7000  A mantra is like an aphorism in that “an aphorism can never be the whole truth; it is either a half-truth or a truth and a half” (Karl Kraus).  After you read a mantra you feel you should make a comment on it in order to … to what?  Or you shouldn’t comment at all, just recite.  A mantra is not quite right.  Maybe the grammar needs fixing up or the meter somehow corrected.  It almost makes sense, but no.  The really good Rishis could find that perfection of imperfection.  Or something like that.  It’s hard to say.

A mantra is a one thing.  It is finished and rounded off.  It is easily looked at.  It is seen.  One sees a mantra.  After reciting it as many times as you want, mentally step back and look at it.  It is a living, breathing animal that is sitting right there looking back at you.  But it is timeless.  What kind of strange life is that?

Something isn’t quite right.  Nor wrong.  Things tip.  The rhythm is slightly off.  Perfection.  The gods are an awkwardness.  Like sex.  Like my words.  Like mathematics.  Like the very idea of an aphorism.  Like the boundary of the sky.  As in a dream, you can never get there.  Comment all you want, but we will grow tired of your comments.  A mantra is a bottle of mad boredom.

7001  I tinker and dicker around waiting for an idea to come.  This and then that.  It’s kind of stuffy.  And crude.  And then in a rude off moment when existence (almost) crashes, there it is.  There he is.  A god.  But you probably don’t believe in the gods.  So I’ll lay my idea out in words.  This god is here about to get laid.

In a pin-point flash it is there.  The simple thing without parts.  Unextended in either time or space.  A sudden seeing.  Then it’s gone and you have to scramble to deal with the aura.  That one prick point of light must be laid out in words.  It seems impossible but you have accomplished that impossibility many times before, so it’s now one more time.

Let’s say that the verbal ex-pressing of the idea is, “Thought and object of thought are two, not one.”  That’s deep.  Or shallow, depending on your point of view.  It’s a philosophical idea.  But not all ideas are deep and philosophical.  Another idea might be, “I forgot my keys.”  Both ideas come in an instant and they are without parts.  And because they last only an instant and they are a tiny point of light, they need strung out sentences for us to really think them.  Maybe the angels can think them without word add-ons, but not we humans.  So what I am here asking you to think is for you and me impossible.

And idea, an Indra flash, a god comes.  And we fuse that divine thing with the language we speak.  It’s magic.  Let’s say that the idea is [My umbrella is broken, but that guy can fix it.]  So far we have only the idea and the verbal expression of it, but there is one more thing there, namely the fact that my umbrella is broken, but that guy can fix it.  The world consists of facts, and scientists set out to find out what they are.  Idea – expression – fact.  Three.

A sentence links up to the world by being the expression of an idea which maps as a one-many onto a fact.  Minds are ideas that we are conscious of.  And by means of the intentional nexus those ideas touch the world of facts.  So now a closer look at minds.

Consciousness and thoughts are two, not one.  I have or am the thought,  “It’s going to rain.”  I perceive the fact that it is going to rain.  Then I step back from my thinking that thought and see my thinking it.  Then there is another thought, “I am thinking the thought that it is going to rain.”  And then, if you want, you can step back again and think that.  Thoughts pile on top of each other—how fun!.  And all that time awareness is just awareness, consciousness is just consciousness.  Thoughts come and go and awareness remains.  Awareness, consciousness and thoughts are two, not one.  OMG, I’m such a dualist.

Do the gods exist?  Do points of light – ideas – exist?  Yes.  Are they in time?  No, because I can be visited by the one idea at different times.  And that one idea can go visit other minds; it’s such a promiscuous dear.  Only particular exemplifications of an idea are “in time”, i.e. that particular also exemplifies time relations with other particulars.  The gods transcend time.

You may object to my use of the word “gods”.  I have no objection to your objection, but then I wonder how you are going to avoid writing something boringly academic.  I do need to write something about the relation between truth and decoration.  The boy does like his pretty appearance and his accessories.  I oblige. 

7002  I write that I am a dualist.  And I can almost hear that chorus in the distance rising up and shouting that I have hopelessly lost all connection between thought and reality.  The problem is that they know nothing of, nor believe in, that easily overlooked little nexus whose job it is to unite mind and object.  The Nexus of Intentionality.  Now I almost hear that chorus say, “Huh?”

Of course there is a connection between mind and the world—I take that sentence literally.  We can all feel it.  That is why if the connection is lost so many have jumped into materialism, where the mind is the brain.  If there is only one thing, then the problem vanishes.  Of course other problems, big problems, then arise, but one simply has to avert one’s intellectual eyes and that problem is solved too.

Oops, now I think I hear them warning me about Bradley’s regress.

7003  Agni is the fire in Petrarch’s sonnets.  But he is also the ice.  If you try to approach that boy, that one of beautiful limbs, all you find are meter, grammar, and your own voice vibrating inside you head.  He has you by the balls.   A god doesn’t come close.  Or he comes too close.  You agonize.  And flash.  And write constantly.

Domination.  You are in thrall.  You are such a literary thing. The mantras are pure form.  He is pure form.  You are muck.  Your gonads burn.  Your head burns.  Your hand aches.  Ashes.  Recite that mantra again.  And again.  It’s always the same.  The same with the same.  Dreams arise in his dusk.  The musk is windy.  You are alone.  Burn.  Shiver with the cold.  He is just grammar and meter and head-banging.  Close your eyes.

Pick a paradox, any paradox; he is that.  A perfect god.  He has you.  You have been had.  Speak madness to your friends.  If you have any friends left.  He flames.  Tongues of a death fire.  Meter, grammar, head swelling gonads.  Grab with a cold, icy hand.  You have this god by the balls.  He succumbs.

7004  Krishna is the boy Agni after he reaches puberty.  Then the Rasa Lila.  A wild time in the woods on the river bank when Krishna makes love to himself.  “But already Krishna, enamoured of himself, had resolved to experience lust for his own self; he manifested his own Nature in the cow-herd girls and enjoyed them." [Karapatri, "Lingopasana-rahasya," Siddhanta, II, 1941-2]” But my concern here is Agni.  A fiery being.  Is there any god like him in the west?

“The Greek principle of domination by the beautiful person as work of art is implicit in western culture, …  I see it in Dante and Beatrice and in Petrarch and Laura.”  That’s Camille Paglia here .  Sometimes it is a boy, sometimes a girl, but the girls are almost boys in that they are so young.  And of course the essential thing is that they are absolutely unapproachable.  Thus the ice along with the fire.  Is that Agni?  I think so.

Is Agni a work of art?  He does exist in inspired meter.  Maya, √ma, to measure.  Mathematics, so cold.  Only that.  The spirit dances in the void.

What is the proper attitude of the worshiper to such a god?  He trembles.  Mania.  He begs.  He has sleepless nights.  He presses the soma.  And becomes the smooth, white essence.  The wind blows.  He burns in a cold shiver.  He is everything a lover is.

7005  I write the way I do because here at the limits of analysis I have no other choice. Numerous prose enables one to write a dream. Wittgenstein was right in saying that eventually one must pass over in silence what cannot be spoken.  My prolixity is my silence.

7006  There is eliminative materialism and there is eliminative idealism.  The former says that there is no mind that all thoughts and emotions are in. No mind substance.  The latter says that there is no matter that all physical properties are in.  No material substance.  I agree with both of those.  I am an anti-substantialist.  And I go one step further by saying that there is no such thing as time that all the momentary aspects are in.  No time substance.  An expanded anti-substantialism.  But what I am really after is to do away with that insidious little word “in”.  Properties are not in an underlying substance.  It’s externality all the way.

7007  For the Madhyamika philosopher to exist is to be eternal.  He reasons that nothing is eternal, therefore nothing exists. For him to be eternal means to endure forever throughout time.  All things are in time.  He sees nothing outside time.  He reasons that nothing is eternal, therefore nothing exists.

Things repeat.  What repeats and what is repetition?  The Form repeats.  To repeat means that the particulars (a and b) that exemplify the Form are different.  Repetition is the ontological thing [a is different from b].  Well yes, that is difficult because it isn’t just any ol’ a and b; it’s the a and b that exemplify the same Form.  And now we have to ontologically ground sameness, which means we are walking in the weeds of thought.

I agree with the Madhyamika that to exist is to be eternal, but the Form that is exemplified by particulars that also exemplify time relations does not exemplify time relations and therefore is not “in time”.  Existents are not in time.  And they do exist.  It’s an entangled mess.  From here you can either beat your head your head your head against the outer wall of heaven or you can dance with Zarathustra and Agni, the agile actor.

7008  For me the world out there is adequately described by logic.  That is to say, it is a subject-predicate world.  Bare particulars exemplify universals.  Such an exemplification is called a fact.  The world consists of facts.  Some are negative, some are atomic, some are molecular, some are conditional, some are only possible while others are actual.  Facts come in many flavors.

For more worldly philosophers, all I have described there are entitates menti, things of the mind, and the world out there consists of individual objects, in themselves beyond logical formulation. Or perhaps they are Aristotelian substances in which those things also sort of exist in a weakened state.

I look about and I see gods, universal Forms appearing.  Others look as me so looking and think I am doing that one out there a great injustice by not seeing a unique individual beyond my idealizing.  My realism of ontological things then becomes evil. 

Sartre said, “Evil is the product of the ability of humans to make abstract that which is concrete.”  Or is it the case that I have made concrete that which is abstract?  Whichever it is, when that one there changes into the presence of an eternal universal Form, I swoon and love’s domination drives me into a furious silence.  And the rhythms of meaningless literature.

7009  Can we make sense of absolute, ontological nihilism or a rigorous anti-substantialism?  No, as long as our thinking is in the style of academic writing. Only in the rhythms of numerous or metrical or poetic prose can the mystical, erotic Truth appear.  That’s why I write as I do.  At the dire limits of thought exceptional measures must be taken.  The writer is in the place of dread.  He is coming undone.  And the command to speak cannot be overcome.  The only other way is to stop halfway and try to stay calm.

7010  Star Trek’s transporter has given philosophers pause.  When you get into that thing and come out the other side, is that really you or an exact copy?  Did you in fact just kill yourself?  I have no idea, but this brings up the philosophical notion of substance, which is supposed to account for identity through change.  The materialists among us closely tie the self to the brain.  And of course the brain is that particular material brain, not another one just like it.  The same stuff remains through change and it is the same brain.  But does that material stuff really exist?  Let’s say it does.  Then at time t1 it has such and such a form.  At time t2 another.  And so on.  It obviously doesn’t have all those very different, even contradictory, qualities at once.  Now let’s look at those moments t1, t2 and so on.  Do they really exist? Again, let’s suppose they do.  And let’s suppose they have certain, definite relations to each other.  One is earlier and another is later.  And time patches might overlap.  Relativity theory, however, informs us that those relations vary according to the frame of reference from which they are viewed.  Therefore the relations cannot be internal or of the very nature of each moment.  A moment without its relation to other moments is just a bare particular.  So, do moments exist?  I say, No, but bare particulars do.  So now we have to say that matter at a particular bare particular is of one form and at another bare particular is of another.  Does that make sense?  Not to me.  Therefore a far as I can tell moments cannot be used to prevent matter from having contradictory forms.  And unless you want to give up logic, you’ll have to find another way out.  There is no other way out.  Substance and something that accounts for identity though change is a self-contradictory idea.  There is no material substrate that would account for identity through change.  Therefore materialism is wrong.

7011  If the gods exist and they exist elsewhere in the Mantras, what is the connection between them and the Platonic erotic boy?  He is just as literary and otherworldly as they.  And between them and David the Beloved and Jesus the Boy of God, the I AM?  They are also literary and otherworldly and absolute.  They exist.  And as Plato said, Eros is our guide to the transcendent.  How so?

Eros is madness.  Rumi translated by Arberry

If you are Love's lover and in quest of Love, take a sharp dagger and cut the throat of bashfulness. 

Know that reputation is a great barrier in the path; what I say is disinterested – accept it with a tranquil mind. 

Why did that madman work a thousand kinds of madness, that chosen wild one invent a thousand wiles? 

Now he rent his robe, now he ran over the mountains, now he quaffed poison, now he elected annihilation …..

Love's path has proved all drunkenness and abasement, for the torrent flows downwards; how should it run upwards? 

You will be as a bezel in the lovers' ring, if you are the ear-ring slave of the king, my master; ….. 

My son, it behoves not to beat the drum under a blanket; plant your flag like a brave warrior in the midst of the plain. 

With your spirit's ear listen to the thousand tumults echoing in the green dome's air from the clamor of the passionate ones! 

When the cords of your robe are loosened by Love's intoxication, behold then the angel's rapture, the houri's amazement! 

7012  Do literary things exist?  Yes, but not here.  What is the difference between literature and ordinary writing? Literature will make your skin crawl.  Romaharsha.  Horripilation.  The frisson.  You know it well.  When the boy turns and looks at you, you are almost there.  Things from there invade this space.  And instantly they are as nothing.  Then you remember something you read.  Literary things exist.

7013  We live in a time when philosophical Idealism rules.  The material world has been turned into mathematics.  Mind and abstract reason have eaten everything and spit out long strings of logical symbols.  The body now is data.

This is the time of engineers and programmers.  Systems analysts.  Cybernetic vector sex.  Hyper-reality.  Perfection.

The old material body is/was too gross and smelly.  We live in dreams of god-love.  Sleek, smooth, ideally proportioned bodies.  Soft porn.  Very nice.  The existence of an idea.

Ideas don’t exist.  Even existence has to go.  Diaphanous, gossamer, spider webs now hold us in place.  Spirits spin.  Minds create beautiful lace patterns of nothing.  Orgasmic death in the strangle hold of pure reason.  Very nice.

7014  I do believe in the gods and here in Kathmandu I see them. I am not an idealist and I do not look for them in pure mind.  This place is messy, muddy when it isn’t dusty, dirty and grimy and teeming with pretty-assed boys.  The temples are ram-shackled grunge hideouts for the divine.  The gods enter through fragrant underwear and sweat.  That is life here in the glow of oily styled hair.  And smeared idols.  The gods are here.  This place is fatiguing.  The gods are alluringly here.

Of course, what I just described is life all over planet earth.  And here, just like everywhere else, people try to deny it by never mentioning it.  The mind wants to be alone with itself.  The body rebels by stinking.

7015  A universal Form is definitely exactly what it is and not something else.  Color is color, not something other, and nothing else is color.  Also the Form of Color is not a specific color.  And it has no tint, shade, lightness, brightness, saturation, chroma, colorfulness or intensity.  It is beyond visualization, imagination or realization. Like God, it is transcendent and ineffable.  Does it exist?  Is there a god of Color?

Yes, it exists.  That is my realism of universal Forms.  Is it separate from colored things here?  Yes.  It is a thing elsewhere.  Is it knowable?  We can dialectically argue for it.  And we can see it in philosophical intuition.  That last is a gift of God and it is highly prized, but difficult.  Dhih.  He comes

7016  The Church has a problem. It has recently (in the last couple hundred years) taken up the idea that those things mentioned in the Bible are actually a part of this earth’s material history.  They have wanted to jump on the scientific bandwagon and be hard-headed material realists, not soft-headed mystics.  Now they find out that competent science, especially archeology, has said that those things didn’t actually exit.  What to do?  In the distant past when people could more easily believe in a vision of immaterial spiritual things this was not a problem.  But now the church sees all that as unmanly.  And in their fight against all thing gay they are certainly not going to go back to that.  They need to go back.

7017  The gods are real. They exist as things separate from our minds. They are universal Forms.  Consider the god Agni.  But first consider the universal Form of a Bicycle.  Or a Sofa.  Or toothpaste.  It makes no difference what.  I utter the word “bicycle” and instantly you know what I’m talking about.  The fact that other people at other times didn’t is irrelevant, because right now you do.  And right away images of a bicycle appear.  Maybe you imagine its handle bars or tires or spokes or frame or you see it glide along as you feel it under your crotch. The Form of Bicycle is identical with all that.  The Form is identical with anything that is of a bicycle.  Now go back to Agni.  Immediately you imagine fire or body heat or a boy of light or energy or ashes or a knife’s edge.  Agni is identical with any one of those things.  Again the word “identity”.  A form is identical with anything that is of that Form.  Can we know the Form without imagining a particular appearance of the Form?  Yes, you did it for an instant when I first mentioned the word “bicycle”.  Then just as fast you imagined a particular type and part of a bicycle. And finally you understood that that type and part were identical with the Form. It’s magic.  So can we “see” the Form alone without the accompanying images? Maybe.  It would be very close to nothing at all.  That is philosophical intuition.  Maybe that is how the Rishis saw that god.

A Form is identical with anything that is "of" that Form.  What is that "of"?  Is it different from identity?  I'll think about it. 

7018  I do classical metaphysics, the way it was done before the positivists convinced everyone that it was all meaningless and downright evil if forced on the young.  Even my eroticism is classical Platonism.  Now everyone has substituted science: linguistics, sociology, psychology, information theory and on and on for what once was.  Not to worry, metaphysics will return, but it won’t be soon.

7019  Dreams and rhythmical writing.  God would cling like dust.  And cleave the valley.  Vapor.  Fine particles.

7020  Here’s as close as I can come to solving the philosophical problem time.  I am a Platonist. (Well, who isn’t! Just like with the Bible, everybody can see themselves reflected in those dialogues somewhere.) Along with Parmenides and the Madhyamika Buddhists, I draw a distinction between the Way of Truth and the Way of Falsehood, Paramartha-satya and Samvrti-satya, those out in the sunshine and those looking at shadows in the cave.  I call it the otherworldly realm of ontological things and the everyday world. When one does ontological analysis, one encounters ultimately things that don’t belong here in the everyday world: bare particulars, universals, various nexus, quantifiers.  Then you have a choice.  You can say they are non-existent mind thing or you can say they are real but in the Elsewhere.  I have chosen the latter.  So now my problem is not time, but the ontological ground of the non-ontological. How did this messy, dynamic world arise out of pristine timelessness?  Out of Eternity?  Beats me.

7021  The natural world has no crisp, clear divisions in it.  No straight lines, no exact circles, no perfect ordering of is and isn’t.  It’s brilliance is muted.  It’s elegance is lazy. It’s majesty is sleepy.  It is a dream.  Art is different.  When nature enters art it shines. The gods appear as ideal and graceful stillness.  Super-real.  Super-natural. Unnatural perfection. A rose in nature has a sort of soft loveliness about it. That same rose on HD television has hyper-brilliance.  The whole world on HD tv is super-real.  Art and technology brighten up the world so much it seems we live among the gods or we are the gods. But it is not real. Hyper-reality is not natural. The gods don’t exist.  We are fooled.  Art and technology are nothing. Only the sleep of dreamy nature remains. Or am I wrong?  Is the brilliance of art merely subjective and thus nothing at all?  What about art? To say it is only subjective is very depressing.

7022  Who was that youth who ran away naked when Jesus was taken into custody? Was that God, the Logos? Or one of his attendants? Was that only a man who was crucified?  Who was that youth who sat in the tomb waiting for the disciples to come? Where is the strangeness of Jesus? The Charisma is hunger. Was Jesus a young man that his followers hungered for? Were they hungry to eat him? Is that their love? What then of the Eucharist?  What is immortal flesh?  The madness is easy to see.

Jesus was I AM.  That boy on the high places that has his followers raving mad.  And the qadeshim, his holy hustlers. 

7023  We live in a time when the Fantastic Tale has captured people’s minds.  Lovecraft and all that.  We are still at the end of the Age of Romanticism when thinking becomes Decadence.  Imagine a Gothic scene.  You are on a lonely mead after twilight and you see glimmerings.  From out of the dark earth creatures emerge.  Trees change into goblins.  Stones transmogrify into bats. The air cleaves and heavenly beasties pile out in wild commotion.  We are witnessing myth and transformation. That kind of magical transformation is the very essence of myth.  It is at the heart of the Fantastic Tale.  From out of a scene of ruin and wreckage ghosts rise up.


To say that superstition is belief in the causal nexus is to align a strong sense of cause and effect squarely within the Fantastic Tale.  It is to turn cause and effect into a matter of magical transformation. One thing arises, emerges out of another.  It is that word “emerge” that has captured peoples attention today. One speaks of emergent properties. Given a certain set of conditions (a certain state of affairs) something new and different arises. It’s a romantic idea.  And really quite Gothic.

Take the present moment. Does the future arise out of it? Does it emerge? Is it the same as theorems arising out of axioms? Do axioms unfold into theorems? What is the connecting word?  It is a kind of magic.  It is mythological transformation.  Consider consciousness, somehow it emerges out of a slightly charged neural swamp.  It’s creepy.  Consider color, it arises out of quanta colliding with certain biological molecular chains.  It’s fantastic.  The world we know is supposedly nothing but an imprint on our brain.  That little piece of gray matter changes into the whole world.  Glimmerings on the cortex.  Gothic horror at its best.  Science is pure superstition and myth. The world has become a fable.


Or the strong sense of causation is wrong.

7024  The Iliad is reverse causation. Instead of a brave warrior arising out a mass of organic chemicals, we see Achilles, with one blow, reduce a pleading Hector to a mass of messy chemicals lying on the palace marble.  Take a look at your friend sitting over there reading. What is the relation between him and all the chemicals that make up his body?  There is a vast difference.  Did he “arise” out of them?  How mythological!  Dragon’s teeth are sown by Cadmus and a band of warrior spring up of of the ground. Is there any difference between that and your friend arising out of chemicals from the ground?  No.  And when you friend dies in a battle with nature, he becomes watery ooze once again.

But maybe not.  Maybe your friend didn’t magically arise out of the ground. Maybe he just is.  And the chemicals are a coat he wears for a moment.

7025  What is the mind in the Rig Veda?  It is madness.  Why madness?  Because it is of the gods.  Why is that madness?  Because there are no gods in this world.  Where are they? Elsewhere.  Is there any connection between here and that Elsewhere?  No.  How do we get there?  Recite the words of the mantras and you are there instantly.  The gods are real.  They are not anything human.  The mantras were not written by humans being human.  They exist There.  And when you come back you will speak of marvelous things.  None of it will be true here.  You speak like a madman.  Fables and vague imaginings.  And you will stumble around lost.

7026  Platonic realism, aestheticism and the Rig Veda.  We are here in the absolute literature of Calasso. Separate from the world.  Metrical magic.  Only pleasure.

Philosophical idealism is a practical adjunct to materialism.  Abstractions, concepts, schematic design.  It is for people who think and do good.  While the real things of otherworldly intent are only for madness and ecstasy.  The Rig Veda is decoration on the heart.  It is the erect phallic fire.  It is fury.  It is destruction and intoxication.  The arrow pierces.  The glance grazes.  Soma slumbers.

My sentences reflect my sentences.  Atma is a narcissistic god.  Krishna lusting for himself.  Drinking immortality.  Vibrations in the throat.  Throttled breath.  I gag.  Agni burns.  Fire consuming fire.  Tight order on the purely ornamental urn.

7027  When you hear someone proclaim that they don’t believe in mind-matter dualism, they are in fact asserting that the philosophies of idealism and materialism are eventually one and the same thing.  I agree.  I am, however, a dualist.  Mind and its object are two, not one.  Materialists believe that only material things really exist and mind is a product of matter.  An idealist believes that only mind really exists and material things are a projection of thought.  A realist such as I believes that both mind and material things really exist and neither derives from the other.

An idealist thinks that all thought and perceivings of material things arise out of pure consciousness or the Self.  A materialist thinks all appearances of things in the mind, including the mind itself, arise out of the secret workings of matter.  To prove that idealism and materialism are one I must show that pure consciousness or the Self and matter are one.  Consider the act of arising out of.  What does it mean to arise out of something?  Either it means that that something that arises was implicitly or embryonically “in” what it arises out of.  Or that the arising thing just magically, randomly appeared there.  Let’s say it is the first.  Then pure consciousness and matter are the repository of all appearing forms, but as pure potential, not actuality.  Both pure consciousness and matter are pure potentiality.  A non-dualist believes in Pure Potentiality.  And the world blossoms like a flower.  Or a jungle.  It is that opening up, that real-ing, that both idealists and materialists love.  The physis of physics.  The problem is that for the idealist/materialism reality is never finally achieved and the world remains a dream. Pure consciousness and matter are The Dream.

7028  Triggered by … produced … caused by … alcohol?  In the everyday world dreams, hallucinations, all the sensa of madness, are tied to chemicals.  In the body.  Do they ever break loose and roam?  Are there some, maybe many many, that were never so bound?  Sure.  That’s called literature, absolute literature.  From ab+solvere, to be loosened from.

Does literature exist?  Sure. That is where the gods live.  In the mantras.  In the meters.  The mind walks.  Around, rummaging.  Form, pure form.  It is our escape.  From the chemicals.  Delirium.  Off the beaten path.  Roaming the trackless sky.

7029  Idealism is for scholars and realism is for lovers.  Conceptual analysis inevitably leads to a seminar then to a symposium then to a bar where one laments the slow pace of publishing.  The quiet removing of demure coverings to reveal the naked truth that realism drools over also leads to the same bar but one there laments the insensitivity of the young.

Lovers long for the real.  Scholars long for recognition and a grant.  Grant himself is leery of everybody.  Everyone is slightly touched.  Realist lovers want more.  Scholars fear the coming dementia.  The young must be on guard.

There is something out there.  That can be cause for contemplation or a cover-up.  For hide-and-seek or paranoia.  Is it gloriously in the open, in the gymnasium where athletes practice naked and old men lounge expectantly?  Or covered with book dust?

The Logos became flesh.  And the commentators clothed him in nuanced considerations.  Verbiage grows where he walks.  God is commentary.

Now it’s almost impossible to eat that body and drink his blood.  Tomes have been written and dry paper chokes the spirit.

Concepts were originally a grasping.  Now it is a gasping.  The Pneuma is not a lover’s heavy breathing, but being winded after that long walk from the parking lot to one’s departmental office.  The daily office where one mouths the very Logos himself is now office hours and no chance of a locked door.

The Phaedrus turns to rhetoric and writing.  A realist, a Platonist, the lover loves rhetoric and sweet diversion.  Sensual tongues.  Surely nothing is being said and what is being hinted at with twisted word play is tortured.  Rhetoric is sick and fulsome.  It is adolescent and pathological.  It is decadent.  The excessive spirituality of Platonism becomes lurid sensuality.  Or so it is charged.  A heavy charge.  Titanium batteries.

What to do with lovers?  Should they be allowed into the Republic, into the New Jerusalem?  Probably not.  How about scholars and pundits with their volumes of commentary?  I suppose those books might be used for building material.  And they really don’t bother the young.  So maybe.  And long as they don’t have lice.

On the other hand, lovers are the type that could really appreciate the bejeweled walls of the New Jerusalem and being crowded together under the Mercy Seat might be an opportunity.  No doubt those walls are hyper-real and touching them sends a thrill up the spine, a thing lovers know lovingly.  I live, yet not I,  but he lives within me … and all that.  Lovers are strange.  The Real is Super-strange.  Conceptualists never look up from their books.

7030  Cezanne and madness.  The white horse and the black together.  The cross-eyed boy. 

Cezanne, because he was such a slow painter, asked his model to come back later and he would finish.  The pose was not the same, but Cezanne painted what he saw each time.  The result was that the finished product was a combination of two perspectives.  And from that Picasso drew his strangely skewed figures.  That breaking down of perspective is modern art.  It is the madness of modern art.

In the Phaedrus we read of the White Horse and the Black Horse.  The mad, modern interpretation is to put them together as one.

It is the cross-eyed boy who sees the world as a modern artist.  He is mad.

There are two ways to approach and think about sex. The biological way is to see it as having the function of procreation.  The artistic way is that it as a contemplation of form.  Use vs. the uselessness of art.  Modern art sees the form as torque in mad pursuit of white spirit.  Globs of madness on the mattress.

7031  Here's why I think materialism has such a powerful grip on people's minds, not only today, but for the last couple of centuries.. It is fashion. It is intellectually fashionable. There is always something absurd and silly about fashion. It is rebellious. It is poetic. It is futile to argue against fashion. No one wants to appear unstylish. And to say, "I am nothing but my body" is an erotic come-on.  That is power. 
7032  Madness us the only evidence we have for the existence of God.  It is the only criterion for judging whether a writing is inspired.  Look at Samuel up on “the high places”, leader of a phallic cult.  A rave.  Dionysian spirituality.  And David dancing naked before the Ark.  Religion is madness pure and simple.  The pearl of our existence.

7033  And then there were those terrible headaches and that bad acne, which, I’m sure were all aligned with my so hard it hurt erections.  The line was sure.  I analyzed things incessantly.  Over and over again.  A hard taking things apart. And then I stared at it.  That is God.  I am manhandled.

Here now in Kathmandu there is a muffled boom and then a short grinding and then we sway.  That too is hard and one only waits.  He will come again.

We live in a subject-predicate world. The particular is covered over and taken by the Form.  And put on display for the angels.  They silently look.  Necessity penetrates deep into the bone in their wings.  Grammar is taught to the young, so taut.  As long as we have grammar we have God.  To diagram is to crucify.  The boy dies.  His dick explodes.  The line is sure.  Floating among the analyzed.

7034  You wrote, “ ……….. no …… in music”.  You think that only because you work directly with the natural sounds of music.  It’s the same with cinema; people who have done editing and been directly involved in shooting the scenes know the natural side of it all and quickly get to the place where they miss the magic of going to the movies.  I suspect those who made amulets and idols were never able to see the spirit lurking in that dusky piece of matter.  Artists do not know art. Real physicists are not enchanted by documentaries on cosmologies and super-symmetry.  Real art and real physics and real anything, including cooking and motorcycle repair, are separate from matter.  The natural thing is there only as a springboard into dreams.  A boy dreaming of flying and driving is not bothered with the limitations of physics.  In your mind there is no gravity.  And music has no material stuffiness about it.

7035  Concerning that statement that I am no closer to my body than I am to the Gulf of Mexico, you must interpret that according to a philosophy of direct realism.  According to such a philosophy I know the Gulf of Mexico and my body intimately, directly, without going through mental representations of either.  Or through brain imprints left by sensa.  You may be one who believes that what you directly see of the Gulf of Mexico, that it is wet and vast and deep and smells of salt and fish and on and on, that all that are mere appearances of an unseen reality.  In other words you may not trust appearances as they present themselves to you to give you the thing itself.  As a phenomenological realist I believe the phenomena, the appearances, are real.  There is no underlying substance that they lie on.  There is no noumena beyond the appearances.  No material substance.  No mental substance.  Just the appearances, which are real, which are separate from and independent of your thinking and your awareness.  And you know them most directly.

Now we have to discuss what that intimacy is, what that is that direct presence.  Between your awareness and the object, there must be a nexus that unites.  You are not the Gulf of Mexico and you are not your body, but you are most close to them.  That thing that unites Plato called the Good.  It has also been called, less poetically, the nexus of intentionally.  Whatever the name, it must be there or the mind knows nothing.  I think it is most interesting that in the Bible sexual intimacy is called knowing.  Thus you know your own body.

7036  Yes, those are very good questions and I will do my best to answer them intelligibly.  Take the word “observe”.  That word is used in physics-speak differently from how it is used in philosophy-speak.  I should say not physics-speak, but physicist-speak.  Physicists, indeed all of us, use words metaphorically for the sake of … something.  I not only say that my computer has a memory, but that my mattress can remember my shape.  Strictly speaking, that’s nonsense because computers and mattresses don’t literally become a mental act of remembering.  Now consider the  human brain, which is more of less like a computer.  If a computer can’t literally remember, can a computer or brain as a computer remember – No!  The mind that is associated with that brain, however, can.  Therefore it is the brain, a physical thing, that interferes with the cat’s physical body.  (btw, I think cats perform mental acts just as much as human.  They obviously perceive and dream and remember.)  So you have real mental acts and those physical things and occurrences that we metaphorically call mental acts. That confusion is rampant in computer-speak today.  In fact, even the word “interfere” is somewhat metaphorical. Brains don't observe; minds do. Minds don't interfere; brains as part of a physical system, do.

What we are doing with all this metaphorizing is humanizing the physical world.  It becomes anthropomorphic and familiar.  Less threatening.

7037  Logical Positivism once again brought logic into philosophical focus.  It was part of the “linguistic turn”.  That was all to the good.  It also showed us that all metaphysics was meaningless.  That it tried to say what can’t be said.  That it was mad.  And, moreover, it was evil when pushed on the young.

So what is left of life when metaphysics is taken out of it?  Nothing.  As a thinking species we are the product of madness.  We are evil.  We are the unspeakable.  We have looked right at logic and fallen into irreversible paradox.  We are addicted to looking in the mirror.  Language speaking language.  Focusing on the focusing.  The illogic of logic logicizing itself.

Our science, which pretends to be free of metaphysics, inevitably wants to look at itself and Bham! metaphysics returns. We must become like cows and simply be, but we can’t.  The mirror hangs so close and it is the Mysterium Fascinans.
7038  If an atheist asked me why I believe in God, here’s one way I might answer.  First know that I am intimate with the powerful feelings of jealousy.  I fall for someone.  It is overwhelmingly sexual. I listen. The slightest indication that his love is somewhere else sends me into turmoil. I seethe. My eyes burn. I know the ring of fire. It hurts bad.  If you do not know this hell you will never understand.

Jealousy leads to nightmares.  I have bad nightmares.  Hellish things.  I pray to God that they stop.  The prayers work.  They always work.  God takes me out.  But it was the vision of God in my sexual attraction that put me there at the beginning.  God is the object of my oversexed groin, the beauty of that face and all down his form, that instant where sanity cracks in jealousy, and the release.  It is all God.  The irresistiblefascinans and the dread.  I fear God. I am powerfully drawn to this lover.  My groin aches.  Hunger.  Reaching.  Finding.  Losing.  Dreaming.  Intense praying for release.  The Eternal Return.  God is lover and the Beloved.  A terrible holiness.  There will never be any let-up.  I am an addict.  Religion is compulsion and obsession.  I stare at you while you offer help and then I go.

And then there were those terrible headaches and that bad acne, which, I’m sure were all aligned with my so hard it hurt erections.  The line was sure.  I analyzed things incessantly.  Over and over again.  A hard taking things apart. And then I stared at it.  The Things.  That is God.  I am manhandled.

Here now in Kathmandu there is a muffled boom and then a short grinding and then we sway.  That too is hard and one only waits.  He will come again.

We live in a subject-predicate world. The particular is covered over and taken by the Form.  And is put on display for the angels.  They silently look.  Necessity penetrates deep into the bone in their wings.  Grammar is taught to the young, so taut.  As long as we have grammar we have God.  To diagram is to crucify.  The boy dies.  His dick explodes.  The line is sure.  Floating among the analyzed.

If I understand atheists correctly, they know nothing of all that and never want to.  Such love of God is madness.  This madness is the evidence of God’s existence.

Everything I wrote there is true, but above all I am a writer.  I ex-press myself.  The soma comes.  The immortal filaments.  So minimal.  I eat elegance.  And I wipe my dick on your eyes.

7039  You ask if I’m really as I describe in my writings.  I do not write myself; I write metaphysics. Your question should concern what the relation is between metaphysics and me.  I am consumed by metaphysics.  It’s an obsessive/compulsive thing.  I write and the words come.  It is erotic.  Therefore, I am a Platonic realist.  The lover craves the real.  Only the scholar is content with thin concepts.  He comes.

When conceptualizing becomes dry and ritual repetition loses its lure, then up on the rooftop at midnight he waits.

7040  Buddhist practitioners try to get rid of concepts and be mindful of what is There.  Their attempt fails.  So they write books about it.  They conceptualize greatly.  And they give lectures.  Replete with conceptualizing about not conceptualizing.  About getting rid of concepts.  And finding the emptiness of being just there.  And then they have it.  That emptiness is the very essence of The Concept. 

7041  At the beginning of the Phaedrus all agree that love is madness.  The question is whether it is divine or an evil to be avoided.  We are here of course talking about Greek boy love, παιδεραστια.  How to proceed?  Socrates sets out in the second part of the Phaedrus, the way of analysis, the way of seeking the truth of the soul.  He will do analysis of the mind itself.  That is the way of good rhetoric, good speech making.  The way of bad speech making is the way of probability, or the way of popular opinion on the matter.

Indeed, much of the second speech of Socrates is analysis of what the soul or mind is.  And the primary faculty of mind is sight.  He will look at the object of the soul’s seeing.  What is that Vision of the lover?  Does he see a god?  Does he have a vision of the Ideal Forms?  And then, as in the story of the shadows on the wall of the cave, after returning to the cave from seeing the Realities, will he be blinded by the darkness?

The way of good rhetoric is good analysis.  And one must give close attention to the thing itself and not be content with popular opinion on the matter.  Lysis failed on all accounts.  Love seems to be madness by all, but it is a vision of the Ideal Form of love’s beloved, a god.

The Socratic method or meta-odos is analysis until one is blinded by the Splendor of the True and the Real.

7042  The rejection of metaphysics, calling it Greek philosophy, running to the Jewish personal God, and the reconciliation of man with the divine.  Adolf von Harnack proposed “the Hellenization thesis”, which basically said we should get all that Greek philosophy stuff out of our theologizing.  Why such antipathy against Greek philosophy?  What is there about it that is so unchristian?  Perhaps we have to look to the time of Jesus and before.  In old Jerusalem I think it was the presence of the Gymnasium and the Theater that so offended the Jews.  They were degenerate and unwholesome places and of course unJewish.  What was so degenerate and so Greek or Greco-Roman?  It was the presence of that one thing that Plato spoke so much of and said it was divine, namely paiderastia.  Greek philosophy, the contemplation of ideal forms, was one with the contemplation of the Greek Beautiful Boy.  Metaphysics was boy love.  With the fall of the monasteries and monastic schools, family life was raised high and it was supposedly an end to all that.  Except that we have priests who slyly keep it alive.

7043  If you look directly at modern art you see madness.  If you look directly at art you see madness.  Scholars try to maintain their cool and be rational about it all.  If you look directly at modern life you see madness.  If you look directly at life you see madness.  Scholars try to maintain their cool and be rational about it all.  Scholars, ah scholars. They are so close to falling into madness.  But they must maintain their cool and not be seduced. 

It is the job of the scholar philosopher to get rid of madness.  To get rid of the gods.  But of course we love our madness.  And we hate our madness.  We love what we hate and hate what we love and scholars spin and spin and spin webs of language.  In the moonlight.

Philosopher scholars are afraid of the madness of art and of life and of being a scholar.  A philosopher scholar’s life is the most depressing of all.

7044  Today people don’t read or look at art and for good reason. It is horrifying for those who really do.  Instead, we make collections of modern writers and of glossy reproductions.  Yes, we did once glance at the individual pieces, but then we moved on down the street to the next bookshop.  We are collectors of books, not readers.

Reproductions pile up.  The mountain of learning is daunting.  An avalanche may occur at any moment. But it’s all just blackened paper and pixels.  We are tabula rasa.  Pure.  Unafraid.  We know how to not read and not see.  Voluminously. Now we cannot hear anything because the volume was too high.  And more stores beckon.  Where we look at each other pretending to read in a coffee shop.  High class chatter.  We like being beckoned.

7045  Two ways of writing.  One according to the shadows on the wall of the cave.  The other according to the realities outside.  The shadows are the thing as seen from a certain perspective.  The reality is the thing itself beyond perspectival seeing. 

How does one get beyond perspective?  That, of course, has been one of the main questions of modern art, which above all has been an assault on straight line perspective.  To the thing itself!  And then there are those who complain that man can never get beyond his finite, so very limited, view of the whole and it is blasphemous to think one can.  We must be humble.

Few like to look at modern art or read it.  It is so difficult.  And mangled.  And its counterpart in physics is just impossible to grasp. To see into the space of every possible actuality is fuzzy at best.  An electron is located everywhere and nowhere… indeed!  Have you ever tried to read modern, high class poetry?  It’s just nonsense.  And the syntax of “fine” prose is finally fucked.  Modern art and modern physics are non-existent roads to nowhere.  Beyond perspective there is … nothing.  Man cannot fly where there is no air.  The artiste is mad.

Outside the cave in the bright sunshine, your eyes will burn.  The brilliance is a cut on your eyeball.  Acid thrown on your intellect.  A love that is deadly.  You are the burning bush that is never consumed.  He licks at you forever.  Agni.  When Arjuna saw Krishna as he really was in his infinite forms, he begged release.  Beyond the limited view of the perspectival shadows there is madness.

The Romantics tried and tried to paint woman.  Picasso and De Kooning finally succeeded and it was excruciating.  Kant and Wittgenstein both warned us not to cross the critical line.  Cantor tried to think the infinite.  Horror awaits.  But we keep trying to go there and see.  We want to see.  Why?  Should modern art and modern physics be made illegal?  They are arrogant blasphemy against the ordinary.  Or is stuffing them away in museums and underground accelerators enough?

7046  Heidegger never talks about sex.  But his style of writing is a female entanglement.  He is Pygmalion who created a statue for himself, and many others have fallen in love with it.  Going inward, ever inward, one gets lost in pathways leading nowhere.  Finally to the Blut und Boden of fallen Germans.  Heidegger is then chthonic.  Seduced.

I of course don’t have Heidegger’s style.  I do not move ever inward.  Everything is external, out in the clarity of seeing.  And still. 

7047  Madness.  “Sing, oh goddess, of the madness of Achilles.”  And insanity in this most beautiful sentence.  “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.”

Madness, Platonic mania, is fury.  It is jealous anger.  It is hard judgment and expulsion.  Insanity is hallucination.  It is clinical.  It is the simulacrum.  It is nothing at all.  Insanity is soft.

I write of madness and I mean God.  The erect phallus.  The rod and the rape.  The Real.  A ravishing beauty crosses my path and I follow.  He turns and forcefully pushes me away with a word, with a look of disgust.  I stare and mount up.  The spiritual battle begins.  Hard fought.  It is God.

Today such a rigid philosophy is nowhere in sight.  Only the soft giving way of illusion.  The image of image of image.  Nothing.  The void.  Buddhist emptiness.  Gentle compassion.  Vanishing desire.  Water.

7048  Today’s atheists (and theists) are so very domestic.  That’s because both are positivists, which is the anti-philosophy that tries mightily to get rid of metaphysics.  Metaphysical atheism or theism, metaphysical anything, is intense and blood-in-the-streets revolutionary.  The death of that intensity, of metaphysics, is what Nietzsche called the death of God.  The people have killed Him because He, with that capital H, was just too intense.  Now everything has become little and domestic and the people are happy. Sort of.  Today’s atheists and theists are twins.

The last great metaphysical atheist was Jean Paul Sartre.  All the Islamic revolutionaries and Pol Pot learned from him.  Paris was the birth place of today’s Jihadism.  Sartre, the new Voltaire, learned metaphysics from Husserl and Heidegger and the anguish of two world wars and a great depression.  His atheism was not the comfortable stay-at-home kind we see today.  Sartre was great.  I think his ghost will rise again soon.  This domesticity will sink deeper and the young will become bored with it.

7049  People just want to be left alone. Nobody cares what other people believe as long as it doesn’t affect them, but unfortunately it seems that so many disrespectful people won’t leave other people in peace and they try to impose their beliefs on the whole population.   That may be true but the more interesting question is why do people want to be left alone.  Everybody just wants to go to their room and be alone so they can nurse their secret insanity.  Human beings, all of us, are mad.  And as long as we have a room to go to and food to eat and maybe now internet/tv we are content mulling our existence. But if we are denied any of that we are in a rage and someone is going to have to pay dearly for what has happened and we demand that things be set aright.  So we can go back and commune with our secret insanity.  To be human is to be mad. We are mad from the moment we are born.

7050  The reason fashion is such a strong pull is because it is an escape from the intensity of the sexual imagination and the jealous feelings of loss.  When you are alone on your bed thinking about those legs, that bulge, those eyes, that glance, smooth skin, the taste of sex then either you stop or you go mad. The best way to stop, the best way to overcome any intense feeling, is to “talk it out”.  Fashion is endless chatter. The sins of solitude are forgotten.  Fashion is the most asexual unthing because it is endless, comfortable, “meaningful” time with your friends. Fashion is talk. 

Naturalism: What is the best word to describe someone who doesn't believe in the supernatural? An "atheist" doesn't believe in gods, but could theoretically believe in ghosts or angels or healing hands.  I've always said "rationalist", and it works in some contexts, but when you're talking with people who have a background in philosophy, you get connected to the epistemological school of rationalism which isn't exactly correct.

Nature is an old philosophical term.  It more or less means that what happens, happens without any external or outside force guiding it.  It happens “naturally”.  Let’s say the world consists of individual things or objects.  An apple falls from a tree.  Why?  One could say it is because of gravity, but that’s an outside force.  Well, yes, but it’s a “natural” force, you might say. Today, of course, we don’t believe in forces because they are too too occult, rather we believe in curved space.  In fact everything is made up of space knots.  That space obviously has a certain geometrical form. And that form “behaves” in a certain way, according to the laws of mathematics.  And it is right there that the rub comes. Are the laws of mathematics, geometry in this case, external to space? Do the laws of mathematics even exist?  What in the hell is the object that mathematicians study.  Is there some supernatural Platonic realm of pure mathematical forms?  Quine eventually said, Yes.  A naturalist says, No.  Rather all of mathematics has an extensional definition. In other words, mathematical forms are all “in” space and not external to or over (super in Latin) it.  The problem with that is that if space is finite then the mathematics of the infinite is meaningless.  And mathematics of the infinite becomes meaningful only if space is actually infinite.  One could also say that mathematics is just a manipulation of humanly defined concepts, in which case it again is nothing of itself, i.e. not something supernatural, and not something in space itself either. 

So after all that Naturalism is the belief that the forms of nature, i.e. the forms of space-time, are “in” nature, “in” space-time and not external to it.  “Super” means outside of, not “in”.

7051  In order to understand the Enlightenment and the Age of Reason, you must first understand the Phaedrus (not the Phaedo) of Plato.  In that dialogue Socrates and Phaedrus are discussing Eros, which in Plato is necessarily going to mean boy love.  Is it evil or divine?  The first two speeches, one by Phaedrus, who is reciting a speech by Lysis and one by Socrates, take the view that it is evil and all the horrible things of erotic love are gone through in excruciating detail. Socrates, of course, can outdo Lysis.  Then Socrates suddenly stops because, he says, he realizes he has been reciting blasphemy against the Great God Eros.  So he begins again.  It is the second speech of Socrates that is one of the great masterpieces of Western literature.  All of the later theories of love are contained there and in the Symposium.  So what has happened is that all the speeches have agreed that love is madness,μηνις, mania.  But is it divine or evil?

Religion is madness. Yes, is it divine or evil?  The great mystics of the Church have said it is divine. I grew up in the Pentecostal Church, charismatic madness rampan, not Calvinist, Baptist, sedate bankerliness.  My grandmother used to pace the floor preaching against that anti-Christ Billy Graham.  Speaking in tongues, falling on the floor slain in the spirit, dancing dancing dancing.  Yes, all agree it is madness, but is it divine?

The rationalists of the Enlightenment thought it was all an evil that had to be extirpated.  And at the acme of trying there was The Reign of Terror with Robespierre.  So what are we to think of madness?  Divine or evil?  What are we to think of Eros and Greek love?  Can the rationalists clear the world of madness?  Madness is God.  The gods wait. They are closer to you than your jugular vein.

7052  In ontological analysis where do we find God?  Or the Boy, as He is called in my writing.  We, of course, find him right at the end. At the limits of analysis. Where madness sets in, hard.  Analysis becomes incorrigible.  A Mysterium Tremendum.   A Fascinans.   It is a lure and an enchantment.  It is unavoidable, inevitable, the trap.

Every philosophy fails. The collapse is embarrassing.  There is no way you can write it up sensibly. Your hard scholarship becomes too hard.  You have been fucked.  And you will come back tomorrow.

I am forever trying to explain how all this works and I do explain it perfectly and, no, he leaves.  Then Muero porque no muero.  Ravaged by Beauty I dally.  I sally forth on tiptoe.  Here, there, it’s quite a sight.  He wounds my neck.  Oblivion.

7053  I like this theory of the origin of language and religion.  First there were the syllables (many languages today have a syllabary and not an alphabet) and then there was rhythm and then there was style.  And then there was literature.

Little kids like to play with rhythmical sounds. I imagine mankind has always liked to do that.  I suspect animals do it too.  Perhaps certain sound patterns became associated with certain intense events, like fire and lightening and fear.  And then a dance, a repeating repeating repeating ritual spontaneously occurs.  Liturgy.  Religion.  Literature.  It’s a charismatic thing. A madness in the night. Around and around and around. High art.

Forget all those boring theories about wanting to communicate.  Language is the ecstasy of repeating form.  The rest is superficial practicalities.

7054  Sartre is the great twentieth century atheist philosopher.  Well, not exactly.  Consider this. You expect to meet your friend Peter as a bar at 3:00.  You go there at 3:00.  He’s not there.  You wait.  He doesn’t come. His absence is palpable. How should we analyze that?  I hear someone say, “How should we not analyze that; let’s go.”  Another says that is it simply that Peter didn’t come and that’s that. But you are sitting there deeply feeling the pain of his absence. It is palpable. You feel his absence.  His absence is overwhelmingly present.  And that is Sartre’s atheism. The non-existence of God is an intense Thing.  One could say that God is present as What-cannot-be.  Today’s rationalists sit dumbfounded.  They quietly say there is no evidence for a non-existent thing.  It cannot be empirically grounded.  Negative facts simply do not exist period.  And they are baffled by the whole argument. And go silent.

I think there actually is an old mystical theology that says that God hides in non-being.

7055  In Being and Nothingness Sartre identifies Nothingness, Le Neant, with consciousness.  He is doing Phenomenology, the first principle of which is the absolute division between consciousness and its object.  The object is identified with Being, L’etre.  So what we have here is a stand-off between consciousness and its object, between Being and Nothingness.  Now consider consciousness being consciousness of itself.  That would be the being of Non-being. In order to do that it will have to “stand back” and make an object of itself.  But he division remains.  So it stands back again.  And again.  And again.  The regress cannot be overcome.  Consciousness can never become Being.  Non-being can never be Being.  God is that Consciousness that finally catches up with itself.  It would be the being of Non-being. That than which there can be no greater.  But, Sartre says, that is impossible.  Thus there is no God.

Why does Sartre identify consciousness with Non-being?  He sees Being as one thing.  It is consciousness, the mind, that “creates” divisions her and there and causes individual things to appear. Mind makes a world of many different things. Mind is difference.  Mind makes the world out of its own Nothingness. 

7056  What is the supernatural? Let’s say it is something that does not exist in nature but which controls nature. What might that be?  Let me present to you the straight line. In nature there are no straight lines. From the straight line and the point, also non-existent in nature, we move on to all of geometry.  Sharp delineation. Clear well-defined axioms, also unnatural things, leading perfectly, no such perfection in nature, to theorems. Does geometry “control” nature? One might reasonably say so. Consider a very ordered arrangement. This is from the theory of entropy.  On one side of a box there are a lot of fast moving atoms, on the other side only slow atoms. That’s a very sharp difference. Very quickly they all mingle together until equilibrium. Nature has no such sharply delineated arrangements. It’s an idea.  A sharply delineated anything is unnatural. If the clear definitions we see in thought exist, then they are “outside” nature. The straight line is God, a supernatural thing.

But naturalist atheists will complain that I have missed the point entirely. When they say God, they are referring to fairy tale beings, like Thor or that Jesus that looks like the bastard son of a Teutonic warrior, or angels or the resplendent Virgin Mary.  And I answer, “Exactly. Look at those beautifully colored pictures of such beings. Here in Nepal, look at the same coloring of Krishna. Those pictures are so very unnatural looking.  Sharp, clear lines. Again the straight line is God.”  Naturalists have no supernatural straight lines where they hang out.

7057  The biggest mystery is the enigma of negation. Does non-being exist? Do negative facts exist?  Is everything the negation of nothingness. Is X the same as ~~X.  I my friend one with the not-another.  Word games they shout.  But if one tries to stop playing the game, one can’t.  The entanglement cannot be disentangled. One cannot speak straight about negation.

7058  Supervenience and especially emergence are two popular ideas today.  Both have something to do with a property of an underlying structure.  Both words have something poetic about them.

A chest of loose jewels.  And the Boy of Alepo

7059  How one’s philosophy and one’s sexuality are aligned. In Plato it is said that the lovers of the Forms will be boy lovers.  Today, most academic philosophers are not Platonists, far from it. Most are conceptualists, a word I am going to use rather loosely. Are the forms real or just general concepts, maybe even ghostly creations of language? Those who like casual sex with a lot of socializing and dinner parties and mildly intoxicating beverages will probably like pleasant conversations where this or that concept is discussed. Concepts are civilized things. They do not impinge on one’s life.  They are historical and history is so easy to talk about.  Concepts are cool. The Forms of Plato are hot and intense and they very much impinge on your life and that is Platonic boy love, divine madness.  The boy lover desires the Real, not casual, half-unreal concepts.  The Forms are well-delineated ideal things.  Sharp outlines. Intensely present. Deadly things doing violence to your heart.  If one comes to your dinner party he will be very disruptive – Billy Budd – or he will be quickly led away.  He is NOT a concept.

7060  Instead of saying that the Forms are all in the mind of God, conceptualism, we could say that all participate in the one Form of Divinity, just as do the persons of the Trinity.  Divinity exists.

7061  Intense, unthinking, deadly, empty.  The Boy.  Religion, literature, repetition. Stillness, death, déjà-la.  Madness.

Socratic dialectic. The Forms.

Why has gay love in the fine arts, in canonical literature, always been portrayed as boy love?  I think it is because it is all descended from “The Greek Beautiful Boy” as so well described in Sexual Personae by Camille Paglia, a person hated all around. That is one thread that moves all through art, and even when it is a girl, it is a young girl who still looks like a boy.  Madness, just as Plato described in the Phaedrus and the Symposium.  Art is very anti-social and we live in a time when the category of the social has swallowed everything else.  Except literature.

7062  Why has gay love in the fine arts, in canonical literature, always been portrayed as boy love?  I think it is because it is all descended from “The Greek Beautiful Boy” as so well described in Sexual Personaeby Camille Paglia, a person hated all around. That is one thread that moves all through art, and even when it is a girl, it is a young girl who still looks like a boy.  Madness, just as Plato described in the Phaedrus and the Symposium.  Art is very anti-social and we live in a time when the category of the social has swallowed everything else.  Except literature.

7063  Philosophy begins after every attempt to do philosophy fails.  Bergmann like a true logical positivist passed over the question of the existence or non-existence of God in silence.  The usual reaction to such philosophy, because it fails to say anything concrete about the world, is boredom.

Philosophy as a set of useful maxims to live by is very different from a piece of ontological machinery that builds a throne for God to sit on.  Philoneer. 

7064  Doing analysis with the early analysts.  I love this game.  Maybe it’s because I grew up in the 60s and mind-blowing mental manipulation was always the name of the game.  I’m game.  Consider the color blue.  The color blue itself.  First, let me distinguish it from a trope.  Let’s say you have three instances of blue.  A blue door knob, a blue bruise and his blue eyes.  You have blue1 and blue2 and blue3.  Three individual blues.  A trope is an individual instance of a property.  Now consider, not a trope of blue, but Blue (with a capital B) itself.  It is one thing. It is exemplified by all of those three things I listed above.  But does it exist as a real thing and not just as an “abstraction” in the mind?  Most philosophers today and indeed always say a loud, NO.  I am going to say, yes, and you will come along with me.  So now we have our entity.  It is not located anywhere in space and time; only tropes are located.  It is not “in the mind”.  It is not “in language”.  It just is – period.  And it is bare.  Bare – what is that?  That means it is separate from – yes, separate from, but not in a spatial sense – all shades of blue and from all aspects, such as hue, saturation, brightness, shading etc. and expanse.  It is not “spread out”.  It is so bare as to be almost invisible to thought.  Nonetheless, here we are doing analysis and I have taken the road of realism, which says universal Forms exist.  Continuing on we have Blue, Red, Green.  Three different Forms and because they are totally bare, they are separate from the Form Color. Oh my!  Now we are getting very close to the ineffable, the unspeakable.  “Mystical” is from the Greek muein which means to close your mouth.  Again consider the Form Blue.  Is it totally simple, i.e. with no ontological parts?  Not quite, there is the “fact” that it is a Form, so the Form of Form is there.  And the ”fact” that it is a “particular” Form, so the item, Latin for “this”, it there.  And then there are its Simplicity and its Existence and its Difference from other Forms.  My God, we are walking in an ontological jungle or circus or otherworldly slum!  Think about these things; think about them closely.  We are on the doorstep of the ineffable, maybe the unthinkable, even – dare I say it – that that is beyond existence.  Can we say that Difference as a relation and Simplicity and Existence exist?  Wittgenstein said, No. What shows itself cannot be uttered.  We come right up to the Limits of Analysis and we "see" something and we cannot speak. We pass on in silence.  Wittgenstein’s madness.  So trippy.  That's why Bergmann never said if he believed in God or not.  Such statements are a futile attempt to speak the unspeakable.

7065  Sorry I’m late.  I imagine a lot has been going on and an immense amount has been written up about everything important and not so important.  There, of course, is no way I can digest all that.  It would be like trying to eat a moose.  I really don’t even know why I came.  It will be impossible to add anything new.  Therefore, I will purposely misinterpret anything I read and anything you say, just to make a little space for myself.  I actually do have some flair and a considerable amount of style you might enjoy, or maybe not.  I learned it from those guys who detained me.  They were absolute gods.  So I will take over for them.  Their leader was Agni.  A real flame.  I don’t think he cares much for your serious punditing or whatever it’s called.  So let’s get it on.

7066  Boring.  The bareness of ontological things.  Inside a thought, inside a fact, inside any complexity, there are the almost unthinkable simples.  Almost.  The attention wanders and fades.  Between sleep and awake, take a bite of air. 

The white space.  Empty consciousness.  Waiting.  And idea, a thought, and then its expression in words.  Quickly.  A short sentence.  A part of a sentence. A word.  White space. Waiting.  A thought.  An ex-pressing.  A simple thing is rolled out into a string of sounds.  And push.  Diction.  The root meaning.  The rout and the moan. 

Not much gets said.  If anything.  Thought destroys itself in more thought.  There’s always more.  The More.  That than which there can be no greater.  God tumbles in front of my mind.  The Tumbler.  The Thumbler.  That freaky blithe swollen thing.  The Imp.  The impress.  The imposition.  Dies irae.  Dona eis requiem.  A prerequisite for this class.  Your ass is glass.  Never mind.  I forgot what I was saying.  Something about a white something.  If eliminative materialism is true, then all the letters get pushed together into one long word. We stand beyond existence to view existence.  It’s quite a trick.  For the night.  A one night lampstand.  Turned on.

That white space, empty consciousness, waiting for a thought to come.  One comes.  Words rush up to lasso it, to bind it in syntax, to corral it, and keep it from leaving.  But it leaves and only its trace is left on breathless breath symbols.  We hardly knew you and then you were gone.  One sentence comes after another and we are exhausted.  But we will play and romp again tomorrow and it will be fun as always, my little white thing.

7067  The bourgeois mentality has taken over, the mind of the small-town shopkeeper who only wants to be left alone with his family so he can make enough money to live like a decent human being.  The mad need not speak their twisted words behind which there is nothing at all.  The gods of chaos do not exist.  But of course they do still exist in the ranting of the insane, the poor, the fevered, the worried, the agents of change.  Only in heaven will decent people be able to live unmolested by the mad.  The gods then will be no more.  And consciousness will be clean.

About three or four hundred years ago with the dawn of the Age of Reason and the Enlightenment, man learned to see the mad as uttering literally nothing, nothing at all.  Prior to that the mad spoke the unintelligible utterings of the gods.  Sometimes divine, sometimes demonic.  People respected the mad.  But no longer.  The prophets of old have been washed, given a haircut, dressed in proper clothes, reinterpreted.  Made to speak the opposite of what they really said.  They have become upstanding pillars of the community.  A householder of distinction.  Spoken of lovingly by the citizens.  The gods exist no longer.  They were a very bothersome lot.  What will become of us as we float gently into the void?

7068  At the end of analysis one sees that there is nothing there.  And then one can either give up and go back to the everyday world of go-to-work or … or what?  The everyday is atheistic and materialistic.  People talk about sense data and the arrangement of that massive swelter by the brain or language or even the emergent consciousness.  It’s all massively illogical but no one is paying attention.   Or one could, on further analysis, see that there is no material substrate, no sense data, no arranging agent and the everyday is literally nothing also.  Now we are hard into nihilism away from which there is no distraction.

So here after having written so much about Agni and the Rig Veda and no god has appeared and seeing that agnosticism is just a distraction and like Nagarjuna having no material or mental substrate to sit on, I ponder and wait for the Boy to coyly lie down in deliberate poise and pause.  I take him.  Analysis is only parlour and the couch of divinity.

7069  In Hindu religious culture, with its myriad religious rites, it is the job of the Brahman to watch and see that they “get it right”.  One little slip up and the sacrifice fails.  It’s exactly the same with scientific experiments; indeed procedures and methods must be followed meticulously in any research endeavor.  If we become lax and forgetful, the whole universe might unravel.  The Watcher has a great responsibility placed in his watching.  And the texts he must consult have the feel of a spider’s web designed to capture its prey.  Pray, what is that prey?
7070  The analysis of analysis.  At the end of analysis the bright Light of Reason has dazzled our vision and, overwhelmed, it sees only blackness.  The world falls into unreality.  In broad daylight we dream dreams.  We are mad.

The Dazzlement.  Agni came and in his hand we have become ashes.  Dull, gray ash.  The thing itself of divinity.  Old museum pieces hang about.  Musty.  The musk of a god is all that’s left.  Head twirling turgidity.  He has you by the balls.  Flashes behind our eyelids.  Pricklings along you smooth skin.  The tissue of reality breaks and gossamer spirit wafts in the cosmic beauty.  Razzle frazzle dazzlement; it’s nothing, nothing at all.

7071  The mantras are precise and they have to be part of a greater ritual.  Precision is super-natural.  The very elaborate, the spider’s web.  So gay.

The Self watches itself. 

7072  Immorality.  That which leads to madness.  Madness is dreaming in broad daylight and thinking it is true.  How should we distinguish between madness and a religious vision?  Can immorality lead to a religious vision?  A mad person is out of his mind.  He is beside himself.  He is not himself.  How does one get outside one’s own mind and go mad?  Is one who is outside his own mind always in madness?  Can he also be in religious ecstasy?  Or something other?  Can one really be beside oneself with joy?  In jouissance? 

In sex, when one becomes one’s body, is one close to madness?  Or actually in une petite folie?  Is the body the place of madness?  Is a sexual mind a derangement mind?

In meditation does one find and become one’s self?  Or is it that in meditation the self is abandoned and one becomes one with the other?  If so, what is that “other”?  Is it a Self completely one with itself and for it there is no other?  Is the Supreme Self never beside itself and therefore never mad?  Is becoming one with the other that is the Over-Self madness or a supreme way of avoiding madness?  And what about sex?  What about becoming one with the Great Ocean of Being? 

Are the Supreme Self and the abandonment of oneself in sex opposites? Can one have sex without self-abandonment and therefore avoid madness?  Is self-abandonment ecstasy?  It is madness.  Is it the body?  Is it immoral?  Is immorality really possible?  What is it?

7073  Shiva is Lord of ashes and oil.  That’s an aphorism. It is beautiful and powerful and totally meaningless.  Until story tellers and commentators come along and give it meaning.  Or almost.  In which case more commentary is required.  Philosophy is also filled with aphorisms that must be unpacked and set beside some common thing we all already know.  So how does one write an aphorism and how do its hearers approach it in order to capture its essence?

The gods are shy and easily chased away.  A naked youth swimming alone.  Desire looms large.  Madness appears.  You must not run away.

That was aphoristic.  How to interpret it?  Should I interpret it?  Will interpretation kill it?  The call to interpretation is too strong; we cannot ignore it.  Still, we, or some of us, suspect that it is the call of madness.

So madness it is.  In broad daylight we are dreaming and preaching to the world that the dream is real.  Look, don’t you see the gods?  Can’t you sense the faint fragrance?  Don’t you see the shimmering air as the rush away?  Oh my, aphorisms again.  Where is serious analytical scholarship?

7074  Behind a madman’s wild utterances there is nothing, nothing at all.  His visions are empty.  He lives error.  He doesn’t know it.

In a past we now cannot imagine a madman was taken to be the voice of spirits.  One listened closely to gauge the riddle of life.  Something other was there.  Scrambled.  Error was twisted truth.  We all practiced hermeneutics.

Today we have poetry and clever metaphors, but no reality.  Religious aphorisms are not metaphors.  Shiva swallows poison.  There is a reality there.  A Form.  An existence.  It is to be feared.  Religion is a madman’s dream of nothing.  The Nothing has us in thrall.

To say that the gods exist and are not just a dream of Brahma is to walk with an open face.  I do ontology; I ask the question What exists?  “It is not how things are in the world that is mystical, but that it exists.” Tractatus Logico-Philosophicus  (6.44)

Religion is about nothing, nothing at all.  The Rishis were mad.  And yet, it is pure existence.  Being and the Nothing.  Ever separate; ever one.  An impossible aphorism.  No one will ever interpret it.  The gods are up against you.  Too close.  Scream!

 

7075  Fire roars.  Rudra, Agni.  A drone.  Flames in the wind.  Speaking.  Vibrations in the throat.  An earthquake.  We are moved.

Fast flickering.  Mesmerizing. Something is being said.  It’s nothing.  Something exists.  Out there.  In the wind.  The roar.  We must drink the soma.  Start up the rhythms.  Protection.  Antelope skin.  Flickering fast.  Across the plain.  The brain hurts.  The gods speak.  Kill an animal!  Lovely killing.  Glossalalia.  It makes no sense.  The gods speak.  The roar.  The lore of old is gone.

There are many things to say about fire.  When I was a boy I loved to pee in it. Piss is fire.  The fire of ejaculation.  La petite mort.  He lies there so quietly.  My touch would burn him.  And kill him.  Lovely killing.  The spirit roars.  I speak as a god.  I say nothing.  This is madness.  Therefore I exist.

7076  The sanga and the Self.  Boys clamber over each other to hear the sruti.  Loud noises.  Nausea.  To be worshipped is your dreaded destiny.  A vision of mukti muck.  The sanga is kept away from proper society.  Great walls.  A discharge.

A loaded car.  The charger god.  Slippery, slimy spirit sparks.  Floating phantasms.  Jism orgasms.  The work of the re-ligio.  Tied back.  Into God.

The freedom one finds in the worship of the Atman, the breath, the vapor of spirit, is the absence of the individual.  One breath; one heavy breathing; one boy charged and then discharged.  It’s all the same.

When the individual self is gone, immorality steps in.  Only the immortal Self.  Beyond good and evil.  One thing.  Chaos in the lovely night.  In the palm of your hand.  Auto ma(n)tic.  (Some soma disambiguation is required here.)

7077  Dhih.  The Vision.  One sees the separation.  Momentous distances.  The self and the world are other.  Time and stillness.  The mortal and the immortal.  He is present.  He is absent.  Love.

One does analysis to see what is already different.  The separation is there.  I am in thrall to the one who is rejected.  I am Him.

I am his runner.  Drama.  The One.  The Self of the self.  I live, yet not I, but he lives within me.  I run.  Sentences come.  I dangle.  Everyone sees and reads me.  I am the open book.  They see Him.  I suffer their obeisance. 

They strain their ears to hear me be His words.  I am the strainer.  The sieve.  The strained and the strainer are one.  No difference.  We are different.  Animals in a zoo.

