindus is given to us in long, complicated sentences hammered together by supposed devotees who simply can’t dance.  There is no sweet flow in their words.  They are overly conceptual.  They do not know the mellifluous voice.  They skirt the destruction.  They pose. We remain confused.  And confusion, though strangely similar to destruction, is other.  It would be better to listen to the Vedas recited, without ever understanding a single word.

4670  A thousand years ago or so in India great debates took place, usually at the beckoning of the king, between the dominant schools of Hindu philosophy.  The one I find most interesting is between the proponents of Nyaya or a version of Vaisheshika and the Advaita followers of Sankara.  Roughly speaking, the debate was between realism and idealism.  The realists, most notably Gangesha, offered a form of dualism, dvaita, while Sankara and his followers gave us non-dualism, advaita.  The debate still rages today somewhere in the world.  I, of course, side with the dualistic realists, but I do recognize, unlike most of the lost souls who call themselves realists today, the non-dual aspect of thought.  I, after all, learned philosophy from Gustav Bergmann.

Let me, once again, use the example of ksara and aksara in Hindu poetry.  The imperishable, discrete elements, the syllables, rest within the unitary flow of the poem.  Neither the elements nor the flow can be abandoned.  Both are necessary.  The discrete and the smooth continuum.  In the above debate, it so often happened that one side or the other chose to defend the primacy of either the separate things or the one unity.  I don’t see how either can be derived from the other through some sort of “leading out”.  Dualists have an unassailable position, but there is also the Transcendent Unity that is also simply there.

Think of a red disk.  It is a particular with the forms of red and round.  Red, round, is, a bare particular.  Four ontologically simple things “in” the complex fact of that being red and round.  The analysis yields a complex of many things.  Now consider the thought of that red disk.  Look at that thought.  It too is a complex because it is a particular thought with the form ‘this is a red disk’.  That form is the simple unity “of” the complex fact that the advaitists wanted us to see.  In fact, the whole, vast, complex world “fits inside” one simple thought of it.  The simple thought is “of” the complex whole.  But, of course?, the thought and its object are two and not one; they are separate.  If realists do not recognize that transcendent unity of thought, then they haven’t examined what is clearly right before their mind’s eye.  Of in that eye.  Or is the seeing of the eye.  This realist, following Gangesha, sees the point the advaitists were trying to make.  I do think that those advaitists, in order to push their point, went too far and denied the complex world “out there”.  Nothing has changed today in the arguing of the schools.  (Sorry about the “necessary use of all those quotes.)

Or consider red lips and how that great complexity fits so easily in one simple thought of yours.  And of how you simply can’t get out there to kiss them.  You possess them perfectly and also not at all.

4671  I take the statement [F(x)] M F(x) to be analytic (necessary), therefore, actual. It is a symbolic representation of the connection between the thought of a fact, [F(x)] and the fact, F(x) . For now and for what I am about, it makes no difference whether M (for "means") is an existing nexus or an indicator of an internal relation between the thought and the fact. The upshot of all that is that I believe all facts to be aligned with a thought that intends them. Also, since a thought is a universal and all universals are exemplified in a fact, all facts are, therefore, intended by a particular thought-fact. Obviously, we are not talking only about human thought. There is everything and, since thought and consciousness are univocal, there is consciousness of everything. Obviously, we are not talking only about human consciousness. But there is one aspect of consciousness I want to attend to and that is the thing of Attending-to. It is here that we might find an understanding of that greatly-tromped-on notion of Withdrawal, so insisted upon by Graham Harman. Laird Addis, also of Iowa City, has written quite a bit about it.

Let’s say I am reading a book in my room. The whole room is a part of the visual field I intend, but I am focused on the words of the book. I may or may not be really attending to those words and their meaning; I may, in fact, be attending to a memory of a glance I received from a nice someone this afternoon. The glance is superintended, while everything else has withdrawn. Those withdrawn things are still there and they are still within consciousness, though maybe not “mine”, but they are not being attended to by me. I suspect that the whole of everything is in “my” consciousness if only I could expand and blow myself up to being Consciousness itself. Obviously, we are not talking about only my or indeed about mere human consciousness. I and the human are just a couple of the objects in this object-act realm. I and the human are indeed rather miniscule in the great order of things. The Necessity of Being prevails.

4672  Most theories of causation today say something like this: that x is F is the explanation, the lawfully sufficient condition, of why y is G.  Instead of explanation and all that, we could say that the one is the occasion of the other.  We don’t say that the one creates the other, though I think that is somehow the hidden implication in the minds of those who are teaching us their theories.  The truth is that just what the connection is between facts is quite a mystery for us thinkers.  I suspect there is no connection at all, except for the regularity of appearing together so far.  That he had chili on his lips is the “cause” of my feeling pain.  Do with that cause as you wish; I think it is mostly superstition to think it is more than simple this and that together.  Each could, I surmise, exist without the other.  The one certainly doesn’t bring the other into existence.  And we cannot say that the one is the other.  Causation is almost nothing and that y is G is, as Wittgenstein said, mystical.  Everything could be other right easily.  No fact is necessary.  Pain exists, the body’s chemicals exist, and that they are together is pure happenstance.  The one could exist without the other.  And from all that we can deduce … nothing.

4673  It is tempting to think of the bare particular in some facts as an area, a piece of space or a piece of space-time.  And, in the case of mind, only a piece of time.  Look at the computer you are reading this on.  It is a structure in space.  You can look all over it.  And it does something; it functions in a duration of time. That structure and that doing are in space and in time.  A piece of space and a piece of time joined – joined by a hyphen, which is an I don’t know what.  But now look at your thinking all that.  There is the brain, a spatial thing, which is functioning, a time thing, but thinking is different.  A thought does not have any space parts that can be examined while we see it functioning.  A thought is pure doing with no extension.  It is intention only.  It rides on an area of time, not space as does the brain.  Or do you refuse to yield to the temptation?  Do you countenance no such expanse that might be caressed by your looking?  No regret later.    

4674  I just watched Terry Jones’ Barbarians, which really trashed Roman culture and lifted up the ways of the barbarians. I learned quite a lot, of course, and I really have no objection to any of it, but, surprisingly, it made me realize just how much Nietzsche was on the side of the Romans. He loved the grandeur of Rome, the barbaric cruelty of Rome and he hated the good, small-minded, village Germans. Amazing. I too am erotically taken with Rome. That is so … something.

________________

Graham Harman is one of those writers in the blogosphere who are extremely worked up about all the inanity posted as comments to not only his and other “serious” bloggers but to “serious” news sites. As well he might be.  It’s a tsunami.  The demos of democracy is rearing its rear.  Don’t forget that demos is from the same root as demon.  Now then, if the internet is supposed to be democracy par excellence why should we expect only the excellence of the aristocracy of thoughtful thought to have place?  The internet is demonic, and that’s that.  What will be the upshot of all that or into which cool head that shot will penetrate is anybody’s guess.  I too am dismayed, but I know it was inevitable.  In the end the noble few will not prevail.  Bite off the head of this nauseous snake that has crawled down your throat and experience the Eternal Return for yourself.  I am “serious”.  You may quote me.

_________________________

The Shiva Rahasya, a piece of the Glory of man and God, could, more properly, be called the Rudra Rahasya.  Let me take those words apart because I love etymology.  (Etyma means true in Greek and it is the counterpart of the Sanskrit Satya, also meaning true.  That s readily drops off in both languages.)  Anyway, Rudra is from √rud (to roar etc.) and it is related to Anglo-Saxon reotan and Latin rudere, both meaning to weep.  You can also see ruddy and red in there.  Whatever it means exactly, the worshippers of this storm god, leader of the maruts (μαρμαιρω in Greek meaning to flash) decided to call him by a nicer name Shiva, which means kind and lovely.  And rahasya, which is usually translated as of the secret or mystery, is from √rah meaning to leave or run away.  I think you can see the English word run in there.  It means to run away to a lonely place.  Nepali Rahnu means to be happening or going on.  It is the flow of religious poetry.  The Shiva Rahasya is flowing destruction of the world in the Storm of thought and puja repetition.  It’s a mighty work.  I have heard boys in the Sanskrit school recite something similar and I am totally undone in the sweetness of their voices.  That is destruction.

4675  Arguments are pretty much useless in philosophy.  A person is going to continue to believe, right in the face of devastating debate, what he has believed all along simply because radically changing one’s course is too upsetting to the whole person.  It’s who we are.  Consistency is too important.  And what would people think, i.e. the other people inside our own head?  Therefore, I don’t expect to persuade or win over or prevail upon another mind, my reader.  But maybe I can find a like-minded thinker out there who will walk with me for a couple of thoughtful miles, before we inevitably part.  He will always continue on his way to wherever he was always going to go anyway.  And I am free of him to play my neurotic game with myself.

4676  The spiritual, in both East and West, is very material.  It is the lower classes united with the princely, upper class.  The middle class is far too abstract and intellectual for such a disreputable thing.

4677  Transcendence is that which is, for our own safety, forcibly cut off from our everyday living space.  It is the crime of the immoral, immortal gods.  It is random killing.  It is chaos.  It is the Sacred.  This is the place of the aesthetic we call Art, that outside the law, outside the sweet ordering of science; it is Roman Fas.  It is the wild things of Christ, the Sufi, and Krishna that the priests and the imams try so hard to explain away.  It is the romahrsha of religion.  Horripilation.  We corral it with religious and scientific laws.  But today the terror of the random looms ever more brilliantly in both.  And it is seeping back into the everyday relentlessly.

Here is a quote from Roberto Calasso’s  Literature and the Gods, a mighty fine book:

We shall have to resign ourselves to this: that literature (here transcendence and the sacred) offers no signs, has never offered any signs, by which it can immediately be identified.  The best, if not the only, test that we can apply is that suggested by Housman: check if a sequence of words, silently pronounced as the razor glides across our skin of a morning, sets the hairs of the beard on end, while a “shiver” goes “down the spine.”  Nor is this mere physiological reductionism.  He who recalls a line of verse while shaving experiences that shiver, that romaharsha, or “Horripilation,’ that befalls Arjuna in the Bhagavad Gita when overwhelmed by the epiphany of Krsna.  And perhaps rimaharsha  would better be translated as “happiness of the hairs,” because harsha means “happiness,” as well as “erection” including the sexual variety.  This is typical of a language like Sanskrit that does not love the explicit, but hints that everything is sexual.    As for Baudelaire, he was proud that Hugo had sensed, on reading his verses, a “new shiver.”  How else could we recognize poetry – and its departure from what came before?  Something happened, something Coomaraswamy defined as “the aesthetic shock.”  Whether prompted by the apparition of a god or a sequence of words, the nature of that shock doesn’t change.

4678  My argument with the OOO, object-oriented ontologists, such as Graham Harman, is not that they have objects, or substance, as such, but that their objects have natures and they are not momentary.  And, because they have natures, there looms up that classical difference between essence and accident, the latter being that which changes through time while the object itself endures.  At least, that is how I understand them.  There is, of course, a similarity, but not identity, between their views and those of Aristotle and his followers through the centuries.  Good arguments can, have and continue to be made for natured, enduring objects—Aristotle was no fool.  Good arguments can be made against them and in favor of momentary, bare (not natured) particulars.  I accept the latter.  Just why I accept the latter is a long story and it has all kinds of psychological overtones, but it is not because I am an idiot.  My argument with the OOO people is natured, enduring objects vs. bare, momentary particulars.

One argument against the Object-oriented ontologists is that in order for them to not countenance contradiction, such as the music is loud and the music is soft, they have to resort to, either putting the loudness and the softness in another object, probably a mind, away from the music itself or they have to resort to absolute time, such as at this time moment it is loud and at another time moment it is soft.  These time moments, when you take away the relations between them, are not different from bare particulars, unless there is a residue of “timeness” clinging to them, which I doubt.  And if you separate the loudness and the softness from the music, you have … well, that is the withdrawn, non-phenomenal something—the object!  And that object in itself is “beyond” the subject-predicate form of logic.  And of speech.  And of thinking.  It is Mysterium Tremendum or it is … confusion.  In my philosophy, I have no enduring substances, only momentary, bare particulars, and I simply cannot solve the “ontological problem of identity through change.”  The only thing I have gained is that I have avoided that confusion.  And I remain in Logic’s good embrace.

4679  Last time I said that I really can’t solve the ontological problem of identity through change and I rejected the notion of an Aristotelian- type substance to do the trick.  I can, however, walk around the problem. The walk will, though, reveal only a greater mystery; nonetheless, here goes.  Consider the letter B.  That letter (b) is about a quarter inch tall.  Q(b).  And as you can also see, the upper part (u) is larger than the lower part (l).  These two parts are about an eighth of an inch tall.  E(u) and E(l).  Likewise, the upper and lower parts are each a part of the letter itself.  P(u,b) and P(l,b).  That gives us three particulars and four properties, one of which is dyadic; that is to say, it is a relation.  We can quibble about just what the properties are, but what I wanted to show is that there are many particulars involved in the analysis.  So no let’s do the same thing with a something in time—me.

I am in my writing a piece.  I am sitting still in my chair thinking.  I am striking the keyboard.  The first one remains true “while” the other two “come and go”.  That is three particulars—as I see it.  The second and third are parts of me writing in much the same way that the upper and lower are parts of B.  Ignoring the differences, I will say that the letter and I are both singular and multiple at once.  In each case that multiplicity is one thing.  Well well, big ontological fright.  Delightful perplexity.  The Ontological Boy has messed up my apartment and my writing once again.  What to do?   

As far as I can tell, for the substance-oriented philosophers, the parts simply disappear from out of existence.  They were mind-produced or language-dependent abstractions that inevitably fell back into the Whole.  They are like those virtual particles the flit in and out of existence around an electron which in itself is infinitely small, a dimensionless point, of infinite energy, unless it’s a string—look it up.

4680  The idea of the automobile was more or less complete by 1950 (my friend says 1938).  After that it has been just tinkering around the edges to make it a little bit smoother.  It is the same with the airplane, a little later for the jet engine.  And for the train, the radio (then the transistor appeared), the sewing machine and thousands of other machines.  The idea comes in rather fast and then the tinkering to make it that little bit more efficient.  I think the personal computer and the mobile phone and their joining together is there.  Television was there in the sixties (flat screens recently), and the microwave.  Outside machines, look at the comb, the flint lighter, Jockey shorts, the book, belt and shirts, so many things are basically complete and only this and that are added for that special touch.  It’s the same with art and music and writing.  I have a certain style which now doesn’t change; I just keep on churning out another piece much like the previous.  Schools of philosophy and schools of economics and on and on all reach their moment when the idea is complete and then the tinkering begins.  Until we jump to something else.  There is always the jump.  These ideas are discrete.  There is no smooth flow from one to the other, no gradual evolution, always the jump.  What now?    

4681  It is that Being comes to us as a discrete this and that that is so difficult in philosophy.  On the one hand, it is so overlooked or taken for granted, which are the same. And on the other, it is denied ontological place.  Take the two colors red and blue.  Do you believe that they each exist as separate things, each just itself?  Or do you think that their discrete separation fades and blurs and finally disappears in the continuum of color, which then is itself gone into the Great Unseen Radiating Something-or-other?  Does the Oneness of Being win out over the discrete?  Do the discrete moments of time disappear in the Process?  Is Being a swath and a blur?  A cloud, a stain, a single I-don’t-know-what?  Unthinkable.  Unspeakable.  A dream? Or do discrete things exist?

Is light a wave or a particle?  Is matter one thing or shattered into a myriad of pieces?  Is consciousness simply one?  I ask only that the question of discreteness not be overlooked.  Why is Being broken into so many different things?  You may want to call them Modes of Being, as do Spinoza, Heidegger and so many others.  But how can the one thing Being be all that?  Is Being to be thought of analogically?  How do we reconcile the one with the many?  A lovely, finally impossible question.  A divine tease.  Are you a moment of Being examining itself?  A sometimes indiscreet one.

4682  I have found myself for quite some time fighting a certain type of philosophy or non-philosophy that is out there roaming about causing havoc in the minds of the young.  It, unimpeded, even welcomed, moves violently not only through academic halls but into every form of The Media.  It is certainly with the Zeitgeist.  It is the idea that no philosophy is anything more that one’s own personal bias and, therefore, one philosophy or belief is as good as any other and all should be accepted as equal as long as none tries to do harm to any of the others.  We must lovingly accept each other—and nothing.  It is a gentle pietism.  In a sense, this makes it very open to Hinduism, insofar as Hinduism has big arms and wants to embrace and lovingly accept every aspect of the world as having first been its own.  The pieces merely reassemble themselves in the great Purusa.  Prajapati.  I have never been a huggy person and I back away.  But what to do? 

I don’t just want to beat up on Hinduism, but on the philosophy of non-philosophy or anti-metaphysics that so appeals to those tired of too much arduous thinking and who now just want to “meditate”.  Hinduism itself, as I read it, never was really that anyway.  It’s the “that’s just your personal belief” belief that I detest.  That nihilism.  Hinduism was mugged by the European Indologists. 

4683  In the everyday world it makes sense to say that an object or a situation could have been different.  That an event could have had a different outcome.  That this or that might not have existed at all.  But in ontology, maybe not.  Consider the two facts that x is red and y is blue.  An ontological analysis yields x, y, red, blue and the two facts made from them by means of the nexus “is”.  It makes no sense to say that the particular names x could have been the particular named y or any other particular.  Nor does it make sense to that red could have been blue.  As for the facts themselves, it seems to me that it also makes no sense to say that the fact that x is red could have been the fact that x is blue.  The ontological consideration that is somewhat puzzling is the question of whether or not it makes sense to say that one and the same particular could be in two different facts.  Are particulars even “in” facts?   One could say that what particularizes the facts as two and not one are the two different particulars in each.  Consider the two facts that x is red and y is red.  What makes them different are the two different particulars.  Consider the two facts x is red now and x was red then.  If we are to distinguish those two facts at all it must be because of the different particulars in them.  Lovely and difficult considerations.

As for possibility itself.  And actuality.  It seems to me that the fact that x is red is different from the actuality or the possible that pervades it.  That pervading may change while the fact still exists.  For example, consider the fact that Socrates and Phaedrus are sitting under a tree out on the  plain near Athens.  At one time that fact was actual (or could have been).  Now it is only a possibility.  One and the same (if that makes any sense) fact shifted from being pervaded by actuality to being pervaded by possibility.  But it didn’t change into the fact of them sitting along the Danube outside Vienna.  It seems that the everyday idea of something being other than it is is not a part of ontology.  What is is and could not not be.  The everyday is the hard part of philosophy.  It seems to be nothing other than change and unontology.  Ontology is the stillness of Being.

4684  It is an essential part of the very idea of representational realism to think that there is a world “out there” and that the images that the mind has formed of that world could be wrong.  Also, since all we directly have are the images we’ve come up with, the only indirect way to find out if the image and the reality match is to see if that image doesn’t contradict the other images of the world in the mind.  Even then those images could be way off the mark.  Likewise, our most basic thought forms, the principles of logic, may be wrong.  Everything is up in the air.  The most fantastic, fanatical beliefs may be the right ones.  We cannot, finally, judge.  That is the dead end of representationalism.  We dismiss every possibility as no more than a possibility, one being as good as the other.  And we throw logic out the window as worthless.  So we jump into illogic and the irrational as the only safe ground to stand on or lie down on or bury ourselves in.  Sweet dreams follow bad.

 What we should do is give up representationalism as a philosophy. Indeed, it seems to me, that what is presented to the mind is the existing thing itself.  We see existence directly.  And I directly hear someone say, “It only seems to you that way.”  But I don’t hear them say, “Your way is as good as any other—which they should say to be consistent.”  So much for consistency.  In representationalism nothing is fixed, everything could be horribly other.  The stillness is gone.

4685  A few postings back I wrote about the ontological analysis of Causation.  What entity grounds it?  Is there a cause and effect nexus?  I pretty much came up empty-handed.  There is the nexus of exemplification that connects the particular to its properties and makes a fact.  But to ask just why that fact is made is to encounter the hard nothing.  It was made and that’s that.  The fact is brute.  It just is.  For no ontological reason.  That is ontology; not the everyday of understanding where reasons galore are right at hand.  Ontology sees nothing.  But at least it sees that. Or That.  It’s a rather frightening thing.  

If you have ever fallen in love with a beauty and you have thus been forced to look despairingly at your own unbeautiful self, then you know the bruteness of existence.  You are in another part of Being and you cannot cross over to being that that you are not.  So forcefully are not.  For no reason, facts just are and Beauty moves on.  There’s little else to say.  But this is where the constant saying begins and the incessant going back over the path where you entered somewhere else.

4686  So many of us for so long have been enamored by all those popularizing books on the Infinite.  Cantor’s transfinite stairway to heaven has by now become a crowded place.  The problem, of course, is that there is not, there cannot be, a last step and you are there.  The final thing is unattainable, mystical, too too too transcendent.  But we easily think it and no one is denied a place in its radiance.  Still it is and will always be a bewilderment to our everyday, workaday mind.

If our world is infinitely infinite as we all suspect it is and there is, therefore, no Whole Thing that it is or could be, then is there a world there?  Or do we have worlds climbing up into worlds forever?  And do we, therefore and likewise, have worlds descending inside worlds ever and ever without end until … until what?  Well, yes.  The Whole Thing is gone.  

So does all this ascending and descending with the angels on Jacob’s Ladder mean that finally there is only chaos.  If there is no Whole, how can there be any understanding of the forsaken parts?  Didn’t the parts always find their meaning in the Whole?  Is that all gone?  Yes.  And no.  I don’t know.

I contemplate infinity and Infinity because I am enamored, stupidly infatuated, on the same verge of insanity that Cantor was.  It’s the dream of youth.  The cross-eyed god is here.  A tease and a seduction.

4687  Galileo or Des Cartes or Locke or somebody first made the distinction between primary and secondary qualities.  The first are really “out there”, independent of human thought while the second are mind-dependent (or brain-dependent, if you want).  Berkley tried to show us that even the primary qualities are only in the mind and not at all “out there”, so independent.  Today’s continental philosophers, so beat up upon by the analytic analists, probably following Kant, who followed Hume etc., continue to  put the secondary qualities “in the mind” along with a whole basketful of other transcendental things, though Meillassoux now insists that primary qualities, so mathematisizable, are still going their own sweet way unfazed by human minds.  

It seems to me that there are no qualities at all that are just and only in the mind.  The secondary qualities are just as much objects “out there” ontologically independent of the mind.  Pain, pleasure, color, fragrance and dulcet sounds really do exist and they are not mere mind or brain creations out of nothing because it is somehow related to something in the material world.  The rose is red, the sky is blue, the wind is soft even if no one is there to experience it.  Yes, if a tree falls in a forest it does make a sound.  That is the only kind of realism that will not morph into idealism.  And we all want the real—don’t we?  No lover wants to remain locked up inside himself with only his imaginings.

Remembering always that mind independence does not mean space and time dependence.  

4688  Quentin Meillassoux draws a dictionary distinction between instantiation and exemplification.  I don’t know if he makes much of it, but it’s a distinction I have never seen before.  He writes: “ An entity is said to be instantiated by an individual when that entity does not exist apart from its individuation; and it is said to be merely exemplified by an individual if one assumes that the entity also exists apart from its individuation.  Thus, in Plato, the entity ‘man’ is merely exemplified by the perceptible individual man since it also exists—and exists above all—as an idea.  By way of contrast, for an empiricist, the species ‘man’ is instantiated by individual men because the species does not exist apart from the individuals in which it is incarnated.” (merely!)

On close reading, it’s all rather confusing; but, then again, we are here at the center of the most difficult thoughts in ontology.  It’s a long night of starry considerations.  I have always had a problem with it—an unresolved problem.  There may not be a resolution.  I have ontological things: bare particulars (thin (oh, please, say slender), universals (not tropes or perfect or thick particulars), a nexus and on and on.  “Together”, in a togetherness that may or may not be a thing, they form a fact.  Among the hard questions are these: Are the ontological, simple things “in” the complex fact?  Is the fact a something “alongside” the other things?  What is that “in”?  Has my whole enterprise, my lovely ontology, simply crashed?  It isn’t quite or at all as simple as Quentin, in his impressively simple exposition, has so beautifully laid out.  This god will not be bedded down quite so easily.  The night is full of turmoil and trepidation.  Lovely entanglements.  Marauding meanderings.  Close sensing and abandonment.  Philosophy is wild.

4689  Every statement in a philosophical piece of writing must feel right.  It must not be replaceable by any other.  There is a necessity to the marching advance.  Or it readily falls apart into the nothing it always was.  Just what that is or how to capture it is a mystery.  It really has nothing to do with a clearly laid out outline, or editing or polishing or simple logical flow.  It is other.  It is even sometimes there and sometimes not in the same piece.  Or seen by one and not another.  Like beauty, it is hide-and-seek.  Yes, no, what were you saying?  And so we are here in the place of the gods.  Which, of course, is nonsense, but uncontrollably true.   And we should probably not think about it.

4690  The correlationists have a problem.  I mean other than having a funny name.  They seem to have backed themselves into a corner.  They are idealists and as such they have put the forms of being in the mind as conditions of representation for consciousness—or something close to that.  Philosophy does not admit of precise precise formulations.  You get the point.  Thus everything we see or think we see with our mind’s eye depends on the mind’s contributing something to its very being.  Without the mind and its forms there is nothing.  The problem they have, as shown so well by Quentin Meillassoux, is that they then cannot talk of any beings, as science does, that existed before mind and its forms evolved.  And they do believe in the mind’s evolving out of pre-existent things—sort of.  It seems to me that if they hadn’t put those forms in the mind and made all beings mind  dependent, of course including those that came before mind, that then they wouldn’t be in this fix.  So why to idealists balk at having universal forms existing separate from the mind’s knowing them?  It’s because they don’t want to be seen as idiots and have people, i.e. other academics, laugh at them.  But the Boy they take home at night will put up with anything.  He just rolls his eyes and carries on.  They no doubt think he’s naïve.

4691  Concerning the correlationists and the anti-correlationists, have they both, in their worrying about the existence of things before the evolution of mind, absolutized time?  Are they “guilty” of placing objects “at” moments?  Are there such things as moments (of time) for objects to be at?  No.  There are only time relations.  I’m not sure how that changes the argument, but it does somehow.  My problem is that, when it comes to thinking about time, I am an idiot—sort of.  Anyway, I have never read anyone who could think that.  And to try to think it leaves all of us feeling a little guilty, like we just left the room when we shouldn’t have.

4692  I have just finished reading After Finitude by Quentin Meillassoux and I have written a number of pieces about the book.  I posted them and I put my customary pictures of boys alongside them.  It is that last act that will ensure that that author and his followers will never read what I have to say.  So why do I do it?  It’s the apotropaic herm.  It’s a common devise at the entrance to the temenos.  It always marks the boundary between the sacred and the profane.  I am not a secularist as are those others.  They stay.

4693  Calasso writes, “Sacrifice does not serve to expiate guilt, as the textbooks say.  Sacrifice is guilt—the only one.”  On that sacred ground, that temenos, that place that is cut off, thus ab-solutus, the chaos of Being, gratuitous killing of the pure, the unnatural - there the senseless, meaningless Unreason is confined, and life here can continue.  To not have the victim is to mix that chaos, that arched back of Being, into the everyday and trouble begins.  We need an innocent lamb to slaughter.  But where is He?  And who, as officiant, is willing to take on the guilt roaming about the killing grounds?  The logic itself is impeccable.  Peccata mea.  Peccata nostra. 

4694  It seems strange to me that those very philosophers who want to cut off religion and its God because that is the very heart of immorality (which it is), they are the ones who so blithely talk about the Unreason, the ground of our science, the chaos from which the world arises.  They so easily talk about the terror.  It’s as though they are reading a story in the comfort of their academic confines, protected.  They are Hegelians playing with the Dialectic.  The soft screams of Kierkegaard never enter their ears.  By next Tuesday the contract for their book will be finalized.  And Isaac will be just that guy in the third row, half-asleep.   

4695  The philosophy I use to think about existence is, for the most part, that of Gustav Bergmann.  He is the one who was the most dedicated and hard-nosed in attempting ontological analysis and when he ran up against the inevitable difficulty of analysis he kept on going and never took the easy way out of jumping to another discipline to try to solve the problem.  He took an ordinary object, broke it up into its many ontological pieces, and then found himself in great difficulty when he tried to put those pieces all back together into the one object.  It’s an old story.  Bradley taunted Russell with the problem and Russell never really could give a satisfactory reply.  Nonetheless, Russell was doing what every analyst must do and all philosophers, finally even Bradley, do the same thing in one way or another.  The problems of philosophy inevitably seem intractable.  It’s the ancient problem of the one and the many.  Plato speaks of little else.

The Kantians try to solve the problem by saying that the pieces are mental phenomena hovering over the unapproachable thing-in-itself.  The oneness of that thing out there can never be described fully and captured with any totality of thought.  The out there in finally not a totality.  Philosophers of the Act are always worrying that  the external object is and then again is not a part of the Act.  And does unity lie with thought or the out there and what is the unity of those two?  The one and the many.  The object oriented people insist that you can do all the hammering together of sensa you want and you will never reach the object, which they insist cannot be reached.  The one and the many may finally be many.

On the analytical side, the most famous attempt to break the problem is to simply deny it is a problem.  Rather it is a misuse of language.  And they jump into the science of language.  Even the continentals like this way out.  It is a part  of the Scientism that is out and about.  One of the disciplines of science will surely save us.  It never happens and the prospects look worse every day.

Personally, I have jumped into a sort of religion of the Boy, the crasher, the incorrigible.   I expect collapse.  I find the madness of love to be the most apt description of what is going on.  And I have said, ad nauseam, that the ordinary and the ontological are at each other and that struggle will never end.  Philosophy and the everyday world together are my worry.  The Boy and the boy are not the same—but, of course, they are the same.  The one and the many.  I write little pieces that have a sort of unity, but they keep coming.  And tomorrow I will try again.  And inevitably succeed, as always, but maybe too easily. 

Bergmann, by remaining faithful to himself and his subject matter, eventually became friends with those strange mystical and otherworldly beings on the far side of analysis.  If you have ever gone on this most arduous journey you will know them too.  Philosophy can be embarrassing to the worldly.

4696  Ontological analysis eventually breaks down, but then again maybe that’s the way of all analysis.  It could be that the very idea of analysis is only an analogical idea.  It may be like the part-whole taking apart of a clock.  Maybe ontology doesn’t break down, but only the limits of the analogy are found.  Even a clock cannot be taken apart like a clock if we also consider its functioning and its value and its beauty and so on.  The part-whole analogy will not work.  Then again, perhaps paradoxically, perhaps not, analogy is itself a part-whole idea, sort of, and so bham! there’s only that and analysis remains itself.  We have no other way to understand existence.  No other way to say what it is.  The part-whole, or the one-many breaking apart stands.  And falls.  And continues.  The breakdown of ontology is real.  The breakdown is a part of Being—as it were.

4697  We live in the age of theoretical collapse, in science, in philosophy, in art, in philosophy, in my cooking, in everything.  But we’re getting used to it—at least I am.  It is high romanticism.  It is a repeat of Decadence from a hundred years ago.  Nothing stands, but who cares?  The times are sweet.  The end is near.  Or not.  Probably not.  In the infinite Cosmos other worlds whirl and whirl and we are also there.  I think.  I’m not sure.  Infinity is a trip.  Sometimes a bad trip.  And then the pressure cooker blows up. 

4698  In the philosophy of mind there is a position called parallelism that seems to me to be factually true for the time being.  There is a lot of hesitancy in that statement, but I think for good reason.  It is, after all a scientific observation, not an ontological necessity.  Consider water, it has the properties we are all familiar with: wet, silvery, soft to the touch, liquidy, sometimes cool etc..  And then there is the atomic structure that underlies it.  The parallelism I am talking about is that the observed properties and the atomic properties go together.  That is to say, if we see water and feel it, then we expect the atomic structure to be there as it so regularly is.  Likewise, if we measure water and our meters tell us such and such, then there is a parallel underlying structure that is always there.  We expect that kind of regularity.  But is that parallelism necessary?  I will answer No. Suppose someone tells us that he, perhaps in a trance, entered another world where there was a totally different underlying structure to the same observable properties.  Or that he found out that in that in that world there was in fact no underlying anything.  Could we believe him?  Yes, we could if we had no reason to believe he was lying or dreaming.  What he says is ontologically possible.  The parallel connection is not necessary; it is only a fact in this world.  and it is a good thing that that regularity does hold in this world or we would never be able to manage.  If that other world exists, it is good that the two worlds are separate.  For example, let’s suppose that I have to go in for surgery and an anesthesiologist is going to put me under.  I really do hope that there is a regularity between that chemical on my brain and my being conscious.  I don’t want the conditions of some other world to come in just yet.  If the surgery is not successful, maybe then.  Then a different parallelism might be set up and I would still be me.  It is all ontologically possible.  To say it isn’t is to insist on necessity being where there isn’t any. We must accept the world and worlds as it or they are given to the mind’s eye.  

Self-identity through change is another matter altogether. 

4699  It’s questionable.  I write philosophy, but am I a philosopher?  Or am I just a writer?  Is philosophy the writing of philosophy?  We are a people who have been imbibing the bloody Logos for a long, long time.  The Logos.  Is that the writing that we are?  Or the timing in the writing?  Surely it’s the timing, that necessary thing for the dance of this art, this love, this eternal coming undone.  It whispers in my ear like a daimon.  It scratches my tabla rasa like a diamond.  But it, or rather he, is ambiguous.  I am uncertain.  Of necessity.  Entropy.  His room is a palace, but it’s a mess.  He languishes and invites me to languish.  I resist.  He loves it.  I write the easy resistance of the murmur.  I demur and let it be.   

4700  Let us define evil as the willful attempt to give being to what doesn’t exist.  A lie would be evil.  A pretending to be what you aren’t would be evil.  Any act that would give being to what doesn’t exist.  A sham.  Deception.  Hypocrisy.  The counterfeit.  Thus the hard-nosed materialist thinks that all Platonism is evil.  And the ethereal Platonist thinks the materialist by giving the perfection of existence to material things is evil.  We look about for the willfully deluded and call them evil, especially if they teach their trash to the young.

I look about in the world for images of the eternal Forms.  I see Beauty itself revealed in a face, a stance, a glance.  I see a god peering out from the interstices of matter.  I look past the individual to the timeless perfection.  Am I evil?  The anti-Platonist thinks I have attempted to give being to what does not exist.  And I am a sad case.  To be hemmed in or forced to sit in the void.  I judge the other in another way.  I am the antipode. 

Who will defend the writer of powerful fiction?

4701  In everyday life we sing the blues, we miss our cues, we pay our dues, we cry.  And we sometimes think that philosophy can help us through.  We read and listen and make confession.  And a glimmer of understanding takes us away for a moment to somewhere and some thing that is well neigh ineffable.  We have escaped.  But the old self is still back there and he has not profited one 25 cent bit from it all.  Philosophy, I see now, is of no help at all in the everyday, but it does grab the self of the self and they flee. Bright, shining schemes and the Raptor.

Philosophy is a thing unto itself away from mere life.  I read and I write in communion with what I have read.  It is a conversation.  Con+verto.  A turning and turning on both sides.  Ampelos.  Amphi+eileo.  To twist and turn around and around, face to face.  Anti-helix.  Like a lucky boy, I live through the newly discovered intimacy of the night before step by step turn by turn.  Then like an abandoned lover, I go through what suddenly happened again and again over and over looking for a different reality.  I find bright, shining schemes and then the Raptor.

Philosophy and the everyday do not mingle.  But the human is also an inhuman thing away from here.

4702  All the philosophy written today, all the new philosophy we have, is the labor of the middle-class professor.  His life is a struggle.  He tries to honor both family and country.   He is as precise as scientist.  He is challenged and he challenges.  Life is war.  He must be stern and precise.  He is humble.  The absolute is beyond him.  He’s not interested in it.  He has problems.  And in all that he will try his best to be faithful to family and country.  There is no coquetry here.  He says exactly what he means in words that mean exactly what they ought to mean. The other than that is very other.

I use their language, in pieces, and their hard seriousness, for a moment, and I twist it and turn it over the fire of my desire.   

4703  The most important question for philosophy has always been What is the mind?  A constant side consideration, more of a side bewilderment, has been What is time?  How do we account for self-identity through change?  Not only of the mind, but of an ordinary thing.  I love that old story of a man who every day replaced one piece of his ship, put the piece in a pile near his house, until every piece had been changed and the original pieces lay unconnected over there.  The philosophical question is Is that boat he was working on, with nothing of the old boat remaining on it, now one and the same boat he always had?  Or, more interestingly, if he reassembled those pieces in that pile, would that be the old boat once again?  

And then there is Des Cartes’ piece of wax that changed all of its characteristics as he brought it near the fire.  What makes it one and the same piece of wax?  The usual answer has always been that there is an underlying something that remains.  It   has been called substance, object, thing-in-itself.  Whatever it is called it is seen as the truly existing, while the properties and parts that come and go are somehow secondary or mere appearances of that unseen something.  And there is the problem.

I have never liked the notion of an unseen, underlying anything.  One of the reasons is that it turns the appearing phenomena into lesser things, even non-existent things.  As I see it, the appearing phenomena fully exist separate from my mind and from anyone else’s mind.  There is no lesser existence.  What appears before my mind’s eye exists fully.  Substance, object, thing-in-itself never appears and I doubt it is there.  Which leaves me without an answer of how to account for self-identity through change.

There is one other answer that is sometimes given.  That says that Time itself is the substance of the world.  Hegel said Das Sein des Geistes ist die Zeit.  Time is the being of the mind.  I like that even less.  The Buddhists, who don’t believe in a self, always end up here.  Now what?  But there is no Now, that I can see.

Without an underlying substance of any kind, the phenomena "hang on the cheek of night like a jewel in a rich Ethiop's ear."  We are left with only the beauty of words.  And the problem repeats itself in another form.  The Boy is a fright.
4704  I have never been a fan of “fantastic tales”.  Call them what you will, ghost stories, horror stories, marvelous tales, gothic, decadent, supernatural, visionary I have always been turned off.  I like the visible, out in the open, in the light, rationally formed, world of appearances appearing. I think that is why I am so turned off by German Idealism, which thinks it almost sees the unseen thing hiding close within.  The scary Thing-in-itself, the Origin.

Heraclitus said Nature loves to hide.  He is the great hero of the Germans.  The master of the irrational, the warlike, the flow of change.  Parmenides is his opposite.  For him Being and Thought are one; there is no change; he shies away from the mixing bowl of sub-lunar life and he chooses the Perfections of the Simple Things.  I am Parmenidean.  I choose the light and the open and shy away from the hidden and the dark. 

4705  To be is to be seen.  Esse est percipi.  That is usually thought of as the motto of idealism, especially Berkley’s subjective idealism, but things are not what they seem in elementary philosophy.  It could be just as true in a philosophy of realism.  It is an ambiguous statement.  Idealism, as such, may not accept it.  It may rather want to say that the seen world began as an idea in the mind but it was projected out, either with or without a trailing umbilical cord still attached, following the impetus of an unseen thing.  

Realism, indeed, could say that the world is there on its own without having been produced by mind but Being is such that to be is to be known.  In other words Being may not emanate from knowing, but being known may always emanate from Being.  Therefore, for this realism, all beings are known because it is an essential and necessary part of Being to be known.  Knowing and being known inevitably follows Being—and not the other way around.  The wet emanation, as it were.  

Or you could try to build a philosophy of realism in which there are beings that are not known and perhaps never will be.  Our science of cognitive evolution seems to want to say that.  It does see the seen world as a projection of the evolved brain.  If you like the macabre you may want to think of the seen world as having been, not projected, but pulled out by some unknown force.  The mind is the womb seeded by the unseen and then forced to give birth.    

You will choose whichever philosophy feels good.   Things are not what they seem to be in elementary philosophy.

4706  In the visionary, the fantastic, the otherworldly, there is always an eerie presentiment. The unseen is mysteriously present.  It is a twisted presence, but it is a presence.  There is, in fact, only presence.  The unseen other is nothing at all.  The noumena, the thing-in-itself, is a sham.  It was conjured up as a stopgap because of the contradiction within Being.  It was suppose to save us from being torn in two by antinomies.  But it led instead to bad movies and lurid magazines.  Now we have the superimposition of quantum states for the well-read.  It’s a show.  The gods are back.  Sacrifice is performed every day.  The universe magically continues.  The Boy grins knowingly.  And you know that he knows.  I don’t believe in the withdrawing of substance; it’s all philosophical showbiz.  There are only the boys dancing.  And they are Nagarjuna.

4707  Yesterday I watched a grown man ask urgent questions about whether or not such and such happened concerning a TV personality.  This man avidly reads biographies of famous people.  It all seemed like such a great concern about nothing, nothing at all.  All those people’s lives, lives he worried so much about, never really existed, but were manufactured by corporate designers.  Still, what he does is absolutely no different from high class minds reading the “great books”.  Nor is it different from a cowboy who dreams as he drives his pick-up.  Or soldier as he anxiously looks out over the valley and thinks of home.  We all live in a dream world.  It is all artifice.  So what is really going on here?  Are we all just lonely and crazy?

What is going on is that we are all catching a fleeting glimpse of something far away and eternal.  One tattered shred of that magic thing is enough to transport us out of here.  But maybe you do not believe in eternity and the magic thing.  Or you do only in your lonely, crazy moments.  We all believe.

A little boy makes a gesture of flying on high and he is flying on high.  A grown man tilts his head and looks down as does a mountain climber and he in on high.  He leans back as into the seat of a race car and he is in the speed of the timeless out of here.  Mere gestures and tacky symbols are powerful.  And we intimately know the reality they lead to. Even the disgust with this place.  Then a few pixels on a screen and we see perfection itself.

I employ the diction and syntax of English, and what is that if not close to nothing at all.  It transports me into meaning and sometimes power.

4708  Deconstructions, as a philosophy, is, of course, true, which then, I suppose, means that it isn’t.  Here’s how it works, but, then again, not.  If you have X, the main, the first thought of, half of a dialectical pair, and you have y, the second, marginalized, other half; then you have, through the twisting and turnings of dialectic, which is nothing, the strange situation that X is really y and always has been.

As an example, let us contemplate appearance and the thing-in-itself.  We all know, don’t we?, that appearances yield and become nothing when confronted with the power  of that whatever-it-is that the appearances are appearances of.  I watch movements of and listen to the words of that one over there.  I know that he, as a person, as a real substance, is more, much more, that merely those movements and those words.  There is a reality, a strong reality, behind all that.  Appearances yield.  He is there.  Or what?

He, X, is more important than his outer appearances, y.  But does X really exist?  I surmise that X is merely a turn of phrase that we are given.  We all have heard it said that outer beauty is not important, that only inner beauty in the soul is of real value.  It’s a saying.  It is no more than a saying.  And we humbly go along with it.  We think it is obviously true.  And yet, we don’t believe it.  It is only a saying, an appearance in words, nothing more than appearance.  The Thing behind the appearances is artifice and gleam.  We are left with appearances and they are, in fact, the thing-in-itself.  The thing-in-itself is real and it is that.  The logic is impeccable.  And itself just spinning glitter in the night of thought.  Being is.

4709  I’ve been reading the Fantastic Tales edited by Italo Calvino. A very good book.  I probably shouldn’t write any criticism of those stories because I cannot maintain the seriousness required to really understand them, but here goes; it’s definitely not my genre.  The main idea seems to be that the devil assumes the form of a beautiful woman and leads a man into madness—after he kills his best friend.  It’s a tale of illusion, delusion, allure, reception, deception, entrapment, artifice, entanglement and fire.  Woman as evil.  The beauty of a dream.  Impending insanity.  It ain’t pretty.  It’s a feminist’s nightmare.  But, then again, it’s everyone’s nightmare.  Artful unreality.

It is one of the great themes of modern thought that man deceives himself.  He does it in order to avoid looking at an intolerable horror.  That is Freud, who was in a long train of magical undoers.  We have been taught to see the world as constructed out of nothing, an illusion, a beautiful trap.  And we are supposed to understand perfectly well the draw of such artifice.  The Boy is a wild one, but he is never artificial.  His beauty is natural, never poetic.  He is not constructed illusion.  That is the difference.  The lovers of illusion would not take to him.  His push is real, not a “fantastic tale”.  Thus, he is not Maya.

4710  The ordinary and the perfect ideal.  The former never does as you want.  It is a constant fight.  Push, push.  Eventually something happens and the fatigue sets in.  He weighs heavy against you.  The fatigue feels good.  The weight.  You love the argument, the pressure, the inattentiveness.  You work the day and the night.  He never quite leaves.  You wonder why.

The perfect tears your heart.  Silence.  No argument.  A pure complexion beyond the real.  He listens and understands.  And he loves you with no one else in mind.  He is as empty-headed as a Buddha.  He is so-gone right there.  He is beyond existence.  He tears.  And rips.  And you long.  No one is as desirable as this thing.  Some say he is perfect evil.  Burning beauty.

4711  Trying hard to avoid idolatry, those who travel the via moderna, refuse to turn the mind and its concepts into things.  Surely that is Heidegger’s attempt to separate Sein from seienden.  He wants a totally transcendent Being.  He claims that the mistake of metaphysics was to turn Being into God, a thing, a god among gods.  Therefore, Heidegger and the concerned others will strive for a non-existing God, a non-thing.  It will then appear to be an atheism.  The void and the emptiness will be striking.  They will strike out facing their own impending unexisting and they will call it authenticity.  They will be resolute.  But it will be a trick because the void and the empty are themselves merely other things on the way, der Denkweg.  Soon the Glory.

The Glory never came; so they turned to another transcendence, or quasi-transcendence—Das Volk.  They, just like their followers today, are exceedingly political.  They turn to the people, their people, as their great concern.  The People, their tribe, their glory—sort of.  The withdrawal of Being had been too great; it was stuck; so they went elsewhere.

The via moderna is nominalism, a philosophy the denies the existence of universals.  It says such things are merely concepts and not existing things.  That way it thinks to free man up.  To make him the ground of his own thoughts.  To give him over to transcendent freedom.  To share in the non-existence of God.  But it is, of course, a little too much.  It makes one—to say the least—rather dizzy.  Such transcendent freedom eventually brings despair.  And another trick is called for.  Being, it seems, always sends a trick.  A plaything for the night of thought.

Because I do not believe in such non-existing concepts, but rather in philosophical things which I call universals, the Forms, I am seen as idolater.  I even have an existing thing I call God.  Even Being is a thing.  I go all the way into their forbidden territory.  Surely I am lost, they think.  A metaphysician.

4712  Continuing on, philosophy as metaphysics, in its desire to grasp and control, turned Being into a being, God, and thus set itself up as a powerful tool of man.  But the thing it placed before us as the Highest was a dead thing, a product of its own machinations.  Philosophy became a machine, a formula, a system, a robot-spirit.  The age of technology was let loose.  Heidegger and the others want us to get back to the living god, the god beyond man’s positing.  Man must let Being be and not try to produce thing after thing after thing.  Only when Sein is no longer a seinede is it life itself.

Today, if you ask somewhat something is, he will probably refer back to its manufacture.  Broadly speaking, to how it was made.  For example, what is purple?  It is made by putting red and blue together.  What is a hand, an idea, a society?  They are constructs developed over aeons to cope with the forces of nature.  Everything is the product of causes necessitating a solution to a need.  It is the Will in nature to survive.  We make things that we might exist and our existence is our making things.  We are producers; we propose and project things.  All of it is dead because all of the beings around us came out of a Will to control.  We could no longer find Being because it had withdrawn or we had killed it or we didn’t want to simply because it made us dizzy.  We had to then survive.  But now our technology has become too much and the dizziness has returned.  So the eco-ists are trying to tells that our technology must be more “organic”.   But that is more projection, positing, and integrated production.  Being as beyond the thing is still nowhere.

I do agree with Heidegger in that I also think that describing how or why something is made will tell you nothing about what a thing is.  If it did then everything would ultimately come back to the Will willing itself.  The Will to Power.  Everything would be the result of Mind creating ideas and positing them in a world.  Maybe a Great Transcendent Mind.  The Will to create.  The Womb of the universe.  And then the troublesome cosmology and cosmogony begins.  I don’t even want to start walking down that path, but if Being has so ineluctably withdrawn for those guys what other choice did they have.  Even Heidegger eventually walked back to nature and those underground whirligig gods.  Blut und Boden und Feuer.

4713  Continuing on, unlike Heidegger I do have things in my philosophy, my ontology.  They are, however, rather otherworldly—universal forms, bare particulars and that whole circus of wild animals.  I have not insisted that for now they are in an inaccessible beyond.  But they do have something of the deadness that he warned about.  That is why they are so beautiful or they are that because they are beautiful.  A sort of Decadence.  Consider this—artificial things are more intense, more strikingly beautiful than natural.  Pixelated pictures, manikins, polyester, the mere hint of love in formal literature.  It has the power to drive the mind mad.  And a youth who is blank and pure and arresting in appearance is beyond mere life.  Stillness is deeper than commotion.  A person as a thing is disquieting, and freezes movement, then that frisson travels the path upward.  I analyze and break an ordinary thing up into its eternal pieces and that word “eternal” lifts me out of here.  Beyond life.  

4714  Some people are in love with illusion and the idea of illusion.  It is light and soft and ethereal.  The hard edges, the blunt force, the strike are gone.  The push, the demand, the incessant brute is no more.  The need and the kneading have vanished.  Only ephemeral light remains and then it is nothing.  To say that life and love and thought are illusion is easy.  It is play.  It is the end of desire’s anguish.  Only the blissful smile and the nodding sigh of freedom linger.  And the memory of the knife’s edge. 

“The Christ forsaken on the cross—the God without illusion” only the hard, the severe, the real await.  He already knew all about it.  The Lover’s gaze upon him.  

4715  “A God without illusion.”  Sidestepping the interesting question of what a God with illusion would be, let’s say, for the moment, that this God without is one who sees real reality.  Let’s also suppose that God always clearly sees real reality, no illusions.  Would he be able to participate in the “suspension of disbelief” that is needed to enjoy a piece of theater?  Or a lover dressed up?  Or a revolution?  Or even the twinkling stars?  But never mind, there’s no need to be silly about all this.  There is the serious side of someone dying and finally seeing what has really been going on.  Was Jesus then completely disillusioned?  That would be despair.  Or maybe not in a God.  Did he finally become an atheist?  Is a God without illusion merely a man?  Or did he lose his illusions about man?  I have no idea.  I’m a writer; I need to think I am a good writer even if it is all illusion.  I need to think that my words are eternal.  As Sartre supposedly said, “Life has no meaning the moment you lose the illusion of being eternal.”    Oh well, he also said, “Like all dreamers, I mistook disenchantment for truth.”  And, “That god does not exist, I cannot deny; that my whole being cries out for God, I cannot forget.”  And, “I have no need for good souls: an accomplice is what I want.”  And even, “Three o’clock is always too late or too early for anything you want to do.”  All of which means nothing much.  A God without illusion is a God who is not in play.  He writes nothing.

Or is illusio means, as philology suggests, to mock.  And writing is illusion.  Then is writing the act of mocking others?  And then Jesus is one who … etc..

4716  In our theories of cause and effect, of crime and making out, we say that the two things up and come together.  That regularity and that togetherness are mystical and, in the night of thought, the occasion, that falling against, the one and the other, bangs inside the thinker’s head and he breathes out.  He knew it all many years ago when outside there was only the winter wind. Lyricism and destruction.

4717  Consider these two pairs of lovers: Socrates with Alcibiades and Aschenbach with Tadzio.  In both cases youthful beauty is aligned with a man of age.  In the first pair, the lovers not only speak to each other but they engage each other with quickness of argument; they are spirited with each other.  That spirit in Socrates is the youthful deity inside the old Satyr Silenius.  The second pair not doesn’t speak to each other but if they did, the reader feels, it would destroy the love because Aschenbach, when it comes to love, is nothing more than a bourgeois idiot.  And Tadzio is empty-headed, hardly able to command an army as did Alcibiades.  This pair is not spirited and to bring it into real world engagement would be embarrassing for them and the reader.  Both are without the presence of inner youth.  They had to find each other somewhere else.  

The first pair is Greek; the spirit is present.  The second is German; the spirit is elsewhere.  Lively dialogue vs. boring, long philosophical treatises.

4718  Here are two absurdities I read often in continental philosophy, but not only there.  1) So-called secondary properties, color, smell etc., are relations, i.e. a relational whatever between the brain and the space-time something-or-other.  2) The mind, or thought, is a function or functioning of something, probably the brain.  

Color and texture and fragrance are not relations.  That this music is smooth is not the coming-together of anything.  The music is smooth and that’s that.  It may very well be true that that fact travels together with the fact that there is a relation exemplified by some other things, but those two facts are different particulars.  The color blue cannot be reduced to anything else.  Blue is just the color blue and it is not a relation.

As for the mind and its thoughts, it is true that, like functions, they are located nowhere in space; they are temporal, not spatial.  The particular in a thought, though, no doubt does exemplify time relations with other particulars in the world, but that is not the thought itself.  A thought is only itself.  And it is not the functioning of anything.  A thought is, most certainly, not a functioning of a brain.

Both of these positions of mine are clearly seen on phenomenological inspection.  All else is just bad science.  It is the jinn arising out of the magic bottle of fantasy.  And those jinn are the very essence of today’s materialism.  The Fantastic is the literature of the day.

4719  The idea of the withdrawn is used a lot today by some philosophers, and why not.  It’s an interesting idea.  It is, however, much more paradoxical than is acknowledged.  Let’s suppose you are at a bar where a crowd of people often gathers each looking for company and a special friend.  I want you to notice the barely noticed.  It is almost always the case that someone will go there just as the others go there and for the same reason, but he is always overlooked.  He goes in, situates himself, maybe orders something and looks around.  He sees a group that would be fun to join and he sees one or two good-looking ones he would like to go home with and he waits to meet someone.  He waits for quite a while, all the while walking around and saying hi and receiving a hi in return, but it is never really more than that.  He never connects.  He remains by himself looking.  After many hours he finally just goes home.  No one really saw him.  No one paid any attention.  And though he was right out in the open, he was as unseen as the snakes under the building.  Unseen, finally unknown.  Is that withdrawal?  Though someone maybe, probably, saw him, they never gave him a second look.  Barely acknowledged, he was, in fact, unacknowledged.  No one remembered him.

The most withdrawn is usually in plain sight, but he attracted no one’s attention.  He was thus unattractive.  Without attractiveness, no one will know.  What is attractiveness?  I am not only talking about people at a bar, but also about the guy in class who sometimes speaks, is always thinking, but no one listens to him.  It’s the same.  He was right there, but no one really saw or heard him.  And thought he always got a smile, he never connected.  He might as well have been locked away in a prison cell.  No one knew him.  Withdrawn right out in the open.  He did not have that attractiveness that is required, but what is that?

4720  I remember that when I was much younger I was worried by this quote from Sartre, “Evil is the product of the ability of humans to make abstract that which is concrete.”  I’m no longer worried by it, but I still think it is true.  That’s why I insist that the color blue is just the color blue and not some high-minded neuro-abstraction made out of some minimally interpreted, quantum-sensitive, semi-deterministic, branching, modal calculus.  Or whatever other cute setup they’ve got going down.  Not that the setup is wrong, mind you. 

4721  I have written up the withdrawn as that which, paradoxically and ironically, is hidden right out in plain sight.  It’s a common trick of spies.  The literary.  And guys with a taste for the daring.  But it all seems too much for the modern philosopher and surprisingly even the post-modern who are so very commonsensical and scientific.  Science will allow anything but such blatant contradiction.  And the common will not put up with such deviance, so disruptive to the common good.  Only the daring caring not for our sanity submit.  And it is the old religion.

But it seems like nothing at all and it is quickly and quietly forgotten.  

4722  Is the world infinite?  Or at least transfinite?  That is to say is it not ever a totality, but always escaping toward the higher numbers?  I surmise that it is.  And I then believe that the mechanisms in this very finite body we have cannot ever contact those places beyond this cramped, equally finite cell we are now in.  Can we guess at what those other places might be like by using the tools of transfinite mathematics?  Yes, I think we can make a good guess.  Is the mind able to transcend this finite body and know those places?  Maybe, I see no reason why not.  Has anyone ever done that?  Who knows, maybe we do it all the time.  Maybe that is philosophical intuition.  It seems to me that it is.  I really don’t think that there is a parallel structure in the brain for every thought.  We are, after all, able to think the infinite.  Could a finite brain do that?  I don’t know.  I doubt it, but it’s a mathematical, neuro-computational question.  The argument rages.  That intellectual fire is burning up the world. 

Anyone who has travelled for a while in the mathematics of the transfinite numbers knows that it’s an enchanted place.  No one, no school, goes there and comes back whole.  There is no whole.  It is philosophical breaking.  It is love for that ontological Boy.  A mad love.

4723  Nietzsche went mad.  Well yes, we all know that.  Along with his madness went the idea of the Eternal Return of the Same.  An Infinity stepped into the picture.  He had encountered this god on his journey to Italy.  His naked, laughing god danced his Shiva dance and that was the birth of modern philosophy.  

4724  Object-oriented writing—shall we call it OOW?—would first of all have to name those objects with names familiar to the reader or it would have to describe them sufficiently in order to give the reader a comfortable sense of knowing what they are.  And, because no object ever appears in propria persona, which is to say that it will never speak pro se, we have to rely on second-hand circumlocution.  Alas, even simple names are embedded in context.  The writing becomes a novel.  We have to wait hypotacticly.  Complexity, complexity.  We may be too tired to enjoy the denouement when the drawstring is finally exposed.  And then there will probably be more layers to work through until … nothing.  The object is never to be had.  The mirror of words, the specula, reflected only its own reflecting.  An infinite endlessness looms up ahead.  The vast plains of extendedness outside the intended.  And the dark glow of the fantastic.

Or we could forget all that nonsense about the object never being given to the senses and admit that the thing itself is present right in plain view.  If I say that the rain destroyed my new poster announcing the end of the world.  What is hidden?  Nothing.  Rain, poster, world, end, destruction—it’s all right there in propria persona.  No grand talking around.  No hide and seek.  No endless waiting.  There they are.  The Things.  No orienting through an unscrewable Orient.  But if you are in love or you are simply obsessed with the hidden and the dark and the unattainable, never mind.

4725  Don’t you think that w in the word two is strange?  It is the same as the u in doubt.  As the r in dire.  And the ei in deinos, the Greek word for so many frightening things, such as dinosaur.  The letter keeps shifting. Perhaps the root meaning is “to be of two minds”.    Thus it means the uncanny, the strange, the awesome.  It is the fearful.  And the number two is often the sign of evil in numerology, a very doubtful science.

“To be of two minds”, to be between, to be dialectically the same and then again different, to be the disappearing third.  It’s all so enigmatic and uncontrollable.  And it’s everywhere.  The familiar unfamiliar, the unfamiliar familiar, the living dead, the ghost, the is/isn’t.  It is plainly the ununderstandable everydayness of things.  The monotonous everydayness of the ununderstandable.  It won’t go away.  That one, that faggot existence, that other one who is making you so like him, it.  A pale, faustian unscholar.  A scholar.  The paper is due and you still haven’t made the proper decision, incision, cut, butt, strut.  Fuck.

Life is frightening because you were supposed to have … but the simplicity of it was too much.  Now it may be too late.  You really don’t have time.  A u and a double u.

4726  Hieros and oistros both come from √eis a root denoting passion.  Likewise holy iron and irate. Heiros is the sacred and oistros is the sting of the gadfly.  The priest and the satyr Socrates.  Oistros is madness. Hera sent Eustrus to sting Io causing her to wander to the ends of the earth.  That is the pattern of our intellectual journey.  One does not move in the world of the mind without a satyr gadfly inciting you on.  That’s a fact.  That is the madness of thought.  That is the priesthood of thinkers.

4727  John Locke could never make up his mind if words referred to things out there or to our ideas about those things.  Those things are, for him, primarily the things referred to by the simpler words of English, the monosyllables, the basic building blocks used to construct a world.  Ideas are much more.  With our wit and our imagination we make ever more fantastic constructions out of words.  Words begin to speak about word structures, about systems.  The simple things, the intense things, are forgotten in the swelter of human ideas growing bigger and bigger, more and more abstract.  He advocated a pure and simple language of established meanings.  But he also thought that it was the sign of intelligent thought that it could make long hypotactic sentences.  That it could establish the flow of ideas and the sequence of events.  The elemental things were quickly lost.  The mind was lost in its own imaginative constructions.  And the little words in simple sentences because an uncanny presence.

Today’s philosophers have the same problem.  How does one get out of the great, long sentences full of compounded abstractions that have long since been strangling thought?  How to get out of that sticky web to the simple world still so pure out there?  I have tried to stay with the little words and the simpler sentence.  But I do love the rhythms building and subsiding.  And the closing clasp.  I sigh and then the cadence falls.

4728  Just as n physics there is tension between the views that light is a wave and light is a particle, so in ontology there is tension between the view that an ordinary object is one smooth continuing thing through time and the view that it is made up of discrete pieces or moments.  I suppose you could also have the same tension about whether or not it is one thing in all its spatial extension or it is pieces somehow connected.  This is the problem of one and the many, part and whole, simple and complex.  This tension is the engine that drives the philosopher’s mind.  There is, alas, no resolution to the tension, no final point of relaxation, and, I surmise, never an oblivion of forgetfulness for the thinking mind to enter.

It is popular today, just as it was unpopular a few decades ago, to emphasize the whole, the oneness, the smooth process.  Substance is again with us.  And the discrete parts are somehow less.  The old arguments against substance will again surface soon and we will all turn around.  The tension will continue.  The mind will have no escape, even in death.  To say that it does is to give the palm to the discreters.  

To say that life does continue and it doesn’t continue is to say that it does continue.  If A and ~A, then A.  But something is awry.  The cross-eyed god is here.  

Your two locks are like the crescent moon,

Your two cheeks are like the finest musk.

Your black eyes are crossed and

Everyone likes a cock-eyed one with black eyes.

Once again you have coupled with another,

You mistook someone else for me.

If there is no hope of union for me [and]

I am not a mate for you, consider me an exceptional friend.

It is no surprise that you see one as two,

A cross-eyed always sees one as two.



Mas’ud Sa’d Salman

4729  The structure of my writing is the play between the Anglo-Saxon and the Latinate.  Between the low register and the high. Perhaps, therefore, between the sublime and the beautiful.  That latter division is tricky, sometimes murky, always an inexact consideration.  I wait for inspiration.

It is the case that the presence of the one seems to call upon the other.  The secret meaning of the first is the second and vice versa.  And it is always possible to look inside the Latinate at the root and simple particle used to build the compounded mass and see simpler things moving akin to that other Germanic ghost.  I move from the power of the wasteland to the light of meaningful communication.  And then back.  The Boy is from somewhere outside the city but now roams its streets.  He comprehends and conceptualizes with his hands.  He lies on the surface of your perception and grazes in the flesh.  The play carries on through the wrenching night and I delight in writing it up.  He is rather common.  He is a heavy imposition in the entryway.  The words shake. 

The Roman civitas was cruel and uncivilized.  The Germans were easily seduced.  The simple, innocent boy goes to town and finds himself in an impossible situation—graduate school.  He was much too pretty to leave alone. 

4730  Philosophy is phenomenology; that is to say, it attends only to what appears before the mind’s eye.  All else is the speculation of science into the unseen.  If philosophy asks What is number? it must attend only to the phenomenal appearing of number.  Thus, there is the motto of phenomenology: To the thing itself!  You cannot go to the thing itself if it doesn’t appear.  And what doesn’t appear is a matter of speculation and science and it is not philosophy.  Phenomenology puts a sort of garden wall around the appearing, and woos it, and insists that this place is sacred ground, a temenos, the temple of thought.  Then the object is examined with the caressing fingers of the mind.

Usually, when the topic of what a number is comes up (and only I would bring it up), the others begin to mumble something about concepts formed in reaction to some ancient threat and it was a handy tool for survival and on and on.  It’s all speculation.  No one thinks of going right up to number and intellectually probing it.  If fact, they would think such a proposal is absurd.  But that is phenomenology.  Without that philosophy cannot be done and all is speculation into the darkness beyond.  There the seductiveness of the present to hand must be scorned and it is evaded.  It’s an old fear.  I change the topic.  The seeing that philosophy offers is the threatening thing.

4731  What goes by the name of Analytic Philosophy, largely an Anglo-American phenomenon, has been, for the most part, an attempt to account for the obvious fact that the mind can think about what does not exist.  Hamlet’s twin, the bicycle you lost in third grade, the last prime number, that delightful presence that visits you on the darkest nights.  All poetic musings, mathematical meanderings, even, for crying out loud, economics and political so-called science.  What are those things?  They are not nothing; something does appear before the mind.  Analytic philosophy, from Frege and Brentano through Moore and Russell on to Bergmann, has had its say.  But, alas, a great many of those in the tradition, especially in the later years, have spent their time trying to show that it is a sham question and it is all more a matter of neuro-firings or linguistic legerdemain.  Many have suggested that the question itself is a sign of the sickness of metaphysics that has infected the cultural soul.  Hardly anyone today wants to revisit the question—which is not to say that the question was ever answered.

I still think about it.  I think about it a lot.  I certainly don’t dismiss it as meaningless nor do I jump outside philosophy to look for an answer.  The object before the mind’s eye when thinking about these things is an existent.  But there is something there that makes them different from the things that actually are.  What could it be?  Could it be actuality itself as a thing that creeps inside some things and not others?  All exist but only some have actuality.  That’s as far as I can get.  Do I see you roll your eyes in disbelief?

4732  What is a number?  What is the number four?  I’m doing philosophy, ontology, and therefore, I want to know what that is; I don’t want examples or to be shown where to look.  What is it in its very being?  Or is there nothing there, nothing at all?  I think you probably have no idea how to answer that question.  Which is ok, because nobody has any idea how to answer that question other than to say that  number is just number and a particular number is just that.  That’s what number and a number are.  Few like that answer.  Because we are voracious reductionists at heart.  Destroyers.  And we don’t like being confronted with such a brute thing.

Famously, the early formalists tried to say that number was a class of a class.  It was the property of a class of a class.  But a class is always one and it didn’t work.  Wittgenstein said that a number is the exponent of an operation.  Which seems to beg the question.  And on and on, but to no avail; an ontological account of number has eluded all.  

There is, I surmise, no accounting for number in  philosophy, except to say, as we did, that number is just number.  That is what you usually do in philosophy when you reach a dead-end.  The number four is one and it is many.  An ordinary class is one and it is many also, but a class in not a number.  What to do.  Classes and numbers just are.  And the surprising thing is that we know them perfectly and they are perfectly clear.  The end. 

4733  What is philosophy and why should we put up with its unanswerable questions?  Philosophy, like everything else, is music, a certain type of music, and, as with all music, it is subject to the winds of fashion.  I grew up intellectually in the late 20th century with the weirdness of new music, the experimental, electronic successor to the classicists.  It was very, very unpopular.  The populace hated it.  I learned to love it.  It is stark and bare.  It is like the boys of my night dreams.  And fright dreams.  Everything is obsessive.  Abrasive, abusive, corrosive, and hard.  My verge abut the day.  But, then again, sometimes it is sweet and beautiful—too much so.  The rhythms are perfect in their vanishing.  But they always return and his smooth skin burns me.  There is finally no reason, no reason at all, why you should pay any attention to philosophy and his vexing ways.  But the irksome music may suit you.

4734  The French are very good at unraveling the logic of long abandoned, ontological yarn.  They have Hegel as their Fadenführer.  It is marvelously demanding and finally nothing.  Virtual thought falling into the Absolute.  Or the gutter.  Or maybe an old girlfriend.  I rather enjoy it, or I would if I weren’t so often beset by my complete lack of understanding of what they are trying to say – or weave.  A soufflé?  Yes, a verbal soufflé. I like soufflés. But they fall flat too often.  And maybe the American analysts are right in thinking it is semi-mystical nonsense.  I sometimes like semi-mystical nonsense.  I think Jean Genet could fix up their trashy writing.  He would make it more trashy.  I kind of like trashy writing.  Understanding it would probably destroy it.  It was a tangled mass of yarn that had been abandoned for good reason.  But reason itself has fallen ill and Paris is cold in this winter of thought so old yarn raveled back up into new mufflers will have to do because it is all they have.  The final work is never pretty.  But I admire it anyway—or try to.  

4735  We look about and we make judgments about the presence or absence of good proportion.  The good is the well-proportioned.  Being itself is the acropolis of Harmony that is fine proportion.  To be ideally proportioned in to be in the Intensity.  To be is to be the ideal, the still subtlety of perfect proportion.  Being itself is in fine harmony with itself.  Proportionality is everything.  And you yourself will be badly judged if you fail the test.

But what is this Ideal?  We intuitively know it—sort of.  It moves all of us.  We keep still before it.  We are hard on ourselves because of it.  Still, it eludes us.  And mocks us.  And the shudder and the dither and the falter take hold.  Putus.  Idiotropos.  And his thorny crown.  The sprite, the spattered and strewn.  The sublime moves in.

4736  I have here written up a philosophy of the bare particular, which I have referred to and called with the name That.  The bare particular, being bare, is, of course, beyond or outside of description and representation of any kind.  Nonetheless, in our encounter with a thing, anything, from an ordinary object to universal to the most ethereal and mere connector, it is there as the presence most strongly There.  It is the That of that thing.

It is common today for philosophers to try and speak of that beyond speaking, beyond representation, beyond memory and intelligible presence.  They use all manner of tortured expressions to get it, to get at It.  Could it be that they are not talking at all about this bare particular, but of something more divine, or more than divine, the blank ground of the divine?  A bare particular seems so lowly.  A street urchin compared to the majesty of whatever it is that they spend so much intellectual effort to try to unexpress hintingly.  Who knows?  I stay with the lowly and hang out gayly.  I’m in love with That.

4737  The Object, as it is spoken of today, is not bare.  It is most certainly not bare.  And it is everywhere under consideration.  It is not, therefore, describable.  All of its perceived properties are left hanging outside of it in another.  Rather it is the place of Powers and Virtues and Dominion.  It is the Actant preeminent.  I suppose it is what is referred to in another place as the Dispositions of this position.  The Object is fiery and filled with the sap of life itself.  It is the sender of messages.  It is the beginning of thought.  It is Impressive in the nighttime of our knowing.  We have only to look on the Shield of Achilles and see it reflected.  The imprint of Life.  While the Object withdraws.  But the Object is most certainly not bare.  I have written up the bare particular.  That.  The simple terror of That.

4738  It has become a strong, outspoken belief of many that after the horrors of the 20th century it is no longer advised or even possible to advance the beautiful and that now we must only contemplate the awe-inducing Sublime.  This is in fact nothing new.  The anxiety-breeding presence of the phallic God was always too much for the many and the many have always jumped into non-representationalism.  In both Judaism and Platonism there are those who, in overwhelming numbers, have insisted on the devaluation of the senses, the annihilation of the senses, in favor of the purely abstract.  God is beyond our seeing and to think otherwise is idolatry.  That is piety.

Thus we have long commentaries that offer no pleasure in reading them.  No sweet rhythms.  No just that thing right there.  Always going on to nowhere, the image of the invisible God.  The ugly is preferred as the bearer of truth.  The broken.  The irascible.  No one can now manage.  The mathematics of the mathematical sublime is uncertain to the highest non-existent degree.  And we are covered with shame.  We must never forget.  We call it respect.

I long for the return of the simply beautiful.

4739  We are becoming more and more third world is this respect:  (but first a story).  I have, at times, tried to teach English in a third world country.  It always goes something like this: I arrange my thoughts; I deem certain matters of primary importance and some not so; I lay out my program and I begin.  Soon I hear a shuffling and I see discontent.  I inquire about the disturbance.  And I am rather quickly told that what I am trying to teach them is not about anything that is on the uniform school leaving exam.  (They really do know its general content.) Therefore, it is useless knowledge and they don’t want to waste their time.  In this respect, the third world is very, very post-modern.  They are not young people eager and willing to learn about the world they live in, to know its truth, to value knowledge as a good in itself.  For them knowledge has commercial value; they are consumers of knowledge-information.  Knowledge, for them, has exchange value; it will be exchanged for a good job.  All else is wasted effort. Knowledge in the sense of truth is nothing, nothing at all.  Knowledge is a consumer item.  That is the third world, where just making it is the great concern.  Their family expects it of them.

Here we do have some who still value knowledge as truth.  It is a good in and of itself.  In that regard we are a bit old-fashioned.  Soon though, I sense very soon, we will catch up with the third world and be entirely post-modern.   

I too am trying to sell Philosophy as a cheap thrill.  Around the Temple there are, there always have been, market stalls.  Divine kitsch, soft porn, heroic realism— not truth, but Truth.  I have fallen in bed with the third world.

4740  We live in an age of suspicion and judgment.  Presented with a piece of writing or a work of art we immediately set about thinking how we can characterize it.  Is it good or bad; what is the style; who does it follow; what could be changed to make it better.  We suspect there are hidden motives, hidden impulses, devious collusions.  Is he conniving with someone against me?  Maybe yes, and we should practice destruction.  The game is great fun.  It is the Sublime in our time.  We are all deconstructionists.  The end of the world is at hand.  Or not, because surely even that is suspicious and has to be judged precisely.  The ultimate jouissance will have to wait.  But we will not be naïve.

4741  One must read and then one must reread. Perhaps I should have said meta-read, but such a tortured word is absurd.  One notices things the second time around and one listens more closely to one’s own voice voicing out the now familiar matter.  I have written up my ideas in what is arguably a style too close to metered poetry; I have played with assonance and consonance scandalously; I have fallen for a sudden cadence into a case; I am a case.  But who would know if he hadn’t reread himself along the smooth lines of the laid out affair.  And with lithe inattention to consequential meaning slid inside his own tongued mouth.  And fairly knew.

4742  Here are three quotes for Nietzsche’s The Gay Science and Ecce Homo.  This is the Eternal Return of the Same.  

276  I want to learn more and more to see as beautiful what is necessary in things; then I shall be one of those who make things beautiful. Amor fati: let that be my love henceforth! I do not want to wage war against what is ugly. I do not want to accuse; I do not even want to accuse those who accuse. Looking away shall be my only negation. And all in all and on the whole: some day I wish to be only a Yes-sayer.

341 What, if some day or night a demon were to steal after you into your loneliest loneliness and say to you: "This life as you now live it and have lived it, you will have to live once more and innumerable times more; and there will be nothing new in it, but every pain and every joy and every thought and sigh and everything unutterably small or great in your life will have to return to you, all in the same succession and sequence—even this spider and this moonlight between the trees, and even this moment and I myself. The eternal hourglass of existence is turned upside down again and again, and you with it, speck of dust!"  

Would you not throw yourself down and gnash your teeth and curse the demon who spoke thus? Or have you once experienced a tremendous moment when you would have answered him: "You are a god and never have I heard anything more divine." If this thought gained possession of you, it would change you as you are or perhaps crush you. The question in each and every thing, "Do you desire this once more and innumerable times more?" would lie upon your actions as the greatest weight. Or how well disposed would you have to become to yourself and to life to crave nothing more fervently than this ultimate eternal confirmation and seal?
From Why I am so Clever -  My formula for human greatness is amor fati: that one wants to have nothing different, not forward, not backward, not in all eternity. Not merely to bear the necessary, still less to conceal it--all idealism is mendaciousness before the necessary--but to love it.
Wittgenstein said that the world consists of facts, not things.  The world is all that is the case.  Whatever is the case, whatever are the facts, they could always be other than they are.  That seems to be part of the essence of what it means to be a fact.  This possibility is always hovering close to whatever is the case.  Facticity is inherently unstable.  Any moment things might be different.  Very different.  Nothing exists of necessity.  Nothing is sure.  No law, no bindings, no imperial command will fix it all in place.  Existence gives way.

But that is not what Nietzsche is saying.  Is he?  How can we embrace necessity if there is no necessity anywhere?  Especially if God is dead, as He was the guarantor of the sure and the secure.  Are we now to assert the necessary by personal fiat?

Or has the ghost of the dead God returned.  Is that what eternally returns?  Is the ghost of necessity the thing we must now affirm and love?  To kill God and then have that thing, that great thing, return is a horror beyond horror.  The unspeakable.  Apophasis.  Nefas.  Nietzsche silently wrote that he saw the ghost of his dead father.  Is that the meaning of his writings?   

4743  A young friend comes to visit me.  I play music, he lounges and we talk.  I am always aware of the fact that he has almost a perfect body.  We talk on.  The conversation goes over this and that and always there is the thought that he has almost a perfect body.  I am of two minds.  I want the conversation simply to stop.  I want time to stop.  I want to move in close and up close and take in that form.  I want the conversation to stop.

In the everyday world a division is set up between the outer form and the inner, thinking mind.  I must attend to the latter.  The young friend is a living person, not a classical ideal.  But he is a classical idea.  And the inner thinking gets in the way of my attending to that.  That has always been the difficulty of classical art where the outer form rules.  The outer form fits my mathematical mind; the commotion of his thinking thought fits my agitation about that outer form.  He too understands and he probably also wants time to stop and be closely observed.

It is, of course, the same with these writings; I want the reader to contemplate the still outer form and not the meaningful stir of my thinking mind.  Or I long for an alignment in that secret preoccupation.

4744  Structure and design.  The boy lounges on my bed.  He is thinking and talking about something, but I am fastened to his form.  Structure and design.  Sleek like a new watch.  I watch his movements.  He tells of time.  Time stops.  Sleek and smooth and simply elegant in the stopped flow of time’s time.  Just confusion, I’m nothing more than the fire’s agitation.  What’s the use?  The use has been taken out of everything.  His arm drops onto the pillow. The pillow drops onto the floor.  The floor gives way.  Being falls.  I collapse into the unsolvable puzzles of ontological thought.  Design, design, it’s all a matter of the elegance of design.  Or the lack of it.

Is his new watch still a watch?  Is his dark, brilliant phone still a phone?  Are his lips still lips for  … they are for nothing; they just are.  I perform the contemplative act, just as he performs the contemplative act, and the intended object is destroyed.  In its place there rises up the perfect thing.  But only in our forgetfulness.  A trance.  The hypnosis of under-knowing.  A dream.  Perfection.  In that necessity which necessarily exists.  The returning that must be of that ever returning dream.  The sleek thing.

Then the perfection disappears and the use is heavily there again; we go about our work of conversing.  

4745  A rose is a rose is a rose.  It is a particular exemplifying the Form of Rose.  Are those two sentences contradictory?  A rose is a particular exemplifying the Form of Rose.  The everyday thing in your hand falls apart.  The eternal Things appear.  The Otherness at the heart of the rose looms large. The individual is gone.  It was an object because Object was there.  The Timeless replaces time.  Are they the ghosts of thought?  Is it against holy law to even speak of them?  Have I been forced to descend into Galimatias?   It seems to me that it all makes perfect sense.  But it’s that perfection that is the difficult dialectical point to reach.  The branches along the way scratch my face and reek of insolence.

4746  After the destruction is finished.  When the ontological pieces are strew about.  And all connectors snap.  The Things lie bare.  Each is just itself.  And then the apocalypse approaches.  The hiding place is ripped open.  The Primal Forms glare in the twisted light of unthought.  The Forms of Thing and Difference and The Same force the thinker into a torrent of words explaining the nothing of Beauty and oblivion.  

4747  An apple is an apple just an apple.  It is a bare particular exemplifying the Form of Apple.  Well Yes, but it is also a highly structured thing.  A structure has parts.  These parts are related to each other is an ordered way.  Part, relation and order are essential to a structure.  None of those things are easily understood if you look at them with the eye of an ontologist.  An apple is one thing.  It is many things somehow together.  I could say that it is a one-many, but does that really make sense upon close, very close, analysis?  Just that and the complexity will have to go together somehow.

Between the part and the whole there is the “part of” relation.  The part is one thing, the whole is another and there is a third thing, the connector “part of” between them (whatever “between” means).  Also, that is an ordered connection.  The part is a part of the whole; the whole is not a part of the part.  (Such obvious things are the essence of ontology.)  Alas, that little word “order” – seemingly so easy to understand – is the trouble-maker.  It is not at all easy to figure out what it is, ontologically speaking.

So let’s say that we magically understand part, relation or connector and order.  Voilà, we have structure. Now we have to somehow “connect” structure to the Form of Apple.  I can’t.  I should say, I don’t know how it is done, if it is done at all.  It could be that in a different realm of Being the simple apple does not have structure.  When I dream of an apple, it really doesn’t have any internal structure. Or I imagine it in a quick moment.  The structure has not been there as you read this and it appears in your thoughts.  I think it is purely an accident of this place that the Form and the structure go together.  Nonetheless, they do, sometimes, go together here and I simply don’t know how.

For the moment, though, when I glance over and I see a red something in the boys hand, I perceive that it is an apple and structure is not in that knowing.  I simply know that a bare particular exemplifies a Form.  And the knowing and the elegant fact are complete. 

4748  It seems to me that Berkley and Hume are basically right in their philosophy, except for their subjectivism.  The problem is that if you take out that subjectivism, you take out the basis on which their philosophy rests.  And the appeal these guys have for so many.

Take, for example, Hume’s idea of causation.  He, to speak loosely, turns the cause-effect connection into a mental act of association.  If event A happens then event B regularly follows along in our perception of it.  That regularity is the explanation of what causation is for us.  And since for these guys the things of perception are all in the mind, it is in the mind where these two things are regularly associated.  And that association is merely happenstance; it could have been totally different and it may be at the next turn in the road.  Moreover, what goes on outside the mind, whether or not there is a greater necessity out there, is purely a matter of conjecture.  For Hume, as for Berkley, the subjective mind is the theater of activity and that is the philosopher’s concern.  Then we jump to the basic idea that the mind, in its freedom, ties together and unties and makes a world.

I too think that cause and effect is the regularity of association.  I do not think that all that takes place in the theater of the mind.  When we look at that regularity of occurrence, we are not looking inside our mind or even inside the mind of God.  We are looking at the things “out there”.  And that association is most certainly not the tying and untying performed by a mental act.  It is not the illusion of a mere thinking mind.  

Association seems to imply mere association.  And that makes it somehow unreal.  Not life but the dream of life.  That appeals to our poetic youth in love with Maya.  And if there is a deeper necessity that would only make them shudder more lovingly.

4749  St. Augustine wrote, “The innocence of children is weakness of limb.”  He believed in Original Sin and thought that from birth we are worthy of condemnation by God.  Freud also thought that from birth we are steeped in sexuality and the child is not innocent of sexual knowledge.  Both Augustine and Freud, in this matter, are today roundly condemned.  Today we strongly believe not only in the innocence but the holiness of the child and as a corollary the sanctity of childbirth and motherhood.  In fact, childhood, motherhood and especially childbirth are the holy things of religion today.  We stand in awe and silence before it.  And we spend all our treasure to protect it.  We are far from Freud.  And from Saint Augustine, who theologized that unbaptized babies went to hell, though maybe a nicer part of it.  That part of Catholicism is now rejected out of hand by all.  We are all Protestant.  And the Roman Church will have to die.

4750  Science works like this; it’s simple.  (He innocently conjectured.)  Imagine we are sitting on a bus and we begin to move forward.  No wait! we are not moving forward; we are sitting still and the bus next to us is moving backward.  It’s old hat.  We have all spoken of that hat.  It’s simple.  But that contains the essence of scientific explanation.  (With Kant, we might call it a kind of Copernican Revolution.)  Science works likes this; it’s simple:  What we see or think we see is not working very well as an explanation, because some of the other things we see don’t jive with that.  So we take the phenomenal scene in hand, take it apart and then put it back together with the parts rearranged.  Violà, it works.

Einstein did it with relativity.  Objects bend around bigger objects as they travel through space.  Some force must be pulling them out of a straight line ( because things travel only in a straight line unless … ).  Force, however, is spooky.  He suggested that we, instead, say that those objects do in fact always continue to travel in a straight line, only now space is curved so that a straight line is, to our eye, curved.  Violà, we don’t need forces.   Likewise, when we measure the speed of light it turns out that we always get the same reading.  As we go faster and faster in the same direction as the moving light and we measure it, it seems that we should get a smaller and smaller measurement.  Something doesn’t jive.  So what we do is say that as we go faster and faster our measuring stick gets shorter and shorter and that makes us get the measurement we get.  Voilà, etc.

You see; we just rearrange something in our phenomenal field and it all works fine.  The only problem is getting used to the new screwed up view of things.

Kant, in his rearranging, took all those outer things like space and time and cause etc. and (because contradictions were popping up) took them out of the outer and put them in the inner mind, which the mind then projected out.  (Others had already put the “secondary” qualities in the mind.)  Viola, it worked – or sort of worked.  It didn’t finally work.  And so realism popped up in England with the New Realists.  Of which I am one.   We have put all that, including the secondary qualities, back outside the mind.  Oh my!  But not necessarily in space and time.  That last point is contentious.  I think they are outside space and time.  And I have fallen into the never-never land of Eternity.  I am content, but, no doubt, the boy will soon come along and rearrange my bed again.

4751  This one I see is one thing.  It is finished.  I understand just what it is.  It exists.  If I examine its internal structure I enter into an infinite falling.  The pathways lead on forever.  There is no one thing there.  It is never finished.  I fail to understand it.  There is no it there that exists.  The first way of seeing cannot be reduced to the second.  The second cannot give rise to the first.  The difference is overwhelming.

The first way is the way of eros and existence.  It is the rush.  It is command and lord.  It is firm and full and flowing.  And it is the stillness.

The second way is replete with thought, unending analysis, intellectual anxiety, finally nothing.  It is infinite with no Infinity.  It is dialectical destruction.  Nihilism looms, but the nothing is nothing.  Eros is denied.  The whole doesn’t exist.  Only commotion.

I walk along the second way, looking for the Thing of the first.  He is there.  He comes.  I remain who I am.  I exist only in that.  The logic is tight and perfect.

Along the second way there is no god.  Waiting on the first there is only God.

4752  I have read that for Nietzsche the forms of being are just images of chaos.  It seems to me that chaos is itself more of an image or like an image and not a origin.  Therefore, I want to say that chaos is the image of the Forms of Being.  We approach the Forms through Eros.  That path and the things growing along it are the things of anxiety.  They speak of what is at the end of the path.  I hardly know these things in themselves.  But I love them because of the Real thing they somehow reveal to me.  Chaos is not understandable.  Nonetheless, that is the only understanding we have of the Forms.  Love is chaos.  The beloved thing is … .  I hardly know it all.  It does, however, calm my sinking nerves.

4753  Eventually, after the probing has gone on long enough, every philosophy will fail. Whether that is a good thing or a bad thing will depend, I suppose, on whether or not you have a financial stake in its not collapsing or your reputation and sense of personal worth are at stake.  When it collapses it’s like a stake through your heart.  Maybe it’s a form of jealousy; your beloved philosophy went to live with someone else.  But don’t worry; collapsing is a part of what philosophy sometimes is just as it is with love.  To play the game you must play the game.  Then you can walk on water.

4754  Most philosophers today and their graduate student assistants follow the via moderna.  Modo in Latin means just now.  Their concern is with where philosophy has come to just now.  And that just now is ever giving way to something else, simply because that is the nature of time and its ever moving just now.  Tomorrow we move on.

The via moderna has always been contrasted with the via Antigua.  More exactly, the via moderna has always been a form of nominalism.  The via Antigua has gone by the name of realism, though nominalists have always claimed that they were the true realists.  It’s really a question of whether or not one believes in Universals, Platonic Forms, abstract entities and the subtle connectors.  Musty things?  Today’s philosopher guru and his chela are modern, very modern.  The cold stillness of the old frisson is frightening to their hot, energetic minds.

Nominalism has always seen itself as the escape from intellectual fixity into the dynamism of the Will.  It is a vitalism.  It is creative.  It is a friend of the new science where every day a new magical mead is emerging out of the cosmogonic slime.  And the invitations to one more well-planned symposium fly about (will it be successful?).  Friendly, drunken brawls.  They are ALIVE!    

4755  Nominalism is the belief that only a first-order predicate calculus gives us a correct view of what exists.  For example, if I say His hair is red, the nominalist will transcribe that as There is an x and x is hair and x is red.  And if I say that red is a color and hair is delightful, then the nominalist will insist that those non-individual things of red and hair cannot be values of a any x.  And the second sentence must be turned into a statement, not about those non-individual things, but about individual things which have those properties.  Words that “seemingly” name properties of things do not.  They only indirectly name the individual things that have the properties.  In fact, the properties, it turns out, are only other names of those individuals; and, thus, the word Nominalism.  He holds high the banner that reads Only Individuals Exist.

Most people—and almost all students of philosophy are people—think all that is obvious.  Such translating is readily accomplished.  The high-flying abstract is rather quickly brought down to earth.  Only this and that and that over there exist.  Everything else is words and more words, names for this and that and that over there.  But, if the point is pushed, our benighted student friend will have to admit that it seems his whole world is words and words and words and it is all an illusion in his thinking head.

A world without higher-order Forms beyond the lowest individuals quickly falls apart.  And we utter names.  Trying to make it stand up again.

4756  So are Platonists nominalists?  Strangely enough, a case could be made for it.  The Platonic Forms, so reviled by the down-to-earthers, are individual things—sort of.  The difference between an ordinary individual and a Platonic Form is that with the former the individual maker in it is separate from the form it exemplifies.  The latter, the Form itself, has its individuator internal to it.  Or does all of that seem so much nonsense to you as to be simply wrong?

Indeed, it is all rather arcane.  Nonetheless, if you pursue the matter you end up there, exactly there.  Individuation is a lovely intellectual problem for the long struggle of thought.  And the answer found is sometimes just a trick for the night.

4757  The primary question of philosophy is: What is the mind? It always has been and it is even now. This is so in spite of those today who are so jacked up on thinking about a world of objects in which there is no mind, or anything human as they prefer to say.  It seems that they are assuming that mind exists only in beings with highly evolved brains, and here that means us.  

The danger in our time is that we will confuse that primal question with the agitation that is psychology, for which the main question is: How does the mind behave?   So what is the mind?

I want to talk about something else.  What is philosophy? or rather what is the mental act of doing philosophy?  It is a thing far removed from the everyday and that in spite of so many wanting to be philosophers or thinking they are.  They are.  That mental act that is philosophy is everywhere in our thinking.  It moves.  It exists.  It is real.  But we have been so seduced by brain reductionism and the evolutionary struggle to merely survive in the body that such a faint thing goes unseen.  That in spite of our doing it all the time.  It’s a sprite.  A daimon.  A mischievous urchin.  I have written up nothing else.  My questions are really about how to capture that.  The mind itself evades the thinking mind.

4758 The disappearing act that results from what in the West is often called Bradley’s Regress is one of the principle show pieces that Buddhism uses to prove the Oneness of all things.  Even to prove the nothingness of everything but the One.  Sometimes to prove the simple nothingness of simply everything.  Every ontology must take the charge, that explosive charge, seriously.

The argument works in two directions.  1) if you need a connector to connect any two things then you are going to have to have a further connector to connect the connector to what it connects – and then another connector to connect the connector that connects the connector to the connector and the connected.  And then … Oh My God!  Stop!  2) if you have two things simply together as a sum (sans connector) then EITHER that sum is going to have to be together with its parts and another sum will arise … and on and on OR that sum, in spite of its being necessary for world-building, simply doesn’t exist.  Oh My God, the world is built by a thing that isn’t there!  What to do?  It’s all cracked. 

In my philosophy of particulars and universals I do have to connect those things in order to make a world.  I call that made thing a fact.  The problem is that if facts are further things, I will have to connect that to the things that made it and then, if that is a higher fact, I will have to connect … and on and on until the whole of things making higher things blows up.  I suppose I could simply take the cheater’s way out and say that facts don’t exist.  Or that connectors don’t need connectors to do their connecting, but no.  They’re both just too cute!

As for classes, do they exist as things other than the elements that are gathered into the class?  It’s a tricky problem.  It all has to be taken seriously or you yourself will blow up.  But maybe being blown up is what you really want.  Do I?   Oblivion - until the next time.

4759  Nazi propaganda art, heroic realism, is so very homoerotic.  My goodness!  It turns me on as much as did Boy’s Life when I was a boy.  It is true that the early moments of that movement were peopled by those loving Comrades who knowingly admired Walt Whitman.  The whole world was in love with the beautiful vitality of youth he so tenderly laid out.  As it longed to take down the stifling Bourgeoisie.  But things go awry.

Even Plato, the great philosopher of Eros and the erastes-eromenos, succumb to a love of Stalinist Sparta and wrote the Laws.  And the otherworldly church becomes today’s fundamentalism.  Things go awry.

The medieval Aristotelians decried the Platonists, the most spiritual, as leading its youth inevitably into the pit of sensuality.  Maybe it does.  Must things go awry?  Must youth degenerate into the sad?  Or is it that inevitable death that gives the light of glory to the youth now past?

4760  I write with intellect, not with sentiment.  I analyze;s I do not try to capture and pin down like butterflies the glorious things flitting about in my consciousness.  A tight unitary form, like that of a lithe, perfectly-made, high-school wrestler is my desire.  I think.  This then that.  Timing is everything.  The rising up and the hushed coming down.  The sweet laying out.  So easy.  So necessary.  Such an arched shoulders back.

Here, I do not exist as a person, as a concerned thinker, as a tangled web of emotions.  I do not deal with life.  I read and analyze and I put down in black ink these thoughts from my eternity, but I am not in these words.   

4761  In Notes on Poems and Reviews Algernon Charles Swinburne attempted to defend himself against the charge of “mad and miserable indecency” aimed at him by the establishment.  It would be hard for me to say what he would have thought of Camille Paglia’s praise of him as the true poet-priest of the Lustrous Chthonic Hell.  His defense was miserable, but he wrote it up in what I consider to be some of the most beautiful prose in the English language.

I can feel for Swinburne because he, just as I, thought he was merely writing up the old ideas that had been so beloved in the academy.  In Anactoria and Faustine and Dolores he was trying, he said, to speak with the words of the same spirit that moved Sappho.  I myself, to my mind, am merely trying to draw out the ideas of Plato and the Bible.  I am a true Platonic Christian, just as were the early believers.  I have mislaid nothing.  But misprision lurks all about, I know.  Like Swinburne, I have tried for the beauty of this sexual tongue.  And as with Swinburne, my attempt is miserable.  We merely exist.

4762  We live in the age of massive totalitarian control.  Even the rebels against it are its willing servants.  I suppose you could call that thing Fascist, if you want.  It won’t hear you.  It doesn’t care. If fact, it keeps no database for the purpose of controlling you, because it knows you have no choice but to obey.  You always will.  You desperately want to obey.  It knows you have eyes, but you don’t see.  It has directed them, I think firmly, to another.  It knows you are now enflamed against devils walking around as greedy capitalists taking all your money so you can’t fall for its hustle.  Hustle.  Hustle.  Hustle.

This compressor, this baited master, this giver of the sweet salt sea,  men with gifts have been with us a long, long time; but now they have grown so tall.  He is the Maker; it is the Technè.  And now the Logic of the Technè is massive.  And we are raw.  It feeds into us and that is the end.  Technology is totalitarian.  It is the Fascist Führer.  The aphasic Fury.  The Horror of Goethe’s tail.  The Tale throbs and sways back and forth.  He comes.  But you have always known That.  It is all so obvious.  The gaze lying on the way.

4763  The human mind, because it is mind, likes music because like music it is not located anywhere in space, but only in time.  Or almost.  Like with like.  Likewise, it likes stories because then like God it hovers, over-enfolding everything.

Consider the fact that Jack was nimble, Jack was quick, Jack jumped over the candle stick.  So many things to consider.  If you were Jack you would be a part of that but then you wouldn’t be the whole thing.  Now, as a thinker, a mere thinker, you hover.  And you like to hover because like God you grasp the whole thing with your mind and you ingest it.  Or almost.  Like with like.  Take a hike.  Ride your bike.  Figure and figure.  It’s all gone.  Pop!

The mind takes the great scene, a multiplex of disjointed things, and as a transcendent unity enfolds all that into one idea.  The mind transcends the many into its one thing.  Touch this touch that wait.  Begin again.  Almost.  Touch, take, tongue it out.  Traduce, misplace that face without a trace, focus, then the point.  Bham! The Bright White Light.  Destiny! Rest a while.  Get up and go to work.  That is the work of God.

4764  The mind is in time, but not in space.  Look for it in space; you won’t find it.  But it is right now in the story of life; therefore the proposition seems obvious.  Do you think it might be possible for the mind to rise up and transcend this moment in time and grasp at great quantities of nows in one fell swoop?  Probably not because there are many lines of different nows all extending descending from this now.  And a future full of different futures would boggle the mind out of existence.  Or into madness.  And that is the state of God’s Omniscience.  Who is rife to swipe your life away.  God is a felon.  The falcon of faltering thought.  Don’t you remember that infinite feather you once found on the walk?

4765  Fantastic tales are very popular today and I have not written a fantastic tale.  Tudorov says that the essence of the fantastic is the hovering between.  It is at heart a question.  A stake through the heart.  In a fantastic tale, where there are ghosts and traces and the jolt, nothing is for certain; it may have been only the wind or a bend in the light.  We hover between a purely scientific, positive explanation and the supernatural.  We are unsure.  We oscillate.  The heart stops and then starts up.  Nothing definite.  The questions in unresolving succession go on into the night.  A black vertigo settles about.  Nothing helps us in our plight and fright.  But maybe the morning will bring relief.  It never does.  That is the fantastic.  And because I write the definite and the It exists my friends get upset and demand that I admit that I don’t know.  And live with ghosts as they do.

It was Heidegger who brought the Question into philosophy.  Wasn’t it?  And was he a Nazi or not?  Did David Hume really mean to lead us into German Idealism?  Did Voltaire, with his lucid reason, really want a spectral illumination?  Did Hegel mean to torment us with the threatening negative?  So many darkly beautiful questions.  All the philosophies flow into each other and then madness.  Alternative boy-philosophers on drugs.  They will not like what I write, though they momentarily think they might.  I have decided too many things.

4766  In the dance time must be kept in check.  We must keep time.  That is the form of the dance.  Without form, nothing exists.  Form is the being of art; art is form.  In writing, the words, without rhythmic form, would fly about chaotically.  In the object written about, the qualities that make it visible must have form or they would blow away and the object would be lost.  Time itself moves on by itself unchecked through the infinite dimensions until form tames it and a world appears.  But what is form?

In Hindu thought there are the manas and vac, mind and word.  The realm of mind is much more vast than that of words.  Nonetheless, words are, just as is mind, of the unlimited and for us in need of form, and that is the Chandas, the meters, the cattle of the gods.  Gayatri, Tristubh and Jagati.  Both man and the gods clothe themselves in the chandas to protect themselves from the knife-like flames of Agni.  Without the meters, we become ash.  But what has that to do with us?

For us the word, in its absolute existence, has become literature, the pure form of the form for us, the meter of thought, the chandas.  All literature has meter, even the most banal, mundane, academic seriousness, which does not think of itself as literature, has measured rhythm.  There are the syllables and then there is meter.  And that gives birth to language.  And language in its freedom is what we call literature.  Literature is the dance of language.  But first the Dance, the timing of time.  Measured movement or no movement at all.  Maya, measurement magic, the stuff of love, the being of time.  Round and round in perfection or nothing at all.  Repeating repeating. But what is form?

Form is the play of sameness and difference.  But, I’m afraid, that doesn’t answer the question.  We now have to ask the question, What is play?  Is play only an illusion, the jinn sitting on the side of your bed at night?  Ο κουρος, the petulant, Pteros, the here and gone.  Well, yes, but is it an illusion?  When you hold it, rock him rhythmically; that is not mere illusion.

4767  The central figure in the Old Testament is David.  And in the New Testament it is the Son of David.  The central relationship of the Old Testament is that between the Warrior God Jehovah and David, his armor-bearer.  And, likewise, the central relationship in the New Testament is between the same Jehovah and his armor-bearer Jesus.  Not surprisingly, the relationship is the most intimate.  That is, it is not surprising to any scholar closely acquainted with the hero stories so rife all about the Levant and beyond.  Jehovah was a very phallic, warrior god, not the family, political figure that is so important to not only the church people of today but also to all of our anthropologists, sociologists, psychologists and concerned poets.

In the heart of the word Hero is the word Eros.  And to understand Eros we have to understand Hero.  And it cannot be understood in terms of family, political protection and oppression.  Therefore, we must get rid of our overwhelming need to see it as an effective instrument for survival.  It is not a social engineering concept.  It is a literary conceit; it is an aesthetic.  It is about the beauty that assuages the fury of Being.

David and the Son of David lie intimately with the Fury of this Warrior God and calm him.  He yields to their beauty.  It is an old story.  It is a love story.  Now, if you want to interpret that in a family, psychological manner in order to take the sting of unthinkable sex out of it for you, go right ahead.

Our science is the attempt to tame the Fury of Nature and the Cosmos with the beauty of mathematics.  I write gentle, rhythmical prose to calm the Fury of Philosophy.

4768  It seems to me that what is called the Age of Enlightenment, the Age of Reason, should more properly be called the Age of Decency, the Age of Civility, the Age of Moral Propriety.  Reason, after all, can be use to manage the most horrific acts.  This change of name will, I think, help us to understand the atheism that seems necessarily attendant on that age, an age which is still so very much with us.

God, especially the Jewish God, has been dismissed, and dismissed rather forcibly, because of his gross indecency and his rampant immorality.  We have heard a lot about his commands to kill every man, woman and child of his enemies, but the unspeakable thing, which we only dream of in nightmares, is his rape of those he demands be his lovers and not only that but the statutory rape, the child molestation of the boys he simply took.  This in a supremely ferocious phallic, warrior God.  He certainly doesn’t fit in our age of high morality.  The Age of Morality, the so-called Enlightenment, set out to defend Man against that very thing.  It wasn’t reason or Reason which banished God, it was simple decency.  All religion is immoral.  And I have written up a religious philosophy.

4769  “I read something I wrote; I like it; and I set out to imitate myself.  I doubt if I can.  I wait to waylay myself along the path of words I am laying out.  I see no one coming.  I never could be trusted to be where I announced.  I pounce on any idea happening by.  Happenstance by chance may evoke or provoke or invoke the god of me.  I wait for my self.  

I am listening to strange Japanese music as I write.  I am not Japanese.  Japanese boys too often have hairy legs.  I continue listening anyway.  I like it and I don’t like it.  It agitates me.  I look for myself in the agitation.  In the paper flames.  But we don’t write on paper anymore.  And blazing, white space is passé.  I am not even jaded, which I guess is Chinese, moreover, and thus wrong.  

I am not afraid of myself.  I am divided against myself.  Sort of.  I am one the way a bonfire is one.  It is one thing.  Difference is a god.  I defer to no one.  Come now!  I will rebuke myself for being late.  A belated spook – no, that’s way too cute.  I sometimes puke out my words.  Puck a duck.  Find a prick.  A thick lick.  And then go home.” I wrote.

4770  Young boys sit around and talk.  It’s as light as the creeping breeze.  Nothing much gets said.  But they suck in the angelic lusciousness of night freedom.  Fast slow around and around the breath breathes the listing of the longing gaze.  Words come and stick together and slide along a flushed cheek.  This is the randomness that made the universe.

4771  The boy is beautiful, but what of it and what is that?  The logical form of his existence is x is B.  And, you see, there is a maddening internal division between that x and that F.  There is a subtlety to that distinction.  And, of course, otherness, the blank, hovers over that subtlety.  But, looking directly at it, there is no mystery.  Only x is B.  He is beautiful.  Such simplicity.  Such an easy thing to say.  So maddening.  Will he ever be able to catch up to that Beauty and truly have it?  He wonders about himself.  And more and more about just what Beauty is.  What he is.  The boy is beautiful.  Is Beauty a question unto itself?  His perplexity is my chance.

We are what we are.  But, then, what we are is other than the simple just that that we are.  That what, that form, visits so many others.  How could one ever call it his?  The boy usually cannot see his own beauty because it is other and he knows he himself is not that.  But sometimes he sees it and he becomes anxious about making it stay.  Beauty comes and goes in a matter of seconds.  But this boy is beautiful.  And I do understand if you don’t want to see it because it so maddeningly leaves at all the wrong times, in all the wrong places, with all the wrong people.  Beauty is a winged thing.  I catch it in flight.  I will, no doubt, eternally be its lover.

4772  The Age of Representationalism, the modern age, the age from The British Empiricists and Kant even until recently, has been the Age of Epistemologism.  In that age the main question has been: What can we know?  The question has not been:  What exists?  It has been assumed that we are dealing with mental images, deputies, representations, stand-ins, vicars of the absent Real, a thing which lives far away in an enchanted land.  Thus we have had to deal with sensa, surface areas, practical import, simplifications, perceptions, emphases, illusion, mistakes, defects, chemistry and on and on into great entanglements of diction.  Epistemologism.  It seems we must first unendingly attend to the question of what can we know before we even attempt to answer the question of what exists.  We are trapped in a mind struggling to get out of itself.  The syntax becomes more dense.  The diction more compounded.  The strangle hold tightens.  The mind is stuck in the mud with only itself.

One thing I like about Meillassoux’s After Finitude is that he shows us a world, a reality, that is not one completed whole, can never be one completed Whole, but instead has the form of the ever rising up Transfinite, endlessly more.  The Divine Non-Existence.

As our philosophies become more and more complex trying to reach something which doesn’t exist.  To find an escape from the briar entanglement and break out into the great Clearing.   To finally sweep the floor of the mind clean and send all that verbiage to the trash heap.  As we endlessly deal  with our own finitude.  We now find ourselves paralyzed.  And the modern age chokes.

The question is not: What can we know?  It is:  What exists?

4773  We are trained from infancy to see nothing, to be blind, to hear nothing, to know the touch and feel of nothing at all.  Rather, we are taught, emphatically drilled, that only that reality beyond all that we see and hear and touch and feel is to be our concern.  We are daily schooled in the philosophy that appearances are less than nothing; they are worthless, and anyone who pays attention to them is criminal.  Let me explain.

A young man, a beautiful young man, told me the story of his life.  Incident after incident concerned his personal relationships with the soul of another.  He wanted me to know his real being, his spirit, his thoughts and his imagination.  And he wanted me to know the existence of those he had met in the same way.  He gave me nothing or little to see or hear or feel or touch.  It was soul with soul all the rainy day.  It was the story of our time.  Young minds trying to make their ethical way in a very unethical world.  He had learned his lessons well.  Look past the appearances to see the beautiful or ugly soul within.

All that time I was intently aware of just how beautiful he was.  How gracefully he leaned back.   How he moved his elegant fingers over his coffee cup.  How his hair became entangled with his whole world.  So many things glittered and beckoned.  He was Allure.  It was all appearance playing with the light of appearance.  His soul escaped me.  I saw Beauty itself moving delicately around him.  And if anything he told me was in the least criminal, what I was doing was more so.  His friends could have had my vision arrested.  I thought the unthinkable.  The censor was close.

4774  I once read somewhere—I can’t remember where—the remarks of Bertrand Russell—or was it G. E. Moore?—that they came upon the New Realism as a breath of fresh air and clear sunlight.  No longer were they in the dark dungeon of the Hegelianism that had taken over Cambridge.  Now they could look at grass and see that it really was green; they sky really was blue, flowers really were fragrant and the breeze really was soft and cool.  No more did they have to think of all that as an illusion of the brain foisted upon us by our limited approach to the Absolute.  No longer had they to worry about the Great Reality Beyond; the simple things at hand were real in themselves just as they appeared.  

Now we, for the most part, are back with dreary Hegelianism and the Absolute.  Now everything must give way to the overwhelmingly complex Thing that is the Reality we are immersed within. Simplicity has been lost—again.  The Dungeon has again received us like prodigal sons.  Complexity and Great Networks rule.

4775  If exemplification means that the Form is separate from the particular, and instantiation means that the form is in the very heart of the particular, then I write exemplification.  The Form that is exemplified by the particular is other than the particular and only tied to it by a third thing itself separate.  Separation is the understanding.  The nexus is the clasp.  At the center of the particular is only the particular.  But the essence that is in the informed substance of instantiation does not speak of the tearing and the trembling that is the division I contemplate.  We are other in our being.  Separation gives the clearing I adore.  It is the bright forehead, the light, the graceful, open sentence.  Things stand cleanly apart.  This is Platonism.

4776  Grad-students and would-be grad-students today are so very sensitive.  They are put upon.  There’s almost no way they will be able to make it through the thicket.  They don’t mean to be impolite— they in fact see themselves as nothing but polite and overwhelmingly helpful— but they are forced into it.  The times are mean and they become mean and they didn’t mean for it to be that way.  Still, I fear it has always been so.  These poor friars need someone to write up an onto-theology of their sacrifice.

4777  Some philosophers have tried to solve the ontological puzzle of uniting many aspects into one object by using the onto-logic of part-whole.  Mereology.  And they have even tried to use it to solve the puzzle of sameness in spite of numerical difference, a transcendent unity that universals accounted for.  But Mereology seems to have fallen on hard times.

I watch the dancer.  He turns and turns.  He explodes into the many.  The Tremendous lies on the movement.  The unity of the one body is close, so fleeting.  Each aspect, each μερος, is fully him, but he is always and forever more.  The whole is infinite— surely it is infinite—and ever escaping our grasp.   Surely the whole doesn’t exist.  I doubt its existence.  The dancer exceeds himself.  He hurls himself out—ever out.  There is no end to it.  Or have I exaggerated what is there?  He is there.  He is simply there.  I take him in all at once.  I have the exact thing, no remainder.  The aspects are gone.  He is not a whole of the many.  He is only a simple exemplification of the Dancer and the Boy.  Mereology did not describe what I saw and knew. 

4778  Des Cartes introduced systematic doubt into modern philosophy, but John Locke introduced perplexity.  That is to say, John Locke introduced the Fantastic into our thinking.  He was the entryway of the Horror Tale that has settled in hard down into the schools and the blogs and the nightmares of young speculating minds.  We now are unsure whether we are looking at our own imagining or the real world.  The demarcation between the real and the dream has disappeared.  No horror is greater.  

Locke took words, ideas and things and horribly intermingled them.  We do not know where one begins and the other leaves off.  They may all be one thing.  Perplexity.  He wrote “words are but empty sounds”.  They are arbitrarily assigned to ideas.  Ideas are not the things they stand for.  Do words stand for things or ideas?  Do words stand for the things in the world or the ideas in my mind?  Am I speaking of and to the world or just myself?

If I am speaking and thinking only my own ideas, then whether or not the things out there are one with ideas in here becomes confusing.  How can I go about settling this issue?  Locke wrote: “It is in our ideas that both the rightness of our knowledge, and the propriety or intelligibleness of our speaking, consists.  And hence it is that men are so forward to suppose that the abstract ideas they have in their minds, are such as agree to the things existing without them, to which they are referred; and are the same also to which the names they give them do, by the use and propriety of that language, belong.  For, without this double conformity of ideas, they find they should both think amiss of things in themselves, and talk of them unintelligibly to others.”  And also:  “Vague and insignificant forms of speech, and abuse of language, have so long passed for mysteries of science; and hard or misapplied words, with little or no meaning, have, by prescription, such a right to be mistaken for deep learning and height of speculation; that it will not be easy to persuade either those who speak or those who hear them, that they are but the covers of ignorance and hindrance of true knowledge.  To break in upon the sanctuaries of vanity and ignorance will be, I suppose, some service to human understanding.”  It seems that ideas become true to the things they refer to if our speech is not abusive.  Proper speech is true to the things of the world.  Things, ideas and true speaking are one.  But what is proper speech?  Have we not seen the world as it is because we have not spoken, to ourselves and to others, correctly?  How shall we speak to and of the world?  Ghosts, vague and insignificant forms, roam around everywhere.

So are we now to be positivists working to clear up language?  Will the ghosts of confusion then vanish?  Or are the ghosts real?  Are things from the out there coming in at us through our own battered words?  So many questions.  And some, maybe most, love the Horror Tale.

4779  I feel rather sorry for Pastor Jones of book burning fame.  He thought he had reached an agreement with the Imam.  Then nothing.  Nothing except embarrassment.  I have fallen into the same predicament many times.  It is all because he and I have been so very Western in our thinking.  So often in the puzzling Orient, I have had a plan of action to help my friends.  Everything was worked out and agreed.  But when the time of doing came there was nothing.  And no one.  The whole thing had vanished into thin inattention.  There never had been anything real there.  Now after so many times of falling, I see that the world itself never really was there.  Sunyata.  Nirvana.  Or a ticket back home.

4780  Academic Art, so Kitsch, is loved by the hoi polloi, the demos, the easily fascinated.  Today that is PowerPoint, Photoshop, everything so perfect and glossy that comes out of the High Programmers’ digital minds.  So very seductive.  And it is all that glamour that we see on cooking shows where experts give us instructions on the precise way to mix our sauces.  It is the caring laid-back connoisseur of perfect instrumentation and recording engineering in the most expensive music industry to come out of the soul we call knowledgeable.  And it is the smooth German and Italian automobile.  But most of all it is Academic.  Only the most precise analyses are permitted.  We are now innocent game for the lustrous spectre of exact, structural design.  The People love it.  They bow down to it.  They want to be that.  It has defined sexual humanity for all.  It is all, and I mean ALL, so damn KITSCH.  And I have no idea how to get away from it.  I too know how to speak in my academic voice.  I am taken along by its slick backside.    

4781  I believe in the Object-Act distinction.  I am modern.  I also believe in Platonic Forms.  I am a Realist.  The Forms are there whether anyone is looking at them or not.  But because we somehow feel, with a philosophical  feeling, that they must be seen in order to be, that, right there, the Object-Act division has been abolished or overcome or simply left. An unseen Curl in midnight hair, just there, is magic.

4782  If space is finite, but one little piece of it, perhaps somewhere atop the I on my keyboard, is infinite, then that little piece will surely swallow the entirety of not only this finite space but the space of all the Multi-verses that are and ever will be.  That is the power of the Infinite. 

And somewhere else I am sitting at my keyboard writing the same thing and also a different thing and the endless variations of all that.  That is the Infinity of our cross-eyed God, who, I wonder, may or may not have lost track of me just right here.  No worry, I have the Bewildering Boy, the Metagrob, who can make all that, all of it, dissolve into one sigh down along his sheer form, the Thing with itself.  I am lost with him in pleasure fusing with pleasure.  Light sparkling, ice crystal fright.  

4783  Religion does not take place inwardly, as so many now believe.  It is the sheer presence of the outward appearing.  Down along his form breathe the prophets.  In a riff on the great plains of his smooth, flat stomach great religions has been set up and fallen into oblivion, for That.  The mole, the curl, the ruby lips are not symbols for the divine, but they are the meaning and referent ad quem of all the books and commentaries flooding down through our heads.  The symbol is reversed and the glance shifts.

4784  All of today’s continental philosophers are contending mightily against Descartes.  After he so violently separated mind from matter, they are trying with great scholarly seriousness to infuse the mind back into and fuse it solidly with the netted Clot.  Thus Leibniz and Spinoza are loved more because they are more gentle and enfolding right from first conception.  Descartes is Milton’s Satan, lord of lifeless extension.  These new philosophers are vitalists.  For them, nature is not dead; it is the living Matrix of all.  Therefore, if you want to understand continental philosophy, you must read Descartes and Milton.  That is their true precursor.  He is the devil to be defeated.  Their obsession will fail and they will finally yield.

4785  Thoughts exist.  A mind consists of thoughts.  Minds exist.  Anyone who thinks thoughts do not exist is philosophically insane.  Anyone who believes that minds don’t exist apparently does not have one.  It is the same with those who think color doesn’t exist.  Who believes that there is no such thing as Red.  What is to be done with someone who denies the obvious?  I am a mind.  A mind is clearly nowhere in space, but it is manifestly in time.   I am a mind.  I am thought.  I am not a color.  Colors are other than what I am.  Colors exist.  I exist.  I am a mind that is, at times, a thought of color and of Red and of red things.  I am not so insane as to create perplexity where there is none.  We cannot think the clear and distinct out of existence.

4786  What is the world?  With Wittgenstein, I say:  The world is all that is the case.  The world consists of facts, not things.  Let me add that these facts exist whether anyone is thinking of them or not.  Facts are independent of each other and they are separate from thoughts of them.  Here are some of the facts that make up the world.  It is a fact that:  The air has a touch of autumn chill in it.  This evening it will probably rain.  The great Elm I see from my window has something old-fashioned about it.  My coffee is getting cold.  My friend should have called by now.  The bus runs only once an hour and I will probably have to walk.  My kitchen table is cluttered.  That cup got chipped when it fell.  No one has read that red book for years.  A tractor is making a loud noise over by the railroad.  Squirrels will probably come and get the walnuts that are scattered about.  My telephone rigs too loud.  There’s no one in the apartment next to mine.  The back door is broken and the wind blows through.  I am sleepy.  The world is there.

4787  I await the random intensity of beauty.  Form’s form deforms me.  I deliquesce.  It gathers itself mightily.  The glance glazes over.  I am neither and both.  He pulls me hither and thither.  I see nothing and everything.  Back at the beginning I begin again. 

Philosophy himself makes himself.  And thus I must also.  Immortality smashes my mortality.  I cannot write with the poets of sweet anguish at the End.  The End is ever again at the beginning.  I begin again.

Curves curve around.  They go nowhere.  All roads have already been travelled.  They have always already been well travelled.  The beginning never was.  The end always is.  The end always evades itself.  It never was.  Only the face and the come-on.  I cannot go again.  I begin again.

 If you want you may make all of that a, or maybe the, Great Irony of thought against itself.  Of course it is/isn’t.  The beginning is yet to come.  It is the end of all endings.  Death is a joke.  Poetic sadness is mere academic propriety.  I begin again.

I am will and brutishness.  Words come and go down.  Words are of themselves.  Thoughts are of themselves.  None of it is mine.  I will myself as mere show.  I am dark glamour.  I retire, rest and I begin again.  

4788  The impersonal material world beyond our immediate knowing, incessantly impressing on our minds, nonetheless, the uncanny known/unknown is finally captured in scientific jargon.  Great Latin phrases from scary times in school.  Our life is a horror movie always with some scientist trying to lay things down in priestly muffling.  The Fas.  We sit nefas.  We are the Infants.  We have always been afraid of the things of Rome.  The impersonal material world ever beyond.  

The academic world uses scary Latin phrases to keep us in line.  It is the sure surrogate of Rome.  The vicar is present.  Rules.  Instant calls to falteringly defend yourself.  It’s hopeless.  Summon up what great words you know.  Become instead the idiot and the pathos of a fallen hero of a Gothic Tale.  You never could master the masters.

The point of science is to let us know that you and I are a slave to the silent material world that was here before we came, that will be here after we go and which is you and me.  That is why it uses jarring jargon.  The language of jailors.  Rome.  Always Rome kicking our heels.

In school, I eyed the boy across the aisle and escaped.

4789  I await the random intensity of beauty.  Form’s form deforms me.  I deliquesce.  It gathers itself mightily.  The glance glazes over.  I am neither and both.  He pulls me hither and thither.  I see nothing and everything.  Back at the beginning I begin again. 

Philosophy himself makes himself.  And thus I must also.  Immortality smashes my mortality.  I cannot write with the poets of sweet anguish at the End.  The End is ever again at the beginning.  I begin again.

Curves curve around.  They go nowhere.  All roads have already been travelled.  They have always already been well travelled.  The beginning never was.  The end always is.  The end always evades itself.  It never was.  Only the face and the come-on.  I cannot go again.  I begin again.

 If you want you may make all of that a, or maybe the, Great Irony of thought against itself.  Of course it is/isn’t.  The beginning is yet to come.  It is the end of all endings.  Death is a joke.  Poetic sadness is mere academic propriety.  I begin again.

I am will and brutishness.  Words come and go down.  Words are of themselves.  Thoughts are of themselves.  None of it is mine.  I will myself as mere show.  I am dark glamour.  I retire, rest and I begin again.  

4790  The impersonal material world beyond our immediate knowing, incessantly impressing on our minds, the uncanny known/unknown, is finally captured in scientific jargon.  Great Latin phrases from scary times in school.  Our life is a horror movie always with some scientist trying to lay things down in priestly muffling.  The Fas.  We sit nefas.  We are the Infants.  We have always been afraid of the things of Rome.  The impersonal material world ever beyond.  

The academic world uses scary Latin phrases to keep us in line.  It is the sure surrogate of Rome.  The vicar is present.  Rules.  Instant calls to falteringly defend yourself.  It’s hopeless.  Summon up what great words you know.  Become instead the idiot and the pathos of a fallen hero of a Gothic Tale.  You never could master the masters.

The point of science is to let us know that you and I are a slave to the silent material world that was here before we came, that will be here after we go and which is you and me.  That is why it uses jarring jargon.  The language of jailors.  Rome.  Always Rome kicking our heels.

In school, I eyed the boy across the aisle and escaped.

4791  The question is ontological.  Do relations exist?  It is not the epistemological question of how do we know them or are these relations created by and necessary for the understanding or what corresponds to our thinking of relations.  It is the simple ontological question.  Do relations exist?  

There is great resistance to saying that relations do exist.  The counter question would be: Where are they?  This question assumes that to be is to be located in space and time.  Relations are not located anywhere therefore … .   or In what substance are they?  This question assumes that all things not a substance or individual are “in” a substance, as round is “in” the moon.  If relations, which are “of” two or more things are “in” something, then what are they “in”.  All of them?  The set of all of them?  Big mess.  Some philosophers have tried to make relations be “in” the substance and interesting things happen.  
For example:

Let’s say that the Moon is bigger than my hand.  If we don’t want to make “bigger than” be external to both the Moon and my hand, but rather reside in some substance then we have the case that my hand has the property of being “smaller than the Moon”( call that property P1) and the Moon has the property of being “bigger than my hand” (P2).  Now the tricky question becomes “connecting” the Moon with P1.  And my hand with P2.  In other words the properties of a substance are “reflections” of the whole universe in it. (Because it is related to the whole universe.)  Those reflections must be tied to what they reflect.  What could that tie be if there are no external relations or ties?  Crash!

It seems that in every Object in today’s Object-Oriented Ontologies inwardly mirrors every other Object.  It’s a great community of isolated individuals knowing each other by turning inward.  But how that inward reflection connects to that that is other is a big mystery, especially since no external nexus is permitted.

4792  Being and the copula “is” are not the same thing.  Nor is Being the same as existence.  I will assume for the moment that we know what the copula and existence are, and I will try to think about Being.  Aristotle told us that Being comes to us as the ten categories:  substance, quantity, quality, relation, place, time, position, state, action and affection.  Being is not one more category aside from these, nor is it a higher genus.  Just what the relation is between Being and the categories has been a hot philosophical question for centuries.  Today we have different categories or Modes of Being (maybe Heideggerian) or whatever and we still wonder what that relation is.  One of those categories may be the nexus “is”, the copula of predication.  The question still rages.  Is Being something other than the categories?  If not, how is Being broken up into these very different things?  Is Being One or many or maybe only analogically many?  It is a bugger of a question.  Most philosophers today, outside the few Thomists and Aristotelians still around, take the positivist approach and declare the question meaningless.  And they substitute the Absolute, Reality, for it.  Now the question concerns how our limited vision, our inadequate representations of the whole of Reality, relate to that.  Being now is, for most, the Whole, the great context we move within.  Even if this Absolute is transfinite and the whole is ever receding, we still want to know how our limited ways of thinking relate to that.  

If there is no difference between Being and the categories or modes of Being, i.e. if Being is not a thing transcendent to those, then, maybe, all those things and all our limited ways are within Being.  Then everything is imminent within Being. Being and the categories or modes are (somehow) one.  That thinking is the fashion today. But here we are near the boundary of what we can think. The question still is: Is Being transcendent to the categories and thus the world or is the world cradled within that Great Thing?  Or, with the positivists, should we say that it is a meaningless word?

I personally think that the word Being is not meaningless; I use it often, but I expect my thinking to crash when I approach it in analysis.  God is a beautiful, willful, incorrigible, maddening Boy.  You will come undone by That.  Ό Δεινός.

4793  A friend of mine, whom I have never met, writes that he is interested in reducing reason to Hume’s impressions.  I have no problem with that, it sounds interesting, but I think he is being misled by the continental philosophers.  I will explain by means of a little history lesson.  In 1066, William became Conqueror or England.  Anglo-Saxon was shoved aside as the language of the royal court and Latinate French took its place.  After a few centuries the two languages merged.  In that new language, modern English, the French part became the speaking of high intellectual abstraction while the Anglo-Saxon part became the speech of down-to-earth “real” life.  We theorize in the Latinate and we argue and get mad and we love and cry and wonder in the Germanic part of our language.  Our language is doubled unlike the languages of continental philosophizing.  Hume’s impressions are best expressed in the low Anglo-Saxon register.  Let me give some examples.

We can say either of these:

He descended the mountain.

He went down the mountain.

I returned home.

I went back home.

I traversed the desert.

I walked across the desert.

We surrendered.

We gave up.

They demolished my house.

They tore down my house.

And on and on.  The first is high and filled with clear communication; the second is low and energetic.  Notice also that the first is usually a compound verb, i.e. a Latin root with a Latin prefix.  The second is a Germanic root with a Germanic particle, sometimes a preposition, syntactically separated, or (Anglo-Saxonly speaking) cut off.  It is that little particle or preposition that gives energy to the sentence.  These little words are the nexus-words, they are power-words in English.  When the Continentals write philosophy, they don’t have this advantage.  They have to find other ways to liven up! their writings.  Usually they don’t.  Maybe such upness they find to be too American.  I advise my friend to look to the energetic, little particle nexus-words to find the strength that presses into the mind.

4794  The ocean is a threatening, dangerous place.  Religion has been our attempt to get away from it.  The prairie is a still, frozen ocean.  Threatening, dangerous, and erotically numb.  We place fine patterns on it.  The boys walking across it are well-formed.  But unordered infinity looms up ahead.  The sky foams.  Tall grass cuts red. We invent higher geometry.  He lies down evenly on the trapezium. Sweet order flirting with unorder.

4795  I am a Transcendentalist.  But what does that mean?  It is mostly consternation.  Nonetheless, I am that and the explanation of it is essential.  That explanation is this sentence in your eyes right now.  Word after word, line after line, paragraph after paragraph until the End.  The meaning disappears into the many pieces of expression.  The impression explodes.  The One thing gives way to the joining up of many.  A fine, smooth coming together.

Rhetorically speaking, a sentence is a fine show.  So many many things to consider.  But, happily or unhappily, the simple meaning of the sentence and the simplest fact it set out to leave with you is gone, or hiding or merely standing over on the side of the room that is your thinking.  The extravaganza of writing has come to town, the little town’s open field out on the edge of your life.

We live with ordinary things and ordinary thoughts about the important one or two of the moment.  All this considered consternation is something else.  Perhaps it is the result of boredom with the ordinary; perhaps it is an ancient impulse.  It is a pleasure.  A transcendent pleasure.  Beyond the ordinary.  The sure escape of grammarcy.  As Nietzsche assured us, as long as we still have grammar, we still have God.  

4796  I peeled back the form of fact to peer into the being of my bike.  We must ablate the facticity of an ordinary object in order to philosophically intuit its ontological structure.  Those are two sentences that say the same thing, but only the second is academically acceptable.  Why?

The first is incantatory.  You can feel a strange spirit move about within it.  It is religious.  The second is without such a threat to free human thought.  If you prefer the second, you will be slightly amused but slightly exasperated at the first.  It won’t be worth your time.  You are aware of the threat.

If you are to be a proper academic, you must not learn the Song, the Dance,, the turn and longing glance.  Academics is all about human freedom.  It will wishfully and anxiously submit only at the end when we must.  Then nothing.

Academics is negative incantation.  It is exacting vigilance against the Beating Rhythm. But since all speaking and all writing is necessarily rhythmical, it is a losing game.  One cannot continuously dance with two left feet without eventually falling into a pattern.  An ensemble of academics is the beau ideal of drunken stumbling. There is finally a form to their chaos.  The prick, the bite, the tight exasspiration.  The release of human freedom.

4797  I, at times, am the thought that the sky is beautiful tonight.  In my philosophy thoughts are universals exemplified by bare particulars, of which I am one—at times.  And, thus, that thought which I have become is more than I and it is a timeless, placeless thing—as all universals  are—and I seem to have been dragged into Eternity.  A thought is not a human thing.  I am my thoughts.  Where is my humanity?

4798  It’s that little word “exists” that causes all the trouble.  I can speak all day about numbers and color without mentioning their existence and no problems occur.  But the second I casually say that I think numbers and color exist, a riot ensues.  Why?  It seems to be a very powerful word, or too dear.  But I dissimulate.

I cannot casually mention that numbers and color exist.  Or the nexus “is”.  I too feel the power.  The shock.  The thrill of believing that.  Of really believing that.  Of letting myself believe.  Existence is God.

4799  To say that numbers or color exist is to say that they are “out there” things, not human, not likely to die as we do, and unconcerned.  The non-human scares us.  Even the cosmos, as long as we can say that our vision of it is a human construction, is benign.  Once we begin to think that what we see, even what we directly see before our mind’s eye, is not of the mind’s making, but has being itself in our minds, we tremble at the prospect of horrible control.  The existence of the at hand is too much, and we theorize existence out of existence.  Being is not and non-being is.  We are magic anti-metaphysicians.

4800  To write, to hold it forth, to assert is to insert a sword into the reader’s eye.  To philosophize is to sublimate your aggressive sexuality.  To read is to mouth the words of another, to eat the sounds, to ingest the meaning, to become that.  Introjections of the one the other.  Here is identity.  It is all a loving act.

Reading and writing are both painful acts.  It doesn’t matter though because we are sadomasochistic creatures.  Our being is to overcome.  The eternal return is the return of pain.  To read and write is to keep going until the pain naturally stops and sleep comes.  Why else would we do it?  Why else are some just too numb and tired to do it again?  Text cuts.  The soul is a mass of cuts.  We are the sheen and the cum of thought.

4801  I characterized my friend as an actualist because he thinks that only the now and the things of the now exist.  He hates being characterized.  I wasn’t even sure that my characterization was accurate.  I was amused at his deflection of the name I threw at him.  I am somewhat mean.

He loves to call people delusional.  He is a … oops, I better not characterize him again, right here.  He reminds me of Harold Bloom, whom I love to read, but whom I have trouble understanding, no doubt for reasons of the Clinamen.  Well yes, we are all  delusional; that is the form of thought.

If I say that all thought is delusional and that therefore all thought is removed from any reality that might or might not be there, I could then say that we are well situated for creative imagination.  Such has been done, most notably by Nietzsche.  But even that would be delusional, or rather it would be to participate in the Noble Lie.  So Platonic.  Nihilism makes us free.  Free of any restrictive, deadly God.  Free to build magnificent mind castles.  Free to be just ourselves in a great exuberance.  But, alas, it never works.  The nihil is just the nihil and finally nothing.  Delusion, I fear, is greatly overrated.  But, if you can screw up your mind far enough, it may be Nirvana.  What is the sound of one mind thinking?  What is the sound of the actual right now?

4802  The main reason ontologists believe in substance is because they think that it will account for identity through change.  It won’t. I am an anti-substantialist.  Something else entirely will have to do the trick.  Let’s call it God.

One moment I am calm; later I am agitated.  I have remained myself through that change; some would want to call that I a substance.  I am an anti-substantialist.  Something else is a work here, in my being, making me endure.  Is it Vishnu?  

There are no moments for things to be at.  And if there were, then if a thing jumped from one moment to another, would the moments be each the same thing before and after the jump?  Do moments have substance to ensure their being self-identical through change.  The regress threatens.  The Infinite, Vicious Regress.  The Ogre of philosophy.  Perhaps you like that head-spinning Thing.  I am not a substantialist.  The problem  remains.  It is God that grounds self-identity through change.  Or is it Buddha-Enlightenment?

It is the Cross-eyed Boy.  The rascal of thought.  Alas, he will soon unanswer my answer to the problem.  

4803  After the catastrophe, plain speaking comes and philosophy.  He turned you down; he simply turned and left, because you did not have the ratios of beauty, the smooth, gliding sweetness.  You were prickly and your bareness was rank.  He left you alone with only the plainness of the few things.  And it was enough to go on into that brilliant night of pure thought.  And the outpouring.  And tortured love.

There isn’t much to say.  There’s this and that and the simple, elegant forms.  The breath goes out.  Words hang meaningful.  That no one reads them and hears them does not decrease their fullness.  Being is ever self-sufficient.  God is still and perfect in himself.  The world as other is irrelevant.

4804  The shock of love’s going leaves the lover alone with eternity.  He becomes a philosopher.  Time stops.  Mortal life vanishes.  The self is no more.  Immortality is stark.  Being is.  Non-being is not.  That is the Blistering Form.

To philosophize is to learn to die.  You must learn to go back to the first things.  The things separated out.  Non-life outside the mixing bowl.  Piercing awareness.  The Tie.  The Itself.  A fine turn of form.  A slender waist.  The reach, the finding, the finishing smear across the sky.

Philosophical Death is the end of life and death.  There, Life is still and dead.  The Dead are in the completed Being.  The Act is finished.  He came and now lies there is still stillness.  The heat radiates forever.  And ever.  And burns.

Perhaps, with our new knowing in quantum physics, we will be able to take a picture of picturing itself.  He still lies there.  He hasn’t moved.  The perfection has arrived.  Beside the glistening density. 

4805  I write polyphonically; universals, the Boy, the Wind, my own vision or Vision itself all work together in a grand aleatoric blind dancing together/apart.   Somehow it works; unless, of course, you think it doesn’t work – at all.  The play is not playful.  It is tiresome.  But so is sex and the simple act of reading.  Beautiful fatigue.  Or rather fatiguing Beauty.  A mere allusion to what others have so painstakingly joined.

I do not write polyphonically, but monophonically.  It all comes down to the Boy.  Or on the Boy.  He is mirrored and traced and hung out like a flapping banner at every turn of the sentence.  I spin round and round, inwardly inwardly inwardly moving.  A fine centripetal force.  But the center vanishes and only a frugal fugue fudges things up or together or … nothing.  I write as a lure.  To myself.  I am going backward backward backwards.  I am the first of all.  My very belatedness at this game was only a ruse.  I am the dead returned. So scary.  I am not.  Non-existence is a sure lure, a blur, a demure nod.  A rod through the head.  There’s nothing here.  A thick mass.  And then a dash out the door.

4806  I write the bare particular, the one thing, just that, repeating repeating, repeating, the same, different, a mind fuck. Away from all qualities, I write the bare particular, the one thing, just that, repeating repeating, repeating, the same, different, a mind fuck. Away from all qualities, properties, back alleys, just itself, never announcing that it itself is here again, who knows? maybe never. Every that, just that, is a different one, or if not, why not? can one and the same that inhabit different facts, as Russell insisted it must if realism is to hold. There’s no way of knowing. And what if it didn’t, or couldn’t? The world is ever the same, ever different, ever a massive concussion.

It is all those little pronouns that hold together a paragraph. Tirelessly, anaphorically, subtly, cunningly, connivingly, back-handedly, who knows? It. The It. So un-itself. Anaphor, metaphor, cataphor, what’s that for? The bare thing. Just me. Beyond the pale of possible thought. I’m here and gone. Every time. And if none of that makes any sense to you, then you are a perfect mind. You understood it, didn’t you. properties, back alleys, just itself, never announcing that it itself is here again, who knows? maybe never. Every that, just that, is a different one, or if not, why not? can one and the same that inhabit different facts, as Russell insisted it must if realism is to hold. There’s no way of knowing. And what if it didn’t, or couldn’t? The world is ever the same, ever different, ever a massive concussion.

It is all those little pronouns that hold together a paragraph. Tirelessly, anaphorically, subtly, cunningly, connivingly, back-handedly, who knows? It. The It. So un-itself. Anaphor, metaphor, cataphor, what’s that for? The bare thing.  Just me. Beyond the pale of possible thought. I’m here and gone. Every time.  And if none of that makes any sense to you, then you are a perfect mind. You understood it, didn’t you.

4807  In politics I am a regular Democrat.  I recognize that the parties must contend with each other according to the rules of legislative, administrative and judicial engagement.  Just as any two armies, in order for one to advance, must follow rules.  These rules make for rough going, but they are necessary.  It seems that many of my fellow Democrats want to go around the rules; they want a President who will simply bang heads together and force the right decision.  They want a “more forceful leader”. And now they are upset with Obama because he is not that or can’t be.  Do they want a Dictator?  Still, for all that, the System will survive.  Maybe it has always been like that.  Just as the other side at the extreme wants the An-archist to come and lead them away from any government at all into idyllic freedom.

4808  The great masculine gods are difficult ideas for most men. That Phallos has to go.  Jehova, the most phallic, is finally something of which one must not create an image.  That Phallos must go.  So these men become abstract, pure thought thinking pure thought.  Thin musings.  Fine logic.  Gossamer deductions.  Until the god and his great thing simply disappear.  And these men turn to the Lady.  Mother, wife, daughter, an immaculate goddess.  Oneness in her enfolding arms.  The Phallos is gone.

Today we are so intellectual in our spirituality.  And we are so finely spiritual in our intellectualizing.  No mention is made of that Thing.  The refined Intellect is the maiden herself.  The goddess.  A filagree lacy thing.  everything else is just a night-fuck and must not be mentioned.  We are spiritual and intellectual.  The Lady is here.
4809  Words come to me.  I am not the author of this writing.  But I am the editor.  The spirit is too overwhelming; the madness is too abrupt; the flow floods and I must work to keep it all inside the levees of understanding.  The boy crawls in bed with me and my heart beats fast, but I keep my head and I make sure he doesn’t slide off, that he and even I have enough room and that the blankets stay is reasonable order.  The wild swings must not break the frame and the neighbors must be protected from his throwing things around.  Madness needs a clear-minded servant.  A chela.  I am merely that—so much to do.  The Boy is the substance of these writings; I am the spell-checker and the syntax handler.  I rush to keep up with his Rush.  All while my heart is beating too fast.  And I am sometimes slammed against the wall.

4910  MRI machines have shown us that when a person feels a certain feeling, thinks a certain thought, dreams, imagines, plans, figures and on and on with certain types of mental acts, that an equally certain area of the brain gets moving, gets excited and lights up!  And the cognitive analysts are just as certain that that shows us something.  Just what that something is is not certain.  There is some sort of connection there.  I think most assume it is the connection of identity.  The brain action IS the mental act.  In fact, I think they are certain about that.

Because, if it isn’t identity, then it would have to be the causal  connection.  Cause and effect is the great connector of the techno-productionist mind.  One thing either IS another thing—in which case the one is just an abbreviated way of speaking about the other—or the one produces the other or, to say the same thing, the one is a function of the other.  

I think the cognitive analysts are stuck somewhere between identity and production.  They do want to say that brain activity is mental activity, but the specter of mindless materialism haunts those words.  Spooky tales of zombie fantasy threaten to absorb science.  So they timidly say that brain activity “produces” mind thoughts and feelings.  But they know that that word isn’t right either, because it also makes the mind into a sort of ghostly, hovering thing.  So they remain just stuck.  I am mildly certain that they feel anything but certain about their certainty.

I, of course, am a hard-core Cartesian  dualist, and I am not bothered in restless sleep by weird ambiguities.

4811  Using the ideas of Kenneth Clark concerning the difference between the naked and the nude, I want say something about the boys in the pictures on my blog.  They are, according to that distinction, nudes, not real naked human beings.   Here is the famous quote from Aristotle on the matter:  'Art completes what nature cannot bring to a finish. The artist gives us knowledge of nature's unrealized ends.'  The nude is always an Ideal, thus an Aristotelian Entelechy or a Platonic Form, those two being much the same thing.

I call my philosophy realism, but that word has often come to mean a type of naturalism, an attempt at the warted, bent, deformed, corrupted thing that is entropic nature.  That is far from the Ideal of Plato’s heaven.  I write the perfected End of Being, the well-proportioned completion.  I write the end that is also the beginning.  This is the beauty that is so shunned by today’s un-art.  I do not try for the sublime that is the ever-on-its-way destruction.
4812  There are no such things as Concepts.  There are universals of all sorts, but no concepts.  A concept seems to be a universal that has become a particular and come to inhabit a mind.  Nothing.  If I think of the simple form of a pair of blue jeans, I am looking, with my mind’s looking, at the simple form of a pair of blue jeans.  That is a thing exemplified here and there throughout the world.  I am not looking at a something in my mind, a something I created through abstraction, because there is no act of abstraction.  Period.

If I have or am the thought (expressed in English by the words), “This is a pair of blue jeans”, then I have or am something that has been around in many many exemplifications.  The thought and the English phrase are universals that are nothing of my making.  They just are.  Period.

The thought of the form of a pair of blue jeans, and the form of such a pair are things that exist and they are not me or mine, but become exemplified by the particular that I momentarily am.

Now then, all that may seem like some surreal poem.  Quite so, let it be.  It is truth.  And truth is surreal.

4813  Here is an ontological puzzle.  Imagine a something, perhaps a rock.  Through time its form changes, its color, its texture, its weight, its relation to other things and on and on.  Nonetheless, it remains just that rock.  It’s like Descartes’ piece of wax.  The question is this: What accounts for it remaining one thing through all that great change?  One traditional answer is that the underlying material stuff remains just that one piece of material stuff.  That stuff is formless in itself, but it takes on all those changing forms.  So now we have stuff.

My philosophical friend, do you believe in the existence of stuff?  I don’t.  

4814  The Parthenon is a marvel of quiet order.  It has that stillness that is so very Greek.  It is open and filled with light.  But it contains a hidden madness.  Or not so hidden.  The boy walks up the steps and he falters.  Or he is the faltering thing that is one with that one thing.  The Parthenon is the cage that holds him.  That has always held him.  The god there has been out for a walk and is going home.  Sometimes he feels like himself; sometimes not; and the days are long.

We have today given great mathematical order to the cosmos, but it is a mathematics that is quite heady, to say the least.  It teeters; it totters on the edge of tough madness, the razor’s fine cut as it glides across the pretty thick thigh of your mind.  Yes, cosmology is a strange piece of modern architecture.  Nothing keeps its delicate balancing perfection from going on and on into greater and greater need of holding onto the rail of magic anti-randomness.  Or whatever.

I digress.  And I will try to regress into a simpler time.  Before this madness began we were content, or almost.  In our night magic.  Not this prime number stuff.  Before uncertainty came we were certain.  Or our uncertainty was a mere concern with twisted jeans.  How we managed before the police came is a mystery to me.  But we did and the butt was covered.  Our congress was a mess, but fundamental.  Things went in easy then.  And back out and what a rout ensued.  The tigress was about, and we weren’t less in our most perfect fallenness.  We managed.  But now we have this heady largess. And no rest in walking the halls and ascending the steps and steps once again.  As always.  In the cage we rage.  Ό παρθένος is quiet.

4815  I suppose if someone wanted to call my writings poetry, it would be understandable, considering the prose-like form of so much of what today goes by the name  of poetry.  From many of the Romantics, though, there has come a pervasive and strong feeling that poetry should be about death and our sad thoughts when near to that magical thing.  I don’t ever write about that.  As far as I know there is no metaphysics of a melancholy waiting for death.  The Romantics have us by the nape of the neck, when it comes to poetry, and I hesitate to be put with them.  I really don’t want to be put in with that crowd.  Therefore, as long as poetry is about the rhythmical form of the writing and not that awful, enchantingly depressing content, then I will admit I am a poet.  Of sorts.

4816  Surrealism is chaos.  Surrealism is the speaking of the divine.  Surrealism is the ordinary ordinary.  Surrealism is the fright you know when he leaves.  It is not to be tolerated.  It is God speaking.  It is everywhere.  It is to be edited out.  I write, it dictates, I punctuate it correctly.  We fight on into the night.  He wins.  But I insist he have a nice, most pleasant form.  So round, so tight, so right in my sight.

Chaos, the killing thing, the nefas, the dead returning, the back of my hand against his pretty delicate face, my special plea, my not wanting him to leave, I wait.  To leave is to return.  Control is letting it be.  The uncontrolled.  The incorrigible, the staring eye.  I can’t go on.  I go on.  I write. But he dictates.  I clean it up.  Papers strewn.  Pixels scintillating.  Skin like sprinkled pearls.  Divine thickness.  Splayed.

I am not in the antechamber of death like all my compatriots and fellow academicians.  I suffer immortality.  The cut of knowing.  The blood of forever.  I accept what I must.  The startling look.  The blurry eyes.  The final presence.  I know what I am about.  He leans.  I lean.  The fusing and the intermittent fussing. It will take a long long time.  I have time.  But he tosses it away.  Such a nice round arm, once again.  A perfect shot.  Through the head.

No, I am not a surrealist.  I think and I know too much.  Or too little.  I force myself to wake up from the dream.  Surrealism never was what it was anyway.

4817  Surrealism, with its attempt to write down the first thing that comes to your mind and call it art, and call it God, and call it High stuff, is, I suppose, art and it really is God, and it can get you high, but is it there to be interpreted like the speaking of some Delphic oracle?  No, it is probably just some guy having a trippy good-old time with his own mind, his own eye and thigh and he lies around all day reading this and that  using his mottled mind as a recycle bin.  Not much.  It is definitely not worth interpreting.  Not any more than tea leaves or the random finger pointing in the Bible.  Or if you do like those random things simply because they are random and because God speaks most clearly in the murk of chaos or the nothingness of nothing, then why not?  But it’s God speaking, not that lazy-butt guy we call a great writer.  Still, if you are getting paid by a college to do just that, go for it; you are a high priest.  And literary criticism is also surreal, or should be.  Life is campy like a Boy Scout camp.

4818  Should we say that today’s Continental philosophy is a form of surreal art?  Yes, surrealism is the art of our time.  And because of that it should not be interpreted by those academics who are trying so hard not to be surreal and be instead objective.  The only interpreter that should be allowed by the Angels is the one who is as surrealistically mad as the original writer—if he indeed was good— and who will then not rewrite or resay what the first writer wrote or said but will come up with a completely different—and equally unimportant—philosophical ouvre.  Move over, honey, a new guy’s in town.  And the reader should be allowed to calm down and enjoy the breeze.
4819  It has recently been discovered and written up here that Plato did in fact lay out his dialogues according to some sort of Pythagorean design.  Why would he do that and what is the value to such a design?  It seems rather rigid and binding.  Or maybe its value is because of that.  I suspect that he was trying to corral some wild spirit.  The rambunctious boys lying around the gymnasia.  The god of philosophical madness.  His own torrent of ideas still wet with seminal dew.  Whatever it was it sort of worked.  Platonism is a settled thing and still prettily daimonic.

Just as the Pythagorean theorem tries to corral that wild, irrational number at its heart.  Ah, ain’t he just a number!
4820  All American poets follow Walt Whitman, or so it seems.  I too take to his open road and I celebrate myself and I seek a comrade for night pleasures.  But those who follow do so at a distance and always try to change the curve of the path laid out.  I have always looked to that audacious poet and I have admired his audacity, but I have not wished for the same sky or the same earth he so loved.  I am different.  The anxiety of not being different would have undone me, but I have veered away.  And in that I too am true to my own nature.  And to the call I hear.  

Like Walt Whitman I sit alone in my room thinking and playing with words.  I am a recluse who holds the meaning of the world in my sexual excess.  Like him I expect transcendence to come bed with me.  I am not shunned in my hope.  I have also written up magical realms.

I look at that poet and I mean to say that I am not a poet; I never wanted to be a poet.  I am a philosopher, but philosophy is also poetry in spite of its eternal fight with the earth and its watery caverns.  I have not succumb.  There are other places.  Oh, Mr. Whitman, your room and my room are another place.  My Comrade, we differ greatly, and we somehow unite. I am anxious about that.

The Boy is not the earth or of the earth.  He is other and not from an egg in the wet places.  He walks the paths that veer off and seduces the unwilling out of here.  I suspect that by now he has captured you also, oh eternal old trope.  We have written a trap for the spirit within us.  And we watch with the watcher the 
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O BOY of the West!

To you many things to absorb, I teach, to help you become eleve of mine:

Yet if blood like mine circle not in your veins;

If you be not silently selected by lovers, and do not silently select lovers,

Of what us is it that you seek to become eleve of mine?

Here is the misprision, the misdirection, the mistaking of Walt Whitman.  He would have you believe here that he is the teacher and the Boy is the eleve.  Surely it is the other way around.  And the Ancient Thing is in Walt Whitman again.  

4822  When I was a boy, beginning when I was about fourteen of fifteen, I used to develop mighty theological arguments against the Catholics.  I really didn’t have anything against the Catholics or even against their religion; I just liked to develop theological arguments.  I never could find anyone else to argue with because no one I knew could see any value, or I should say any fun, in it.  Argumentation is great fun.  I wasn’t and I am not now mad at anyone and I certainly am not concerned with the immorality of any particular side along the theological divide, even the atheists, who do, after all, have some good arguments to make, even if they are mostly hopelessly preachy about the evil of religion.  And so I then learned to love philosophical argument.  In my own head I take both sides and I try to present the strongest possible reasons for this or that way of thinking.  It remains a lonely thing to do, because I still don’t know anyone who wants to take me on.  That is to say there is no one around who thinks it would be fun.

And so I come to saying something about the schools.  Today, when social networking is so important, it is very necesary that we don’t offend anyone (who shouldn’t be offended) and then lose out on a “friend” or contact or connection or entryway into a possible job.  Today the great concern is, finally, about getting a middle-class paycheck.  If we do philosophy or theology today it is in order to advance a career choice.  That means it is to participate in a project or a conference or a noteworthy seminar.  And most important, it is to be published.  Also, it is to be listed on lots of blogrolls. It is to have a name known and smiled at by the powers that be.  And all that more than implies that the young person is going to have to do a lot of schmoozing and sucking up to the right people.  It’s a dirty job and classical argument is long gone.  Argument wasn’t at all fun for these young, very busy and bright power guys, anyway.  So I sit alone thinking arguing both sides, the way Plato did in the dialogues.

Alsa, I am a hopeless dualist and duelist.  They belong to the great One Thing.

4823  There are two extremes to aim at in philosophy: either we go toward elegant parsimony, the belief that the great world of infinite things can be deduced from a few or perhaps only a couple of primal things, maybe even the Primal Self with Itself; or toward a world that is at the beginning filled with the Optimum of the many various Forms none of which can be deduced from anything else.  A desert or a slum.  I have chosen the latter.  Likewise did Leibniz, who wrote that this is the best of possible worlds because all possible forms from the highest to the lowest are in it.  A simple, beautiful emptiness or teeming plenitude.  It’s your choice.

Likewise, the Principle of Plenitude is at work in today’s physics of the multi-verse and the idea that out of the infinite number of worlds shooting out of the ceaseless, infinite firings of Big Bangs ours had to finally appear, sans creator—well, I guess so!

A world filled with all the Forms is in fact simpler than one built up from almost nothing—or even from the Nothing—because that building becomes so tortuous and heavy after even a short time, as is plainly seen in modern Continental philosophy that tries so hard at that deduction.

All the Forms exist and the syntax is simple.

4824  Being divides into the world of facts and the ontological things that ground them.  An Aristotelian substance is an ordinary object of the world.  An object is a fact, the union of matter and Form.  There is a pair of dark eyes.  Matter and Form and the uniting are ontological things.  

In logic we say x is F.  (Ex)F(x).  There is an x such that x is a pair of dark eyes.  We take the logical proposition apart and we have x, F, the copula of exemplification, the quantifier and the well-ordering of the pieces toward each other.  The parts and the fact that is expressed by the proposition.  

We are able to be aware of, to think, both the fact and the ontological parts.  But because the ordinary fact, the object, and the ontological things belong to categorically different realms of Being they are not part/whole.  The difference is too vast.  And  the ontological fact that we can think them together and write them together is a great philosophical puzzle.  It is my art. 

4825  The boy is a metaphor for philosophy, the incorrigible.  And philosophy, the difficult, is a metaphor for the Boy, the frightening.  And the frightening is a metaphor for Philosophy, the transcendent.  And the transcendent is a metaphor for the Metaphor.  And the metaphor is final carrying across.  And the cross is terrible.  I am hung out to dry.  Who knows why?

‘Pataphor, metaphor, metalepsis, metaphysics, ‘pataphysics, patatatat.  The epigone is so gone. The gong of thoughts that throng along my long dong.  And then nothing.  I’m double’crossed. 

4826  Here is a common occurrence today that has me quite puzzled.  Someone, usually a young person, emails me or leaves a comment asking for information or advice or suggesting that I do this or that, then I reply in short order.  I wait, as most people of my generation would, for a follow up response continuing the thoughts or thanking me or simply acknowledging my reply.  I wait, but nothing comes.  He has disappeared.  Is that normal today?  For some reason I find it rather impolite.  Is that just a sign of my age?  

4827  The Greeks didn’t have a separate word for existence aside from being; it was the medieval scholastics who invented the word ex-sistere, to stand out.  And we have been stuck with the distinction ever since.   I am not a philologist and so the history of the meaning of that new word is beyond me, but let’s for the moment say it has something to do with being right there or being in a particular space-time setting.  Now let’s consider space and time as it appears today in physics, which, more that anything else, studies the geometry of the space-time (dis)continuum.  It seems that the right-there embedded in that great thing blinks in and out and disappears like the Alice in Wonderland Cheshire Cat.  In fact that elusive thing has taken on a marvelous through-the-looking-glass bewilderment.  Will we ever be able to handle it?  Probably not.  Our very trying to see it has become the difficult part.  And we arrive at Kierkegaard who put existence in the paradoxes of thought’s encounter with Being.  That Being is right there is the Absurd itself and we go round and round all up through the Existentialists and out through the Hadron Collider.  Existence is now Existenz.  Where will it go next?

4828  I write up the Dionysian spirit.  Or rather, I write up the Dionysian words as they come to me.  And then I have to edit it and clean it up and lay it down cleanly on electronic paper.  Maybe I only write about the Dionysian spirit, in a piece always tightly worded, worked and trimmed and tried for pronunciation. No, he is here and I am a smith with that subtle fire.  I  punctuate.

The Boy comes to my room and in his great beauty begins to throw things around.  I smile.  He laughs.  I didn’t really need that nice, now broken, old clock anyway.  He’s a wreck, a mess, a regular bordello; but then he’s a boy and we do clean up their lives and our hearts after they have gone to sleep.  That is the god we serve.  It has never been different.  We wouldn’t really want it to be different.  But it is so maddening.  And sometimes it hurts like hell.  But it is real.  I know for sure he wouldn’t want me to be as he it.  The god Dionysius knows he needs an editor. 

4829  
The Naked and the Nude
Robert Graves 

For me, the naked and the nude
(By lexicographers construed
As synonyms that should express
The same deficiency of dress
Or shelter) stand as wide apart
As love from lies, or truth from art.

Lovers without reproach will gaze
On bodies naked and ablaze;
The Hippocratic eye will see
In nakedness, anatomy;
And naked shines the Goddess when
She mounts her lion among men.

The nude are bold, the nude are sly
To hold each treasonable eye.
While draping by a showman's trick
Their dishabille in rhetoric,
They grin a mock-religious grin
Of scorn at those of naked skin.

The naked, therefore, who compete
Against the nude may know defeat;
Yet when they both together tread
The briary pastures of the dead,
By Gorgons with long whips pursued,
How naked go the sometime nude!
Kenneth Clark continues that "in the greatest age of painting, the nude inspired the greatest works; and even when it ceased to be a compulsive subject it held its position as an academic exercise and a demonstration of mastery" (3). It did so, he explains because the nude as a conceptual and artistic category always involved the notion of an ideal abstracted from the reality we confront in our everyday lives. As such, we may add, the nude in art plays a role similar to that of the hero in epic: it provides the means and occasion to figure forth what a particular society takes to be greatest excellence. The nude, therefore, "is not the subject of art, but a form of art" (5), in part because "The body is not one of those subjects which can be made into art by direct transcription — like a tiger or a snowy landscape. . . . We do not wish to imitate; we wish to perfect" (5-6) — an idea, like so many others, perhaps first formulated by Aristotle "with his usual deceptive simplicity. 'Art,' he says, 'completes what nature cannot bring to a finish. The artist gives us knowledge of nature's unrealized ends.'


The naked and the nude. The Dionysian and the Apollonian move together in the philosophical mind.    And the slightest of boundaries separates them.  I walk that walk.  It seems to want to disappear.
4830
    William Butler Yeats (1865-1939)
               THE SECOND COMING
    Turning and turning in the widening gyre 
    The falcon cannot hear the falconer; 
    Things fall apart; the centre 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.

    Surely some revelation is at hand; 
    Surely the Second Coming is at hand. 
    The Second Coming! Hardly are those words out 
    When a vast image out of Spiritus Mundi 
    Troubles my sight: a waste of desert sand; 
    A shape with lion body and the head of a man, 
    A gaze blank and pitiless as the sun, 
    Is moving its slow thighs, while all about it 
    Wind shadows of the indignant desert birds. 
    The darkness drops again but now I know 
    That twenty centuries of stony sleep 
    Were vexed to nightmare by a rocking cradle, 
    And what rough beast, its hour come round at last, 
    Slouches towards Bethlehem to be born?
That is, of course, Dionysian.  But it is really not.  It is to be found in a handsomely bound volume with beautiful type.  And the punctuation is meticulous.  Great force holds it all in place.  And the edges of thought sharply cut.  The watery places are leveed off.  And thought is clear.  The Dionysian is laid still within the Apollonian.  The form holds.
4831  Like most writers, I am drawn and repulsed by the techniques of surrealism.  Freely letting the words flow, without conscious restraint or ordering, does generate a heady swarm of new associations.  Automatic writing.  The problem is that if you have to read through them as though a new piece of art had arrived on the scene, you will quickly find it very tedious and you will want to abandon it out of sheer boredom.  It is so superficial.  More is required of the writer.  He certainly may rummage through the pile of words and phrases before him and glean some of the brightly dancing ones and then with his feel for ordering them toward one idea arrange them into a lively work.  But then he is not truly a surrealist.  Is there any value to just letting the tedious, boring, shallow heap of words lie there with you?  Or is the idea of value itself contrary to the surrealist ideal?  As an idea, pure surrealism is somewhat interesting, but reading through a surrealist work is still repulsive.  Nonetheless, that Dionysian tearing up of language where absolute randomness rules is of our time.  And the random, the blinding sacred, demands our attention as a heavy idea.  I am drawn.  I am repulsed.  It is religion.  It is nothing at all.  

The Dionysian quickly becomes boring.  The boy lies there, the one who was a dream of angels, and he has the numbness of heavy sex all about him.  There is something there in that that draws me, but I wonder about it.  Boredom and tedium are strangely attractive.  The tumescence of mind fills me.  Things dialectically change place.  Heaviness overcomes me and I submit.  My intellect was nothing.

4832  The random, the chance associations, so beautifully impersonal, so loosely abstract, so hopeless.  Modern art has taken us away from the informative moment into the dream.  Ancient forms flit by.  The day is gone with its personal concerns.  Now there is only what ever was.  Things themselves are present.  I cannot describe for you what is not like this or like that.  Nothing specific.  The Genera.  The things without particularity.  Except that there is the Bare and empty Just That that precedes it all.  Pure.  The eternal Boy is all that is left.  A Thing you may not want.  The everyday ordinariness with its incessant problems may be your way out and away from that.  Except that you dream.

4833  During the day we flirt with the tense dreams of night.  Horrible things.  Lovely things.  Horrible things.  I force myself to wake up.  I escape.  I relax.  I sort of remember.  I want to remember.  I want to forget.  Time slips into another timelessness.  The personal gives way to the impersonal.  Monsters.  Sweet gods.  Too sweet.  I roil.  Back and forth.  So I write.

4834  Imagine an object.  Let’s say it is a pair of pants you found on a worried night path on the far side the creek.  Someone was there.  And something happened.  Probably no one saw except the sullen trees.  The stars were asleep.  The mushrooms prowled.  The heavy air suffocated any memory.  There’s only the pants and your imagination now in collusion.  It’s time for the knives of conniving.  And the eternal rhythms.  The wind still slips along.  A little slip of a thing works alone.  And now you are bound up with that.  

So you begin the analysis of love.  Remove every quality.  Every relation.  Every quantification.  All the celestial garments.  Everything that is not that thing itself.  Finally you arrive at its bare existence.  And then at just the nakedness itself, the existence that stands out.  The blaring.  It is that.  But someone may be looking.  And there is no place to hide.  You are there.  They are looking.  Everything, everyone sees.  Existence is.

You are that never forgotten thing, the wound, the part that will not heal.  Almost nothing.  And you have to reconstruct your world.  Before It dies and is no more.  Maybe it was you.  It’s so hard to say for sure.  .  Someone was there.  And something happened.

4835  I am a predeterminist—or whatever the name of that is.  I suppose one should know the name of what one is since what one is is so important to one’s life.  Anyway, everything that happens, down to the minutest whatever, is cast beforehand.  “Cast” and “beforehand” are interesting words.  It seems that casting would indicate a throw of the die and thus pure chance (assuming life’s die is not loaded—which it may be).  And being beforehand is, I imagine, the opposite of back-handedness, which may also be in there somewhere.  And so again, anyway, the die is cast before any hands arrive on deck, before time itself comes around, and now we simply play out the pre-written play.  I rather like that idea. (Freewill is intellectually so messy.)  So, let’s suppose everything does move according to a meticulous script.  That script is, for us, then itself not scripted beforehand and for all we know it is totally random.  Predeterminism is the same as clean randomness.  A clean manhandled screw up.  And we can do nothing about it.  But that’s metaphysics and therefore irrelevant to making sure we don’t miss the bus.

4836  The last few days I have been thinking quite a bit about Surrealism and the really surreal appearing of philosophy in the internet blogs.  It has been rather unsettling.  The first is an attempt to capture the spirit of inspiration by simply letting the words come of themselves.  A sort of mysterious randomness.  The second is an attempt to let a haphazard collection of (necessarily belated) philosophers, young and old, speak out however, in whatever frame of mind they have at hand.  Philosophy doesn’t survive the order.  Plato wrote seeming dialogues, but he really had total, dictatorial control over what was being said.  In the classroom, which is the model for today’s bloggery, students speak up, but supposedly under the guidance of the teacher.  Philosophy blossomed in Plato, but almost died in the classroom. (Sadly, it is still almost dying every day all across the land in our hip, but benighted, colleges.)  The internet is taking the “almost” out of the picture.  And Surrealism as an art form is still hanging in there, but barely.  “Barely”, “almost”—what’s the difference?

I really don’t like those discussion groups.  As examples of chaos they are, however, fascinating.  And chaos is one of the interesting topics of discussion in our time.  Is that the appearing of God for us?  Oh my, it is also killing all political discussion.  We are beset.  There are so many things to say about it, but would one more saying really help? 

4837
All the world's a stage,

And all the men and women merely players:

They have their exits and their entrances;

And one man in his time plays many parts,

His acts being seven ages. At first the infant,

Mewling and puking in the nurse's arms.

And then the whining school-boy, with his satchel

And shining morning face, creeping like snail

Unwillingly to school. And then the lover,

Sighing like furnace, with a woeful ballad

Made to his mistress' eyebrow. Then a soldier,

Full of strange oaths and bearded like the pard,

Jealous in honour, sudden and quick in quarrel,

Seeking the bubble reputation

Even in the cannon's mouth. And then the justice,

In fair round belly with good capon lined,

With eyes severe and beard of formal cut,

Full of wise saws and modern instances;

And so he plays his part. The sixth age shifts

Into the lean and slipper'd pantaloon,

With spectacles on nose and pouch on side,

His youthful hose, well saved, a world too wide

For his shrunk shank; and his big manly voice,

Turning again toward childish treble, pipes

And whistles in his sound. Last scene of all,

That ends this strange eventful history,

Is second childishness and mere oblivion,

Sans teeth, sans eyes, sans taste, sans everything.
I suspect that this one we are watching in this play of life, the one we call our self, this one who has been so thoroughly scripted down to his minutest movements, is no more connected to the mind watching than that other character called the Gulf of Mexico.  I suspect we will all soon leave and leave behind that character we supposedly were and then watch another play.  Surely we must hope it is a fine play and we have a good part.  A pleasant part.  And we are not undone in our supposed doing by unanswerable questions as we are here. Yes, I’m a predeterminist.  But I am also rather unconnected with this one I supposedly am.  So many suppositions!  

This is all the doing of that Wild Beauty, the god who has us by the balls.  The mind ravisher.  
4838  At night you dream.  Soon, always again, in pain, you forcefully pull yourself out.  You shake it off.  And again you pray your way back to being awake.  Without God you could not have done it.  How can those without God manage?  Don’t they have awful nights, awful things in their night?  But then the surreal is always in the real.  The dream and the everyday mingle.  Philosophy is that.  You are a philosopher.   What next?

I wonder about that mingling.  Ontology, the science of being, has so many nexus.  Which one is it?  Is mingling sui generis?  No, it itself is just one more mingling of dream and reality.  The logic of such ontologic is squashed.  But I will not give in and give the palm to the dream.  The poets will not have me.  And since the analysts seem to have missed the point of going on, I am stuck in the middle with you, my reading friend with the moving eyes.  Let’s lie on down and think.

4839  Let’s say that the boulders were sleeping and the cactus aches with lust.  That is a surreal poetic statement.  How should we ontologically analyze it?  We do think it right well.  We poetically think it or we dream it.  It is there in our minds as something from out of a place that is not everyday reality.  Or rather an unplace.  Place and unplace both being used surrealistically, poetically, or as in a dream.  It’s there.  I work to maintain my sanity.  

So far the work has been light, but I suspect insanity is close for the deep thinker trying for the dew in the yellow wind.  We are brave; so we will go on.  We think that the boulders were sleeping and the cactus aches with lust. There is nothing special or extraordinary about that fact; it’s just that it isn’t a part of this everyday, waking world. Perhaps it’s a property of the mental act of dreaming or poeticizing that gives it that strange feel.  Let’s say it is.  Just as perception has a feeling of being ordinary, this has a feeling of being … what should be call it? of being cockeyed.   Now then, such properties are real things in my realistic philosophy; therefore, Cockeyedness is a real thing that comes and sits with that fact in my consciousness.  Sits?  It’s a kind of Imp.  I like this analysis.  A sprite, a genius, a daimon, a finger up your coccyx.  That thing is the surreal now in my realism.  Of course, the language philosophers among us will say that I am simply employing the rhetorical devise of making a metaphor into a base for a further metaphor, metalepsis, ‘pataphor, childish nonsense.  Metaphysics is the surreal.  So precise, so faltering.  So boringly ordinary, so anxiously otherworldly.  A bull, a prick, a twilight fault.

The metaphysician blithely takes it all so literally.

4840  I have always liked constructivist art.  Those abstractions have always struck me as mystical.  And fingered my down. As a boy I loved my erector set.  I tied twigs together.  I climbed over abandoned stock yards. I studied constellations.  I knew geometry.  The original constructors were the ancient builders.   The Forms swirled in their heads.  Eventually grammar turned and appeared.  The eternal things let themselves be seen.  I stood and waited.  I saw.  They were always right there.  The turning is still there in the night of thought so close to the light of waking.  The ancient builders with gleaming eyes and skin like dew.

4841  Grammar and logic are constructivist art.  The meaning of those difficult things can only be known in twisted night dreams.  Forms cut loose.  Flying cranes down swooping lanes.  The living and the dead.  Beyond the gale.  The reason you forced yourself to wake up.  Hard juxtapositioning.  The edge of being.  No wonder students balk at learning such horrible things.  The unending demand.  The faltering grade.  In the dawn of what we are. 

4842  Let’s think about the word “and”.  Or if you’d rather not, that’s ok.  This and this and this.  A lingering look and the last prime number.  A silver stud and bus ticket.  A dead soldier and a raspberry.  It’s easy to think those pairs.  It’s easy to think all the pairs together, this and that and that one.  “And” is easy.  So easy we wonder what all the fuss is about.  But that it is is never really considered.  That it might be is unbelievable, maybe unthinkable, and almost intolerable.  The word “and” seems to name something mighty and mighty insolent if it wants to exist just as itself.  Can’t something else do the trick?  No, how could anything be more basic than “and”?  “And” is way beyond mere existence.  It is of the being of being.  It is too close if we want to see it and still have room to breathe.  It is life and death, movement and rest, the same and different, everything that could ever be and nothing.  But only I and other forlorn ontologists stare at that subtle beauty.

4843  The history of philosophy has presented us with many dualisms and we have, through time, usually tried to reduce that plethora to one fundamental pair.  Today the fashionable dualism is, paradoxically, between a dualistic and a non-dualistic philosophy.  I will leave that for another time.  And I will instead deal with the two pairs of time and eternity and universal and particular.  Somewhere in there I will, of course, have to speak of mind and existence.

I have been reading some Surreal poetry.  It is a colossal breaking up of the visual, mental field.  Unity becomes the broken.  The type of Surreal poetry I like, the type that I think of as good and real poetry, is the type that deals with time and eternity.  Without that feel for the crossing over of death into a broader field the poetry becomes too cluttered with the junk of the everyday and dissipates  in tediousness.  I suppose all poetry came out of the close-in feel for the moving panorama of consciousness that was so new a hundred or so years ago.  Nonetheless, being lifted out of that into the infinity of eternity is sweet.  Time and eternity, however, are not and have not been my great concern.  I have always been more interested in the universal and the particular.  That seems to me to be more fundamental.

I fall in love with a pair of eyes.  Of course those eyes have been around from forever and always will be, but that pair right there is also to be reckoned with.  That particular pair.  I feel I should say something to that pair to let it know that I know it is from Being itself, outside these confines.  But what is the point of such a pointing out?  

So I walk on and in my mind I take up the fight I always have with the conceptualists, who think that that universal is just a momentary generalization I made.  It isn’t, I insist; it is a real thing.  And the argument ends, mainly because they never did feel the intensity, the time breaking intensity, of those Eyes.

So now I come to the final dualism I want to speak about.  The Intensity of my encounter contrasted with the casualness of my writing about it.  I listen to the tone of my words as I write and I am somewhat dismayed by their lax everyday thoughtfulness.  Surely all that is just a reaction to the too-muchness of my topic.

4844  Once again I am going to write about “and”.  Or do you think that my having written about it even once was too much?  After all, how much can rationally be said about such a commonplace?  Here goes. There may be one kind of “and” and then again there may be many.  Is the “and” between things different from the one between facts?  Is the one between those two kinds different than the one between abstract things as in “or” and “however”?  And is there a different kind of “and” between those different kinds of “ands”?  I have no ready answer, but I suspect it is one and the same “and”.  Maybe with subscripts for the confused.  And it is a rascal when we try to capture it or whatever the proper pronouns is—I suspect it is really an impish “him”.  A “him” because he is certainly not a domesticated thing and he stands tall and proud as foxtail grass at the windy center of all thought.

Now I am sure that most of my readers will consider all that just a frivolous attempt at cute poetry.  It isn’t.  That is real ontology.

4845  If I mention that there is a real thing and then there is the appearance of that thing and they are different.  Whether or not it is true, there is in that thought the little word “and” that places the real thing and its appearance together.  And also the same little connector is there been that conjunctive pair and the fact that they are different.  We can’t get away from it.  It is everywhere in our philosophy.  And it has been overlooked for too long.  If I say that the Aristotelians think of substance as the togetherness of matter and form, then it is there.  Even if substance is eo ipso there whenever those two are there, then it is still that circumstance of being together.  You cannot just wink and look away.  The subtlety of it beguiles.

There are those among us, the idealists, who will insist that it is mind that unites and separates.  The mind, for them, is the ground of “and”; moreover, it is the disjunctive “or”.  Two for the price of one.  Mind is then the ground of this most basic piece of Being.  No, if anything, “and” and “or” are the ground of mind or of this most basic piece of mind.  A fine, mischievous beauty for the intellectually inclined.  A sprite with his “piece”.

The gods are not pieces of mind; the mind is pieces of the gods.

4846  Unity—a container or a hook?  Are two things together because they are in the ontological same box or because there is a tie between them?  Should we say that the unity of a sentence is because of the propositional form that holds the words together?  Or should we say that it is the copula, the little word “is”, the nexus of exemplification that joins them into one meaningful unit?  And does it make a difference which one we choose?  It makes a difference.

When I was just beginning to think about philosophy, in my late teens, that question would have captured my mind for days.  I would have walked for long hours out in the countryside.  Visions would have moved rapidly thought my mind.  Abstractions would have flown by in tumult.  I would have understood the question intimately.  And I would have made up my mind to write it down and explain it happily to the others.  Now that I know that the others who would listen don’t exist, I still quietly think about such things and I figure, but the quiet inside my head has grown more raucous.

The correct answer is that it is a hook, not a container.  Those who think otherwise are simply trying to avoid Bradley’s regress, but no one can.  The world of philosophical things is forever separate.

4847  Historical materialism says that we should look for the meaning of our thoughts, our writings, our feelings in the presence or absence of things in the material world.  A Platonist, in response, will say that we should look instead to the invasion of the Ideas into the mind and body of that one thus present and absent to himself.  If the Ideas are real and they have been coercing us along the path called history, then to understand these writings you must look to the ideas of the others that have delicately and insidiously found their way into this mind, the hand, the groin, now speaking to you.  I am from out of that historical place of ideas, the momentary home of Transcendence.  Otherwise, it seems to me that my material world is much too poor to tell you much of anything else.

4848  In today’s popular philosophy the real is not a given.  In fact and indeed the real is so far away as to be irrelevant.  We have only our own lost, even humiliating mere guesses about what is really going on.  We are a humble folk.  But none of it is true.  We know.  We should know that we know.  The final things of Being are in plain sight.  Existence is a thing up close.  It is a lover who will not leave.  We are totally trapped by it.  Control never was.  We belong to that.  The end is at hand, as it has always been at hand.  There is nothing beyond.  This is the beyond.

But we have fallen in love with complexity, humiliation and the hopelessness of bad literature.  And that is what is not real.

4849  It is a belief of modern science that the forms of all material things, events and structures can be described isometrically using the ever unfolding, ever advancing forms of higher, ever more complex mathematics.  Just as the mathematical principle of induction and the drawing out of theorem from axiom give us all the emerging forms in the virtual world of analytic structures, so all the forms and assembled structures of nature arise virtually from a few simple elements into a world.  It is a grand evolving from out of so little into the effervescence of the cosmos.  The complexity is magnificent.  The unsubstantiality of it is overwhelming.  So much from so little.

That vision of Being is an attempt to apply Occam’s razor.  The Forms don’t exist; they are only virtual arisings.  Unfortunately, every attempt to get rid of the Forms necessitates a very heady syntax of unfolding to take their place.  That is why, instead of a naming of recognizable things, we have a surging of abstractions in modern scientific philosophy.  Reaching for simplicity on a clear breezy afternoon of thinking, science found itself in a jungle of impossible thoughts.  It was inevitable.  To deny the reality of the Forms, to say they are virtual arisings, is to fall into the magic of Aladdin’s lamp.  The world vanishes.

4850  Take the sentence: The peacock’s feathers flashed in the sunlight.  It’s straightforward, clear and easy to understand.  The Forms of Peacock, Feather, Flash and Sunlight are present, as are the connector forms.  Now try to express the same thing without using those Form words.  Use only words for physiological, chemical activity and stimulus-response patterns.  Other designators will no doubt have to be brought in, but eventually you can come up with something that “scientifically” captures what will then be called the previous folkloric expression.  The first way, with the Forms being exemplified, was much easier than the second way of trying to get rid of those “redundant pseudo-entities” for which Occam’s Razor lay in wait.

All of which makes neither the first way nor the second be the true way.  I think it does show, however, that the so-called parsimonious way that Occam proposed was anything but parsimonious.  I, of course, have nothing against that redundancy of entities.  I am not a monist in that regard.  

4851 

Ή Φύσις καί  Ό Άνθροπος

Perhaps it was because I grew up at the edge of a small town on the Iowa prairie that I came to see nature as a violent, threatening thing.  The climate was such that unless you protected yourself well you would be killed.  And the people I knew around me, my family, all my acquaintances, showed me that human nature was just as much a thing at times to be afraid of.  Moreover, though my own body was healthy and strong, my face was ravaged by acne.  And my sex drive was overwhelming.  I, therefore, came to think that nature was definitely not a pretty thing of gentle meditation.  And unless it is very forcibly controlled it is totally destructive.  That is how I saw it and that is how I still see it.  Man and the physical world are in their essence violent.

That, of course, is not the popular view, which sees all violence as man-made, as growing out of oppressive institutions: government, religion, big business, the propaganda machines, the educational factories, the deadly health industry and on and on.  Today, meekly trying to counter these there is gentle mother nature.  But as I see it that supposedly gentle thing is itself the ground of the terror that besets us. The natural man is not a nice being.  Left alone he is deadly.

When I look about at all the cultural things that we have about us, I see, behind the thin façade, a surging force.  There is a beauty to that great thing; it is the violence we call life.  It is the proud struggle of life against life.  It is not nice.  But it is now very knowledgeable and that makes it even more terrible.  We are at the edge of a precipice.  But we always have been there.  So-called Culture is frozen terror.  Violence is the constant theme of our art.  The gods are amoral, because Being is amoral.  And the Beauty is overwhelming.

4852  We are a violent people embedded in a violent natural world.  We love to hear of horrible things happening to the young and the innocent.  We cry and sing sad songs and tell each other of our grief.  It’s wonderful.  We gush with feeling.  We go over the scene again and again in our imagination.  And when we have worn that story to threads, we look around until we find another sacred victim sacrificed.  We see a beauty and we imagine the miserable end that pretty face will know.  Beauty and corruption of the flesh feed on each other.  It is magnificent.  Or we imagine young soldiers, boys really, dying in a battle.  Kids getting killed on the highway.  Pure youth succumbing to drugs and alcohol.  The one trying so hard in school denied a simple chance.  Youth having to give itself over to hard work, never knowing pleasure.  We can sit and read about these things our whole life and we never get tired of the pleasure of these sad stories.  In fact that is why such evil exists in this world: so we will have stories to tell to each other and to ourselves.  We love the misery of sad songs.  We are sadists in our imagination and masochists in our loving the pain of thinking over all that has happened.  We are mad.  And if we ourselves are the victim in the story we can know great pleasure in bemoaning our own fate—even though that story also gets old soon and we have to seek new misery so we can cover ourselves with new tears.  Without all that we would be terribly bored.  There’s no way out.

4853  After the world ends we will sit and tell each other stories of all the magnificent things that happened.  Eventually everything is turned into a text for telling.  And that text is ever ambiguous.  

4854  The violence that is in the heart of man but also in Nature is sacrificial.  The innocent, the pure lamb, the friend in our midst, is singled out to receive the dark fury.  Beauty is always that which must die, be cut off, know the knife and the noose, through no fault of its own; but that the others might live in peace.  The outsider is allowed in and he is treated with respect.  He becomes one of the company moving about.  Then that company turns and takes him down.  A moment of extreme agitation, then the gentleness of life returns.  But the victim is no longer.  Only the raspberry wound is left on the killing ground.  The others continue about their business.  It’s a strange occurrence, but it is the form of what we are.

Our art, our religious ritual, our nighttime dreams are all about capturing that moment of false accusation and the killing.  We know it intimately.  We are the victim in these things of high culture.  We know the horror of being unable to defend ourselves against a fury that will not listen.  Reason is of no avail.  Persuasion finds no sweetness.  The end comes and that is that.

Two events heralded the coming of the Savior.  One was the Star in the East; the other was the Massacre of the Innocents, the moment when Herod ordered the killing of all young male children in Bethlehem.  Mathew 2: 16-18

The suffering of the innocent is the glory of our being, of Being itself.  It is the horror of nature.  And the pathos.  It is why we fight to stop it.  The innocent are beautiful because they must die.  Our failure to stop it is not our fault.  Can’t anyone save us from this?

Did Germany invite in the guest-workers that they might eventually have a victim to take on their guilt over the war?

4855  Last evening I dared once again to try to write about violence and sacrifice.  It’s always too much for me and the ideas become confused; nonetheless, I will continue on this morning.  I somehow want to show that all of nature, whether humans are involved or not, is a sacrificial performance.  I feel it, but I cannot quite understand it.  Beauty and innocence, a sudden fury, a dream storytelling, text and terror, are all there.  The whole world becomes text, a dubious thing, constantly misread and inevitably mistold.  Everything repeats.  The order of the world is unceasing repetition.  The mistake always hangs near and threatens.  If this dies; that lives.  If I can cut off a little piece of myself, of my world, and send it back to the origin, then I can live in peace.  The origin is itself the irrational beauty of killing.  I really don’t want to go there and think.  But beauty is powerful in its yielding to the knife.  We watch the young give themselves over to destruction and cry.  But it was inevitable; that is the form of Being.  I shake trying to write it.  Maybe if I eat a little piece of it, I will be beyond danger.  Sacrifice is, more than anything, an eating of the victim.  That is sex.  That is joy.  And a dull wondering.

4856  We tend to think today that the irrationality, even the stupidity and silliness, of sacrifice has been overcome by the new scientific way of thinking.  It hasn’t.  We still try to perform the sacrificial act every day, all day long. Victims are chosen and they are killed—or banished into silence.  It is the great show.  It seems to be working; the world continues on.  We do not fall into non-being.  Wealth, for some, abounds.  The night ends, once again, and morning begins.  

And I write.  I try so hard to place every word in just the right position, with just the right timing.  I sometimes succeed.  No one understands, but that was to be expected, that was necessary.  The mystery, the ambiguity, is life.  And I buy more books.  The thing reached for is here—and gone.  Loves arrives—and leaves.  The night was arduous. I managed.  I would tell you of it, but you already know.  The form of the form is all there is.

There were times in all that that a sudden, dark fury overtook my existence.  I worry about the consequences of that.  Somehow, in the dream of life, that is necessary; more than necessary, it is the heart of the matter.  I will once again try to fight and banish this heart.  No one wants to stay in the dream.  But without it I cannot write; I have nothing to write.  The terror of writing is mine.  Until I leave my room and go out among the others also trying to escape.  Surely, at the end we will all escape.  But then what?

4857  Socrates is for us a very fleshy person, a satyr.  We imagine him mouthing, humming and hissing his philosophy.  We see his big eyes moving toward a beauty.  He shifts in place.  His philosophy is his body.  That is Roland Barthes’s vocal writing.  The grain of the voice, the writing aloud, the body erotic.  It is Walt Whitman.  In the same grainy vein, I have written up here a phonetic philosophy, a body-rhythmic slide into your smooth thinking mind, your glistening head, your aching groin. And that too is Platonism.  The Forms are real and they caress the flesh.  Other than that there is only the conceptualism of intellectuals now everywhere in the schools.  Spirit and matter go together.  The middle way of neither is something other.  To say that this fleshy philosophy is materialism is wrong.  It is realism.

It is commonly thought that there is the unperceived material object out there, consisting mainly of all those things that physicists study and then there is the sensual object that we directly experience, consisting of sense data.  Thus your voice and these words are somehow out there in the quantum dis-continuum beyond our knowing and then there are the electrical vibrations in our head we somehow sense.  All of that, though, strikes me as wrong.  Rather there is your voice and there are these words and both you and I directly recognize them and know them.  We are not experiencing sensa or electrical vibrations or anything of the sort.  Those things, it seems to me, simply don’t exist.  You and I experience the voice, the sound of the voice, the words and the shape and feel of their texture, and all that goes with those things.  They are not things in our minds or our brains; they are just your voice and these words that we directly know.  All else is nothing at all.  You must listen to and feel the philosopher’s real presence.  Look at him there with all the erotic properties of his body.  Those things are real.  And the words, spoken or written with their forms.  All of that is real and it is directly known.  The so-called sensual object slipped in between you and me simply does not exist.  I am not looking at sensa; I am looking at you.  I am not listening to sensa; I am listening to the sound of your voice, which is sometimes so sweet that the meaning of what you are trying to tell me is gone.

4858  We are all looking for mastery over the material world, which, through the sheer living of life, has us in an unhappy way.  So we have science and engineering and design theory and all the techniques of the fine and not-so-fine arts.  The only difference between our attempts at mastery and those of the past is that ours seems to work a little better.  Our mathematical physics gives us more of what we want and need than the manipulation of hermetic, alchemical symbols or the gestures of religious liturgy.  We are pragmatists.  Whatever works to get us out of this bind, we will take it.

The problem is the body.  It didn’t seem to respond so well to all the happy chemicals we put into it.  We need to think more.  In fact, thinking, high abstract conceptual thinking, does manage to lift us somewhat up and out of this momentarily miserable body.  Science is so blessedly conceptual.  Even all our so-called materialistic science is anything but materialistic.  Those magnificent chemical names and symbols are downright ethereal.  Matter, that stupid fleshy thing, is overcome with stylish clothes and hip phrases and virtual scenes from quantum computer states.  And of course impossible-to-understand philosophical abstractions.  We will do anything to get out of this body that is beginning to fall apart and doesn’t feel too well from what we did to it last night.  Perhaps if we speak the right scientific symbol jargon we can conjure up angels who will lead us into better non-fleshy flesh.  We want to be virtual and happy.
4859  I have always maintained in these writings that I am not their author.  I suppose you could say that I am more of what Roland Barthes called the scriptor.  The real author is … who or what?  It is certainly not language itself or the cultural milieu I live within.  It is not history or paradox or my digestion.  It is—I am sure of this much— that thing I have always mentioned as their author—the Boy.  But that is even more of a surd than those other possibilities.  Certain things though can be said about him.  He is incorrigible and erotic.  He is as far from the domestic, therefore the bourgeoisie, as one can get.  He is counter-social.  He is angelic, which means winged, therefore always here then gone.  He is something you are going to have to deal with, dear reader, in your own way.  Good luck, I haven’t, I know, been of much help in your deciding what to think about and do with these words; you can maybe interpret them better than I.  In fact, I am sure of it.  Have at it.  And I will remain always aware that any comment you leave will be more to yourself and to the Boy than to me, the mere scriptor. 

4860  Among those who believe in the Thing-in-itself, the Kantian Noumena, some believe that that thing can be known by the human mind, though probably not completely, and some believe that it is totally outside any such knowing.  Are  mind and Being the same or not?  I have a different take on it all.

It seems to me that there is, in there somewhere, for some, an assumption that to know means to analyze or to understand or to delve into the deepest recesses of that thing’s existence.  Take the color Red.  It seems to be that we can know Red completely, perfectly.  But, for all that, Red is just Red; there is no further understanding of it.  No going into it to see what it is really made of.  Red is just the color Red.  That’s it.  We do know Red as a Thing-in-itself.  In the same way, we know all the Forms that appear to us.  No delving, no explaining away, nothing more than having the thing itself perfectly right there.  That probably isn’t what those other philosophers meant.

As for whether or not we can know all of Being; I don’t think so.  There is something about Time that we cannot comprehend.  Just how something can stay self-identical through change is an absolute contradiction for us.  We see nothing that stays.  Parmenides was right; coming into being and going out of being is not logically possible.  And to give up logic is to give up thought and everything.  There is some ontological thing we don’t see.

Therefore, yes, we can know the Forms of Being perfectly, and no, we can’t see and thus know all there is.  

4861  The Boy is sufficient unto himself.  He relies only on himself for knowledge.  He knows and he knows that he knows.  You will think, you will necessarily think, he is insolent.  He is a god.  He will sit at the feet of no guru.  He commands God Himself with ease and he knows he will get what he wants.   He knew it was there ever before he wanted it.  He is the final thing.  God yields and His fury is gone.  The Boy looks at you and judges.  You may not, you probably will not, measure up.  He will accept only perfection.  You want to slap his face.  He will not be bothered.  Everything happens of necessity.  The floor gives way.  He is the ache in your arms.  His face is too close to your own.  He consents to become, of course, just you.  

4862  Does the smooth curve, the clean surface, the exquisite transition really exist in a discrete, digital world?  Of course not.  Does it exist in reality?  Or is reality digital?  Is our brain’s thinking digital?  Is the smooth a transcendent thing?  Is God the very smooth?  It seems so.

Timing is essential in good writing.  The beat must be hit, struck, attacked so precisely, so perfectly that the elegance and the words scream out for more.  Oh my!  The dance dances itself into a dither.  He’s yours.  Or he will be if you can maintain.  But soon the fatigue, the delicious sleepiness intervenes and you convene a night of smooth breezes and gentle caresses and then that’s enough.  Tomorrow will be soon enough.  Digital won’t do it for the close up reader. 

4863  This is a philosophy of real universals.  Not concepts, but existing things separate from any knowing of them.  They are bare.  Just as are bare particulars and bare connectors of all sorts and bare sets and even the bare undeniability of existence.  The list goes on and on in this crowded room of simple entities each just itself.  The room is itself as bare as nighttime legs in the moonlight.   This god will move his finger along your flesh soon enough.

To be bare means to be just itself without any of the properties or attributes that might go with it.  The color Blue is just that, not any of its shades or hues, not here or there, not thought or unthought, colorless in itself.  Likewise, triangularity is not triangular or of any size or thickness.  It is shapeless, just itself.  And fear is not a feeling or an expectation or anything in any mind or breast; it is just fear, a thing outside any contraction or flight, bare and of no context.  So is the nexus of if-then; just that, unrelated to anything else, as bare as pure thought itself.  As far from nothing as is your perfect knowing it from simple not-knowing.  The bareness of things is a divine unknowing to the everyday mind.  And thus the everyday is a-theistic.  The bareness of the bare is barren to that.  It is a magic beyond nothing as is your love for this delightful god, so unhaveable, but as close as God himself is to your juggler vein.

4864  While reading this you should remember that the entire concern of those doing philosophy today, and probably forever, is to not appear foolish.  Graduate students, who already have enough to worry about, especially take this to heart.  Therefore, these bare-butt boys I have planted everywhere are going to be a red flag, I know, but if you use the incognito window you should be all right.  I’m going to talk about objects.

Objects are almost the same as Aristotelian substances.  I would tell you just what that difference is, but it escapes me.  Anyway, it is that than which there can be no greater.  All else is just an accident inhering within one of these august, domineering things.  Take a boy (Oh my God, not that!) and consider his  parts, all fitting together so smoothly, and the soft color shimmering over the surface of his ethereal skin, and the hue and brightness and complete saturation (or whatever that techno-word is) imbedded in that color and the movement so coming around into itself precisely, exactly, almost invisibly.  All that dissolves into the one thing that he is – the notorious object, the substance of our incessant admiration.  Only that one thing remains and all our considering vanishes. 

That is the disappearance of metaphysics in our time.  Its withdrawal.  The ontological pieces, so delicately laid out in their separateness, were nothing, nothing at all, when the lord (or, for most, the lady) of our thinking himself (or herself) appeared.  It is that vanishing that is so interesting to me.  Philosophy today is obsessed with that disappearing act.  Indeed, the philosopher himself vanishes along with everything else.  Which is just as well because all those heady divisions that the logic of our belated ontology was forcing on our thinking was not a little embarrassing.  As nothings we cannot appear foolish and we can make fun of those who think they still do exist. 

But the boy that we once were is irritated at that.  No boy wants to be invisible.  The Boy in him rears his head again.  Thus, I have not written up a philosophy of disappearance.  The ontological pieces are not mere abstractions, but real existing things.  The boy is a showoff.  His parts are real.  He will not vanish.  Put your thinking head back on; the dialectic is not finished here and I am going to write more because I have this, as yet, only slightly screwed up.

4965  Heraclitus wrote that the way up and the way down are one.  Raising our head up we see that the things of this world, the acts of its inhabitants, are indications of transcendent beings.  Or looking down we slyly know that all the so-called refined and pure thoughts of these agitated minds and the subtle doings of that hand are proof of lowly body-needs, no more.  Our students are taught rigor and clean objectivity in their thinking and their writing.  Is that high endeavor or low cover?  Nietzsche spoke the truth of the masks we wear.  Was that superbly sublime or a ruse to lead us away from Zarathustra’s Secret?  And was that secret divine or mere timid flesh?  We, no doubt, are able to look at everything as either a way up or a way down.  Where is the truth?  Is the boy a god or a piece of nervous meat?

The way up and the way down are one and the same thing.  But what about the middle way?

4866  The word Ontology has come to have two very different meanings.  On the one hand it is an attempt, by the jump-to-it ontologist, to devise a clever method of cataloguing the existents of this rather weird world into their various fundamental types.   As such it is the scientific work of an ever-tireless librarian or computer programmer.  On the other hand, it is an attempt, by another beleaguered soul also calling himself an ontologist, to schematize the most fundamental types of existents.  For example, if we are presented a very strange phenomenon and we are asked what it is, we might consult the first type of ontologist and have him try to place it in the proper category of what it is.  That may or may not be possible.  If we called in the second type of ontologist, he would simply tell us to call in the first type, because he had no ontological interest in it.  

The first type of ontologist facilely assumes that this world consists of objects that have a certain essence and relational place is the cosmos.  That’s the end of it.  The second type questions whether or not objects exist and whether or not there are essences and what their connection to those supposed objects might be and whether or not relations exist and what their connection to objects, if there are any, and essences and the connections connecting them are.  And whether or not a cosmos exists and what about the logical form that that cosmos might have—does that too exist?  Do the elements of logic, such as quantification and generality, require existents of their own to account for them?  And what about sets of objects or sets of anything?  The questions for the second type of ontologist mount up and up and he has no time left for trying to classify some strange phenomenon that has appeared in the everyday world.  For him the everyday world itself has become more than strange enough.  

4867  When I read the philosophy blogs clogging up the internet, I wonder just what the subject matter finally is of all that verbiage.  No doubt, we could justly say that it is no more than all the philosophy texts that have preceded the internet age.  It is philosophy writing about previously published philosophy.  It is a constant name dropping.  It is a confused referring of now deviated jargon to a jargon itself already mighty belated.  Unless you are in on it you will easily lose track of all the crossover indications.  And to keep up is getting heady indeed.  Then if it does ever refer to existence itself it always ends up as some published philosopher’s ideas about existence.  Yes, we could no doubt justly say all that, but that doesn’t really get at just what the subject matter there is.

As I see it, or feel it, or am felt by it, there is in all those texts the lingering existence of that ancient god who has always been the inspiration, the inbreathing, of true philosophy.  Philosophy has always been possessed, even in its most seemingly sane moments.  The madness has not been far off.  I have easily spied him sitting right over there.  And I have always submitted to the vertigo of that vision.  Philosophy is a dizzying prospect.  He will turn your head aside.  But who can safely mention all that?

4868  Luther spoke of the preached and the unpreached.  The former proclaimed that, in spite of the great weakness of flesh that is constantly ours and in spite of the twistedness of all our thoughts, we can, through simple faith find the salvation we long for.  Today’s preachers of emotional well-being and creative production all tell us that it is easy, that all we need to do is simply let it be.  Love comes when you let it.  The orgasmic point is reached by not trying so hard.  The lesson is learned if we just let it come of its own accord.  When we stop trying so hard it happens.  The magic will then be at hand.  Simple faith that it will be there is the one and only thing that is necessary.  But then there is the unpreached.

Luther then did write up what he could not preach.  The faith that is all that is needed, the simple letting be, the easy acceptance, all that is the most difficult.  The faith, the acceptance, the letting be are themselves things, or the One Thing, that comes where it will and then doesn’t come.  There is nothing you can do to entice it; you must wait.  But the waiting is not easy.  It too is a gift.  The spirit blows where it will and there is no coercing it.  Then when salvation comes and Grace is with you it is irresistible and you will be saved in spite of your finally not wanting it.  Luther’s religion is as twisted as it is true.

4869  I have been reading James Luchte’s introduction to The Peacock and the Buffalo and I see that Nietzsche and Rumi have suffered the same fate at the hands of their interpreters.  Both are said to be in love with Life and Union with the All of Being.  So abstract.  And even though the Boy is right there in plain sight for anyone willing to see the obvious in those poems, another beloved, the female Whole of Life, usurps His place in the minds of these revisionists.  Even Heidegger, the most deadly with his boy-throttling jargon of home and field, is brought in to banish that boy from the fecund earth.   Only the Whole, the becoming of Life, the female, is worthy for these safe scholars.  It’s a great loss. 

4870  Camille Paglia thinks that the Greek Beautiful Boy, as she calls it, is un-Christian and anti-Christian.  Of course she would; almost all the other scholars would also.  And if you think of the history of the Church as Christianity, then she and they are right.  The Jesus of the Gospels, however, seems to reveal something other.  It’s a long consideration in this intellectual night and I will only say that the Boy of my writings is eminently Christian.  That is the substance of my writing.  Whether or not, he is the Greek idea is beyond me, but I feel a certain closeness.  Having said that, I really have no desire to engage in argument with those who want desperately to crush evil Christianity into the ground.  They have their neurotic reasons for wanting to do that and I don’t interfere with someone’s neurosis.

4871  A few of the daring have tried to write a defense of poetry, and, it seems to me, someone should try once again in our time.  The problem, it also seems to me, is that no one today dares even write poetry in that old style that needed so much defense.  The offensive stuff has, for now, completely disappeared.   The opposing forces were too great.  Now poetry is clean.

Nature is naturally full of sexual violence.  Or it isn’t.  Today all violence, though it is plainly visible on our televisions in nature documentaries, is dismissed in favor of harmony.  We must live in harmony with nature, or rather Nature, Gaia herself.  She is, surprisingly, seen as benevolent.  The tearing, ripping, underworld of Dionysian frenzy is no more.  And that was the offensive thing in old poetry that needed defense.  “Art for art’s sake” tried to bring it back, but failed.  It was impolitic.  But what is it that I write?

The Boy has escaped from the grips of Nature.  That dissolution into the snare at the hands of the Maenads into the Morass that is the watery lure of the Female is not his fate.  But so many of the old poetizers insist it is.  And silently so do the scientific evolutionists.  My attempt to think otherwise may need a conscious resurrection of the old sadistic rhymes.  I am not a poet; watery lure in not my game, but I would defend that offensive writing if only to set off what I am all about.  One cannot easily battle an enemy that refuses to appear - but is still quietly there.  So, by all means, let the horrors of the Faerie Queene once again show forth.  And I will then have my say. 

4872  It is natural, I suppose, for man to lie to himself and others in order to feel better about things.  It may even be noble.  In these post-modern times we take all the various philosophical nihilisms crowding in on us and joyfully proclaim that this opens the door to creative freedom and a glistening new world will soon appear, if only we let it.  Or it will for those who are willing to take the leap of faith into the void.  It’s a lie, of course, because nihilism is just nihilism and from nothing nothing comes.  Still, what to do?

I have in these writings have been walking down that road in the opposite direction.  For me everything exists and we are eternally stuck in that.  There is no way out.  There never will be.  Existence is and non-existence is not.  All possibilities shift instantly into actualities.  Surely that is good.  Or bad.  No doubt both.  I am supposed to be happy in that because God, another actrual possibility, will surely help me.  Or what?  What to do?  I sing in the dark awaiting His hand upon me.  The beloved never knows for sure what will happen.  Or the lover what his desire will make him do.  All things are.

4873  We are told by mathematicians and physicists, at least those with a megalomaniac interest in such things, like me, that, even though this world seems finely tuned just for the appearance of Man, there is no need for a creator God to account for all this, only Infinity itself.  No doubt.  The problem is that once this jinn of infinity has been let out of the bottle even weirder things begin to happen.  Let’s agree that, yes, there is no transcendent controlling force, no power, no law, no necessity stability of any kind to hold it all in place.  Everything could have been different and presumably it is somewhere in the Infiniverse.  So here we are in this one—quite by chance.  What begs to be said, but usually isn’t, is that now that we are here there is no chance of stability suddenly setting in.  There are, not now or ever, any fixed scientific laws or even any fixed laws of logic.  And, what’s more, the ontological structures all around us, such as the onto-fact that green is a color and not a logical connector or that particulars have properties and not the other way around, all that could be other and maybe instantly we are very, very different; if, indeed, we haven’t been changed into the conjunctive connector and Bham! – what in the hell am I talking about?  Without God the vast swings of existence and non-existence get mighty entangled.  Happy continuity is gone.  Still, if God is infinite, it’s all going to happen like that anyway.  Therefore, let’s sing the beautiful, starry night of love into (some sort of) being for us.  Maybe.   

4874  I have here written up a philosophy of the bare particular.  That thing, the just that, that thing without form, exists.  It is what takes on form, exemplifies form; it is the brute within fact.  It is the ineluctable.  The incorrigible.  The thing staring you in the face.  Your worry at night.  That.

 Without that we are ever falling.  One thing changes into another.  We await, along with Yeats, the Second Coming.  Things fall apart; the centre cannot hold.  Which, I suppose, is a relief to the world weary, to those to whom the presence of the world and the things of the world are an intensity that must stop.  To whom that disease spot is a daily unbearable sight.  For whom the lover’s requests is simply too much.  But the world and the lover will not leave.  The just that is always there.  And when it is the erotic and an irresistible lure, then you must go and there is no way back.  He, just that, is so very there.  His eyes, his arm, his embrace you cannot unlock.
4875  Just as Luther wrote of the preached and the unpreached, so Madyamika Buddhism has samvrti satya and paramartha satya, the two levels of truth, one for the everyday understanding of what is and the other a deeper, more enlightened understanding for the few.  According to samvrti truth the world is a process of dependent arising.  All the things of the world, being selfless, ie. nothing of themselves, emerge in apparent existence only as embedded in the inter-relating of all other things to all things.  The great interweaving context.  Paramartha Truth, however, sees no such thing as dependent arising, no apparent existence, no embedding, no inter-relating, no contest.  Just nothing.  This Truth is absolute nihilism.  No samsara, no nirvana, no Buddhism, no self seeking release, nothing.

In the same way, there are those today in the West, who advocate a “mathematical” view of reality.  Everything is a set of sets of sets with no final simple element that is not itself a further set.  Only multiplicities.  And those complex things are each one thing only by an act of the mind making them an each and a one.  Still, eventually, and finally, at the far end of this philosophy, that mental act is, beyond truth, nothing and those sets don’t exist.  To say that everything is a set of sets ever-falling into sets is to speak the samvrti truth; beyond that there is the deeper paramartha satya that nothing, absolutely nothing exists.  That latter is, however, unpreached.  Divine non-existence for the enlightened. 

4876  In religion, I’m thinking especially of the Christian religion, is the person, the individual, really the alpha and omega of all thinking?  In the religious ideas I present the answer is definitely No.  And, though some others in their theologizing say it, or rather he/she, is, I surmise it is not that and that is really not the case.  It is one thing to speak of the person, to conceptualize about care and feeling; it is another to encounter the particular one head on.  Theology and indeed almost all philosophy today is extremely wordy, magnificently cerebral, so diffusely abstract as to leave no room at all for actually running ghost and grist into one of those dear beings.  Theory and actual praxis, not the theory of praxis, seldom meet.  The Jolt of the encounter in not there.

So what should we do to get away from so much conceptualizing, so many many words words empty words and find the real thing?  Nothing.  The person as such doesn’t exist.  It was a fiction created by a certain philosophy that has pervaded our history.  The philosophy that says that the object, the individual, primary substance and not the distant Forms are what really exists.  That is nominalistic conceptualism.  We could say it began with Aristotle.  And it have arrived in today’s pietism of care.  But, as I see it, the person, the individual, doesn’t exist.  And I am declared anti-social, therefore insane.

I have lived all my life in the mysticism of the sexual Eros.  Far from simple, homely care.  I have found none of the pleasures of dreamless sleep.  It is surreal.  Here is Rumi –

36.

You who possess not Love, it is lawful to you – sleep on; be gone, for Love and Love's sorrow is our portion – sleep on.

We have become motes of the sun of sorrow for the Beloved; you in whose heart this passion has never arisen, sleep on.

In endless quest of union with him we hurry like a river; you who are not anguished by the question "Where is he?" – sleep on.

Love's path is outside the two and seventy sects; since your love and way is mere trickery and hypocrisy, sleep on.

His dawn-cup is our sunrise, his crepuscule our supper; you whose yearning is for viands and whose passion is for supper, sleep on.

In quest of the philosopher's stone we are melting like copper; you whose philosopher's stone is the bolster and the bedmate, sleep on.

Like a drunkard you are falling and rising on every side, for night is past and now is the time for prayer; sleep on.

Since fate has barred slumber to me, young man, be gone; for sleep has passed you by and you can now fulfill slumber; sleep on.

We have fallen into Love's hand – what will Love do?  Since you are in your own hand, depart to the right hand –sleep on.

I am the one who drinks blood; my soul, you are the one who eats viands; since viands for a certainty demand slumber, sleep on.

I have abandoned hope for my brain and by head too; you aspire to a fresh and juicy brain – sleep on.

I have rent the garment of speech and let words go; you, who are not naked, possess a robe – sleep on.

4877  I have here in these writings written up the Ontological Boy and NOT the ontic boy.  This is not an attempt to grasp the everyday, the ordinary, but a spiritual attempt, maybe a temptation, to deal with another thing, a vision of something other. The ontic of normal life gives way.  Then Just That rises up and things begin to shake.  Soon there is no way back.  The ontic and the ontological do not mix.  New wine cannot be put in old wine skins.  Unfortunately, I sit here writing this now that old thing.  This world breaks and He is there.

Let’s say it is the difference between paramartha satya and samvrti.  The former is always an undoing of the latter.  The Light breaks in and hallows this hell.  I write up what I can about it.  But I am compelled to use ordinary words to write an extraordinary thing.  History connives with me and I manage.  I now only have to deal with those who complain that I have become too otherworldly and thus failed to communicate anything useful.  What to do?

This is an anti-substantialism.  Anatma.  I do not devalue appearances in favor of something more valuable beyond.  The appearances are the place of divine appearing.  I see the holy directly with my seeing mind.  And hear, and touch, and taste and touch again with my moving hand.  This terrible god has appeared.  To believe that absurdity is the attempt of Christianity.  But the attempt is impossible.  Still, that impossible thing is accomplished instantly.  The beloved is surely right there in his every movement, his sweet, pungent smell, his slightly acrid taste, his impinging voice, his too gentle turning around.  I know this directly and I don’t put it aside.  His person is his lithe form in my holding and beholding.  That is enough.  

After this world, this ontic world, disappears and the ontological is in hand, you will wonder if you can ever unite them.  No, you can’t.  When the ontic breaks apart in analysis, it is then beyond itself.  The ontic, the everyday, wants you to think that it is more than its appearances, that it is a dark, hidden beyond.  The ontological is fully revealed, nothing is hidden; it is the most visible, the most with your hand and your tongue.  The words that have it caress the ear and cheek.  It tastes like love.  And breaking orgasm.  It is anathema to the everyday.  Your person never was.  Only That.

4878  This old Latin book is slightly musty.  There, I’m going to use that Latin book, its mustiness together with my knowing it as the sacrificial victim on which I am going to do my ontological cuttings.  First of all, it should be an obvious, rock-bottom, phenomenological truism that I, with my philosophical eye, am looking at the book, its mustiness and my knowing it, and NOT at some “personal” ideas or concepts of all that or sense data or any other stand in for the book, its mustiness and my knowing it.  To the thing itself!!  When I perceive the book, I perceive the book, not a mental representation of the book.  If I perceive that this is a book and it is musty, then the analysis of that is that there is the thought [This old Latin book is slightly musty.], the property it has of being perception (not remembering or imagining or whatever else) and the particular “out there” exemplifying the forms of old Latin book and mustiness.  I, also a bare this, am (exemplify) a simple thought plus its property and that thought is “of” something complex.  That complex thing it is of is the fact that This old Latin book is slightly musty.  Now, all that and our recognition that the “is”, the nexus of exemplification, and the “of” also require ontological grounding is a good beginning at performing this sweet holocaust.  Any questions?  These ontological jewels glitter on the cheek of night.  The object became a fact became a shattering.

4879  I see a face.  His eyes glance to the side.  He is anxious about something.  My heart reaches out.  He is too far away.  There are two ways to analyze that.  If indeed you think it calls for analysis.  Analysis does help ease the pain.  The first way is to think of that as a person in the eyes of you another person and feelings arise.  That’s fine.  We all know that.  The other way is to see, perhaps philosophically intuit, that right there is the appearing of an eternal form.  The face, the glance, the anxiety.  All of that is from forever.  And the reaching and the far away.  There is nothing more there than those ur-ancient things.  And the once again appearing.  The eternal return.  Either way of looking is fine.  Both have the sharp needle of pathos in the mind.  A very refined thing.

4880  In the Phaedrus we are told that the real name of Eros is Pteros.  The One-with-wings.  Which, as you can see, becomes a horrible crunching of words in English translation.  The Winged-One is even worse.  It’s as though the word, because it names something foreign to English sensibilities, refuses to come into the language.  Nonetheless, I think you can see the beauty of the word if you use your Greek-thinking mind.  Pteros flees.  Like love, like truth, like the real.  It is said that the lover desires the real the way certain religious souls desire the law.  No lover wants mere illusion or a dream.  He longs for the actual thing against him.  But that is Pteros and he remains distraught.  Untaught on how to overcome his plight.  And how to set it right.  All of which is my poetic delaying tactic on trying to talk about what will not sit still with me so I can describe its beauty to you.  I’m going to talk about universals and the event.

A lot of people don’t believe in universals because “what could they possibly be?”  They are called unthinkable, non-phenomenological, and an unnecessary waste of time.  But I personally think they are a necessary waist of time.  Whatever, they escape the intellectual grasp of most.  I suspect the same also don’t want anything to do with the flighty boy who sometimes teases them with his raffish cap on the bus in the evening.  Universals are anything but sensible. And so is the Event, but that is, for some strange reason I can’t fathom, acceptable.  Probably because it has a heavy German name to sort of keep it in place—after the fatigue of trying to figure out just what it means in those heavy writings sets in.  And dreams come.

Events are not the effects on stable things that they leave behind.  He glanced at me.  Oh my, the effects are numerous.  And his face was, well it was nothing in particular, but suddenly it became That Face, Those Eyes and … well, what in the hell is that.  The event of the glance, The Glance, vanishes—or it never was.  Pteros made his play.  And then he’s gone.  We are left here with only his awkward name and a fast beating heart.  And slightly wet pants.  The world goes on.  The unthinkable, the unnecessary, and “what could it possibly be”.  Now we only have to deal with those heavy German thinkers who will explain it all to us in heavy jargon.  What a contrast.  I imagine that cross-eyed winged-one winking at them on the bus going home at night.

4881  There are two ways to approach the Christian religion.  The first is to meditate on Jesus hung out on the cross.  By that I mean to mediate on him splayed out across all the great commotion of chatter among the theologians that followed.  The church is a magnificent Salon where, from time to time, everyone enters, says his piece, leaves, and others endlessly comment on everything that has, apparently eternally, been said, or might have been, until that body hanging there is thoroughly desiccated and we can eat it like so much smoked jerky.

The other way is to very quickly spy that one in Mark 14: 50-52.  He is there and gone.  The disciple Jesus loved?  Who was it?  The mind circles inward in thought.

The first way is centrifugal.  It is Jesus stretched out and endlessly examined.  It’s like an S&M guy on a rack.  The other is centripetal and both Jesus and the one thinking about it smoothly vanish.   

4882  To be a well-socialized person, an ethical person, a moral person one must first have a good, strong sense of self.  One must know and feel the firm boundaries of where that self begins and where it leaves off.  I must not deliquesce out into everything else.  This person must tend to the maintenance of that self and sense of self.  He must be a person in the strong, good sense of the word.  Only then can he approach another self with the respect and mutual care that he should.

Michel, in Gide’s The Immoralist, is precisely immoral because he has lost that sense of self.  He was no longer a person among persons.  His skin failed to hold him in and he became diffused among the sensual beings he was so drawn to.  In the story, he called together his friends precisely to help him once again become a self, a person, and not the wild, sensual wind of the desert. I know his plight.  Those desert boys, the jinn, are the boundary breakers.  And one, no longer one, is tumescent with stillness.

I have written up such an immoral philosophy.  The person is gone.  No biography or autobiography could be written here.  There is only the wind and the eternal Forms.  Timelessness is everywhere.  I live, yet not I, but that boy of God, God, lives within me.  The seduction was too great.

4883  Bertrand Russell’s great contribution to philosophy was his doctrine (a funny word) of external relations. As opposed to internal relations.  His contribution seems all but forgotten today.  Let’s say that my bed is softer than the floor.  DER—let’s call Russell’s doctrine that—says that the relation is not anything in or of the nature of either the bed or the floor, but it is external to both.  In other words that relation could change and either of those would remain exactly what they are.  It is external to both of them.  The opposite view, DIR, says that the reason that the bed is softer than the floor is because of the very natures of each.  It is in the nature of that bed to be softer than that floor.  The bed has it in its nature to be softer than the floor and the floor has it in its nature to be softer than the bed.  DIR, in fact, has no relations at all as such, only natures or essences.  DlR questions DER as to just where that external relation could be.  If it is not located in either the bed or the floor, where or in what is it?  It is, of course, assuming that to be is to be located.  

In so much of today’s philosophizing there is a lot of talk about relations and relating.  It seems always to be DIR.  One thing has it inwardly to have such and such a “relationship” to another.  It is of it nature to be thus.  There is nothing external to that and its other that would ground that relating.  One thing is mirrored in another.  For some strange reason that is often referred to a perceiving.  It is in our nature to be with another.  Relations don’t exist, only natures that are—just by being what they are—reflected in another.  The doctrine of external relations and indeed Russell himself are long forgotten in the new nominalism, the new Absolute of the One Thing infinitely reflecting itself in infinite variation.   

Relations are universals that are exemplified by two or more bare particulars.  R(a,b).  They exist.

4884  The one who kicked Russell’s doctrine of external relations on down the road was Gustav Bergmann.  He and his ideas have become just as forgotten as have Russell and his.  It’s an interesting question as to just why, but that’s a consideration for another time.  Bergmann’s idea was that, not only relations, but also the nexus or the tie that connected the relation, or any universal, to the particular was also external to what it connected.  That makes the nexus of exemplification (the “is”) itself be an existent.  Other nexus include, for example, the if-then connector.  If X, then Y.  Both X and Y remain what they are, “unaffected” by that nexus.  That nexus exists and it is neither X nor Y, but external to both.  Please notice the difference between a relation and a nexus.  It is the nexus that ties the relation to the particular.  Without the nexus the world loses its coherence; it does not hang together.  

In addition to such logical connectors, there are also the logical quantifiers, such as some, none and all that exist and are external.  Even membership, as in a is a member of the set of A.  This pen is a member of the set of all pens on my desk.  The set is itself a thing and it is tied by a thing external to it to its members.  Likewise the “of” in the thought that this pen belonging to the set of all pens on my desk is of the fact that this pen belongs to that set.  Connectors abound.  There are many many more.  Being is highly structured and matters get worse for the poor human mind trying to see it all.  We have yet to consider negative facts and potential facts, which are other than actual facts.  And then there is that bug-a-bear of what grounds Order—as in aRb is different from bRa.  All that follows from the idea of external relations.  And, Oh My, that “following” is another external something.  Enough.  I think we begin to see why this philosophy, which is my philosophy, is so shunned.  It becomes downright otherworldly.  And very very still.  It is Parmenidean.

4885  Bergmann stated what he called The Conversion Rule.  Every time a philosophy takes something out of the world, makes it, as it were, non-existent, it ends up putting that thing back into the mind.  For example, if universals don’t exist “out there”, then they end up as concepts or some sort of mental construction, such as “count-as-one”.  If logical connectors are not really “out there” then they become formal structures of thought.  It the bare particular is not “out there” then it is an abstraction of the concept forming mind.  Indeed, soon, it seems, every separate thing the mind sees becomes just something in the mind.  And Voilá we are smack dab in the middle of idealism. 

4886  For the moment I want to think about the ontic boy and not the Ontological Boy.  Consider (I love that word because the Latin word sudus, star, is in it) two ontic boys, one real and one imagined.  I want to think about, try to analyze, just what it is about the real and the imagined that makes them different.  Remember, also, that I am the guy who has to work without an outline and I really have no idea where I’m going with this.  One problem I can see right off is that we are going to be considering not really a real boy, but an imagined real boy and then also an imagined imaginary boy.  Nonetheless, maybe we can manage.  I am also thinking of Fernando Pessoa and G. E. Moore who had nightmares about just this philosophical problem.

First of all we will have to dismiss intensity, because, it seems to me, dreams and my sweet little imagination are even more intense than real life.  Anyway, my dreams and my imagination are eminently real.  Could it be that the real has scientific things like electrons and quarks “behind” them?  No, because so do my imagined things have imagined electrons and quarks behind them.  Then the question would be about the difference between real and imagined electrons and quarks—so we won’t go there.  

We could, I suppose, say that the real is part of a mental act that has the property of being a perceiving and the other of being an imagining.  Yes, there is that difference, but we have been dealing, as I mentioned, with an imaginary perceiving, an imagined real boy.  So we need something else.

Maybe a real boy or a real anything is completely determinate.  A real boy does not have an indeterminate number of freckles on his faces, whereas an imagined one does.  I am, of course, speaking of a real real boy, not an imagined real boy.  It is true that I can imagine a determinate number on an imagined boy, but isn’t that rather vague.  Yes, it is, but I do remember that when I see a real, ontic boy, he does not have a determinate  number of maybe anything.  He flashes past.  The imagined can, in fact, be more determinate than the real.  And anyway, who said that a real real thing has to be determinate.  Maybe there really are an indeterminate number of hairs on your head.  All of which leaves me nowhere.  

Yes, there is a difference between a real boy and an imagined.  I fight with a real boy.  He is totally incorrigible.  He absolutely will not do what I say.  The struggle goes on into the night.  And then he leaves.  And I am in terrible pain.  Until he comes back or another one does and I all begins again.  The really real will wear you out.  But then so has thinking about both of them as I am doing even right now sitting at this keyboard and wondering if my coffee is getting cold.  I’m sorry if I wasted your time.

Here's a quote from Proust: "Quand je voyais un object exterieur, la conscience que je le voyais restait entre moi et lui, le bordait d'un mince lisere spirituel qui m'empechait de jamais toucher directement sa matier." I'm not going to try to translate that; you probably can better than I. Or you can use the translator and try to then put it in good English. There's something there - maybe. A kind of nexus.
4887  For the neo-Hegelians, the Concept is the Pinnacle of philosophy.  On the wings of Pteros, with the penna-quill, and no taste in fashion one can go up and up and finally get away from the grit and grist of oily flesh.  The last thing a neo-Hegelian wants is to have to publish a piece of writing that someone might enjoy for the sheer sensual pleasure of reading.  No, the words must be very meek and humble, and left-footed, no dancing, no sonorous touch, no captivating cadence, only the concept, the totally abstract, a Pinnaclated escape from voice and muscle.  The pure Concept.  

Platonism, as I write it, is the Form out there, so enchanting with its rhythms, its sweet melodies, in the vortex of mouthed thought.  It is there to be eaten.  It is the press of eternity against your leg at night.  It is the edge you are about to fall over.  And the just that—again.  God is the smooth and the obliterating smell.  Or maybe not.  It was just a thought.  A dizzying idea.  

All those Neo-Hegelian books on Buddhism that go on and on explaining it to you in clumsy concepts, hoping you will jump away from thought - but you can't because more words are always coming - must give way to the salacious raucous chanting going on inside the walls by boys who feel nirvana in their throats and in their groin sitting so close together. It has been going on forever. As I have thought in tiresome circles.  The dream of wakefulness.
4888  When I was in eighth grade we used to diagram sentences on the board.  I think that was the happiest time of my school life.  Even today I have a great love of handling the structure of a sentence.  It’s like tinker toys for a small child or an erector set.  Or it’s like taking apart old machines.  Even electrical motors.  Especially radios with tubes.  But only the sentence has remained what it always was; everything else has vanished.  No doubt other things I don’t know about have come,  and boys handle  them with that great, gentle force of a young god playing with his world.

I have since learned a lot of languages, but, to tell the truth, I never learned to use them in a practical way; I only wanted to take them apart and feel the structure of them.  Even the words.  And that is why I write.  I love the feel of words fitting together in phrases into sentences into swinging around paragraphs.  I really don’t have anything to say.  I just love the feel of it all fitting together.  It is erotic.

Henry James wrote long sentences.  Often they seemed to be about almost nothing.  Some have surmised that he was trying to cover up a secret perversion.  A dark desire.  An illicit love.  I think the perversion, the desire, the covered up thing was the most present thing to the reader.  He loved erotically the movement of the sentence.  His long dalliance with that coming around was the thing itself he longed for.  And found.  And is now in the reader’s eye.  And thus I write about the elements of logic.  I handle the most abstracted forms.  I take them apart and put them back together.  They exist.  An intense existence.  Beyond themselves, they appear to point to things of the so-real world, but language writes only of language.  It is not human.  The Forms are timeless.  We are here dealing with the logos.  Writers handle God.  The perfection is precise.  It is still the secret pleasure of eighth grade.  About that time when things begin to happen.

4889  When I was a boy I used to love to climb trees.  A boy climbing a tree—now there is a Form from out of eternity.  I was a particular exemplification of that.  There really is no more to say about it.  It cannot be analyzed down any farther than that.  The Forms exist and they are exemplified here and there.

Today that form and those forms, the tree, the boy, the climbing, are often called structures or, using the fashionable word, ensembles.  The connotation of that word is that it is an ordered set.  Do ordered sets exist?  Yes.  Are they the same as the Forms?  Yes.  But there’s a problem here, because when these ordered sets are mentioned today, they usually “include” their members.  A set is its members and as a thing itself aside from those members it is nothing, i.e. it doesn’t exist.  

As I see it, a structure is a universal, a timeless, placeless, simple thing exemplified wherever, whenever.  It is an existing thing.  Again, a simple thing.  It is not the same as its members, but it is tied by means of some sort of nexus to various particulars—as any universal is tied.  In other words, it is not limited to just one collection of particulars.  A tree is a structure, but it is exemplified by many different collections. 

Today, when an ensemble, a structure, is mentioned it is usually the “same thing” as the collection of particulars “in” it.  A set, ordered or not, is no more than its members.  The axiom of extension.  There is no Form of Tree or of a Boy Climbing in a Tree.  There are only particular tree climbings by particular boys.  Or whatever.  Then structures are not universals.  The Forms as separate things are nothing at all.  It’s a pity.

I have here used the word “collection”.  That is not a set.  It is like a set without the unity of pieces.  It, as a pure multiplicity, is nothing, not a thing.  Only when the unity of set or structure or Form comes over it, is it an existing thing.  (Is coming-over a nexus?)  But if those over-things don’t exist then … then what?  A pure, magical nihilism.  And to think, it was all done to save the poor individual from being terrorized by Eternity.

4890  In my last piece I presented some poems as coming closer to giving an image of God, for me, than almost all those theological writings I find cluttering up the history of thought.  But just what is it about them and my ideas that are the same.  First, as poems, they have a certain metrical structure which, unfortunately, cannot be rendered into English.  Nonetheless, the feeling is there because of the beautiful god presented.  He is close, admittedly not very close, to those pictures I put up, and he is the Ideal that I write about.  That ideal is probably proportion and ratio, all those considerations that are associated with that impossible to define word Form.  Kenneth Clark writes about the nude as expressing for us just that balanced perfection.  We know it intimately.  We can always say, This is too long, that is too big, that over there should be here, the color should be a shade darker and so on; we feel ratio, the rational.  And we also feel the irrational, which is closely aligned to it.  The boy is incorrigible, wayward, slightly mad.  And we are also that boy.  Beauty as the ideal.  Writing as measured.  The Forms.  All of that is the real, the existent.   It is separate, as every beauty stands apart and we would have it no other way.  In silent, still perfection.  The fire.  When I read most theologians they seem oblivious to any such thing.  And they cannot dance.

4891  I have here written up a philosophy of the Forms.  I have said they are timeless and placeless.  They are separate from the mind and the particulars of the world.  They simply exist.  Notice that I have not reserved the word “existence” for the individuals located somewhere in time and space, individuals that exemplify the Form.  I have said the Forms exist.  And I have said they are of Eternity.  (Which, I surmise, is what timeless, placeless existence is.)  Does that mean that I think the Forms necessarily exist?  Could they not exist? Let’s see.

Take the universal Form of Ketchup Bottle.  Is that a Form from out of eternity?  Yes, all forms are from out of eternity.  Is, has, will the appearing of a ketchup bottle always be a possibility?  Yes, all Forms, I guess, could appear.  Does that make it a necessary existent?  Not if existence means to be a particular at a particular place and time.  But if the word “existence” applies to the Forms aside from their appearing here and there, then Yes.  The Form of Ketchup Bottle exists—what is presented to my mind’s eye exists.  That is presented; it exists.  It is eternal.  Could it possibly not be?  No.  Does necessary existence, in that formularion, depend on being presented to the mind’s eye?  Good question.    

I have, obviously, here gone around the division between essence and existence that has so taken modern thought.  I don’t think the Greeks had that.  Did they?  I have proven the absolute existence, the necessary existence of the Forms.  Haven’t I?  Or what?  Does the lack of majesty of the Ketchup Bottle reduce my argument to absurdity?  Ontology is a twisted thing.  Like love.  Like the Boy’s backward talking.  Like you.  Ontology is a cross-eyed thing.  

4892  Do numbers exist?  That’s a very difficult ontological question.  I will say, Yes.  And I hasten to add that they are not sets of sets as Russell wanted at one time to say they were.  A set of all triplets is, after all, not three, but one.  I insist that numbers cannot be reduced to anything else; they are sui generis.  Nonetheless, it behooves (which etymologically is Latin capere) us to say what numbers aren’t.  We have to.  Numbers are not the same as the numerals that stand for them.  Numbers are not relations between numbers and therefore are not the binary, decimal or any other ordering system.  Numbers are not the mapping of one set onto another and their equality or not.  Numbers are just numbers.  And because we understand things in relation to other things, they are just there known perfectly but, in themselves, not understood.  Numbers are.  The relating in a system comes later after we have some connectors and relations with which to build an arithmetic.  Numbers and an arithmetical system are different.  Those systems come and go and there are probably an infinite number of them.  Numbers just are.

Consider the quantifiers of some, none, all, many, a few etc.  Just like numbers, they exist.  Consider the relations of greater than, successor of, included in etc.  They exist, but they aren’t quantifiers.  The realm of the things of Being is vast.  None of those things can be reduced to anything else.  And they most certainly are not human creations.  We are here far from the merely human.  We are with the existing things.  They behoove us.  Not this, not that.  The hoof of God is on us.  He capers about.  He is life.  How do I love thee; let me count the ways.  A fine calf you have, my Lord.  We are caught, my Lord.  We will yet capture thee.  Not this, not that.  There’s time in time’s timing.

The ontological things, which have power, but whose existence is meaningless, have us in thrall.

4893  Here is one more piece of writing in my search for the God-particle.  This is definitely a simple-complex style of thinking about the matter.  I expect difficulties with that, but I will persevere.  And as with the particle search in physics I have a hard-on collider to give me energy to go on.  Eros is our guide to the heights, of course.  Let me recapitulate a bit.  I have bare particulars, Forms (including relations), connectors of all sorts, sets, quantifiers of various sorts (including numbers), thoughts (which are really just universals), facts and so on.  I have yet to mention a whole slew of other ontological beasts, like the null set, actuality vs. potentiality, Order, logical necessity,  and … oh my, this slew is becoming a slough and it may slay me yet.  What I want to look at now is just how these particles are put together to make an ordinary something.

So far all these are just a list—that in spite of our having connectors to bring unity into place.  Now Bradley’s regress threatens.  Do we need a connector to connect the connectors to the connected and on and on into the mouth of that vicious regress?  Yes and no.  If ontology is going to hand us a completed whole where the ontological things and the ordinary object are one then the ogre of regress will eat us.  There is no such whole.  What I have done is keep the ordinary world out of ontology.  It is over there, unapproachable.  It is sort of a reverse Kantian critical divide, that is to say, I am on the other side of the divide from him saying we cannot go back into the everyday world.  Eros has make us different.  A queer thing.   Should I say we cannot go back into the cave?  The symbolism reeks.  I’ll leave it.

So now we have all the particles and they are just lying about in our construction yard.  I remember as a kid I used to love to go over there and crawl over and around the things lying around.  It was purposeless and delightful, but I also wondered how it all fit together.  I think what is needed is some sort of guide in the proper assembling of it all.  Bare particulars exemplify universals, elements are members of sets, quantifiers somehow fit with particulars and, in our putting it all together, if we’re lucky, well-formed statements of logic appear.  But if it is all put together wrong, the great logic instructor will slap our hands or simply deny us meaning and ultimately existence.  The stakes are high.  Being is rigid.  The collider is exacting.  I went for it.

Some things have been difficult.  For example, is ( or are) the ontological thing and its existence one or two?  (This is different from the existence-essence divide.)  Does existence exist?  Is simplicity an ontological piece of a simple thing?  And that lovely question, Do thoughts of ontological things differ from thoughts of complex, everyday things?  The considerations will continue on into the starry night.  Jewels glisten.  Love’s tumescence makes the going hard.  We may yet find the God-particle.  I feel He lies close.

4894  Let’s take one of the most important of the Universal Forms – a stolen kiss.  Obviously, those marvelous things appear here and there, albeit suddenly.  Many particulars exemplify That.  But that Form is itself a particular Form.  It is always and forever just that one.  Thus, it seems we have two different “kinds” of particulars.  One exemplifies a Form and, in this case, disappears all too fast.  The other is always “with” the Form.  I think you get my drift.  Should we say that the first is outside the Form and the second is inside?  And what about the part of the Form that is left over after we “take out” that “internal” particular?  Should we call that its nature?  Do we then have to find another nexus to unite that internal particular and that nature?  Or are they together like the hylomorphic togetherness of an Aristotelian whatever it is– sans nexus?  It’s getting rather heady.  Maybe stuffy.  Or the analytical wind is blowing a little too hard.  Does it just make you want to give up ontology or, at the very least, this kind of onto-fucked-up-ology?  My friend, it’s a stolen kiss of thought you are dealing with here.  There is no figuring it out.  Nor can you give it up.

4895  In the Phaedrus, here, we read that every lover follows after his own god and seeks a beloved accordingly.  In a philosophy such as mine how should we take this talk of gods?  Are the gods the same as the Forms and are they real?  For the moment, I want to gloss over any difference there might be between a Form and subsequent emanations of the Form.  Let’s just say, Yes, the gods are the Forms.  And what should we make of this “following after”?  I am asking about a religious attitude toward the Forms or a Form that would make us call that Form someone’s god.

Let’s get away from Greece and the West.  How about India and Hinduism.  Or ancient Germany and one of those gods.  Or Africa and a tribal god.  Dante and Beatrice.  A fantasy freak and his obsession.  Or a scholar and his life’s work.  Go anywhere and find what you can find.  Let’s say you go there and you also permit yourself to bow down in worship to that deity.  And you linger like that for a long time.  Feelings arise.  No doubt powerful feelings.  That Form captures you and its divine madness enters you.  We could, of course, interpret all that as a psychological manifestation of whatever, or we could say that that god, that Form, is present there with that one.  In my philosophy, it is the latter.  That is to say, as long as I am in a philosophical state of mind, as long as I am communing with what I have called the Ontological Things, then the Form, the god, is real.  When I abandon all that and I am again in the everyday world, I would take up with the latest psychology.  As a human being I can do both.  It is my contention that we generally have a view of man that is all too anthropomorphic.  We are also of that other place.  We are also theomorphic and of what the Greeks called the deinon.  Το δεινόν,  I might translate that as man is strange and dreadful, but you know those words are far too weak.  Could you ever really give yourself permission to do that?

Modern psychology has made the gods (and probably my philosophy) diseased pieces  of the mind, but it may be the other way around.

4896  The everyday world is nominalistic.  There, we see no universals, no bare particulars, no connectors.  Rather, we see “family resemblances”, individuals, and objects touching/not touching each other – but don’t hold me to that because the everyday world is anything but precise.  It is sort of one way of looking at things, but then not.  That vagueness is everywhere, all through thought, the reason why we can move on to something else.  In the everyday world there are no shackles of exactness.

The everyday world can make do very nicely with a (or the) relation (a sort of relation) of similarity to account for (if you really do think that is necessary) the sameness of things.  No, don’t look too closely at that “relation” because it isn’t exactly there.  And as for what individuates, the individual is just the individual, no big deal, certainly no need for that great abstraction of the bare particular.  We could, moreover, say that a thing is individuated by the relations it has with other things.  Again,  don’t push me with talk about whether or not relations exist and just what it is, exactly, they relate.  We know what we mean and that is quite enough.  Metaphysics is a game we can manage to do without.

Also in the everyday world, the writing is anything but precisely rhythmical; it moves along casually and sleepily and always going vaguely nowhere.  Calm down; let’s just get along and respect one another.  We will make it through and there are so many more important matters to attend to.  We will call a meeting and together we will discuss it.  And then go out somewhere.

4897  What I have written up here, or rather what has written itself up here, is philosophy.  It is not my imitation of philosophy.  It is not a personal representation of philosophy.  It is not am image of as aspect of a type of philosophy; it is philosophy.  Let me put it in capital letters – it is Philosophy.  The thing itself is cutting into your thinking.

Likewise, when I am looking at a particular exemplification of a sigh, a glance and a slight hesitation; then I am looking at the particular and Sigh itself, Glance itself, and Slight Hesitation itself.  The thing itself is perfectly mine, no remainder.

There are those today who talk of simulacra.  They want to get around the notion of seeing a mere image, good or bad, or representation or deputy of the thing.  They think that if they turn Plato on his head and elevate the image of an image then they can forget the whole idea of an image imaging and just have a thing itself.  But why all the bother?  Why not just speak of having the very thing?  Why not simply travel with the lover to the heights and look directly on the Real.  It is right there in front of you.  Simply forget all that talk of the hidden and the dark murmurings and the eidolon.  

But if you are in love with the hidden and the dark murmurings, then never mind.  That love does seem to be an essential part of the fantastic tales that are so oozing into and out of people’s minds today.  I suppose there has always been such a love.  The thing brightly present has never been very darkly poetic.

4898  In our everyday life, when we are not contemplating Being, we speak of agents, actors (or maybe actants), the activity they perform and the passive thing acted upon.  All of that or none of it could be human.  It may all be machines or cyber networks or animals—it makes no difference.  We easily understand the concepts involved.  At those other moments, however, when we are thinking philosophically, ontologically, and asking those questions about the existence of such things, problems arise.  Do such things—agents, activities, patients—really exist?  No, they don’t.

In everyday life, we speak of objects, individual things occupying a place in an environment.  We all understand that.  It seems to me that if there are no objects or even such environments that would be continuants, then there could not be agents which would be some sort of abiding entity in such an object.  Nor could there be activities, which, I guess, would be something “moving about” between agent and patient or at least between the objects they are in.  (Words really have not been well provided for thinking about all that.)  Therefore, the whole  idea of agent and activity and patient depends on the idea of objects existing.  Objects are continuants.  They all rise and fall together.  Objects, continuants, agent, patient and activity.  None of that exists, as I see it.  nonetheless, the everyday world gets along just fine with these fictitious things.

 Ontology is a vision outside time.  It is a vision of things that just are.  Such has been the great tradition.  I am of that.  I am ancient.  And the whole of modern thought has been to overcome all that.  And so we now have to endure talk of dynamic systems, integrated environments cybernetically self-attuned, and embodied reactive consciousness.  I’m sure I got all that wrong, but I don’t care; it’s uncontrollably boring.  It is as much of a drag as talk of freewill and determination.

4899  Ontological questions of existence must be distinguished from scientific or even ordinary questions of truth.  Let’s say I have before me an arrangement.  It could be a grid of nine dots or it could be the universe; for my purposes it makes no difference.  Let’s take the nine dots because it’s simpler and what applies to that applies to the universe.  We could say that it is really made up of two rectangular groups, each of six with a common border, or we could say that is really two triangles with a common border, or it is one rectangle of six and a line of three.  There are many ways to look at it.  We have all seen figures that looked at one way is X and another way is Y.  Deconstruction loves these puzzles and puns.  So do I.  It is part of philosophic dialectic to make things switch around.  Lovers rely on it to get what they want.  Nothing holds still.  But ontology is very still.

Let’s take the form of a four-square grid.  The ontological question is Does that form exist?  The scientific or everyday question is Does that form apply to whatever?  The question of existence must be distinguished from the question of application to a particular something.  I may have no idea about whether or not a particular form applies, but at the same time I may be perfectly convinced that that form exists.  Any philosophy that confuses existence of a thing in itself with its factual application (exemplification) here and there will collapse.  The form is not the same as its extension.  I do make ontological assertions of existence.  And I do see that those existing things appear here and there, but while the former may be absolute, the latter is always there and gone, maybe and what-was-that?.  We can always expect our view of things in the world to be subject to the magic of deconstruction.  The grid before me may “change” from being two triangles to being two rectangles, but Triangularity never changes into Rectangularity.  The question of the existence of those two Forms is ontology.  Their application is of the everyday and therefore science.  

Also, the question of just what form is exemplified is different from the question of whether or not exemplification as a nexus exists.  And the question of whether or not this particular exemplifies this or that form is different from whether or not particulars, bare particulars, exist.  Ontology is not science.  Nor are the ontological forms merely abstractions from their extensions in matter.  But then that last assertion is an ontological assertion and it is for another time.
4900  The word critic comes from √krei from which we also get riddle.  Anyway, that precocious guy over here, a place we might translate as gifts from the mirror of riddles, has written about philosophy and commonsense.  I immediately thought of Thomas Reid, but I’m not going to talk about him.  Here are some quotes from that blog.  (I never can figure out if what I read there represent that blog guy’s own thoughts or those of the person he’s talking about, but it really doesn’t matter.)

“Philosophy always "suspends" our common sense (what Plato calls doxa), but it ultimately returns, not us to it, but it to us.”

“this is what philosophy always does; we need not agree that it finds "bad reasons for what we believe on instinct" … , but it always in some way suspends our presuppositions in order to return us to them; a kind of "second naïveté,"

Commonsense philosophy has sometimes been called natural realism or direct realism or (by those who are supposedly wiser) naïve realism.  I call my own philosophy direct realism, but I really don’t mind being called naïve.  Natural somewhat grates, I must admit.  The problem is that anyone who reads my philosophy will think that what he is reading is anything but commonsense.  And he will be right, sort of.  I really do believe that there is a world out there pretty much as we see it and we don’t have to “go through” a nervous system and a brain to get at it.  We see it directly, just as commonsense sees it.  But that is most certainly not what our materialistic AI generation has been taught.  Commonsense be damned in the minds of the sci-fi young.  Albeit, those youngsters are getting rather old now.  The analysis is tortuous and the dialectic is dangerous.  Have fun!
4901  I have a few more things to say about philosophy and commonsense.  I probably have too much to say and I’ll have to throttle myself.  I do like that word throttle—and that is pertinent to what I have to say.  Anyway, Gustav Bergmann, the philosopher I usually follow, drew a distinction between a philosophical statement and an everyday statement, a statement of commonsense.  He said that the former were literally absurd and had to by “unpacked”, they had to be explicated in terms that were more meaningful.  He went to great pains to make his philosophy accessible—and in so doing he made it less so, but for other reasons.  I think it would be helpful here to know where he was coming from.  He was one of the younger members of the Vienna Circle, a group of logical positivists, and we all know what they thought of metaphysics.  He later was dragged, by his American students, into Realism.  He became a realist, but he may always have felt some of the pull of his former days.  He may have always felt uneasy about what he was doing; indeed he took realism so far that he really did make those students of his regret, or at least wonder about, the stranger they had created.  I have taken up where, I think, he left off.  That strangeness is what I work with—in my queer way.  He would have felt even more unease about all that and I know for a fact that his students just smile and want me to leave.  Oh well.

Now for throttling.  … No, I’m going to put that in the next section.
4902  David Rosen’s book Power, Plain English, and the Rise of Modern Poetry is another book I am constantly consulting.  In it he draws the distinction between power and meaning in poetry.  He says they cannot both exist in a poem and poets suffer because of that; they always end up trying to have both, but can’t.  He writes:

“Power or meaning?  After 1914, the question is as pressing and consequential for Yeats as it had been for Wordsworth in 1798.  Although the two approach this divide from different  angles, their situations are analogous.  The visionary idiom that both poets discover derives its suggestive power from the way its images resist paraphrase, context, reduction to metaphor—in short, meaning.  As a vehicle for expression of the self, of the identity amassed from lived experience, as a vehicle for political opinions or moral beliefs, the visionary mode is worse than useless: the turn to this mode occurs at a moment annihilating to the ordinary self.  Inevitably, the visionary turn is accompanied by an attempt to quarantine it from the rest of the poet’s life; the cost of such poetry is thus a rupture both in the continuity of the life and in the very language of lyric itself.”

If philosophy is to give is a vision of something Other, then it will be useless for any meaningful communication here.  In English, the meaningful words are, for the most part, the great Latinate compounds we have made just for such communication.  They are the words of intelligence.  It is the little Anglo-Saxon words that we use when we want to get beyond the mere pleasantries of understanding and on to the strangeness of life.  Thus I love the word throttle, rather than suppress.  The former is darker and no one is quite sure what it means.  

As for religion, the home of the Mysterium Tremendum and the Mysterium Fascinans, there we find so much that is strange.  The Bible is finally un-understandable.   That is the way it should be, but we are uneasy with that and we call in commentators.  They devise all kinds of interpretations that can turn the strong, dark wine there back into limpid water.  The everyday is at hand in their unvision and family life can get on with it.  Look at the parables of Jesus, as one small example, and think of how much time has been spent by the good at taking their awfulness away.

4903  For the past sixteen years, I have lived half of the year in Kathmandu.  A few images of Hinduism impress my mind.  From these I have gathered what I think that religion is.  First let me say that I have spent quite a lot of time at a Sanskrit school, mainly talking to the boys there (of course) but also discussing theology with the pundits and editing their Ph.D thesis papers.  Believe me, trying to get a meaningful sentence out of mangled English translations of Sanskrit is a trip.  The boys were much more fun.  Sitting with them in those old, dark hostel rooms was sensual to the point of fatigue.  That flesh is part of Hinduism.  It far outweighs those treatises, except that the total confusion of those sentences was sort of mystical.  The delightfully absurd in both cases was rampant.

Another image was of a flower being carried by someone to a Vishnu temple.  It was such a luscious thing.  Silken, smooth flesh.  I bent down to smell it, but it was quickly pulled away; only the god could enjoy that virgin thing.  If you have ever seen pictures of the Sleeping Vishnu you may have been as impressed as I have the by the massive thighs and phallus and arms and shoulders and everything.  His great head lies on a bed of serpents.  It takes your breath away.  That is the only being that has the right to that magnificent flesh of the flower.  He takes the virgin thing and devours it.  That is the sacrifice.  I have seen, not only flower flesh, but fruit and animal and human flesh, perfectly desirable flesh being devoured in sacrifice to that god.  That is the power of life.  The god has first takes.  And he takes.  Chicken blood, goat’s blood, buffalo blood, human blood, everything gets splattered around.  It’s quite magnificent.  Life flows.  And at the Sanskrit the boys have contests reciting their own poetry about the loveliness of Spring, which they themselves are, until they all get ravished by existence, Vishnu.  Life reels in Kathmandu.

4904  In the last two sections we see a God who has a taste for flesh.  Indeed, the mouth of God is as important as the words that come from it.  And also around this writing, these very words, that mouth of yours and mine and Being itself, God, slowly pronounces the tenderly laid out lines.  Please don’t quickly skim high over the surface looking for a face in the ideas.  Move in and up close and feel your lips and your own breath take hold of the letters and pauses and silken sounds.  Perhaps reading is auto-erotic here.  Your tongue moves around the shape of the sound.  You will caress language itself.  And you will devour the holy food of these ancient words.  That God takes his own.  He has a taste for the things of creation.  A very sexual  taking of you and me and everything.  We are devoured in the mouth of God.  On this rapacious night.  The phallus blows.

4905  My grandmother was an eminent philosopher, and, though she never went past third grade, she figured and figured and finally figured out what the soul was.  It was the breath, she announced.  Yes, it is.  Or rather, it most eminently is.  At night you whisper into the ear of the one next to you.  You whisper nothing and all down the down of that arm and thigh and holy night the soft meaning of life moves in and out of your flowery breast.  Or so said St. John of the Cross, who learned it from the Moors who learned it from those who knew the wisdom writings of the ancient ones who knew of the stories of those who saw God and felt those mighty arms crush them in  love and whisper sweet nothing over their languishing flesh.  We are trapped in a universe made by a hungry lover.  Submitting will require all the art we can erect.

4906  In ancient times, all over the world, and even today, everywhere, there is one common form to academic life.  The humble student, the disciple, the chela, sits at the feet of teacher, the master, the guru; it is a relation of deference and gentle guidance; it is absolute.  To break that order is unthinkable.  Respect, even reverence, is owed and softly received.  The teacher is always helpful.  He smiles and, if he sometimes frowns, it is out of compassion.  The one at his feet never presumes to take his place, but he knows that in time he will also be that.  And so it is in today’s blog world.

The writers of blogs are a very humble lot bowing to the masters, discussing the master’s words, and, if they are the masters, albeit still middle level, they gently receive the deference and gently dispense advise and instruction.  The order is never broken even in this cyber world.  For a mere youth to presume to be his own mind in these heavy matters would be unthinkable and highly disrespectful.  And anathema. And later no one would defer to him.  The hierarchy must remain intact. 

4907  Continuing on with my characterization of the hieratic nature of academia, we all know that that place is as full of gossip and scandal as a play by Oscar Wilde, but without the witty eroticism that makes it fun, and as full of aggression as the Wonderland tales by Lewis Carroll, but without the logic.  I think academia and the clergy/sanga/ulama have always been like that; it somehow goes with the territory.  At times it is just High Camp.  It is always as tyrannous as the homosexual eye.  Such is this life here.

On the web, in the cyber-salon, we make do.  Gossip abounds, subtle remarks undermine, links are made or not out of an attempt at control, and the world is oblivious—but no doubt suspects.  Somehow genuine philosophy may yet come to us from that sticky, silken trap.  But it’s questionable.  I guess it’s no worse than what has gone before and out of the worst of it glory has appeared.

It’s a strange transcendence in which the innocent are caught up.  They probably wanted it, though.  Innocence is a lie or maybe a pretty myth.  Truth is a whore, Eros is a tramp, the lovely intellectual night is a drunk’s gutter, and God just wants his.  Or so you might easily surmise, if you are in a surmising frame of mind.  I usually don’t care.  Life goes on and the lights come on in my room at night and my empty bed comfortably awaits.  I enjoy philosophy in spite of it all.  And there really are lovely people out there who are really very intelligent, even if they are sometimes pouty and on edge.  Life is good.  And Camille Paglia is fun to read

4908  Why is philosophy so medieval in its behavior with jousting and formal chivalry and serfdom slavery?  I think it is trying to overcome, just as did the knights in armor, the mushiness of life.  Find edged swords, high flying banners, tempered steel protection, thick walled castles to protect the ever vulnerable earthly body and vows of faithfulness still define the day.  And of course the lovely, spiritual beauty that must be defended.  It is high romance.  Little changes.  Technology has merely spread it around to where every smith, like me, and son of a truck driver can participate.  I hold back.  I see that the devil has crept in unannounced.  As always.  I will do the around-about.  A prairie cowboy.  A pick-up rambler.  A blushing coquette.  The way back is no way at all.  Time never was.  The eternal Forms merely repeat in different ways.  The same love, the same passion, the same dying unto just That.

4909  When Westerners go to Kathmandu to study meditation and Buddhist thought, they inevitably must begin the long journey into trying to understand emptiness. Sunyata.  They learn analogies of empty places in machines that are necessary for its good functioning, such as the center hole of a wheel.  They learn of the dreamless sleep that refreshes.  They learn of the number zero.  Of the meaningful pause.  Everywhere an emptiness that gives life and meaning.  Yes, and all is well with that, but it’s not really the heart of Buddhist thought.  All that is a nothingness for the sake of a better something.  It is an emptiness for the sake of a greater fullness.  It is absence for the sake of presence.  Things work more efficiently, cleanly when there is open sky clarity.  Sunyata remains subservient.

The Bodhisattva is one who, after reaching the emptiness of enlightenment, remains here in existence, or seeming existence, to help others attain enlightenment.  He is a figure mainly from out of Madyamika Buddhism.  Other branches of that religion let their enlightened go and not come back.  Now I wonder what Westerners really do think of entering that state of non-existence and never returning.  Pure non-existence is not what they went to Kathmandu to find.  It is, I suspect, too frightening of an idea.  Surely, they will figure, that non-existence isn’t really non-existence.  Surely it is a greater existence.  But I don’t think it is.

4910  So here is the great argument that was played out in ancient India and, indeed, is still raging.   

Is there a something, let’s call it the Absolute, that is incommensurable with anything else, i.e. there is no mediating measure that can be applied to both it and the world?  The Incommensurable itself.  And also ungraspable in any knowing, i.e. it cannot be circumscribed or delimited by any thought or words or vision?  Does such a thing exist?  That is the contention.  It pertains to the last two postings.  Could it possibly be that anything could mediate between them?  Can the mind think both?  Is neither thinkable? Where is the  Open that will contain both?  My questions fail.  

4911  Some thinking and some writing is centrifugal; it turns and turns ever expanding, ever taking in more and more.  Some thinking and some writing is centripetal; it turns and turns ever moving in closer to the center point, the magic instant itself.  In that vortex there is vertigo and both dismay and delight.  Expansion and concentration.  The Plenum and the One thing.  It seems to me, I seem to feel, that I am the centripetal kind.  My words circle, going out then back in, ever looking for just that.  The many are lost and only that ever-returning touch of the one perfect thing is again almost mine.  Or it is and I am not.

I write and I write and I say very little, but the form is there.  The musty rim of the moon.  The un-understandableness of the perfectly understood.  He waits there in simple attire.  And no attire.  And I blink.

The blank is my life.  The empty prairie.  The wind across the regular sections.  The holding close and the holding still.  No one is here except that.  He nods.  I am only oblivion.

This is the form of nothing at all.  This is form itself.  This is a turning that is so exquisite I must run and tell no one.  There is nothing to tell.  This is the form of the form of the being of being.  The age-old question is finally answered.  He shifts and moves on.  I am shirtless and shiftless, so I go somewhere else along the way.  I sit.  And wait.  And he comes back up my back and there is no relenting.

4912  Kierkegaard has given us a good working definition of faith.  Or rather he has led us to see what it might be through his parables of romantic love.  And Shakespeare has performed the act for us in a powerful sonnet. I will take First John 1:1 as my starting verse.  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; … .  That is manifestly absurd.  Or as Kierkegaard also calls it, the Absolute Paradox.

It is first necessary to contrast faith with reason.  When reason looks upon something to judge if that might be a god, much less the mighty God, it looks for those telltale signs that could indicate such a presence, signs such as: great beauty or wisdom or power or moral good.  Something ancient and striking to the mind.  If all of that is missing, then why think a god is present?  Or if there is none of that in the appearing of someone who might be beloved what cause is there for loving adoration?  There is no reason to so think, there is no cause for romantic love.  But if the madness of love sees it in spite of all sensible evidence to the contrary, then that love is operating, not because of reason, but because of faith.  The lover then sees beyond into a greater realm.  Shakespeare wrote in the 18th sonnet:

But thy eternal summer shall not fade,
Nor lose possession of that fair thou ow'st,
Nor shall death brag thou wand'rest in his shade,
When in eternal lines to time thou grow'st,
So long as men can breathe or eyes can see,
So long lives this, and this gives life to thee.
Only the most desperate lover could believe his words had such power.  Otherwise, it makes no sense.  To procure such immortality, real immortality, for the one he loved was manifestly absurd.  But that is faith.  To see God, that which was from the beginning, right there, to hear it, and handle it with your touch is not a reasonable proposition.  To see that the one you love is not what the others say, to see in spite of all that good advice, is true romantic love.  It is all mad.  It is true religion.  And true philosophy.  To see that old Satyr, Socrates, as the most pure thinker of all is strange.  Only Alcibiades saw the god within.  That is the love of a lover.
4913  Faith and parody move about together.  Not only must we recognize that an act of faith is downright stupid, but we must insist that it is.  Even our own.  Take today’s fashions in philosophy and exciting literature.  All those things, examined with a cold critical eye, reveal only the nervous tinge of desperate, bad writing.  Even my own.  All the passion, all the insisting, all that detailed reasoning is the quiet rustling of trash.  Clear-eyed analysis reveals it so.  And it is a necessary thing.  Those arguments, those high-minded phrases, those worked and reworked layings out are no more than tumescent, academic cool.  Fashion.  Precisely I, in my strange angles trying to reveal angels, trip up on the club foot of sexual phonemes.  I yank pheromones from breath.  There is no transcendence there.  But there is only transcendence there.  The eyes of faith have invaded all of us.  The pathetic ontological joke that we are is above disinterested reason.  Reason itself is, in us, become pure.  God is in our crooked-line symbols.  Logic is a fine wire, a trip wire, tripping up the celestial beings.  We own the mind of God.  We are parodies of Being.  The Pathos, the bathos.  We are become Being itself.  And tearfully questionable.  A shame for our grandmothers.  The bane of bankers.  The grin of Love.   I will continue.  Faith takes balls.

4914  In my philosophy, the simple/complex pattern is more pronounced than the one/many.  That is because I do analysis in the traditional sense.  That is the breaking or loosing up much as the Greek etymology suggests.  Ontological pieces are revealed.  Those philosophies that do not believe in simples, but rather complexes falling into complexes falling into complexes without end, end up with a world that is finally unanalyzable.  For them, only the strange, eye-popping entities of chaos theory (loose conversation) float about, things that are pretty/homely and soothing/disturbing, with spidery assemblage nodes, not anything of traditional metaphysics.   I am of the tradition.  I believe in metaphysics.

But there are problems with analysis, I and everyone who has attempted it admit.  For one, after you have ventured into that enchanted land, there is no way back.  Unless you simply forget it and go downtown to meet your friends and casually chat the nothingness of life.  Or whatever.

First analysis.  Let’s analyze the fact that my high-priced cd player doesn’t sound any better than the cheap one I got from Walmart.  Written in logical symbols it is: (Ex)(Ey)(x)(y)(C(x)&W(x)&H(y)→~(S(y,x)).  (If you know anything about logical symbols, then you know that that is a horrible way of symbolizing that fact, but I don’t care.  You get the point.  I broke the fact up into its elements: particulars, universals, connectors, proper syntax and so on.).  So now the two ontological categories are fact (complex) and  ontological things (simples).  If you believe that those things are mere mental abstractions then you will end up with only facts, which won’t themselves be “out there” anymore than things, but will yield to what you will call objects, i.e. my two cd players and my exasperation.  For me facts and ontological things are not mental.  I have done ontology, not epistemology.  (Another fact: you cannot find a proper if-then operator on Microsoft Word?)

Let me list some of the different kinds of facts:

1. Positive monadic:  This music is soothing. The wind blows, The night is quiet.  

2. Negative monadic:   He didn’t come.  My hair is not dry yet.  My mind is not quiet. 

3. Positive n-adic:  Tonight is warmer than last night.  Your eyes shine brighter than the moon.  I’m going to put this between your head and my arm.  

4. Negative n-adic:  No, you cannot sing better than I.  You keep me waiting longer than anybody else.  He wouldn’t share his love with any more than three people.  He is less versatile than my goldfish.

5. Synthetic a priori:  Infinite space goes on forever, one way or another.  The alphabet is arranged alphabetically.  Boys daydream.

6. Analytic:  If you have a and you have b, then you have a and b.  All blurry-eyed boys are boys.

7. Ontological:  Circularity is a shape.  It is not a logical connector.  The eternal Form of Circularity is not itself circular.

8. And whatever else.  

In my philosophy all those facts exist.  There is the story about how, when Bertrand Russell was at Yale and he mentioned that negative facts exist in his way of looking at things, he was greeted with loud laughter.  An ontology of hardcore realism is not a way to get in with the ever-sensible young.  

I bet the object-oriented folks ground all those facts, especially the negative ones, in the mind’s ability, or the ability of language, to “construct”.  They are creationists: the mind blithely constructs a world for itself.  They are happy workers in the dark, wet mines of matter.  Productionism!  Out of inchoate sensory stuff they finally draw out the unending dialogue of DNA transfer.  

4915  Last time I wrote about the existence of facts and those devils who don’t believe in them, who end up only with boulder-like objects lying around.  Now I want to forget those guys (for a while) and say some more about facts and what difference it makes for our philosophy and life if they do or don’t exist.  Consider this:  it is raining.  The great god Thor just got out of his car and is coming inside.  The golden mountain has been sold.  My soup is getting cold.  Philosophy is finally unsolvable.  In your eyes all of Being is revealed to be a just that.  No one came last night.  Ontology is fucked.  Causality is blue and somewhat spherical.

Some of those facts are actual, some potential, and some are neither neither nor both.  And then again the same facts, alternatively, are potential and actual and either both and.  All exist.  But where?  They just are.  And we can think them all together.  You just did.  With the mind of God we contemplate all of Being, and, Man, it’s huge.

So why don’t all those facts just flow together into one great lump.  Or have they and that lump is Being itself.  If so, then it is, maybe, mind, as Sartre says, the nothing that is mind, that injects itself into that Glob and holds things apart and unites some (but not too closely) and then disappears so that everything can go back into the vortex of the Waters of Life, Varuna.  Mind does the work of making a world.  Or maybe there is no lump and we just survey the scene of world upon world, all nicely ordered.

Are we, as minds, active or passive?  Is man the measure of all things?  The mediator?  Or are we subject to the tyranny of Eternal Form?  Where is creativity for us?  Do you want to do the work of creativity or just receive the soft caresses of a lover?  Are you a worker or a regaled beloved?  Do you speak or does God speak through you?  Is there finally nothing or is the nothing hung with bangles and bobbles in a plenum of existing things?  Ritual or stark truth?  What is your desire?  Or do you want the end of desire and the beginning of the growing nothing?

I have ended up where I always do.  Just wondering when he will return.

4916  I want to write some more about facts.  There are two, maybe three, general kinds.  Actual facts, such as the moon goes around and around and around the earth.  Potential facts, such as the moon once in a while veers off and goes around and around and around the planet mars.  And indeterminate facts, such as the moon will soon be mentioned in a poem by a curly-headed gypsy boy from Romania.  Actuality and potentiality and that something other come and go and make facts rather schizy. 

I also want to mention that that actuality and potentiality (which are themselves ontological things) being of, or pervading, the fact is completely independent of their presence or absence in any other fact.  Facts are independent of each other.  Wasn’t it Wittgenstein who insisted on that?  It just so happens that there is a pattern of certain facts coming and going together in our world.  Other worlds may be different – and they no doubt are.  That pattern is called scientific cause and effect, which is no more than that.  (I can be so damn pedantic.)  But can we jump worlds?

Here on planet earth we may and, then again, we may not be facing ecological and economic catastrophe.  Different futures are possible, potential facts.  I want to insist that both possibilities may become actual –but of course in different worlds.  Yes, this is the parallel universe idea, an idea which seems to me to be obviously true.  That may be the incommensurability of the Mirror of Riddles.

There are strange consequences from this theory of fact, but then life is strange and so what?  The theory is delimitedly indelimitedable.  But without it we are oriented toward, i.e. stuck with boulder-objects just darkly lying there burning with lust.  We become their factotum.

So, can one and the same fact be both actual and merely potential?  Interesting question.  It seems so.

4917  Here’s the problem.  Ontology is the search for those simple things that make and make up what we call the world and our knowing it.  The fundamental ontological categories then become complex (which I call fact) and simple (things).  And I have also said we must recognize facts as a something in our world.  The problem is that a something and a thing are verbally very close.  Things make up facts (whatever “make up” means) but facts are not things, therefore, among things.  How can we think it if it is not a thing, a something?  I can hardly state the problem.  Ontology searches for things, simple things, and also finds facts, which are no-things—nothings?  If facts were things they would have to be tied to other things to make a yet higher super-fact.  Oh my.  Do you get my point?  It isn’t just a word game as some others think.  Nor is the very idea of an ontological thing wrong-headed from the beginning.  Are we here at the limits of ontological analysis?  Was Wittgenstein right is saying that there are things that are, and can maybe be thought, but can’t be spoken? I think so.  And I have said as much.  A love that cannot speak its name.

4918  Luckily for the ancient Hebrews, they went into Babylon into exile and they could get rid of that obsessively bothersome Presence in the temple.  The temple was mercifully destroyed.  Now a more civilized, pure mind could be put forth into the Nowhere as the One.  And a respectful concern for our freedom would be maintained.  Now only high intellectual commentary and an abstract ethics of non-interference would be allowed.  No more suffocating closeness.  No more invasion of our privacy.  No more stealing us from our wives.

The God of the Hebrews before and after the exile is definitely not self-identical.  The universal Being, the Other, the Good, the High Morality of the later times was not, most definitely not, the embodied, touchy, grabby, obsessive lover, mad lusting thing of before.  The people had tried to give him a wife, Asherah, just to keep him busy and away, but he would have none of it; he demanded strict monotheism.  His lover was to be Israel itself.  The priests, the prophets, the ordinary man were to be his wife; but that was soooo unacceptable—unless you are gay.  This God was so gay, the unspeakable name.  And then there was David; what to think?  Don’t think; just go into exile and find a God not of the temple and that offensive Presence.

4919  Philosophy finally cannot be done.  Or done in.  Or the philosopher cannot be done because he is done in.  Or the night breaks.  This god will not yield.  There are thoughts there, perfectly good thoughts, that cannot be thought.  A one thing that isn’t.  Or an existence that isn’t.  Or a taking that is too complete.  Being and all the supposed beings aren’t.  The hand is up your back.  The mind obliterates.  Fuck.  There is no end to it.  The One is too many.  The many is just that one thing.  An unthing.  Oh, My Dear, you know exactly what I am talking about.  I’ll have none of your commentary.  Accept that thing in you and get on with it.  The night is thankfully almost over.  And the Big Bang will bang again.  Another world, another world.  The eternal return.

4920  What kind of writing is philosophical writing?  Is it sui generis?  What kind of writing is my philosophical writing?  Usually, on the blogs, between the pages of hurried books, tortured into journal exposés we find ourselves with an author who is trying to be so awake and scientific.  Philosophy suffers the violence of being slashed with his dull words.  But if we turn the page upside down and read it backwards, as mine naturally is, it is all nothing more than the deadly innocence of a banal afternoon in a musty old garage.  Things happen.  Cleavages appear.  And then it’s finished.

Philosophy is not transcendent, but surreal.  Not surreal, but subreal, in the well.  A time piece you took apart and now you can’t put it back together again.  The inverted super-conscious.  The blaring unconscious.  A lovely second-grade reader.  Words fall like snow and you pee in the wind and then you go home.  Somebody talks about conditioned arising.  But you know it arises all on its own.  And you own it mightily.  Then your fingers won’t work because they’re cold and Kant himself is frozen in place.  The sublime should not have happened last night, but what to do?  Tomorrow the sun will shine and you’ll go out and burn the trash like always and ontological things will sparkle forth and that will be that.

4921  Who is the Ontological Boy?  I suppose you will have to inspect Walt Whitman, simply because I am an American writer and thinker and all such follow him whether they intend to or not.  The Platonic Prairie is, of course, calamatic.  And I also suppose you should also look at this most terrible poem of his, Out of the Cradle Endlessly Rocking, where he names the daimon that calls him.  It is a bird, as you might suspect, since the bird has always been a symbol for the sexual organ that so enchanted Whitman, the angelic thing.  He was, we have been told endlessly, homoerotic, autoerotic.  The boy/bird of that poem is so very strange.  He is the god of Whitman’s poems, the genius, that inspires him.  The Me Myself.  The flag-root.  The eye-glistening semen of that gave life to his words.  It is no wonder Whitman was so reviled in his time.   A mocking-bird no less.  And I, as an American writer of philosophy, must also follow him.  There is an order to things.  But I veer off.  Though the boy and the enchanting thing remain.  There is much in Whitman I am uneasy about.  Maybe it’s the Over-Soul of Emerson.

4922  Here’s the problem.  Ontology is the search for those simple things that make and make up what we call the world and our knowing it.  The fundamental ontological categories then become complex (which I call fact) and simple (things).  And I have also said we must recognize facts as a something in our world.  The problem is that a something and a thing are verbally very close.  Things make up facts (whatever “make up” means) but facts are not things, therefore, among things.  How can we think it if it is not a thing, a something?  I can hardly state the problem.  Ontology searches for things, simple things, and also finds facts, which are no-things—nothings?  If facts were things they would have to be tied to other things to make a yet higher super-fact.  Oh my.  Do you get my point?  It isn’t just a word game as some others think.  Nor is the very idea of an ontological thing wrong-headed from the beginning.  Are we here at the limits of ontological analysis?  Was Wittgenstein right is saying that there are things that are, and can maybe be thought, but can’t be spoken? I think so.  And I have said as much.  A love that cannot speak its name.

4923  Metalepsis.  That is an enchanting, big, long word that is used, it seems, in a multitude of ways today.  I will take a stab at using it my way.  I begin with metaphor.  The Boy.  He is a metaphor for a certain something in life and in philosophy.  You can imagine what those qualities might be; it really makes no difference what.  There are many boys walking the streets and lounging in your living room, but they are not metaphors.  We all seem to know what a metaphor is, and they are not that.  They are just ordinary boys.  Now then, let’s move beyond this everyday world of ordinary things being used as metaphorical characterizations of abstract qualities.  Let’s conflate.

But first, let’s reiterate.  People, primitive people like me, used to believe in the real presence of the gods, or, as some call them, eternal beings, the Forms.  It was an enchanted world, and not a little spooky.  Trying to control it was attempted, but was mainly hopeless.  Finally, after our clear-headed saviors taught us otherwise, we came to see those things as no more than our own thoughts – also called abstract concepts – projected outwards.  There was nothing there but our own misguided imagination.  That is conceptualism.  I am other.

A good, solid, heady philosophy of Realism, sees all those spooky things as Real.  The eternal Forms really are out there.  That is also called Platonism.  The ancient ways are still with us in that much-maligned—and old— way of looking at things.  It seems that I have made the Boy be real.  Even the boys, in my crooked looking, are the Boy.  The metaphor becomes no longer just a metaphor.  Or it never really was just a metaphor. 

Metalepsis is a word used by conceptualists when they want to describe the mental act of taking a metaphor literally.  Those who believe, really believe, in the resurrection of Jesus literally, and not just as a metaphor for renewed life or whatever, are really committing the sin of metalepsis.  So with any religious belief that “should be taken as mere mythology” — but isn’t.  That’s me.
4924  This follows on the last piece about metalepsis.  Here I am going to rail against conceptualism, which is usually seen by the clear-headed as the only sensible philosophy.  Conceptualism is dialectically illogical.  Reflect on those beautiful dark eyes of yours.  Does such a thing really exist “out there”?  Or are they only a mental construct that we have come to love.  Is there really such a thing a pair of beautiful dark eyes?  It seems that there isn’t and we have seduced ourselves into believing there is.  Is Buddhist enlightenment the realization that they really don’t exist and all our attempts to get at them are empty?  Conceptualists would say, yes, it is true.  A realist would get down on his lover’s knees and beg to differ.

A conceptualist has concepts.  When he contemplates those eyes he is really gazing at the concept in his mind, though he will be uncomfortable with that way of saying it.  He has a concept.  And he has gazed longingly at that concept many, many times.  Moreover, whenever he reads the words of others about their enchantment with just such a thing, he understands perfectly; the same concept is all about in the minds of man.  The philosophical question is this:  are they all contemplating the same one thing always (not merely many, many similar things)?  Is there a Concept itself that has invaded all their separate minds?  Isn’t that idea somehow beyond the original saving intent of the conceptualist and well on its way to Platonic Realism.  Yes, for the conceptualist, there can be no one Concept.  He will solve that dialectical problem by ignoring it.

Now assume that there are such things as Concepts (with a capital C) beyond any one mind.  There arises the Third Man problem of Aristotle.  How are all those individual pairs of beautiful dark eyes related to that One Thing?  Do they fall under it (a lovely saying)?  The conceptualist will quickly rebuff my remark by saying that that is the problem for the Platonist, not him.  For him, concepts don’t really exist.  Which is amazing.  A conceptualist without concepts.  And conceptualism collapses.

4925  A couple pieces back I wrote of introducing the question of hatred into our method.  One concerns was the attitude of colonial imperialists.  Did the colonists hate or learn to hate the people they were colonizing?  It’s a tough question and I have no answer, but I do know something of an American living in the poorest country of Asia.  I have lived in Nepal half the year for seventeen years.  And I have watched the other foreigners.  Though I think I can honestly say that I have not felt hatred toward the people there, I do think I have seen it in others.  Or some of the others.  We don’t all go there for the same reasons.

The first thing that strikes an American about the place, and also about India, is that it is a vast mess.  It is that to such an extent that I know many well-heeled visitors are appalled. Especially when they have to expose their naked bodies to it in the bedroom and toilets.  I’m sure it is humiliating, or it would be if they couldn’t hide out in their five star hotels and tour busses.  If they have to go interview someone or they are invited out they prefer to hover above it all in a new Japanese taxi.  And when I seen them doing business in a very nice, westernized, international bank, they look so happy.  And getting something to eat in a McDonalds is happiness itself.  With time, hatred of the other grows.  I have heard it accumulate in their conversations.  They always ask, “Why do they have to be that way?”  And when they go home, knowing that they can’t really relate it all, they will tell stories of how much fun it was.  The truth is that many of them came to hate the place.  And if they are in positions of influence in government or academia or business, they will act out of that.

I, on the other hand, lie down in the poverty and the disorder, near the musty and the unclean, in the lice and the viruses, surveying the trash and the jumbled wires, in the overcrowded bed and I feel all the boundaries break between me and the Beauty all around me. (Some of the old-time colonists also did that – Gide’s Immoralist.)  This, I’m sure, is the Infinite Unity of Indelimitable Being happening right there.  I rather like it, but then I like the music of John Cage.  I, for sure, have developed a hatred of those well-financed Westerners floating about it all.

The truth is that I, in my thinking, in my life’s ways, especially in my attire, am a much bigger mess than they.  They really do have a strong sense of order and cleanliness, but life is not easy.

4926  Here is an image of God that I think is as true to the Bible as it is untrue to the modern, popular image of that doubled thing.  Imagine Saul at his most furious, when he is trying to kill David out of jealousy.  Imagine David at his most beautiful to Saul in spite of it all and able to calm that fury and bring peace.  Meld those forms together, as extreme love demands, and there you have God.  Jesus, the boy of God, stopped the fury.  We are saved from God by the beloved of God.  The Sublime is tamed by beauty.  But that beauty had to die in that whirlwind and become it in order to calm it.  This is what we are up against.

4927  Kandinsky (famously) wrote, “I learned to battle with the canvas, to come to know it as a being resisting my wish, and to bend it forcibly to this wish.  At first it stands there like a pure chaste virgin with clear eye and heavenly joy … And then comes the willful brush which first here, then there, gradually conquers it with all the energy peculiar to it, like a European colonist, who pushes into the wild virgin nature, hitherto untouched, using axe, spade, hammer, and saw to shape it to his wishes.”  That pretty much describes the masculinist feelings of the twentieth century.  For the most part, it was really just a lot of botched bungling.  Real rape as art, even of a canvas, doesn’t really exist, even for Kandinsky.  As with so many men he lived for bravado.  He, I suspect, was all talk.  His art is great, and it isn’t what he says it is.

Glorious Rape is, and I think it always has been, an artistic Idea.  That is in addition to inglorious rape also being materially real.  Rape described in poetry, depicted in art, acted out on stage, is, of course, not the same as real rape.  Those high moments are the appearing of the pure form, the Eternal Form, the Vision of something beyond mere human activity.  To forget the difference is to participate in today’s destruction of art and philosophy and literature and so much else.  It is the present confusion.  And the sad attempt to be glorious “for real”.

Last time I described myself lying in poverty with the poor.  I made a great mystical spectacle of it.  I really have done that, but, I’m afraid, it became mystical only in those rare moments when I could assume that transcendental attitude.  Only when I had a moment that was free.  At other times, I struggled and longed along with the others for a moment of escape.  We as humans, can effect that change in our view of the world about us.  That is the moment of metalepsis, transumption, the juxta-positioning of the incommensurate, and it almost always happens when we see some beauty near that lifts us up in spirit.  Before it quickly disappears.

Those moments are delicious and we always want to take that beautiful one along with us on our momentary journey to eternity.  We want to share the vision with that special one.  We learn to write or paint or sing—any meta-odos that will take us there.  The world as it is is squalid, chthonic, and we want to lift our visionary beloved out of that mire.  That is the story of the hero descending into Hell or Hades to find the beloved and returning together.  But return to what?  When we come back it will be as though we never left and all along we were in that Hell.  Is it the charm of the beloved that lured us and deluded us and now, only now, we see the truth?  The dialectic is complicated and maybe impossible to unravel.

The Eternal Form and its everyday appearing, that is the daunting and daring dance of dialectic.  The steps of philosophy are almost impossible to learn, if they do exist at all.  But we practice little else.  All of us.

4928  Wittgenstein in the Philosophical Investigations is a materialist, albeit a reluctant one out of despair.  Mental things there become sensations.  In that he is like the phenomenalists, for whom everything was sensa, worked and reworked.  They followed the British Empiricists, who also made mind a bundling of sensa.  And so it is today with the object-oriented people, but for them the sensual object (though insisting it is not a “bundle”) is the image of the real—or so they, in a dark literary mood, conjecture and hope.  Sensa, sensa, sensa.  That is materialism.  That’s all we directly know.  But there is no knowing, the Act that Husserl so magnificently gave us is long forgotten.  Thought is now just helpless sensing.  I do see there a lot of room for real despair.

For Wittgenstein, language, the sentence, becomes a material thing, a sensual thing.  And since he has made any connection between that and its referent be “literally nothing at all”, as have his followers, then the “meaning” of that sentence, that material thing, is given to us in the rules we learn of how to “use” those words.  Everything becomes a material sensum and combination rules.  The meaning of a word and of a sentence is its use, its connection possibilities with other words and sentences.  Language, that material thing, is finally all there is.  To talk about.  But not all we know, because there is no knowing, we are blind in our sensing.

4929  In Hinduism one often sees Lord Shiva together with his consort Parvati.  When they are joined into one being that is named Ardhnarishwa, half male and half female.  I don’t know of anything like that in the West.  Rather we do have a figure like Artemis, the dialectical reverse of that.  And I, likewise, don’t know of anything like that in the East.  Nonetheless there are similarities in that both join male and female.  But Artemis, ever virgin, the huntress, has denied her biological female machinery and become more like a boy.  I can’t imagine the East ever denying their powerful, female draw like that.  The Eastern gods are very flesh and blood, biologically voluptuous, dark red and purple, generative beings.  They are of Mother Earth.  Artemis and all the virgin saints of the church are definitely not that.  In the East the gods seem to be incorporated down into the goddesses.  In the West the goddesses escape upwards and become gods.  They are of the Sky.  In the West, in so much of the poetry and myth, men search for a goddess of light, without the frightening,  chthonic, sexual darkness.  She has become a beautiful, flighty, deadly, adolescent boy.  Hail, pure, chaste virgin.  It is all rather strange, but so very interesting.  And I am really not qualified to write anything about it.  I was just half musing, half thinking out loud.

4930  I am Western.  At least I am that insofar as I usually see the material world as something to run from, not run toward.  For me, it is the place of pain, nausea, hard labor, bad headache, age, worry, fast entropy.  All this talk today about learning to live in harmony with all that is crazy.  I understand when a woman talks of wanting to escape the monthly cycles, the loss of form, the pain of motherhood.  When men try to glorify all that as poetic and religious and profound, I wonder at their words, which seem so wrong.  For me the material world is dissolution and pain.  It is to be overcome.  Nonetheless, there is something about all that pain and hardness that is powerful.  We are fascinated by it.  We are mysteriously drawn to it.  It really is the source of our art.  It is sublime.  Beauty, the overcoming of it, i pure, celestial form, is so appealing, because of that.  Like everyone else I walk about gently.  Any moment the horror might attack.  I dream the horrors; I worship the release.  Beauty is my god.

4931  A couple of pieces earlier (4929) I tried to write about figures from mythology, and I failed.  The problem is this: the essence of myth is transformation, not Platonic or ontological stillness.  We will consult Roberto Calasso, the best mythologist walking the streets today.

When we study myth throughout history and throughout a region, it is obvious and impressive the way the stories and the figures keep changing not only their story, but they keep changing into each other.  It is as though my cup of coffee changed into my printer.  That isn’t exactly it, though; because there is some sort of order to their changing, which I don’t know, but which it is the job of the mythologist to figure out.  I contemplate stillness—of a sorts.  The trick, or riddle, is that transformation is itself an eternal, therefore still, Form.  And I can somewhat talk about that.  As has Calasso.

Consider Artemis or Shiva, over time or within a story they both change into their dialectical opposite.  The former was probably, at one time, the Great Mother, and later lost all that chthonic greatness and became, not grossly female, but delicately feminine.  She lost her sexual power and became a fairy queen.  As far from the dark, seductive draw of the earth and is the Greek beautiful boy.  We cannot say that Artemis is that boy, but we can say that there is a constant transformation toward that.  It is that transmogrification that is the essence of myth.  The Platonist sits back, or maybe on high, and plots the various forms as they pass by.  He knows the Chthonic, the Transformation, the Boy, the Story, the Dialectic, the Contemplation, the Cup of Coffee and Printer.  He does not know, and probably doesn’t want to know, the undertow of being dragged along into the confusion of it all.  He doesn’t know life.  He knows only Life.

As for Ardhnarishwara, I think that is an attempt to capture the transformation mid-course.  His image walking the streets seems to have something going there.  I cannot say.

4932  Husserl, following Brentano, gave us the Act.  Bergmann carried it along.  Few today speak of it or even know what it is.  Rather we hear so much about activity instead.  They are very different.

The laying out of the Act secures the existence of the mind for a philosopher in his ontology.  There is the mental act of remember, of perceiving, or worrying that.  Of imagining that, of wondering if, of hard doubt.  We intimately know Act, because we are Act.  I am the Act of thinking that later it may rain.  Of daydreaming that he may come.  Of knowing that the hours pass by slowly.  I think, I know, I imagine that … that so many things are just such and such and then again maybe other.  I am the varied mental act.  And that act is in an instant.  

Logically symbolized, I remembered that x is F.  and, oh my, that F can be great and complicated, but it is still what it is, F.  and I the mental act of thinking that x is just that.  It seems so easy.  And it is.  but it is maybe too easy, because then it is too obvious and so worrisomely overlooked.   

There are two very striking aspects of a thought: it is not stretched out in time; it is instantaneous.  And it is without parts; it is a most simple thing.  You may wonder if, indeed, all that is true.  The only way to find out is to examine your own thought right there.  It came in an instant and it was perfectly completely present.  It was only the expression of it, the internal verbalization of it into English, that was stretched out.  And, as other thoughts followed upon that one, and you looked for an understanding, only then did time stretch out and did complexity set in.  Each thought was fully present in an instant.  Have a look at your own mind, please.

Now for Vedanta.  That is the philosophy that most expresses the non-duality of Being.  Take x and F.  Take the thought that x is F, and write it ‘F(x)’.  Those little diacritical marks, the apostrophes, though awkward things, are meant to symbolize the unity, the oneness, the simplicity of the thought.  The fact F(x) is complex; the thought ‘F(x)’ is simple, or non-dual.  Now, you must not commit the sin of so many today and mistake the thought for its expression.  A sentence, whether spoken internally or written, is not the thought.  The connection of the expression and the thought is another matter, altogether.  Somehow language does fuse with the thought and that fusion is dark, but it is real.  I am certainly not going to attempt to express it in language, simply because I would have to symbolize that beyond symbols and paradox would abound.  It is here that Wittgenstein was maybe right when he said, “That which we cannot speak we must pass over in silence.”  That cannot be exactly right thought, because it comes too close to expressing the inexpressible, and burns up in unthought.

4933  Last time I wrote about thoughts and facts.  Thoughts are of facts.  Thoughts are simple and facts are complex.  The expression of a thought is not the thought.  Thoughts exist.  I am a particular exemplification of a thought.  Thoughts are universals.  They are therefore eternal.  The fact of a thought being exemplified by the particular I am can also be the intention of another thought.  A thought has or is a universal.  A particular thought is that universal as this or that, now or then, here or somewhere far away.  The one universal here and gone.  It is eternal.  Only in a fact with a particular is it in time, but there is no “in”.  The thought as a universal just is.  I become one of those strange things.  I am tied to it.  Exemplification brings it all around.  Here we are.  Thinking about each other.  As has been done from eternity.  We are minds that have the ever-present form of mind.  And we try mightily to express all that in the dark symbols of letters and muffled sounds hardly heard.  The expression is something else entirely.  Mind always is.  Thoughts appear from that nowhere.  And we barely notice.

I am now the thought that the morning has passed rather quickly.  Others have been that same thought.  And will be.  I am of Being.  But the particular that I am is only me.  Thought I also pass beyond myself to another.  And somehow remain just myself.  The mystery is too great.

4934  Today, those who love the Tales of the Fantastic, that calm, scientific-sounding gruesomeness, have latched onto the Absolute.  Or perhaps it is that the Absolute has become now, for us, a gruesome, fantastic tale.  It is the same and it is just one more stop along the Via Moderna.  Spinoza, monism, Vedanta, the elevation of metaphor—not this, not that, the mind reels.  Confusion reigns.  We are the children of Decadence.  X is merely ~~X.  Everything comes out of the void.  The void of the void.  The emptiness of emptiness.  Ever the vacuum falling into a greater vacuum.  Surely it is true/false therefore true that being isn’t and non-being is.  And false.  Das Nichts nichts.  And somehow in all that broken logic we are to find our own painful happiness.  An obsession with dull nausea.  Will it ever end?

Today, the interpretation of Vedanta that is usually given is that the dualism of mind and matter is whisked away in a neither and both.  And not.  And the metaphoricity of metaphor.  There is only Whisky [Ir uisce beathadh & ScGael uisge beatha, lit., the water of life] (1715) as my dictionary says.  The final blur and run-off into the ditch of being.

I have not written up such a thing.  In my philosophy there is no blending of this and that and the other.  Everything stands still in its determinate difference.  There is no one thing that is the all.  Be that thing nature, the psycho-social context of our faltering lives, language, or the multi-verse, to reduce everything to one, comforting, all-embracing unthing is outrageous and a fear of the dark. 

“The differences among some of the several existents are very great indeed.  I, for one, would not hesitate to call them momentous, or enormous.  That, I submit is a major source of the resistance serious ontology has always met.  For these differences are much greater than most are prepared to face.”   Gustav Bergmann

4935  Philosophy is not the science of semantics or any other science.  Semantics is a perfectly fine science, for all I know; it is not my concern.  Let’s say that semantics studies the meaning of words.  We will even include rhetoric in it and make it the study of metaphor and all that.  For sure, words are very unstable in their meanings.  No one doubts that.  And it certainly would be useful to have a science of all that in order to make it somewhat hold still while we try our best to communicate.  But that is not philosophy as the materialists among us would have us believe.  So what is the difference between science and philosophy?  What is the difference between the science of semantics and literature; has it replaced literature?  Is the art of writing literature now literary criticism?  We need to back up.

Let’s say that science is positive knowledge.  And philosophy, following Socrates, is the irony of infinite absolute negativity (Kierkegaard).  Hegel would not like that definition; he was always on the lookout for the positive as his goal.  Hegel understood neither irony nor humor.  Unless he quietly chuckled at the prospect of driving philosophy into the ditch, which his followers—always so positive and scientific in outlook— have done.  I shouldn’t be so mean, but my hero Socrates has made me so.  I have a lovely mean streak.

After all the cutting and destruction has been accomplished, or almost so, we dimly see up ahead the Forms, those otherworldly things.  But first the destruction.  And the kiss of beauty—which is almost the same thing.

4936  The law of gravity operates/holds (sway)/has force throughout the universe.  That may be true or it may be false, but it is sheer metaphor.  Every word in that sentence is an image taken from some part of our life here on earth.  Still, it may be true.  Take gravity as a thing.  In General Relativity it vanishes, but for the moment it weighs heavily on us.  Or rather it is the weighing and the heaviness.  Or rather … never mind.  You do know gravity.  Now for the ontology of gravity.

Given that the meaning of that word is so variable and it is mere metaphor, how can we speak of the universal Form of Gravity.  First, consider the obvious fact that we are not talking about radishes or old pick-up trucks.  We are talking about gravity, which, in spite of all the ambiguity surrounding the word, is rather easy to corral.  We do know where to go to find it.  It’s not just nothing.  Even if it has no more reality than Rumpelstiltskin, we do know it, somehow.  Therefore, since it isn’t nothing, what is it?  Gravity is Gravity.  Just as Red is Red, in spite all of its shades and hues and shimmering.  So the Form of Gravity is the Form of Gravity, in spite of all its appearings.  Or do you think I have jumped off the some cliff in the Land of Hopeless Reification?  Here’s Wikipedia:

Reification (also known as hypostatisation, concretism, or the fallacy of misplaced concreteness) is a fallacy of ambiguity, when an abstraction (abstract belief or hypothetical construct) is treated as if it were a concrete, real event, or physical entity.[1]

 HYPERLINK "http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Reification_(fallacy)" \l "cite_note-auto-1" [2] In other words, it is the error of treating as a "real thing" something which is not a real thing, but merely an idea. For example: if the phrase "holds another's affection", is taken literally, affection would be reified.

Note that reification is generally accepted in literature and other forms of discourse where reified abstractions are understood to be intended metaphorically,[2] but the use of reification in logical arguments is usually regarded as a fallacy. For example, "Justice is blind; the blind cannot read printed laws; therefore, to print laws cannot serve justice." In rhetoric, it may be sometimes difficult to determine if reification was used correctly or incorrectly.

Oh my, Wikipedia has judged me to be an idiot!

4937  In old India, they used to hold wonderful debates between opposing philosophical camps.  For example the Non-dualists would go against the Dualists.  The followers of Vaisheshika, Nyaya, Udayana and Gangesa against the followers of Vedanta, Sriharsa and Sankaracarya.  It was a magnificent battle.  Unfortunately, nothing like that happens today.  Today debate is non-existent, especially in the realm of bloggery, and even good, meaty essays, a type of dialogue, (which should be a hard presentation of both sides) have become too tender and limp.  If you read the postings, most of them are a collection of like-minded thinkers commiserating together.  They present each other as support for their ideas.  They have only a side-word or two about the other, benighted camp.  There is no real engagement with the other.  And that is in spite of so much talk about the Other, which I suppose has come to mean gentle friend, not a combatant for the soul of the people.

I figure it all has to do with a desire to keep things civil in this time of turmoil.  In old India, they could come to blows on a battlefield and life would go on much as normal, but today it is the unthinkable.  Anyway, in the philosophical world, one group hardly knows who or where the other camp is—or that it even exists, which keeps things nice.  So friends talk to friends in group-think and peace is maintained.  Until we’re all out of here from over-eating—and under-eating.

4938  Anyone who has read much of my philosophy—which means basically nobody as far as I can tell in this throw-it-out-into-the-ether virtual existence we now have — knows that Form is central to my thinking.  Form is the opposite of the blurred confusion of everyday existence/non-existence we now generously call ambiguity.  In Form, the different things stand apart in their difference.  Subject is other than predicate.  The connector is different from the connected.  The complex is not identical with the simple things that make it up.  And, most importantly for what I have to say here, the simple thought of different things joined is not the same thing as the fact of their joining.

Philosophy requires l’esprit subtil et l’esprit geometrique.  The philosopher must make subtle distinctions and then keep all that in order.  Otherwise, the blur and the confusion of life come to lull the inattentive into intellectual sleep.

Entropy in the undoing of the well-ordered.  Firm bodies run off into the rivulets of life.  Disproportion brings anguish.  Ratios gnarl.  The human body at its finest is very fine.  But we cannot hang on to what we are and just like angels of the Internet we vanish in a pixel.  

The ontological dialectic of Order and the well-ordered in our logic and love’s obsession is of the Most Beautiful.  But they are the most difficult for the dissecting mind.  The mind that wants to take everything apart to see how it works, that wants the abs-trahere of abstraction, the ανα-λυω, of analysis, finds only the gadfly of mystery.  Form eludes him.  It is the worry of the writer and the dreamer and the erotic.  It is the most loved.  God himself will not let himself fall into disorder and confusion.  It is always better to be an absurd man than a confused one.  It is the prick around which things turn. 

4939  It seems to me that I am playing out in my writings an old argument.  The Boy and Platonism and a love of rhetorical rhythm is so much the stuff of the Italian Renaissance.  I am of the Humanists.  And the distance that the others keep from me is also the same as the sober-minded Aristotelians of the Church kept with the poets and teachers of all things Greek.  The παιδεραστία of the “heuristic milieu” of both the Athenian and the Medicean academy is anathema to the puritanical.  I feel like a Umanista of one.  Here’s Thomas Nashe on the old grammarians – Nouns and pronouns, I pronounce you as traitors to boys’ buttocks.  

This can all be found in a wonderful book by Leonard Barkan, Transuming Passion, Ganymede and the Erotics of Humanism.  It is one more book on metalepsis.  Likewise, there is the book by Kevin Ohi,  Innocence and Rapture: The Erotic Child in Pater, Wilde, James and Nabokov.   In that last book (an excerpt from The Introduction) he argues “What is perhaps most interesting about aestheticism, however, is the difficulty of disentangling its sexual scandal from its scandalous formalism.”
4940  I suppose you could say I am a humanist.  I have never liked the label, mainly because of the connotations and implications it has taken on not only recently, but it did have a glorious beginning— or not so glorious, when looked at with more worldly eyes.  I think it was probably a dreamy romanticizing done by sissy schoolteachers.  I am sort of that.  I’m not a professional schoolteacher, but I have been mistaken for one often.  And I sort of am that.

Nietzsche was that.  Jesus was probably that, and not the simple guy of strong character battling soft decadence, the honest man that is so very Hollywood.  Kierkegaard was probably that.  And I imagine the same was true of Socrates.  No one has a sharper tongue than a Platonic Queen, sort of in love with the strong men of old, the heroes of poetry.  Absolute, infinite negativity in the lap of a private tutor for the spoiled children of the rich.  It’s all really very funny.  It takes a real Knight of Faith to see God in that.  

I am a lover of rhetorical devices, especially timed rhythm.  So close to mere decoration, the bobbles and bangles of word-caterers, faint enchantment for the bored.  That is high culture.  Nursery tales and dreams.  The humanist, so always the flustered schoolteacher, is hated by society as a fag.  And he probably is.  I am sort of that.  The transcendent Forms are so far away, appearing in that most unlikely of places.  The Knight of Faith must also be a Knight of Biting Humor to love that.

4941  In this urban age, I live far out on the timeless prairie.  Here is uplifting synchrony in the wind of the spirit.  So close to myth.  The tornadic swirl drives everything upward.  The calamites are all around turning and turning.  The wrist warbles. Down winding lanes and nights under the rising arches.  Stellar ejaculations.  The hush and rush of the eternal.

Here, I walk out to a little grove, past the boys upstairs on the internet, and I am as present with ancient Greece or a medieval student of theology as I am with a British empiricist.  The whole world of ideas is very, very present—unlike the city where absence reigns.  The present age is the past is the future.  Time has stood still for me.  It is all right here.

Because I have said all that with a far saying, it is therefore true.  Myth and the turning is at hand.  In my hand.  There is no symbolizing here.  The thing itself is right here.  This is not metaphor.  The sign and the signified are one.  It is ruled by necessity, not convention or contingency.  This is not the city.  Here the far away is near.  It is the most near.  There is no distancing of time out here.  Only the destruction of the Wind everywhere.

4942  Because you know something of me, you might think this timeless prairie I write of is in the center of America; it is rather almost half a world away.  I mentioned some of the great times and places in European history as with me, as my own.  We tend to think of ourselves as European, even when we are in exile from there.  I think the truth is that those people who call themselves European are rather in exile from another place.  As I wrote that piece I was always playing with the etymology of words.  The language I speak and write, indeed almost all the languages of Europe, are from a place not in today’s Europe.  We are from a much older, much more removed place and time.  We are the Aryans of the Asian Steppes.  That word has been ruined for us, but in Nepal and India where I also live it is a very living word.  They see themselves as Aryan.  They were a moving, warrior people and they took over most of the world.  I am of that strain.  I write in a language that is theirs.  The gods I see, the ideas I think in, the values I hold are from them.  I am one of them.  That makes me one with the Iranians, which translates as people of the land of the Aryans.  It’s a long, tortured, horrible history.  The world is ruled by their terror.  Their ideas hold sway.  I am that.  Or I cannot think and write.  Europe is merely the front porch of its Asian home—the steppes.  And here in Iowa, on a lonely day, I look out and see little else.  But the language and those ideas press down on me.  So I look at a book on Sanskrit grammar and I see myself.  It is all with me in stopped time.

4943  Out on the prairie, on the steppe, you know one thing.  The Sky.  It is oppressive.  It is big.  It is ever there.  The civilized man is one who builds cities where he might escape.  There, in the dark streets he finds the earth, the cave of existence.  The shadows where he discovers the ever receding, succession and the leaving.  Time.  He is saved from the sky.

On the steppe, there is no time, only the brightness.  The unrelenting brightness.  Dyas, Zeus, Akas, Prakas, the glowing Skin.  If you dare to open your eyes, you see moving overhead, always over your head, great cumulous mountains floating, still, almost moving on, by and by.  You fear you will be caught up in that sucking Wind, the tortuous, twisting cyclone of the breathing Sky.  There is no let up to being drawn up.  And taken apart in the rush, the roar, al-ruach, the burning agni and ates and the heated waters pouring down.  An escape must be found.  Cities must be built.  Dark streets and comfortable absences.  You must find unknowing.  And then only memory and hidden, playful, timorous imagination.  The Sky is oppressive.  Storms spin.  Only Life.  Everywhere.  

In the city, the people who have now discovered history fear the steppe.  The sky is still a searing memory.  They prefer to stand upside down and eat the soil and die.

I sit at night in my room and think.

4944  The Black Swan worry of Nassim Taleb, is not called for.  As I understand it, he is insisting that we not forget the sudden event that brings down the whole system.  He is trying to point out that this blithe optimism we have in the future of our structures is inevitably going to turn sour.  That we should prepare for that.  That we should not have so much faith in all those prognosticators of eternal progress.  Things happen.  Bad things.  And the house of cards comes tumbling down.  And because of that, he worries.  Well, yes.  The whole thing does come down.  But so what?  That’s the nature of life and nature and our very love of it.

Consider an anthill.  So very many little creatures building a great structure.  Life progresses.  And then a tree falls on it and it is crushed.  Or a flood comes and wipes it all away.  Well, that’s life here on planet earth.  We don’t expect the ants to stop with their building because all that might or inevitably will happen.  Catastrophe is the name of the game here.  So get on with the building!

I live half the year in Kathmandu where life goes on apace.  Building, building, building.  There is a certain joy to it.  Little things are always happening that give a crease to life, but we get around it.  Life advances.  Nonetheless, we all know that soon the big earthquake is going to happen and two thirds of all the buildings are going to fall down and hundreds of thousands of people are going to die.  Well, yes, that’s life on planet Earth.  In spite of that life goes on joyfully.  Taleb’s worry is uncalled for.  Nature cannot be changed.  So if the stock market crashes and a blinding number of people’s life’s savings are wiped out, that is only to be expected here.  The earthquake will come and life will then resume elsewhere—or the same place.  To try to get around nature here on this revolving disk is pointless.  Just go with it.  it’s a joyful place.

4945  Feigned indifference.  A smokescreen.  Feigned concern.  False clarity.  A mask.  A refusal to see the obvious.  Everybody sees him.  A Pollyanna lightness.  A worry about nothing.  Terrible headaches.  Thin skin.  A childish toughness.  An object of ridicule.  A weak sister.  Run and hide.  All those were Nietzsche.  Everybody knew he was a faggot, everyone talked behind his back.  He thought he had them fooled with his high-minded intellectualizing.  He knew he didn’t and he went into his cave of madness.  It was only after he died and his sister turned him into a proto-Nazi hero, and people could no longer see the outer form, that he became a great philosopher, but first the revisionists had to save him.  No one any longer knew.  And he has been turned into a riddle.  For all that, he really was a great philosopher and a star in our intellectual heaven.  As is only appropriate for a closet prince, a thinking sprite.  God uses the fools of the world to lay low earthly wisdom.  Such wisdom is only an attempt to evade the Spirit.  Jesus is Ampelus.  We are the cuttings.

A metaphor is an attempt to hide and reveal at the same time.  If we don’t want to see, we won’t.  But we will see, nonetheless.  He quietly spoke and his scream was not heard.  He wore the mask of a gentleman.

4946  I am the Other.  The Derridean Other.  I live and I write the margins.  From outside, I watch the great conversation going on and on.  They are very polite to each other.  They respect each other.  That is to say, they only approach each the other face to face and they never stray from that most proper, frozen perspective.  They are abstracted by the abstract.

Their voices are soft.  Their hands move gently around—in the air.  They sit obliquely.  Casual fibers clothe their unseen bodies.  Their bodies exude unsensed smells.  The roundness of their calf is hidden.  Firm arms and nicely arched backs are never noticed.  They only see the faces and faces.  But never the luscious lips or smooth cheek.  They are abstracted into pure thought and the high morality of never noticing such mute things.  Those are things of the margin.  Away from the face.  They are outside the conversation.  They are with me.  I notice.  And it makes them slightly unsettled that I am there even noticed in their unnoticing.  I am a fag.

4947  I am the Other.  I am the Derridean Other.  Therefore I am at the center of the center.  I am the inverted.  The margins in hyperbole.  I am marked, pock-marked.  And remarked upon silently.  I am puck.  I am the Marquis of the marshes.  I am the marshal come to town.  I am maricon.  I am laksman, linga, the re-ligere of religion, the leech, the furl.  Hurl me around.  I am what you are in your high culture.  I am the centering of your grand enterprize.  Prize me open and see!  

4948  The anthropic principle states that this universe was especially designed for man’s habitation.  It is the idea that all the value to all the many constants in the physical laws are too precise and too unlikely to have just happened by chance.  Another and perhaps opposite principle also recognizes that unlikely precision and the faint chance of it just happening, but believes that if a great many universes come into existence in an almost infinite multi-verse, then one will of mathematical necessity be this one where we can hang out.  Either way outside forces conspire to benefit man.

The question now is can we keep it going?  Are we about to destroy ourselves in a great eco-disaster?  Have we managed to screw up what, after so long, was made just for us, either by someone or the laws of high numbers?  Let’s suppose we have and let’s suppose there is no one to look out for us in some beyond.  Let’s just suppose.

Mathematically speaking, if the possibilities becoming actualities in the mult-verse are almost infinite, or maybe infinite, then there must be a place exactly as this one where that dire end didn’t happen.  And so we survive in spite of ourselves.  That is to say we do if we are also that—if we are in superposition with that other world just at that instant.  Infinity is a marvelous thing.  It, it seems to me, to be a thing.  Infinity.  But that’s another philosophical day.

The inevitable eternal return of the same or something.  But all that is the mathematics of a fine geometry and not philosophy.  In the end mathematics and the universe may be rigged in our favor.

4949  Over at the Mirror of Riddles, there is a wonderful posting about something I have wondered about for a long time.  I still have no good answer for this most baffling metaphysical problem.  I enjoyed that posting tremendously.  But I am still baffled.  It is related to the old Buddhist question of the pillar and the pot and Bergmann’s agonizing over derived properties.  Those are not as incompatible as you might first imagine.

I would like to make one suggestion, to this wondering skholiast.  It might help if you take your ideas out of epistemology and keep them in pure ontology.  The word “experience” complicates matters.  After the ontology is done, then you can bring that in.  Consider two incommensurable things X and Y.   Let’s say a pillar and a pot.  Now consider them “together”.  How should I symbolize it? I could say, XY, but that doesn’t capture the “circumstance” that the new thing is different from both X and Y.  Anyway, what should we say of that whatever-it-is as an ontological thing alongside X and Y?  Also, is it the simple “and” that connects them into a set or class?  I don’t think so.   Whatever, maybe we could call it an abbreviation, as Bergman tried once.  The word “rose” is an abbreviation for a whole great set of properties.  The words “my room” is an abbreviation for a whole great set of objects.  No, that won’t work.  Nor, it seems to me is the notion of “derived” properties.  A “complex” property derived from some sort of union of simple ones.  That won’t work.  The pillar and the pot as a one thing, the rose, my room, world history, all as one thing, really are each one thing, but it is a wonder.  And on up to more complex things.  And then the experience of all that is a wonder of wonders.  (I see now that that paragraph was a mess, but my mind is a mess about this problem.  It has been for a long time.) 

I want to keep all that away from “experience” in order to avoid making that “experiencing” be the maker of the unity and thus of the world.  If that were the case, we would be in idealism, where the mind makes the world.  For some reason I don’t want that.

4950  If someone sat me down to have a conversation with me about my philosophy, I think they would be very disappointed.  I have no philosophy of my own.  Everything I write is either borrowed from someone else or it is of the moving rhythm that takes me as I type.  I myself am not in there anywhere.  I do read what I write down, however, and I do have my opinions about it; though I think others might understand it better than I.  I’m not saying there’s anything either great or slight in all that; it’s just that I and what finds its way down in black letters are different.  Philosophy, I will of course admit, is itself grand, and if some of that is there, then that is grand, but it is not me.  Therefore, even though there might be some value to a conversation with me, it will be a surprise.  Because, as far as I know myself, the only thing I really know how to do is make wise-cracks.  I’m a wit.  And not a little strange, when I see myself in another’s eyes.

4951
"The wind bloweth where it listeth,
and thou hearest the sound thereof,
but canst not tell whence it cometh,
and whither it goeth:
so is every one that is born of the Spirit."
John 3:8 (KJV)  

What we learn from that is that the Spirit lisps.  It is a strange speech impediment.  The Spirit comes and we stop in slight befuddled amusement.  Surely the great thing must be more than that.  And then we go on.  Philosophy is a thing, an entity, a something—that.  It cannot be denied, but what to do?  It is simply a strange thing.  We want to laugh, but all we can do is raise one eyebrow and wonder.  Not a great wondering, just a wondering at an imp.  It is a thing.  Is it the thing itself?  And we were looking for so much more.  It lisps.  We look away and think we should look for something else.  The Great God Philosophy is a thing, an entity, a someone or a something and it is just that.  The soul is shuddering.  It is demanding control.  And we let it, because we have no choice.  But we had other plans.
4952  Here is an apparent (or real) contradiction or divergence or disjunction in Nietzsche’s thinking.  On the one hand he gives us the most terrifying account of the first moments of the idea of the Eternal Return. 

The Gay Science  Aph. 341 The greatest weight.—What, if some day or night a demon were to steal after you into your loneliest loneliness and say to you: "This life as you now live it and have lived it, you will have to live once more and innumerable times more; and there will be nothing new in it, but every pain and every joy and every thought and sigh and everything unutterably small or great in your life will have to return to you, all in the same succession and sequence—even this spider and this moonlight between the trees, and even this moment and I myself. The eternal hourglass of existence is turned upside down again and again, and you with it, speck of dust!"
Would you not throw yourself down and gnash your teeth and curse the demon who spoke thus? Or have you once experienced a tremendous moment when you would have answered him: "You are a god and never have I heard anything more divine." If this thought gained possession of you, it would change you as you are or perhaps crush you. The question in each and every thing, "Do you desire this once more and innumerable times more?" would lie upon your actions as the greatest weight. Or how well disposed would you have to become to yourself and to life to crave nothing more fervently than this ultimate eternal confirmation and seal?

On the other hand, here is the joyful dance of the wantoning gods:  Thus Spake Zarathustra  LVI  2

When I came unto men, then found I them resting on an old infatuation: all of them thought they had long known what was good and bad for men.

An old wearisome business seemed to them all discourse about virtue; and he who wished to sleep well spake of "good" and "bad" ere retiring to rest.

This somnolence did I disturb when I taught that NO ONE YET KNOWETH what is good and bad:—unless it be the creating one!

—It is he, however, who createth man's goal, and giveth to the earth its meaning and its future: he only EFFECTETH it THAT aught is good or bad.

And I bade them upset their old academic chairs, and wherever that old infatuation had sat; I bade them laugh at their great moralists, their saints, their poets, and their Saviours.

At their gloomy sages did I bid them laugh, and whoever had sat admonishing as a black scarecrow on the tree of life.

On their great grave-highway did I seat myself, and even beside the carrion and vultures—and I laughed at all their bygone and its mellow decaying glory.

Verily, like penitential preachers and fools did I cry wrath and shame on all their greatness and smallness. Oh, that their best is so very small! Oh, that their worst is so very small! Thus did I laugh.

Thus did my wise longing, born in the mountains, cry and laugh in me; a wild wisdom, verily!—my great pinion-rustling longing.

And oft did it carry me off and up and away and in the midst of laughter; then flew I quivering like an arrow with sun-intoxicated rapture:

—Out into distant futures, which no dream hath yet seen, into warmer souths than ever sculptor conceived,—where gods in their dancing are ashamed of all clothes:

(That I may speak in parables and halt and stammer like the poets: and verily I am ashamed that I have still to be a poet!)

Where all becoming seemed to me dancing of Gods, and wantoning of Gods, and the world unloosed and unbridled and fleeing back to itself:—

—As an eternal self-fleeing and re-seeking of one another of many Gods, as the blessed self-contradicting, recommuning, and refraternising with one another of many Gods:—

Where all time seemed to me a blessed mockery of moments, where necessity was freedom itself, which played happily with the goad of freedom:—

Where I also found again mine old devil and arch-enemy, the spirit of gravity, and all that it created: constraint, law, necessity and consequence and purpose and will and good and evil:—

For must there not be that which is danced OVER, danced beyond? Must there not, for the sake of the nimble, the nimblest,—be moles and clumsy dwarfs?—

________________

I told you the Spirit lisps, didn’t I.  Anyway, overcoming the spirit of gravity in the dance of gods is one thing.  That willful Eternal Return of all the pain and gravity is another.  Do we ponder this in academic heaviness or play with it.  I am made to do the latter, but the difference here is not easy to discern.  Should we let the sprite of laughter inside the ivy walls?

4953  The meaning of my sentences is always on the verge of vanishing.  And the reader’s attention is taken with the rhythms and the repetition of sounds.  The sensual sentence replaces the meaningful concept it was suppose to express.  The sign loses its intended signified and signifies only itself.  And then I am a non-dualist.

I know you are sitting there explaining something to me, but I am taken with the soft lilt of your voice and the tilt of your head against the dark leather.  Your lip sometimes manages an almost cruel curl around the accumulated consonants and your hand wants to reach and help, but the instant is so jolted by your breath and the pressing of your foot against the now gnarled rug that all is lost and you just go on.  So much is happening in such a little space of time; so much that I quit my investigation of you and return to your idea.  It’s a pity.  The angles of your body are so much more interesting.  I’m a fag for looking, but your flesh is so appealing.  You are then yourself.  And my thinking is my looking and that fuses with the looked upon.  And then I am a non-dualist.  

Usually, in the course of conversation we are forced by convention to maintain a proper distance from the body and the breath and attend only to the meaning of the words expressing themselves.  Our conceptualism forces us into a most tense dualism.  We are politely separated.  Though strangely enough, I think you were then trying to explain non-dualism to me in that great rush of concepts pushing on one another. It’s a pity.  I was already beyond that.  Anyway, I’m a dualist, not a non-dualist.

4954  The Metaphor is a common coin we pass around today.  Just as that is a metaphor.  And we have all become experts at judging its value.  The problem is that we have also all become used to thinking that metaphors, like coins, are all there is to life.  We want more and more.  We forget to look beyond metaphor to the reality they hide.  Or perhaps we have long ago dropped the idea that there is any such reality, any such truth.  And now all is metaphor.

Let’s say that metaphor is myth.  I think a good case could be made for saying that.  Metaphors and myths have a way of incessantly transforming themselves into another and another and another.  They are protean.  They are a kid’s transformer toy.  They are magical.  It’s a marvel.  And a bewilderment.  But is there anything that is not that; that is the truth beyond the toys?  I think there is.

I just opened a friendly argument about the source of philosophy.  A source is a lovely metaphor of Springtime and clear water nymphs; it is a gentle rising up out of the dark home of Nature.  Philosophy arising out of the Great Mother.  I have heard such speaking among Hindu pundits.  I have always been uneasy with that characterization.  Myth with the prettiness of its stories is such a Maya changing thing.  It is all the illusion of love’s hide and seek.  It is the mixing bowl of life.  It is the middle ground where being is not and non-being is.  Confusion is so close in this intoxication of boundaries disappearing. Surely Philosophy is not that; or so it seems to me.  I do not have the un-philosophy of believing that all is shifting metaphor and ever-flowing, ever-surging myth.  Thus, to say that philosophy is ever defining itself out of the matrix of myth is itself myth.  It is to make myth and the matrix be the reality of philosophy, the ground.  The unconscious, the subconscious, the dark, unseen, subterranean waters become all.  The Well of life is beguiling, as beguiling as metaphor has always been.  But it is a frightening thing to me and I escape in a belief that philosophy is not that.  You may think and feel otherwise.

There are those today who smile in bemused calm that I would believe there is such a thing.  They somehow simply know that I am doomed to fail and fall back into the great whatever it is that we all came from, the darkness of the unseen, the swirling Varuna, Hades, Sheol, soothing madness.  Myth is the lure of the fantastic.  It is so popular today in literature.  I twist and turn trying to get away.  Just as the Greeks did with their creation of the Persona of the Beautiful Boy, the anti-Medusa.  For me, philosophy is his.  The transformations stop.

I have taken up the Platonic philosophy of still eternal things.  I have no idea if that really is the philosophy of the historical Plato and it really makes no difference if it isn’t.  Platonism has come to mean that.  Most of what calls itself philosophy today is not that; it is, in fact, anti-philosophy, if philosophy is that.  Thus, the Via Moderna has replaced that Via Antigua.  Nominalism and the unspeakable unity of the Absolute reign today in the schools.  I wait outside.

4955  Could it possibly be true that Philosophy is one simple Thing?  It seems to be such a great complexity of history; where is the one thing in all that swirling argument?  Is it some sort of strange spirit driving on all that commotion?  Maybe.  Is that myth?  We will see.  If it is, then it isn’t; as with all myth.  Even the myth that is the impossible movement of Hegel’s dialectic.  Neti neti.  There is no end to it.  It’s dynamic – Bham!  Or whatever.

God is the instigation of life.  The beautiful Logos, gentle civilized thought, is the goad of love.  The spear, the pencil, the captivating smile.  The spirit slays.  The one thing the lover wants.  That.  But what is that?  Always the lover’s question.  I think incessantly a lover’s thoughts.  I wonder and wonder about what it is I really want.  It is surely one thing, not the commotion.  Thought seeks the perfect proportions of the sleek body of the eternal beloved.  He waits at the end of the street with his cap mischievously down over one eye.  I am walking slowly toward that.  My heart pounds.  It is the one thing.  What more can I say?  Other lovers seek other loves.  I have no problem with that.  Life is varied and many.

No, philosophy is not only one simple thing.  But it is for me.  If your philosophy is other, go for it.  Or not, if there is no beloved thing there for you.  But then, why do you philosophize?

4956  So what is myth and how is it different from philosophy, or philosophy as I see it and use the word?  Consider Aladdin’s Lamp.  It has what I think to be the quintessential power shown in myth.  Transformation. Merely by rubbing that magical instrument a whole world of beings rise up.  The very friction of the hand’s work changes the smoke of nothing into whatever you want.  Fairytales are filled with entities arising out of some primal substance.  Fairy beings.  Phantoms and faces.  The arising is magic.  A formula is recited.  A ritual is performed.  A measured dance is danced.  And, oh my God, there it is!  From nothing something.  And then it all falls back into nothing again.  Because it never was real.  And it is that irreality, that apparent reality, that unreal reality that is so wonderful.  Life itself becomes that and all the evils change into nothing.  Hard life vanishes and all the pain.  Everything that happened in the past, all the horror, was only a story.  The past never was anything more than that.  We love stories.  And today, in science, all that is called emergent monism.  Consciousness is a vapor, or something like a vapor, arising out of the heat of molecular motion.  A dream of the real.  Nothing at all.  Our science is our special form of myth, but it is myth.  It is Aladdin’s Lamp.  It is scary like a fairytale always is, because creatures rise up in the dark out of nothing.  The matrix of matter changes into a world and falls back into the void.  The unphilosophy of materialism.  It’s an old tale.

I have searched for a philosophy of realism, one that is not this play of phantoms.  I do not have this magical transforming in my thinking, but I do have dialectical changes—and there’s the rub.  Dialectical changes (not Hegelian) are close to mythical transformation; so what is the difference?  Good question.

4957  I’m looking for the difference between myth and real philosophy, as I see it.  As I see it, what goes by the name of philosophy today is really myth.  Consider any object, water for instance.  It is a something with properties.  It is wet and cool and flowing and all those lovely things that makes water so desirable as an example.  Then, of course, it changes into ice and steam and on and on; the properties mount up and multiply.  So there is water, call it water-stuff, and there are its properties.  I want to say that those properties include relations which it shares with other water and non-water things.  The complexity is magnificent.  And all of it, we are told, arises out of that basic stuff that water is.  Today, though, that stuff is a little different from what it was in the past.  Now, instead of water being a basic element, that stuff is, not H2O – oh no, it is quarks or strings or whatever the latest theory tells us it is.  I really don’t have any idea what the correct scientific things are, but like everyone else I assume they really are there.  And all the properties, including relations, of water emerge out of that mysterious stuff.  That is the myth of our time.  Notice that as I use the word “myth” it does not mean false, but generative or arising transformation.  Therefore the opposite is non-arising non-transformation.

As I see it, as I see the correct philosophy to be, all those properties of water are not lesser things dependent for their being on a generative underlying something.  They are proper beings in themselves.  The wetness of water and the flowing and the sparkling hue are all things, real things, tied to a just that, the bare thing, the particular.  I am not a creationist, as, it seems, are all the scientifically minded.  I do not believe that the substance of a thing creates the properties of the thing.  The color, the smell, the texture, the soft feel of your hair, my lovely friend, are not created by some underlying substance, either scientific or ancient.  But they are ancient forms themselves that are right there and with my observing mind.  That is not myth.  The properties are real things aside from the individual and exemplified by it.  That is today called Platonism.

4958  In the last few postings I have been striking out a position against a perceived, somewhat threatening, other.  Why did I feel that and what was I trying to protect?

At the beginning of The Geneology of Morals Nietzsche writes: Wir sind uns unbekannt, wir Erkennenden, wir selbst uns selbst … Wir bleiben uns eben notwendig fremd, wir verstehen uns nicht, wir müssen uns verwechseln, für uns heißt der Satz in alle Ewigkeit “Jeder ist sich selbst der Fernste”—für uns sind wir keine “Erkennended” (We are unknown to ourselves, we men of knowledge, we ourselves about ourselves … we remain even to ourselves necessarily wrong, we do not understand ourselves, we must mistake ourselves, for us speaks the saying forever “Each is to himself the farthest away”, concerning ourselves we are no men of knowledge.

And then at the beginning of Ecce Homo he says, Höre mich! Den ich bin der und der.  Verwechelt mich vor allem nicht.  (Hear me!  I am this and this.  Above all do not mistake me.)

Nietzsche contradicts himself badly.

The key word in both is verwechseln.  Wechseln means to change and when you add the strange prefix ver it hints that the change will be a distortion or a wrong doing of some sort.  The English word mistake doesn’t capture it at all, but translation is difficult, if not at times impossible.  Let’s just blandly say that Nietzsche didn’t want his reader to mistake him for what he wasn’t.  And I suppose I wrote those last few pieces for the same reason.

Often in Nepal, I am invited to a friend’s home.  I usually decline because I am afraid of something.  I fear that they think I am longing for family life far from home and they want to give me a little of the tender loving care that exists around the hearth and dinner table.  I am not longing for that.  They have mistaken me for something I am not.  But do I really know myself and what it is I want?  Does another know me better than I know myself?  Have I mistaken myself?  It is true that I wrote those pieces in order not to be sucked into being something I am not and vehemently don’t want to be.  Where does the truth of me lie?  Good question.  It is most definitely not in family life or the comforts of home.

For some reason, the dominant philosophy today is to me a horror.  I see it as that family life and home thing.  I feel it trying to suck me in.  It is all over the air waves on both the right and the left.  From extreme to extreme.  But I am the Other.  That’s where I start.  So have I contradicted myself?  Good question.  I will be psychoanalyzed, I’m sure.

In the East, there is the thing called The Wheel of Life.  Everything moves round and round, from the lowest levels to the highest back to the lowest and then up again.  It is unceasing.  The good and the bad are all there.  It is always filled with desire for more circling circling circling.  It never stops.  And then there are those in that religion who want to find a way off.  Right there the fight begins.  If nirvana is samsara, are we to think that the Wheel has us forever caught?  Or is nirvana a simple step off.  My Hindu friend thinks the Wheel has us forever and there is nothing else.  I am of those who disagree.  The best parts of Buddhism, Hinduism, Christianity, Judaism, Greek Philosophy, and Islam is that very simple step off and away from the Wheel of Life.  I think it is that wheel that I am running from.  I am not alone.

4959  In my philosophy, in my religion, I am rather traditional.  For me it is the contemplation of the separate Forms, the Divine Logos, the Entelechies, that is my salvation from the ravages of the material world.  And that is considered so old-fashioned today.  Today it is the dynamism of change that is held up as real life.  And the other is death to the spirit.  In a sense it really is death, but that crossing over has never been seen as a problem for the old metaphysician.  For those unacquainted with Aristotle let me explain.

It is usually Plato who is held up as the otherworldly one, not Aristotle, but in the latter’s theory of the entelechy, the perfections, we find that convergence of the two thinkers.  There Aristotle becomes a Platonist.  It has to do with actuality and potentiality.

Matter, for Aristotle, is the principle of the not-yet, the on-the-way, the unarrived, the potentially-so, but longing-to-be-actual.  In pure Form, unaffected by matter, we find only actuality.  Thus the name “entelechy” from “telos” the far end of the journey; after the struggle one finally arrives.  In substance, that mixture of actuality (Form) and potentiality (matter) we are in a schizophrenic place.  It in only when substance is freed from matter that it is complete or perfect.  And that perfection, that pure Form, is, for Aristotle, the abstracted, the Form pulled away, the Idea, just as Plato had it, except that Aristotle has the Idea exist only in thought.  He was the first conceptualist.  It is a conceptualism, though, that is different from today’s, which sees the concept as mere representation or fallen image, not an entelechy.

Contemplation is thus the Form in the mind or seen by the mind.  I should capitalize that and say Mind or Thought.  I contemplate the Perfections of Being.  But that, today, makes me a dreamer.  Metaphysics is dead. 

4960  Let us say there is a principle of acquaintance in ontology.  That is to say, if a person asserts the existence of any thing in his ontology, he must more than know that thing, he must know it perfectly.  That may seem excessive, but consider these examples of existents: the connectives and, or, if-then; the relations next to, toward, from; the number four, the shapes round and straight and curved, the colors pink and white; a kiss, a glance, an angry scowl; a pout, a smile, a dance; less than, bigger than, fearsome; a name, a near-miss, a sad encounter; and on and on.  We all know those things perfectly.  Doubt is inadmissible.  (But we may wonder if they were right there then.)  Likewise, we know exactly the uncertainty of love and of truth and of good times to come, still we do know existence itself completely.  If I say happiness doesn’t exist, you may agree and you may not, but you do not doubt your understanding, your perfect understanding of the word existence.  You know anxiety and pain and sheer exhaustion as things perfectly, though you may doubt you have ever known the extremes of those.  And you know sameness and difference and ambiguity.  All of those you know perfectly.  Therefore you think they simply are.  Or as your ontological mind may say, they simply exist.  Are you unimpressed?  And you long for the wavering of uncertainty and philosophical angst?  There is a certain pleasure in that and it does give occasion to a long night of discussion.  As you sit there so languidly in your dishevelment.  A real beauty.  (You of course know the word beauty and what it names.)

You must be able to make the subtle distinction between the property, the form, and the fact of its being exemplified by this or that.  I’m sure, my dear, that that is no problem for you.  You know it perfectly.

4961  What does it mean to know something perfectly?  I am speaking about perfect knowing in ontology, not everyday life.  Let’s name that thing X, a lovely name.  Let’s say that a thing which has X as a property also has Y and Z as properties and also enters into relations R1 and R2 and R3 with other individuals.  Alternatively, let’s say that X as a thing itself has some sort of relation or connection to something else G.  To know something perfectly has nothing, absolutely nothing to do with all those other things, those other relations, those other connections.  Those things are not a part of the being of X.  X is just itself aside from those things, all of which are, therefore, external to X.  Or so I assert.  You may disagree and think all those other things are somehow internal to the very being of X. That is not my philosophy.  Good luck with yours; it’s never going to work.  Now for some examples:  happiness, triangularity, negation, distance, doubt, force, referring, shunning, seeing, smoothness, life, death, music, all, none, some, anguish, the conclusion, the beginning.  You understood all of those things—perfectly.  But all of them enter into zillions of relations with other things and, of course, you couldn’t see all of that—there may, indeed, not be an all of that.  Another example: pink and color, round and shape, sadness and feeling.  There is an obvious connection between a specific and a “higher” more general form.  Nonetheless, to know something perfectly is to know the thing outside even that connection.  Pink is just pink and it is something you know.  And round and sadness.  I am going to the simple thing itself, isolated by itself.  Aristotle called that the abstracted thing.  I think it just is without any mind pulling it away from its other.  Now you know.  X is just X aside from all its connections to other things, including any particulars that might bear it.  pink is just the color Pink.  It is not even the form of Color.  Today, we hear so much that a thing IS, or comes to be,  only in a great context of relations.  Then a thing is a mega-complexity.  To know Pink is to know that big, big thing.  Nonsense, I know Pink in the simplicity of one thing.  And so for the other things I mentioned.  The knowing is perfect.  (That belief is so strange to modern ears; it is no wonder I have no readers.  It is the old metaphysical belief.)

4962  The complexities of this world, including this world itself, are made up of simple things.  Last time I wrote of our perfect knowledge of those simple things.  Now I want to think about our knowing those complexities.  First, I want to remember that facts, those complexities, are all independent of each other.  Give me that; I have already spoken of it; it is Wittgenstein’s idea, if I must cite an authority to give my ideas weight.  The fact that my bike is broken, a simple enough thought to think, is independent of the fact that my bike has a chain, a frame, paint, a dent in the fender and on and on.  I cannot think all the true facts about my bike, much less all the false facts.  If, in fact, there is an all.  I don’t have to, however, in order to think the easy fact that my bike is broken.  Facts are independent of each other—even part from whole.  Here is a particular that exemplifies bike, my and broken.  That’s easy.  Facts are ontologically independent and we can think some of them, as long as they aren’t too big.  Maybe God and the angels can think bigger facts, bigger complexities.  Who knows?  

Oh my, I don’t have a bike; it was all imaginary.  It doesn’t matter.  An imaginary bike is just a complex as a real one.  They both exist as facts, facts, facts, facts all each just itself.  Surely you see that ontology is getting shaky and may tumble down at any moment.

4963  Last time I wrote about our perfect knowing of the simple things of ontology.  This time I want to write about our knowing the complexes, the facts, that those simple things enter into.  Take the fact that it is snowing outside.  That is an easy to handle thought of a rather uncomplicated complexity.  I would say that we do know it perfectly.  Take American democracy, or the lack of it.  That is beyond me.  I cannot think it except as a vague region of being.  Nonetheless, that vague region is perfectly known as a vague region.  I know it as perfectly as I know the uncertainty of my ideas about it.  I know my uncertainty perfectly.  In fact, it seems to me that all knowing is perfect, but the object of that knowing is often too big for my knowing or too vague.  The act of knowing is perfect—a partial act of knowing makes no sense.  The object is often perfect only as an imperfect thing.  

In that I simply wanted to point out that there are complexes and there are simples.  Insofar as simples are known to us, they are known perfectly.  Insofar as complexes are known to us, they are usually only parts of a whole.  

4964  There are no objects in my philosophy.  No objects as in object-oriented ontology (OOO).  I think those things are creepy, ghoulish things right out of Lovecraft, who writes, it seems to me, like a high-school kid looking for big words in a dictionary.  That hiddenness, that withdrawing, that so-called occasional causation is so paranormal.  We are attacked by objects.  Is that Romanticism from out of Transcendental Idealism?  Is that the German Geist?  It is so popular today.  All those Gothic tales.  It’s Armageddon and being left behind.  Emergent materialism.  Vat brains from the Matrix.  Ghosts abound.  We live in spectral times.  The cataclysm is near.  Or so it seems.  My philosophy has none of that, so if that’s what you are looking for, you might as well go somewhere else.

4965  It isn’t often that I attempt to write about ethics or psychology or sociology or even politics.  Maybe now, I do have a little bit to say.  There is a reason for that lack of writing and maybe it will show up here in the process.  I want to write about homosexuality as it pertains to me and to society at large.  I think my analysis will also be useful in analyzing other issues also.  I hope it will.  It will all be within my philosophy of universal forms.

First I will deal with psychology.  For quite a long time now we have been reading about all the many journeys that individual human beings have been traveling as they try to deal with what life has thrown at them.  Strange defenses.  The person and the group trying to survive in a hostile environment.  We know the types well.  So many biographies.  We are inundated in biographies.  We encounter biographies on the street as we maneuver around each other.  And we insist that our own biography be heard and understood that others might understand us and deal with us appropriately.  It’s a mine field.  Personal stories are the name of the game.  It reveals who we are.  Or not.

I, of course, in my obsession with Eternal Forms, never mention my or anyone else’s biography.  Such a thing is totally irrelevant to what I am about.  Therefore, all that psychologizing, though somewhat interesting to me, is never a part of what I have to say.  For me homosexuality is an impersonal, ahistorical form.  I contemplate it as I walk down the street, ride on a bus, stand in line, and I see it moving over the lithe bodies so close.  It is not even a human thing.  It just is.

Today, everyone wants to deal with another on a personal level.  Your biography somehow will mesh with mine and we will work things out as we physically connect and struggle with our family histories also in there messing around.  It’s work.  But I just walk around contemplating the universal forms, never touching, just being near to the thing itself as beyond both me and all those others.  Sexuality pervades the air.  Sleek forms.  Eternal proportions.  Glances, kisses, the touch.  Things in themselves, nothing particular.  Still, intense contemplation.  Very intense.  And totally impersonal.  My biography is then non-existent.

Thus I barely have a self in a historical sense.  No one really relates to me as a historical self.  Though I talk to others and I am oh so pleasant; they don’t know anything about me. There’s hardly anything there that is a self to be known.  I am outside the social order.  I approach the other as a form, not as a person with a troubled or difficult past or present.  I simply ooze myself into the form he exemplifies.  I wallow around in the universal.  And then I go home and remember.  There was no particular person there.  And I suspect that I would never be allowed in that society anyway, where everyone proudly displays his autobiography.  

4966  There are two types of philosophers: (just as there are two types of people: those who believe in dividing the world into two types and those who don’t)  namely, those who believe in argument to support their position and those who believe their position was proven long ago and now see no need to repeat all that (and who probably have forgotten it anyway).  And so we today arrive at my present predicament.  Theologically, I have a fight with the Calvinists, who will not fight back.  And their descendents who believe that society has created the world, not God (or maybe God started it off but they had to complete it, and fuck it up).  

The Calvinists believe that man is fallen not only in body, but also in mind and spirit.  Therefore he cannot trust his own knowing; he, in fact, has to work against his fallen attempts at easy truth.  He looks to the Book for guidance out of his predicament.  Just as his descendents look in books.  Both believe in the magical thing called community.  

Today it is assumed by most in philosophy that the arguments against any form of direct realism have been conclusive.  They call it naïve.  They do go along with the ancient idea that the world comes into existence when form unites with matter.  Or as I say it: when the universal, the form, is tied by exemplification to the particular.  The disagreement is about just what that form is and how it gets hooked up with matter.  It is assumed today by most that that form is a social construct.  And it is through “positing” that it is seen to be with the particular.  Man or society, through language, unites form with matter and, voilà, a world appears.   Any fallen belief that that form is real and true of itself is called, by the Calvinists, idolatry.  They suspect (being generally suspicious of everything) it is only fallen society that put it there and it is thus only a social convention.  And by saying that they are not only humble and the usurpers of God’s throne of creation.  No argument; it has been proven by the fact that to believe otherwise is to fall into contradiction, or as Kant called it, antinomies.  All because we did not separate the unseen thing-in-itself from what the mind (of society) supplies.

There are good arguments against all that, but, it seems, no one is interested.  It’s the same in politics where those on both the right and the left have their mind made up and all the facts and arguments to the contrary are irrelevant.  Thus we come to my philosophy where it is not the historical self working within the community that is the all in all (with a nod to a far off, rather irrelevant God).  I would be naïve to think anyone hears me.  Or could tell their friends they did.

4967  I am somewhat confused about just what the new speculative realists are speculating is real.  Is it the scientific object, i.e. gluons, quarks, strings, some sort of space-time (dis)continuum, or is it some other type of object either floating free in the void or sliding gently into the Absolute?  The sensual object they speak of seems to be inside another object, namely the human object, and it is merely the occasionally deposited residue of more profound, out-there things.  Let’s assume it is the scientific object, because that has historically been what realists of that ilk take up with.  Let’s also assume the scientific object is whatever scientists tell us or guess it is.

If the scientific object is really out there and that is the real object of SR, then what we directly see is unreal; though, being caused by the real it may be somewhat isomorphic (whatever that could possibly mean) with it.  They seem to be worrying the same worry that gripped Brentano.  Philosophers have worried it ever since.  They reluctantly bring it in even when they have no idea how to talk about it.  It is an unwelcome relative that has come to live with you.  So, taking advantage of a bad situation, the new philosopher will use that scientific thing to account for individuality or particularity, as opposed to the abstraction he thinks he knows how to handle.  Or, alternatively, let’s suppose that the real is not the scientific, then what?

Then you have to find a connection between or a way for some sort of influence to get from one to the other.  (I have a parallelism; that’s all.)  And what is the connection between that non-scientific object  and the sensual object?  I am totally confused about what the SR people think.

I, personally, don’t believe in the sensual object.  There is the perceptual object, i.e. the object out there that I see.  It is colored and has all the so-called sensual forms, but it is not “of” my senses or generated by them.  I perceive that the snow is white and the crows are black and that’s what they are, independent of my mind.  The sensual object is a “myth”.  Or a myth in that they mysteriously, occasionally arise.  

4968  So what does my philosophy finally come to; or perhaps, what finally comes to my philosophy?   It seems I have destroyed any idea I might have had in the play of words.  I inadvertently took the linguistic turn and turned into a tongue.  Sounds slithered around in style.  And the stile I was going to use to cross over into the land of real things transformed itself into a stylus of steel stealing me away.  I landed in pure resistance.  I peeled off my intentions and extended myself on the hard bed of my next door braying neighbor and took up what was taken up by all.  An awl or an owl or the cowl of wisdom, whatever works.  I had a vision—or a version of such.  A switch which turned me on up ended me and here I am finally fine.  All good things come to those who bait their hook with gated breath.  In it all went and now the bounding hounds blither around in bile.  Or wherever such things end up.  Philosophy is visceral.  And visual on your cereal in the morning mourning the loss of respectability.  Dried pulp.  Gulp it down yet unsated.

4969  Today the bite of philosophy is the gadfly on your open fly.  The bight of your cloistered legs and oystered dregs will have to fight the sight of foisted kegs of German beer also known as the Cant of the enclitic kritik der reinen beinen.  And all that Rhiner wine and kine you supine and climb around will get you nowhere hoisted slant against the ivy walrus with annotated whisky whiskers.  Right that paper.  No passive voice.   No massive invoiced raper diaper dreamy time askance the longed for log of toads and roads into nowhere.  The dapper gentleman over there is your soul and trade and will upbraid your tasseled head with nonsense verbs of acquiescence and off you go your toe in tow to know the finer truth of booths in ol’ Joe’s motion sickness bar and thrill.  You got your skin and now the thin lipped boys have It all over you, my flit.  Was it worth the time and slime of ding-dong days at the paper burn and the eturn gone bad?  So sad.  It’s over.  You’re a graduated popping thermometer of lust and dust on the old man’s shelf.  Go home or roam or comb you hair for another day.  He’s back.

4970  The purpose of this life that God gave us is pleasure.  Most intensely, it is pleasure in God.  All of which, to today’s intellectual, ever so moral, Vulcan ears makes little sense, if any, at all.  So let’s look at the strange word “purpose”.

Etymologically it is pro+ponere, to place before, a proposition.  Have you ever been propositioned?  Here, my dear, let me set you up before me.  So erect, so firm and well-formed.  Such brilliance of light around your glad, glabrous three dimensionality, or singular goings-around.  Oh, my Torus self-completion, you are a hyper-geometrical wonder.  I wonder if I can eat you.  Or buy you something.  Or tend to your sick goat.  Or lay you down gently in old prose.  So still and maddeningly unyielding.  I’m a gentleman; don’t worry.  It’s my great fault in life.  The pleasure would be too great and I might break out in art.  Mere, evasive art.  Do you want to flip some channels?  The night is long, too long.  We have time.  Time is all we have, my timeless one.  Weren’t you just here last year and the year before and before that?  But I digress.  I guess, I should undress and find a niche.  My little finch, you’ll soon be gone.  Which is why we’re so afraid of such  pleasure as this.  The coming requires a going before it comes again and the coming again will not stop.  Am I up to it?  We are in the analytical necessity of being.  Nothing lasts, everything comes around again.  But we should get back to that etymology and be a bit more pedantic, my exposed, reposed, imposition.  

And then there’s the word “pleasure”, which, surprisingly comes from √ plak (or is it *plak ?) meaning to be flat.  I suppose that has to do with you smooth, flat stomach.  And the calm seas of your tantrums.  And my flat out being rejected … again.  The pleasure is intense.  Because, like God, you ever come around again (but I repeat myself), and those dark eyes, so close to the evil eye, lull me into an ever more agitated dance and glance and sitting askance against the gentle night.  Pleasure is not for the weak and worried.  Take your vitamins; you’re going to be set right up in the exposed proposition of pure presence.  Those in love with absence and absinth will not like your deposed treasure on the sheets of might.  Or whatever; I have no idea what I’m talking about.  I’m talking about God.  What else could it be?  This is an academic, mere anemic ontological composition.

4971  In Greek the word for Grace is χάρις.  The English word, through Latin, comes from √gwere, which means something like to please or to praise.  The root of the Greek is √gere, which means to want and to yearn.  From the latter we get hunger, greed, exhort and the Greek χρή, meaning it is necessary.  The Greek and the Latin connotations are rather different.  So which is the real meaning of the Grace of the Holy Ghost?  I don’t know, but I prefer the Greek.

If you have a liking for the history of music and theater, then you can look up the Charitesia at Boiotian Orchomenos.  As I understand it there was a ritual pursuit of the eromenos by the erastes, until he or she surrendered.  Here is Roberto Calasso p. 85 of The Marriage of Cadmus and Harmony:  “And it is Plutarch who tells us what the relationship is: “The ancients, Protogenes, used the word charis to mean the spontaneous consent of the woman to the man.”  Grace, then, the inconquerable, surrenders itself only to he who strives to conquer it through erotic siege, even though he knows he can never enter the citadel if the citadel doesn’t open, grace-fully, for him.”  

In Greek, Arabic and sufi literature, this is the constant description of the man longing for the boy.  What to do?  That is the part of Christianity we never see.  The χάρις of God is too much.  It is an awkward situation.  This was Alexander’s gift to the Afghans and beyond.

4972  In physics, the two theories of quantum mechanics and relativity theory are both true, but incompatible.  In my philosophy, I have a pure, almost mathematical ontology and a messy, almost vertiginous erotics.  Are they incompatible?  Can they live together in peace in one mind?  Is there anywhere where they come together?  Yes, and no.  They are both true.  And as with the two scientific theories at that point where they do touch there is an explosion of infinity.  From infinity the two defined parts separate out.  Let’s call that infinity point God— simply because that is the traditional name for it and I am a traditionalist.

In my thinking about ontology, I always arrive at a conclusion that is totally destructive of ontology.  The system, so subtly laid out, vanishes and only my heart beating in Uranian love remains.  It is, of course, the same in the more common erotic love;  the climax, then free-floating nothingness, only the clock ticking on the shelf.  At the end, there is only the one beauty sublimely still.  Everything comes together in a non-finite just that.  Logic struggles and love struggles and the perfect form finds itself tightly bound and then gone.  You know what I mean perfectly.  He’s staring at you.  And then it begins again.

From big bang to big bang, we subsist in surreal existence.  Which makes no sense, but I thought I would say it anyway.  

4973  There’s pleasure and then there’s pleasure.  I am well aware of the difference.  My pleasure is, I am constrained to admit, very, very light.  (Or soft porn, to use the commercial term.)  It is angelic and ephemeral; or if it is firm flesh against me with the dark smell of the night, it is hardly more than a wide expanse and a deep comfort.  Others enjoy the rougher forms of pleasure.  I leave them to it.  Therefore, please do not assume I am a fussy connoisseur or prissy expert on pain and excess.  I am the opposite.  The only pain I know well is the pain of jealousy and the cold I found walking the lonely streets.  And of course the pain of never being able to explain to anyone I love the cutting dialectic of my oh so beautiful, analytical ontology.  I suppose that latter is unloved by that one because he feels it is S&M of the mind, maybe it is, but I am not Foucault looking for freedom in the “real thing”.  Look, I am the guy that can’t eat hot, spicy food, even mildly so (why do I go to Nepal?) or drink alcohol of any kind or listen to the blues or watch a scary movie.  My friend says I’m a wuss.  I am what I am.  I am not, most definitely not a poet of decadence in the “real” sense, if such is possible.  But I do know deadly analysis.  And that is an erotic pleasure for sure.  I’m not sure why.  The others will roll their eyes and laugh.  I am slightly amused at their sure knowledge of the real.  

I suspect that some of those gentle seminarians who are so uncomfortable with the cuts and the rack in my Dionysian acts of philosophical dismemberment, may be themselves rather heavy handed in their homely bed.  Who knows?  To each his own.  I go merrily down the road to … .

4974  For some reason, I haven’t figured out why, I love all that highly intellectual art.  Schoenberg’s 12-tone music, Finnegan’s Wake, constructivist art, Principia Mathematica, Greek grammar, railroad tracks on a clear winter’s night.  It is all so very still.  Real life has vanished.  Perfect form has appeared.  A god awaits on the edge of town.  Cars go by.  We lay low.  Things divide.  And then that longed for thrill of oblivion.

Of course, that’s all nothing at all.  Unlike the Continentals, who are so wordy about life, I like the coming around of a few simple phrases and then it is complete.  I have the world, but in a highly abstracted form.  It is intense.  I cannot sleep.  He always churns around in my mind.  The unfreedom is mine.  I am in a horrible Sparta out of time.  And the night killings.  Simple pleasures of pure thought.

4975  I write a type of aestheticism, which is a type of non-dualism, which is sort of like mathematical recursion.  Nothing is for sure.  I go merrily on my way.  I write the erotic, but I never describe an erotic scene; which makes my old friend say it isn’t erotic at all.  I write in a queer, reflexive, inverted, inflected, off-putting, manneristic manner.  My reader is usually lost.  Or ecstatic.  Nothing is for sure.  Consonance, assonance, rhythm and rhyme, no time for this or that, it’s old hat, for those in the No, it isn’t that at all.  I’m writing up the boy.  The boy is up my right sideways glance.  Out onto the void.  You have put style over content, he said.  I said, The content IS the style.  The form without matter mattering.  At all.  He’s tall and we’ll have a ball.  But probably, nothing at all.  I crawl back to my den.  “Oh, the weather outside is frightful!  But here”… it’s The thing with itself.

Back there a ways, I wrote: Therefore, please do not assume I am a fussy connoisseur or prissy expert on pain and excess.  You probably missed the exquisite worth of that sentence and looked to its meaning instead, which may or may not be true.  Notice the pl, pr, pn sequence, the plethora of ss, the u, u, eu line, ex-e, ex-e and any other repetitions of vowels and consonants your lips release.  Also the alteration of forward and those back of the mouth sounds.  I think I don’t have to show you, my knowledgeable friend, the rhythmical alterations.  It is in the essence of prose to flirt with poetry, but it is the constant variation, preventing the sing-song set up of poetry, that delights.  It swings around and finally comes into place.  The reader’s mind is captured … or it isn’t.  But you already knew that.   I really like that sentence for its form.

A boy spends most of his time looking in his mirror.  Even in the mirror of a man’s eyes.  He is recursive with himself.  The Eternal Logos with himself, now in your eyes and ears and mouth, dear reader.  That’s erotic.

4976  I am not a mythologist; I cannot tell you what a myth “really is”.  Let me only say that when I think of myth, I inevitably think of sacrifice.  That is how I see the Vedas, the Greek, Roman, Germanic and Celtic myths.  And most certainly the Hebrew and other Semitic myths.  That moment of killing is the precise moment that is the peak, the material/spiritual climax.  All else is foreplay and the slow walk home.

The animal quietly walks around in the vicinity of the temple.  The others watch and wait.  They are looking for that sign that indicates the rightness of the act.  They wait for the Shudder to come over the victim.  Then they are with the terrible and the holy.  The exactness of ritual proceeds.  Everything must be perfect according to ritual law.  It is painstakingly drawn out.  Then silence and it happens.  The mouth closes and the Mysterium Tremendum appears.  And life can go on for the others away from the temple and the now satisfied gods.  Sacrifice is a holy act that shields us, for the time being, from the holy.  

But there are those who drop the sacrifice, the Sanyasin, and try to expunge that terror from society.  Society wants itself to be God.  No more giving to that horrible other.  And it becomes God.  Now this new God, Society itself, demands sacrifice and the Act becomes multiplied many times over, the holy slaughter is everywhere.  To live, there must be those who die.  That is the closed-mouth mythos.

4977  An Aristotelian substance is hylomorphic, a union of matter and form.  The form is instantiated.  The act of abstraction separates the form away and puts it, without the dross of mere potentiality, in the mind.  How it got in matter is something we should probably not look at.  The Platonic Form never itself stands-in matter, but is ex-emplified.  It is always taken out, separate.  Only a reflection is present materially.  But the materialists believe that the form itself never separates from matter.  It never was anything more than matter.  Matter reflected in the magic of words becomes the maya illusion of form.  For the materialists all the forms of thought and being arise magically out of matter and fall back into it.  Then the Matrix, the silken matter of life, is the deep lake of universal fate.  Amor fati.  Or the Forms are separate and never did come out of that final darkness.

4978  Mouthing the sublimely beautiful, ritual poem of Krsna and Arjuna we feel and become the ramahrsa, the horripilation that overtakes the religious soul when in the presence of the terrible Holy.  Killing pervades the scene.  It is nothing more than the dark god, Krsna, himself.  The glory, the joy, the matrix of life, oozes all about.  Modern man is beside himself with shock.  God is not what we so gently thought He was.  But not to worry, it is all maya illusion, the beautiful, the terrible Sublime.  We have not been called to justify the ways of God.  Only to bow down in love like a trembling beloved about to know real life first hand.  The hand falls.  And Nothing.

4979  In mythology, God and the gods are terrible, holy, sublime beings.  We tremble before them.  Our fate is a shudder and a sudden cutting.  Life is holy.  Knowledge is holy.  Existence is unspeakably holy.  The Holy is Mysterium Tremendum.  And though it is also Fascinans, still, we seek an escape in our times of failing spirit.  Today, we think we have found a place beyond all that.  We think we have discovered the Buddha-Jesus mind of compassion.  The gentle spirit within the soft light of care blows out the passion for terrible holiness and the Mysterium; now we want only the soothing smile of a daily Good Morning and urbane conversation at a table to which those horrible gods are not invited.

4980  The world of Nature is often thought to be more sensually vivid, more alive, more spiritually powerful, more at the beating heart of Being, than is man and are the things of man’s productive artifice.  They do not need man’s idealizing mind to be the terrible beauty that they are.  Man needs help; he needs the creative eye in order to see himself as a thing of beauty.  He exists as beauty only outside his natural state.  Here is Kenneth Clark on the nude.

It is widely supposed that the naked human body is in itself an object upon which the eye dwells with pleasure and which we are glad to see depicted. But anyone who has frequented art schools and seen the shapeless, pitiful model that the students are industriously drawing will know this is an illusion. The body is not one of those objects which can be made into art by direct transcription — like a tiger or a snowy landscape. Often in looking at the natural and animal world we joyfully identify ourselves with what we see and from this happy union create a work of art. This is the process students of aesthetics call empathy, and it is at the opposite pole of creative activity to the state of mind that has produced the nude. A mass of naked figures does not move us to empathy, but to disillusion and dismay…. We do not wish to imitate; we wish to perfect  — an idea, like so many others, perhaps first formulated by Aristotle with his usual deceptive simplicity. 'Art,' he says, 'completes what nature cannot bring to a finish. The artist gives us knowledge of nature's unrealized ends.' A great many assumptions underlie this statement, the chief of which is that everything has an ideal form of which the phenomena of experience are more or less corrupted replicas. . . . Every time we criticize a figure, saying that a neck is too long, hips are too wide or breasts too small, we are admitting, in quite concrete terms, the existence of ideal beauty"

Early artists considered the human body, that forked radish, that defenseless starfish, a poor vehicle for the expression of energy, compared to the muscle-rippling bull and the streamlined antelope. Once more it was the Greeks, by their idealization of man, who turned the human body into an incarnation of energy, to us the most satisfying of all, for although it can never attain the uninhibited physical flow of the animal, its movements concern us more closely. Through art we can relive them in our own bodies, and achieve thereby that enhanced vitality which all thinkers on art, from Goethe to Berenson, have recognized as one of the chief sources of aesthetic pleasure.

4981  We all love a good story; the more gruesome it is, the better.  It could be fantasy or reality, here or abroad, now or in the distant past, it makes no difference.  Tragedy becomes our way of thinking.  And comedy must have a sharp edge to it.  We revel in pain and destruction—in a story.  And when those same things, those very same things, happen to us, right here, right now, we immediately attempt to stand back from ourselves and view the whole thing as a story.  If we can do it and it is an interesting story, we are just as joyfully entertained as always.  But can we separate ourselves from ourselves like that?  Can we become a disinterested other to ourselves and watch with a watcher’s nervous glee?  I think we can.  Surprisingly, we can.  I seem to have done it many times with myself.

All of us have had tragic things happen to us in our lives.  Lost love, physical pain, great social embarrassment, becoming helpless when trying to help another, the death of what we love, who hasn’t known any of that?  And always there is a part of the mind standing back and watching the story unfold.  The pain becomes a thing over there.  We observe and we are amused at the forms swarming around before our mind’s eye.  Sadness, happiness, success, failure, beauty, ugliness, love, hatred, they are all things over there to be watched.  We are separate from life and it is a marvelous show.  Even when it overtakes the very one thing we are, we are entertained.  But if the show goes on too long without a change of scenery or plot, we fidget.  Boredom is the hardest thing to separate the self from.  It is that separation that we seek and usually find.  That separation in unity is the philosophical wonder.  We are terrorists to ourselves.  That is God.

4982  So often in life we feel the clash of differences.  Our thoughts will not fit together.  We cannot present ourselves as a unified whole.  We are awkwardly pushed up with our own being.  And then we nod and lie down to fall asleep.  We dream.  And for a moment right there is the way.  Grasp at the answer.  But it remains impossible to explain.   Still, it was there; we could feel it.  Impossible differences are made one.  And so I write.  Philosophy is about impossible differences.  Enormous things.  And the only way is for me to smoothly lay it all down.  As smooth as a boy’s chest.  The head turns to the glance.  It is there.  Nothing noisy or blaring or anything that interrupts the gentle flow.  Only that one thing.  The thing.  It was that.

4983  In Aristotle the form is energeia, actualitas and matter is dynamis, potentia.  When form is separated from matter it is still and perfect.  The movement of perfect energy is unmoving.  Tension is held exact.  Difference is complete.  Balanced on the knife’s edge, Being is in repose.  Lover and beloved reach climax and also oblivion.  Appearance, then, is one with what is.  And we go blind looking at the one thing.

4984  There are many interpretations or ways of seeing the person of Jesus.  One of those is to see him as one among many life-death-rebirth gods.  The ancient Near East had many such beings.  The orphic religions.  Adonis, Dummuzi, Osiris and on and on.   So what is a Christian to make of all that?  I am a Christian and I have no problem with it.  That is a Form of religion that simply exists.  And, like all the Forms, it has many, many differing manifestations.  I am moved.  To say it is merely an idea overlooks the sheer fact that I and so many others are utterly taken with it.  Of course, if you do not believe in the existence of such Forms or of any Forms at all, then never mind.

I have no problem performing a ritual that goes with, that is a part of the idea of the Form of the life-death-rebirth god that I choose.  I am deeply moved.  I eat and drink the body and blood of this god gleefully.  I am not a hard-nosed unbeliever in such Forms.  And when the materialists say that there is no evidence that there ever was a material creature such as that god and indeed couldn’t be, I fail to see their point.  The Form exists; I swim within it.  I am in love with it.  It is not a material thing.  And I see it on the face and around the body of the one I am madly in love with.  It is the climax and oblivion of erotic love.  And the ever returning presence.  The Form is extremely real.  I dismiss those others as ones who are skeptical by nature about everything and I leave them to their own form of happiness.

4985  Let’s suppose that this one has now succeeded in joining his voice with the voices of nature, especially the voices of animals.  He has become then a sort of human-animal being, somewhat like those Egyptian gods we all wonder about and slightly fear.  The difference has been bridged.  How will we react to that?  Usually, in our history, a man-beast thing is feared.  And, of course, at times it has been elevated to divine status, maybe because of that fear; but all that was in the distant past.  As for today the thought of it, it seems to me, still causes a bit of unease.  A monster may lurk in it as it is in genetic manipulation.  One does not blithely cross such boundaries.  Nonetheless, such a being may show us the way out of the bind we have put ourselves in with our aggressiveness toward nature.  

4986  There is a difference between man and animals.  Animals have a brilliance that man does not have.  Perhaps man, in today’s silicon world of hyper-real, high-definition, scintillating, pixilated, flash driven virtual beings, himself artificially partakes of that brilliance, but I find it nerve-wracking.  It seems to me that man today, trying to unite with nature and animals, is really trying to overcome his own shadowy existence.  That is the meaning of our hyper-electronic reaching.  We are looking for the brilliance than Nature has.  But it isn’t to be. We become false.  Man’s being is something other.  But what is that otherness?  

4987  I will take, for the time being, the definition of animal as “that which breathes”.  Etymologically, it is easy to get anima, and also atman, to mean that.  Also ανεμος, the wind.  My Pentecostal Grandmother, a pioneer woman if there ever was one, thought and thought until she came to see that the soul, the anima, was the breath.  She also intimately knew the Wind on the prairie, as have I.  It is also rhythm.  In all that there is no difference between man and animal.  Man breathes.

We humans have, for a long time, seen ourselves as different from animals.  Presumably it was in our rationality.  We were the rational animal.  It is reason that supposedly separates us.  Today, though, that word has been extended to where even computers are said to reason, remember and recognize.  Maybe those big brains are different only in that they don’t rhythmically breathe.  

Breath is also the place of speaking and singing.  We at times do say that we speak to a computer, but we don’t really mean it in the same way we speak to animals.  We really do speak and sing to animals.  We breathe along with them.

As for computers being living animals, I doubt very much, in spite of our using mental verbs to name the activity they perform, that we really do believe that when we interact with them that there is a person or mind there.  There is no there there.  No one is at home.  When we deal with animals, however, that is not the case.  We do feel that a real act of knowing is there.  Animals have awareness, real awareness, and that is called having a mind.  Like us, they, though, may not be nearly as good as a computer at “reasoning”.

I think the “problem” that was mentioned in the quote above lies in the divide between things with real minds and things without minds.  I agree with him that we are one with animals in that we DO have minds.  But I also want to go against the grain of contemporary thought and say that computers DON’T.  As long as we insist that man and animals are only types of computer brains and that there are no minds “outside” that then there will be that problem.  We do feel that we have minds that are not mere neural computers.  And if animals have only brains with no separate minds, then we are not animals.  In my opinion, however, animals do have minds and in that respect we are one with them.  Neither humans nor animals are mere computers.  That is the real divide.

4988  Those who don’t like the idea of a mind separate from the body usually assume that such a mind would be without the emotion and motion that goes with the flesh.  They assume that such feeling and sensual things are body.  For example, smell and fear and glee and warmth and despair and dance, they assume, are made out of body chemicals and the mind without those chemical things would be as good as dead.  My problem with all that is that very assumption.  Sensa and emotions and dance are not chemical things.  They are existing things in their own right, separate from the body’s physical make-up.  It is true that along with the emotions there is an associated chemical something-or-other, but that association is not identity.  Fear is not the same thing as the chemicals in the body that are associated with it.  Fear exists.  It is a thing.  It is not a physiological, chemical process.  It seems to me that that chemical process could exist perfectly well without there being the accompanying emotion.  And vice versa.  Therefore, not only is mind separate from the body, so are the emotions.  And we are aware of both in the intimacy of knowing.

I have written up those ideas many times before, and the truth is that I am not alone in believing that.  Nonetheless, when I do write about it and put it up to be read, I am well aware that those ideas are very, very unfashionable and will cause the reader, especially the young reader, to roll his eyes and wonder how anyone could be so out of it, so away from the scene or whatever the current words are for such a thing.  I wish I could be there to see it.  I think I really don’t watch enough movies to actually have the proper thoughts and the proper words to express them.  Or maybe I do know all that and I just roll my eyes and go on.

4989  In the last couple of postings, always in response to my blogger friend, I talked about awareness, mind, and emotion in animals and humans.  For the most part, I said that there is fundamentally no difference at all.  I also asserted strongly that mind and emotion are separate from the chemical body.  I am a Cartesian dualist.  The mind is not the brain.  And emotions are not the physiological body.  The divide is absolute and momentous.  And now I will have to contend with all those, not that blogger friend, who loudly claim that I have affected a great, heart-breaking divorce between the mind and the world and I will probably end up abusing the earth until it succumbs to a horrible death.  I have done no such thing.

Two years ago, I and a beautiful friend of mine saw the Taj Mahal.  We really did see it.  We looked right at it.  And I saw him looking at it too.  How should we analyze that?  In my philosophy, where there are minds and a nexus of intentionality, I have no problem saying I saw it and him directly.  Those others, who want the person to be immersed in the world by being the brain and physical body, and not a separate mind, cannot say they saw it directly—because they have no nexus of intentionality, but only the nexus of causation.  Let’s consider that last thing.

I think it would be fair, speaking on their account, to say that, for them, an awareness of the Taj Mahal is a brain state.  There would be two such states, one for the image of the Taj Mahal and the other that is the awareness of that.  Then I am a brain state connected to another brain state.  That is my “awareness” of the Taj Mahal.  To make it real and not a dream there would be a long line of cause and effect (isomorphic) linkages between these two brain states and that thing “out there” that is the Taj Mahal.  Now, as you can see, I, as a brain “in the world”, am connected to that world by zillions of intermediaries; there is no direct connection between me, as a brain state, and the world; it is very, very indirect.  So now, I ask you, since they end up so far removed from the world, knowing it only by hearsay, as it were, what is the value of their “being one and the same thing as the brain”?   I have minds that don’t need to go through long chains of cause and effect.  I saw the Taj Mahal and my beautiful friend directly.  They can report that they saw isomorphic brain states.  But they can’t even say that because there is no real “seeing” for them.  

I really have no idea what my blogger friend thinks concerning this.  It probably was a bit unfair to lump him with all the materialists, physicalists, roaming about in gangs, but he can speak for himself right well.
4990  I do have a problem, I really do have a problem with what I shall call nature tourists or ethnic tourists, postmodern young people usually from the West, trying to make contact with the natural beauties of their world away from all their electronic devices.  They come to Nepal or any other more “undeveloped” place and try to see humans and animals and rocks and tree is their natural state.  They revel is the glories of food and dress and song and the human smile.  They turn the people they are observing into idiots.  Those people with their quaint ways and natural, ethnic possessions are not the wonderfully natural things that the tourist wants them to be; they are living minds just as he is—not uncorrupted “real” beings to be appreciated.  THEY HAVE MINDS!  They are just like his friends back home.

And then this same tourist goes out into nature, along a trekking trail, in the presence of great mountains.  He feels the wind and the water and the breath of ancient, cosmic forces.  And then he goes back to his room and contemplates it all.  The people, the animals, the plants, the rocks, the high places—it was wonderful.  Then when the boy from downstairs comes to tell him that the electricity is going to be off for eight hours and he should get his email before it goes, he’s a little put out.  He never saw that boy for what he was; namely a young person just like him trying to get along in the world with no electricity for most of the day.  The tourist wanted nature; he got a bothersome mind looking at him looking back at him.  The brilliance of nature is gone in real human contact beyond all that ethnic appreciation.  The glories of nature are nothing in the fatigue of having to work long hours as a hotel housekeeper and put up with disgruntled Western tourists who only wanted to see you in your animal, ethnic brilliance.  

4991  In today’s urban society it is fashionable to find a spot where one can get away from the virtual world and once again make contact with the “real”.  An isolated spot where the things of “nature”, for a moment, have some of that I-don’t-know-what of reality about them.  They are a patch of the real in the virtual world of the city.  It, in fact, could be a few hours “away from” the city in an urban park or out on the highway that goes along the ocean.  And, if you are lucky, a few days up in the mountains on a trail where Nature itself is happily present.  That is what today so many mean by realism.  Real, natural objects; not virtual objects.  

The practitioners of this form of escape into the “real” are usually connoisseurs in the things to buy that will help them feel all that.  They peruse the nature gear catalogues.  They become expert in what high technology has given us in the way of equipment to know real things, to feel the wind, to experience unpolluted light and run like a deer.  Pack up your expensive stuff and head for the hills!  Some breeder out there will be glad to show you a real live animal.  Sleek and powerful and actually dangerous.  Just like you in your dreams.  Or maybe you are into gardening or pot throwing or oil painting or weaving or one of so many other “traditional” crafts.  Back to Nature, back to the real.  Learn to sing folk songs.  Sleep on the beach.  Fuck in a truck.  Buy a ticket to Bangkok and feel the heat while walking through a Wat.  Smoke real good weed.  Be concerned about the world.

That is not the realism I speak of.  That’s an urban dream.  I leave them to it.  I suppose it does help.  I’m not interested.  I put it all in “quotes”.  I am about something else.

4992  OK, I really have nothing against those urban practitioners of real, high-tech contact with nature.  We’re all into something.  We all need an escape.  Their attempt to immerse themselves into the Ocean of Being is mildly appealing in a stoned sort of way.  I never partake.  It’s a very convivial philosophy.  Gentle, humble, destroyers of evil, they will save the world from the tormentors of nature, their cosmic mother.  I would love to snuggle with just that sort of one.  Smooth skin, sweet voice, sensitive and savory.  Come here, my friend.  Be as fickle with me as you are with the others.  I can always manipulate an attention deficit.  Your dizzy confusion is just what all lovers love.  I will help you out with a little money.  Have you forgotten the way home?  For millennia you have been around, beautiful stumbler, even right here with me.  The Form abides.

4993  There, I had my say against the hip, city boy, intellectuals.  For no reason I attacked.  So erotic.  He is so wrong in his chatty analyses.  He doesn’t care.  Nothing, nowhere is the rightness of a right thing.  I righten, tighten him up.  Right there.  And then he forgets and it never was.  And my own analysis proceeds on down the road.  Into the abandoned warehouses.  Nowhere houses.  Whore houses.  Ah, Baudelaire.  The gods are with us again.  They take my money.  They give me honey pitched mouthing nothings.  It’s pointless.  And I so love a point.  Au point de rien.  A fine arch overhead.  Where being and non-being unite.  Which, of course, is impossible.  So he pouts his little pout and I fall for it again.  And then it happens.  Right there, right then.  The world ends.  Jesus returns.  And pin-point lights erupt from his underpants.  I gasp and grasp and the asp bites.  Sweet, bitter seminal notions of other wanderings wonderings along the fingers inside his dangling pocket.  All before we reach work and the day ends before it even begins.

4994  As far as I can tell, the fountainhead of Logical Positivism is the Tractatus Logico-philosophicus.  Especially the last sentence, which speaks of remaining silent about what cannot be spoken.  There was a positivism in France long before that, but this concerns logic.  It comes out of that great discussion involving Frege, Moore, Russell and some Cambridge Hegelians.  It was a heady time.  I really like their respect for the logical calculus.  Anyway, eventually the Vienna Circle was formed, which tried to push the ideas onward, usually without Wittgenstein’s mysticism.  One of the junior members of that group was Gustav Bergmann, a beleaguered man who ended up in America and finally in Iowa City, my home town.  He is the one I follow and whose philosophy I greatly admire—in my queer sort of way.  These people that came later all dealt with logic as an ideal language.  When that ran into trouble the Ordinary Language people at Oxford struck out on a different tack.  Those who remained with symbolic logic divided into two groups, roughly those who followed Russell’s realism and those who wanted to get rid of universals and his theory of types.  In that latter group were the nominalists like Quine and Goodman with his Mereology.  Realism vs. nominalism.  The battle raged.  My guru philosopher, Bergman, took Russell’s realism all the way down the road as far as he could.  In the 1950s, he wrote The Metaphysics of Logical Positivism, and he was summarily excommunicated from his former group.  His students pushed him into a stronger and stronger Realism.  And that’s where I am with it.  

Today, when people mention Philosophical Analysis, they are usually thinking about the nominalistic side of it, Quine, Kripke and others, or about the Ordinary Language people.  Hardly anyone knows that the realism side of it all exists.  The more’s the worse.  Logical Positivism now belongs to history, but there are still those around, usually non-philosophers, scientific-materialists, who claim to follow it.  I wish they had as great a respect for the ideal language as those early guys did.  They are instead commonsense, ordinary language (no-caps) people who just want to “be clear about things”.  Good luck.  The last sentence of the Tractatus is no longer understood.  But Wittgenstein seems to have had the last laugh concerning the ineffable and the mystical.
4995  Scientism as a philosophy is patently absurd.  Let me explain.  Science, as we know it, looks for cause and effect patterns.  Consider water, there is what we might call the scientific stuff of hydrogen and oxygen and all the things that today’s physics says goes with that.  Then there is phenomenal water, which includes all the appearances of water: wetness, a flowing clear cool delight, sparkling points of light, a sweet taste.  When science studies cause and effect chains it never speaks of any of those phenomena as a part of it.  No one says that the wetness affected the hydrogen.  That that the cool feel agitated the ionic balance.  Phenomenal water and “scientific” water are different.  Science studies the latter and doesn’t need the former, mustn’t use the former, in its calculations.  That is the way it should be.  I could also say that science studies the topology or the geometrical space-time configuration of water molecules.  No mention of phenomenal water needed.  Also, there is no mention of any consciousness of water that would enter into that geometry or those cause-effect chains.  That is the nature of science for us; it is ultimately physics.  That’s good scientism as a block to what should not be included.  But then comes scientism as a philosophy.  That beast wants to say that only “scientific” things exist.  It wants to be the whole of life.  To say that the phenomenal thing we think we see is “really” just the scientific thing.  Or that the words wet cool etc are just abbreviated expressions for a molecular structure. Moreover, that consciousness itself is just a word that is likewise an abbreviation for neural goings-on.  In other words, scientism wants to say that the phenomena we see and feel and our awareness don’t exist!  And that is patently absurd.  Awareness exists and it is not the same thing as neural firing.  And the splash of water exists as a sound and it is not molecules jostling around.  Scientism as a way of doing physics is fine, but as the whole story of what exists it is ridiculous.  

4996  In the last two postings, I gave out my opinion about a couple of philosophical points.  I think one could say that as points they were substantial enough.  But I also aimed for a certain style.  I spoke, I think, somewhat forcefully; one could even say that I was rather tough-minded in my presentation.  My style was a pose I struck.  Earlier I described someone in a “fight” as trying to strike a similar tough-minded pose before some benighted, befuddled minds just as I have done—not you, my dear reader.  I think he didn’t like the fact that I was no longer paying attention to his philosophical point but to his appearance in presenting it.  Straight men (I don’t know if he is that or not) don’t like to be looked at like that.  They want to be invisible—like God.  The only difference that I can see between him and me (excluding our ideas) is that I know and acknowledge and even hope that I am putting on a show, a good show.  I am form and style over content and matter.  I like to be looked at.  I am a performer.  I am like Jesus, the one hung up there for all to look at.  What do you think?  Was my show ok?  Will you go home with me?

4997  Why do I philosophize?  (That’s a very strange word in English.)  Why do the others philosophize?  The answers to those two questions are very different—and that is the way it should be, in this instance.  We are all differently made.  I do not carry on out of a love for humanity and a desire to help that poor beast in its plight.  The others might, which is fine with me; I suppose someone should.  The reason I philosophize has to do with something that happened to me a long time ago.  Right about puberty (wouldn’t you just know it) I fell madly in love with … with about every boy I saw.  Sexual beauty filled the air.  It seemed that all that was the very essence of existence.  It was intense.  For me philosophy is a way to speak about that One Thing.  I am trying to woo that thing to my intellectual and spiritual bed.  I do not hesitate to call it God, the intensity of which prevents me from calling it merely a god.  And that’s all I am about.  The others probably fell in love differently or they didn’t fall in love or something else captured their mind or they really do want to help that poor beast or whatever else … and that is fine.  We are differently made.  I trust that you are following you heart (or groin) or need or your family’s wishes or a thousand other things and you are on your way to capturing that furtive beloved just as anxiously as I am.  Good luck.  (It wasn’t all that long ago.  It was just this morning.)

4998  What is truth?  Truth is beauty.  What is beauty?  Well now, that’s a house of a different color.  Beauty is what keeps you awake at night.  It is what makes you sick of love.  It is sheer deception.  It is untruth.  Truth is the magical god of philosophy that can never be captured.  It is that one right there in front of you.  That thing you wanted desperately and is finally revealed.  And it is yours.  So you step out into the fresh, night air and never come back.

Anyone who has tried with all his might to do philosophy has had to contend with long essays about the epistemological criteria for truth.  Reading all that is like having a big pile of boulders fall down on your head.  Soon after you start, and you feel you really must read this, you want to hurry up and reach the end.  Maybe, just maybe, there will be something in there that will be of value.  But no, any gem found will soon be forgotten and it will have been little more than glass anyway.  Epistemology is cracked.  But it does, like Buddhist repetitive prayers, make you realize the emptiness of it all.  

I walked the streets for a long, long time.  Coffee shop after coffee shop.  I was hyper from too much of the stimulant of love.  For an instant I thought that that was him right across the street.  It may have been, but I lost him.  I plight thee my troth.  My truth, my love, is my plight.   Truth, the revealing of beauty, is a plague.  Poor humanity will have to put up with the dreary epistemologists for a long, long time.  But they only want to crack our heads open and let out the spirit.  We are hard-headed.

4999  Which of these two sentences do you think is better: reading all that is like having a great pile of boulders fall down on your head OR reading all that is like having a big pile of boulders fall down on your head?  Great is more subtle, the t matches the t in that and the reat is almost like read and the ea is in read, great, and head and all those g’s and h’s somehow go together.  On the other hand (forgetting that there never was a first hand) the b in big matches the b in boulder and the p is close and the f and it all kind of sounds like a big pile of boulders.  So many things to think about.  The phrase great big just sounds stupid.  Or what?  It’s a good thing I never really think about any of that when I am actually writing the first time.  

The word “serious” comes from √ser meaning to lift as in lift a weight on a scale.  Heavy guru gravity stuff.  So now, how does one become serious without submitting to the Spirit of Gravity that Nietzsche so decried when he descried it?

The word "serious" comes from *ser meaning to lift as in lift a weight on a scale. Heavy guru gravity stuff. So now, how does one become serious without submitting to the Spirit of Gravity that Nietzsche so decried when he descried it?
