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We hadn’t been there ninety seconds,
because it was right as we walked

in the backyard of the high school graduation party
that her cousin approached us

and, without the slightest hesitation,
asked my girlfriend right to her face—
‘Did you bring my

tupperware with you?’

It took perhaps longer than I

care to confess

to fully recognize what exactly it was

she was referencing.

Oh, the oxtail, I reflected,

a second or so later,

as I recalled there being a beautiful,
wood-covered, piece of glass of tupperware
sitting in our refrigerator for over a week,
incubating an oxtail dish

that had, unfortunately, totally expired—
it was so far gone

I was hesitant to even open

the top of the tupperware container,
despite the fact

the top of the container was a beautiful,
wood finished piece.

There was no doubt in my mind

that this oxtail was, at that point,

not just completely expired



but essentially a type of meat soup,

a type of liquified corpse,

which of course disgusted me severely.
Cleaning it out struck me as a grotesque idea.
I can’t say for certain,

but it’s more likely than not

that I threw it into the trash—

tupperware, wood top, and oxtail.

‘Oh, so sorry,

I'll definitely bring it back soon!” she said,
and I glanced at her and attempted to decipher
if she had any idea the tupperware

and the oxtail were both long gone,

that both now sat in a garbage heap,

a pile of trash somewhere,

at the bottom of a public dump,

still filled with decayed, grotesque oxtail,
and that her cousin would never again

own the privilege of placing her leftovers
into that piece of tupperware

with the beautiful wood cover.

That tupperware was finished.

Having said that, even the finest piece of tupperware—
how precious is it really?

Couldn’t we replace it for five dollars or less?
My thinking at the time was yes,

that the tupperware was entirely fungible,
yet as soon as we stepped foot

into this high school graduation party

her cousin inquired about the tupperware—
as if this tupperware perhaps belonged



to some sort of rare species of tupperware,
perhaps a species of tupperware

on the verge of extinction,

perhaps this was some kind of
one-of-a-kind tupperware

I nonchalantly tossed into a pile of trash.
Some people have massive amounts

of respect for tupperware,

but I’'ve never been one of them,

it always eluded me why anyone would
invest more than one dollar

into a piece of tupperware, personally.

To my mind, if a piece of tupperware,

no matter the level of craftsmanship,

is priced above one dollar,

then it’s an overpriced piece of tupperware.
It’s just not an item I’ve personally

ever viewed as an investment of any kind.
In my mind, plates and bowls

are relatively worthwhile investments,
while tupperware is essentially

a capitalist ploy to increase the profit margin
on plastic bags—

to convince people they shouldn’t only
invest in plates and bowls,

but also invest in the highest quality plastic bags
(tupperware),

that in theory they’ll use again and again,
but in practice they’ll lose incessantly

and constantly have to replace.
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‘She’s never getting that tupperware back,’ I said.

“You threw it in the trash?’ she said.

“You gave the okay?’ I said,

to which she shook her head,

clearly misremembering

the plethora of times we’ve thrown out tupperware in
the past,

the countless times I've

seen a piece of well-worn tupperware

taking up space in our refrigerator,

asked her if I could throw said tupperware out,

received approval to throw said tupperware out,

and thrown out said tupperware.

‘It’s not a problem,’ I said,

‘we can probably just

buy her a replacement or something.’

She agreed but seemed dubious,

and I felt the same,

I found myself agreeing with both

myself and my girlfriend,

despite the fact we had

diametrically opposed views on this tupperware.

My girlfriend and I disagreed on our ability

to replace this tupperware,

and I agreed with both of us.

I sat in a lawn chair a second or so later,

drinking a glass of Soju,

explicitly attempting to avoid any



unnecessary interaction

at this high school graduation

until I’d imbibed at least half

this bottle of Soju,

doubting my ability

to come off appropriately cordial

in a social setting

sans a minimum of half of a bottle

of this Soju ruthlessly percolating

through my bloodstream.

I sat there, contemplating high school graduations,

contemplating my own high school graduation,

recalling nothing of my high school graduation,

contemplating the pervasive idiocy

of organized education,

considering how more or less every unique thinker—

from Socrates stoned by the Athenians

to Giordano Bruno burnt alive by the Catholic church

to Nietzsche unread and in an insane asylum

as he rotted away—yes,

every unique thinker over the course

of human history was either intensely ostracized

or simply assassinated by the systematic educators

of his or her day. In short,

I was vociferously drinking this glass of Soju

when I thought to myself—Isn’t it possible

that we think of the theological philosophers

as the conservatives, as the ones restrained

by this so-called conception of God,

yet it’s actually the case that the theological
philosophers,



over the course of human history,

are the most audacious,

the boldest philosophers we have

and have ever had?

How else can we explain Berkeley, I thought—

easily the most radical skeptic the modern West

has produced, yet also a Catholic priest?

Dionysius, for example,

was actually quite vigorous in his skepticism

of our ability to know anything,

his circumlocutions were actually quite radical.

Whereas our typical secular atheist philosopher,

while assured of our ability to know there are no Gods,

is rather neutered in his philosophical speculations

if the fact that God doesn’t exist is left to the side.

Isn’t it possible that the so-called theological
philosophers

are the most audacious among us?

The ones who are willing to take the properly radical
leaps

necessary when dealing with metaphysics,

I thought while vociferously drinking this bottle of Soju,

unwilling to speak to anyone

at this high school graduation

until I had thoroughly contemplated

the true nature of the theological philosopher.
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How else can we explain Kierkegaard?

The secular philosophers talk our ears off

and more often than not say nothing

beyond what their thesis advisors demand to be printed,
I thought,

vociferously drinking this bottle of Soju,

while the apex of the theological philosopher

truly enacts the notion of philosophizing with a
hammer?

Yet, in our era,

it seems we more or less

dismiss all philosophers who choose to believe in God,

I thought. Is it then possible, I thought,

drinking my Soju, vociferously,

that because the theological philosophers

have been essentially shunned from the modern
academy,

that the mere mention of God is anathema

to the modern academy,

that because the theological philosopher

has been holistically banned

from partaking in the modern so-called academy,

our modern organized educators,

that they’ve therefore managed to maneuver

outside of the stifling bureaucracy of the university—

and actually engaged with original thought?

Should we consider that possible?

That they echo early Christian theologians,



persecuted by pagan Roman authorities,

who created elaborate frameworks

that formed the sui generis

metaphysical foundation of early Christian thought,

a sui generis synthesis

of the canonical Gospels

with Neoplatonic thought,

that our modern theologians,

almost regardless of denomination,

prosecuted by the atheist university bureaucrats,

are working within perhaps similarly radical
frameworks?

After all, secular academic philosophers

are loath to speculate on much of anything in our era.

In their place we have theoretical physicists

who employ complex mathematics

to prove the susceptibility of complex mathematics

to almost any type of sophistry.

Frankly, I’ve never respected mathematicians,

I should admit that much upfront.

I suppose, in my own way,

I’'ve always viewed mathematicians

as essentially charlatans.

I view the art of mathematics

as not only decadent,

but I also view the concept of number

as an essentially metaphysical domain.

The mathematician’s formulas

are always derivative

of the numerical axioms of metaphysics—

it’s always struck me as entirely possible

12



that numbers are an impossibility.

That the introduction of the decimal point,

of the fraction,

essentially sank mathematics right in its place,

in my eyes at least.

Of course, I'm at bottom a disciple of Palamas,

for certain, I was inadvertently baptized as a disciple of
Palamas,

of course, I fundamentally disagree

with this modern idea

that we can comprehend everything

in a purely intellectual fashion,

this notion that there’s,

in practice, no limit to the human intellect.

I find that idea to be one of the most absolutely absurd.

Sure, of course, we can read, say,

Parmenides and, while it’s impressive,

it’s also entirely absurd, and I personally enjoy it
immensely,

but on those merits. I'm not sure I'd base my scientific
thought on it.

I’'m at least less than certain it’d become

the cornerstone of my secular intellectual pursuits.

Parmenides is one of the perfect works of absurdist
fiction

written in any language,

and if we indeed made it a cornerstone of our secular
intellectual pursuits,

then at least we’d need to recognize our absurdist
origins,

as Dionysius rightfully does.

13



Yet we’ve employed Parmenides for centuries

as a fundamental commentary on allegedly rationalist
notions.

Allegedly rationalist notions—

is this not what we find ourselves steeped in,

more or less night and day?

When I comment on metaphysics

I do so in a consciously absurd fashion,

because I recognize the limits of language,

the limits of language that at bottom are incapable

of communicating metaphysics in linear and/or rational
fashions.

It seems somewhat obvious

that there’s a nefarious literalism at play here,

I think it’s safe to say that.

Ever since grade school

I was positive that I stood in the presence

of a nefarious literalism.

Even as a young boy, instinctively,

I knew numbers were, in all likelihood,

impossibilities, and that my systematic education

was highly susceptible to,

if not entirely complicit in, a nefarious literalism.

The education of my youth

didn’t exactly encourage audacious thought.

14
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In any case, we can’t compose metaphysics

in a rational sense, can we?

Isn’t it always in a between-the-lines sense

that we compose metaphysics,

in winks and nods that we write metaphysics,

because we can’t write metaphysics

in a linear and/or rational fashion?

We take far too much at face value.

Our literalism is intentionally or unintentionally
nefarious.

Because the reality is nearly nothing

can be taken at face value.

Do you really believe the greatest minds of Antiquity

intended to be taken at face value?

The Byzantines read Plato

the same way we read Dostoyevsky,

whereas we read Plato the same way

the Byzantines read the Gospels.

Perhaps both are absurd. Now, sure,

I’'m without a doubt, from a certain vantage point at
least,

a disciple of Palamas, I won’t attempt to deny that,

but we can’t take everything

Palamas put to papyrus at face value either.

Although Palamas understood

the shortcomings of Antiquity better than even

the most progressive modern scholar,

I'd be the last one to say I take



everything the saint wrote at face value,

because I'm far from a literalist.

The modern scholar, insofar as he keeps his faith in
rationalism,

will most likely never come to terms

with the nature of Antiquity—is that fair to say?

He’ll read Parmenides and take everything literally,

and in taking everything literally

he’ll inevitably take everything idiotically.

Isn’t it the case that the theologians

are the greatest skeptics among us?

We view faith as poison

as we retain fanatical levels of faith

in our sensory organs.

We peruse a variety of empirical studies

that vivisect the grotesque fictions

of our sensory organs—

did you know it’s now speculated

human beings didn’t see the color blue

until the latter BC centuries at earliest?

All around us our sensory organs

excrete evidence of their utter unreliability,

yet we view faith as idiocy

while retaining this fanatical notion

that our sensory organs

can and should and must be trusted—

which is why we’re not quite radical enough.

The modern age retains radical faith

in its sensory organs in a more fanatical fashion

than any historical religion known to man.

Nothing can be taken at face value,

16



that much we should agree on,

which brings me to this,

a true fly in the ointment, so to speak—

how is it you arrive at a postulation

of an essence you cannot know?

This is the question, is it not?

How does the mathematician reach

the postulation numbers are actual and distinct?
How is it possible, given human capabilities,
to distinguish the number two

from the number one point nine repeating
(1.9999999...) in practice?

How is it possible to distinguish two

from one point nine repeating?

How does mathematics attempt to lay any claim
to physical space—

to attempt to claim the ability

to leave the theoretical—

when it’s impossible for us

to distinguish the number two

from the number one point nine repeating
(1.9999999999999999999999.-.), in practice?

It seems impossible for us to know

that the number two is in fact the number two,
and not the number one point nine repeating
(1.9999999999999999.-.),

and if we’re unable to know the number two

is in fact the number two

then how could it be possible

to assert that mathematics

has any value outside

17



of the purely theoretical?

By instinct perhaps we feel as though

the number two is the number two,

and the number one is the number one, yes,
the mathematical axioms may feel correct,
yet the fact remains

that we lack the perceptual faculties

to distinguish two apples

from one point nine repeating
(1.99999999999...) apples.

When we speak of

the Essence of all things

we don’t speak any differently—

with the exception that

our philosophy of an unknowable Essence
seeks to put a strict limit on knowledge
based on instinctive assumptions,

whereas the philosophy of mathematics
attempts to indefinitely expand our knowledge
based on nothing more

than an instinctive assumption,

the instinctive assumption

that we can successfully distinguish two apples

from one point nine repeating

(1.999999999999...) apples.
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There’s no doubt that we’re

in the midst of something essentially mysterious,

that when we discuss the essence of life

we think we can make sense of it all,

that we’re on the precipice

of making sense of ourselves and our surroundings,

yet there’s still little doubt we remain

in the midst of something

essentially mysterious when we begin to think clearly.

Thinking is perhaps

the most mysterious act of all.

Thinking, which we generally believe

translates material and immaterial experience into
language—

into modes that are communicable.

Thinking, which attempts to take something

such as consuming a juicy pear,

an experience that ultimately

is confined to personal experience,

and extrapolate it in a communicable format

to the general populace.

Sans thinking, consuming a juicy pear

would be something confined to the private sphere—

with thinking it’s then presumably allowed to enter the
public domain.

There is, in fact,

no remaining public domain sans thinking,

and there’s in essence



no thinking sans a public domain.

Assuming we consume a juicy pear,

thinking Wow, this pear is juicy,

but refuse to write it down,

to verbally express it to our peers,

then the thought Wow, this pear is juicy

remains in the purely immaterial realm,

it’s existence purely speculative,

both the thought and the physical experience
remain essentially purely speculative.

It’s only when the thought

Wow, this pear is juicy enters the public domain
that it becomes, perhaps not real,

but at least apparent in a more material manner—
it’s verified as a real experience

and subsequently verified as a real thought.

I too consumed a pear,

and wow it was also quite juicy!

There’s no doubt

we’re in the midst of something essentially mysterious

here.

20
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It was just a few months ago,

I dreamt an older female

engaged me in a liaison,

perhaps a sexual liaison—

at first she was an older black woman,

but then she became an older white woman,

and, as she was white,

as we sat in an automobile,

I entered a hotel room to pay

ninety two dollars for our room for the night,

then I returned to the car.

I was wearing a business suit

and she wore business casual attire,

there were two small dark, indecipherable forms

sitting in the backseat,

and she told me she had to go

south of the Missouri now,

and I replied

You mean south of the Mississippi, right?—

yet, even setting aside our geographical concerns,

her statement struck me as something

I already knew, that I knew she was leaving for good,

and that her leaving would mark

a new start for me, so to speak.

When I woke up I felt as though,

in an intensely odd and impalpable way,

my entire life had followed the path of Eastern
Orthodoxy—

21



in a profound manner I felt this,

I was wide awake in bed,

gazing at a wall thinking my entire life

has somehow tracked the tenets of the Eastern
Orthodox,

that this dream was equally corporeal

to any waking experience I’ve had,

and now, months later,

I remain curious with regard to the identity

of this multi-racial figure from my dream,

who it seems engaged me in a sexual liaison?

Despite affirming the mysterious nature

of what we’re in the midst of,

I’ve never been a believer

in angels and demons, so to speak—

yet this figure from my dream, it seems to me,

shared many characteristics

with historical reports of so-called angels and demons.

Of course, assuming it’s one of the two,

which one of the two is it?

An angel or a demon?

Who were the dark, nearly formless figures

in the backseat of the car?

A person engages me in a sexual liaison,

but at first is black, but then becomes white,

then tells me she now has to go quote-unquote

south of the Missouri,

I correct her, and then I wake up

with an intense feeling my life’s

somehow followed the tenets of Eastern Orthodoxy—

then, this dream’s intensity sticking with me

22



for weeks and even months on end,

I question if the figure from my dream

was perhaps a being of some metaphysical sort,
perhaps an angel or perhaps a demon.

I question whether perhaps

an angel or perhaps a demon entered my dream to,
in a quite serpentine way,

point me in the direction of something—

perhaps Eastern Orthodoxy.

And I question if this is in fact possible.

At almost any other time in my life

I would have considered it an impossibility,
something totally ludicrous,

I'd have considered it an embarrassing absurdity

to even suggest it.

Whereas previously I would have sat and said

I considered it to be an embarrassing absurdity
and utter impossibility, now, for one reason or another,
I actually consider it an embarrassing absurdity

to find it utterly impossible.

23
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Yet let me explain my thoughts on this issue

just a little further, if I may?

Because my thoughts on the topic expanded significantly

just recently, as a matter of fact.

It was just last Saturday,

at a backyard cookout where I sat at a nice enough glass
table

next to a bottle of potato vodka imported from Poland,

I was drinking the potato vodka from Poland

in a small plastic glass with water and ice,

and the potato vodka was smooth,

quite smooth actually,

when the person sitting across from me made a remark—

he said that he just bought half a dozen

pre-rolled blunts from a state-sanctioned dispensary,

that he was planning to step on the sidewalk

and light up one of these blunts,

have a puff or two to relax,

to which he offered me a puff too,

if I wanted one.

Well, as it so happened, at the time,

despite my general ambivalence to marijuana,

I considered it a decent idea.

I figured I’d have one puff or two, tops,

that maybe it would relax me.

I figured, at the time, that a puff or two, tops,

would have a minimal to moderate effect,

yet when I went out to the sidewalk

24



with this person to take a puff or two
from his state-sanctioned blunt
I’d discover that this weed retained

a potency that perhaps I’d never encountered before.

25
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The blunts were exquisitely rolled and tasted delicious,

the first hit went down fine—

yet as the blunt passed for a final time,

against my better judgment, deep down acknowledging

that the one hit was the correct amount of hits,

that any subsequent hit would be a wholly superfluous
hit,

I decided to take a second hit,

where immediately following my exhale I coughed
vociferously.

I coughed vociferously then just moments later time
began,

much to my surprise,

proceeding in a highly abnormal manner.

I found myself at a family cookout,

and time was proceeding in a manner

that struck me as entirely abnormal.

I was lounging in a nondescript lawn chair,

except now I found myself unable to experience

the procession of time in our rudimentary,

temperate manner. I jumped between disjointed scenes.

People began speaking

and it was almost as though a person

hit fast forward on their speech.

Then the speech would slow just momentarily.

Additionally, I seemed entirely restricted

from perceiving how people were perceiving me,

I felt like I was extremely high,

26



in fact I knew I was extremely high,

and it wasn’t exactly the most appropriate venue

to be that high—at a family cookout—

yet I was restricted from perceiving

how high I seemed to the outside world.

At times it felt like I’d gained access to a cue

that suggested everyone knew

I was extremely high, yet this notion,

that everyone knew I was extremely high,

remained unproven, impossible to prove,

it seemed.

Because people

would at times seem to be treating me

as if I was hardly high at all,

despite the fact that I could

no longer experience time in a purely linear fashion.

Essentially my own actions became entirely foreign to
me—

more than just being extremely high,

I became disconcerted at the thought

of what actions I could possibly be taking

that caused the people around me to cease

to view me as extremely high.

27
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The only actions of my own I was still aware of
were actions that seemed to me to be

of a person clearly extremely high,

so how could these actions be seen by rational actors
to be coming from a person

who was still experiencing time linearly?

This was, at the time, a question sans an answer.

In short, it wasn’t simply that I ceased to experience
time in a normative fashion—

it was the fact my exterior surroundings seemed

to continue to recognize I passed through time

in at least somewhat of a normative fashion.

This was disconcerting, because one would assume,
if you left the confines of normative time,

that the people in your vicinity would

recognize this fact—that you exited normative time.
But in this case it was almost as if, yes—

I was no longer present,

I was experiencing time

in an entirely asynchronous fashion,

yet my surroundings still found me to be there,

for the most part. I was,

to the best of my perceptual faculties,

existing in at least two places at once.

At the family cookout,

where most people were either slightly high

or not high at all, and then also

in a separate iteration of time,

28



where I was jumping from period to period,
indiscriminately.

There’s little doubt now that time,

as we're exposed to it,

is only one of several iterations,

yet how many iterations are there?

It seems impossible for us to say—

perhaps iterations is the wrong mode

to discuss types of time.

It’s entirely possible, in fact,

that time perceives us

inasmuch as we perceive it.

Yet once we acknowledge this fact,

that time has many iterations of producing itself,
that time may in fact

perceive us rather than us perceive it,

then we can no longer blindly state

that our dreams are just dreams,

because it would seem to me

that if time, in fact, takes many,

if not infinite, iterations,

then our dreams could in fact be entirely real,
that they may just exist in different
iterations of time.

Our dreams could be

entirely real experiences,

just experienced in separate iterations of time.

29
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Of course, rationally speaking,

not that we should speak rationally,

but rationally speaking we could

question the merits of adhering

to Eastern Orthodoxy generally.

Of course we could reference the case

of Chrysostomos Kalafatis,

the Metropolitan of Smyrna,

who unceremoniously had his

beard ripped off by hand,

his eyes gouged out,

his nose and ears cut off

and was subsequently masqueraded around
the very city where he acted as a
Metropolitan until he died from his injuries,
from having his eyes, nose, and ears removed,
all of this during

the height of the Greco-Turkish war—

as it seems safe to say that

Eastern Orthodoxy, to some extent,

didn’t fare Chrysostomos well in the end,

at least from a materialist point of view.

It’s a small sample size

yet it’s compelling to an extent,

and of course the sample is substantially larger
when we consider

the plight of the Orthodox population

of Anatolia as a whole.

30



The truth is the Orthodox haven’t fared incredibly well
in the Near East over the past,

give or take, one thousand years or so,

we could even say that following the path

of Eastern Orthodoxy has perhaps

been extremely fraught with peril

in certain regions of the Eastern Mediterranean.
We shouldn’t speak rationally or logically,

yet if we were to take the case of, say,

for example, the concept of The One,

the being that conceptually precedes being,

that exists in all aspects of time,

but also fundamentally must exist outside of time,
to a certain extent

we would almost need to entirely reconstruct
our conception of time

to even remotely be able to conceive

of a Being of that nature.

Not to say that we could ever conceive a Being
of that nature in its essence,

yet to even approach a conception—

if logic leads us to a First Principle

that exists within and outside of time,

then our conception of time is essentially absurdist.
We would need to reconstruct this conception
of time as something we exist exclusively within,
that contains us in a linear fashion,

that perhaps perceives us

in a so-called linear fashion,

because if we are in fact extensions of this One
who must by necessity exist both

31



within and outside of time,

then there must exist a portion of us,

as extensions of the One,

that experiences time in this fashion,

which is of course an essentially absurdist manner
of conceiving of time.

32
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I can’t think of a thing more absurd

than conceiving time in a solely linear fashion.
It seems just—I don’t know—

totally ridiculous to assume time

proceeds in a purely linear fashion,

that time wouldn’t proceed in whatever fashion
it chooses,

that time, eternal as it is,

would need us to perceive it,

as opposed to vice versa,

or even to assume that time proceeds at all,
that, if it chose to proceed,

that it wouldn’t proceed in the fashion of, say,
adding percentages as opposed to integers.

I engaged in a sexual liaison

with an older female,

who at first was black, then became white,
then informed me that she had

to go south of the Missouri,

after I'd paid ninety two dollars for a hotel room
for the two of us,

as we sat in the medium-sized sedan,

with two small and formless dark beings

sitting in the back.

I partook in the smoking of a sizable blunt

that a friend of mine purchased from a local dispensary,
and after taking a mere two hits

from this blunt I found myself
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inadvisably high at a family function,

experiencing time in a spurious fashion,

in a fashion where I was,

on the one hand, apparently present at the party,

yet simultaneously engaging passively

in a form of time that wasn’t present at the party—

so I suppose it to be possible

that at the time I existed at two places at once.

Yet as foolish as this may sound,

we should note that even Dionysius said,

and I quote, ‘it may be said to be praising God for his
foolishness,

which in itself seems absurd and strange,

but this foolishness uplifts us to the ineffable truth

which is there before all reasoning.’

Because it would stand to reason

that if reason itself is incapable of ascertaining

these so-called divine notions,

then perhaps it’s only idiocy

that remains capable of comprehending

these historically divine notions,

of time, of being,

of placement, of First Causes.
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Perhaps what we need is a rigorous idiocy.

It’s entirely possible, as I'm now thinking about it,
that with regard to these notions

we should employ nothing except a rigorous idiocy,
that reason and sound logic

have absolutely no place here,

in the realm of metaphysics.

That in order to wrap our minds

around these ideas,

like being in two places at once,

of being both within and outside of time,

of time being essentially non-linear

as much as it’s essentially linear,

of time perceiving us

as much as we perceive it,

that we must become more idiotic

than we’ve ever been,

that if we continue to attempt

to pass ourselves off as intelligent—

well, we’ll continue to flounder in the stochastic breezes
that ripple around these concepts.

Sans idiocy, these concepts will continue

to exist in a shroud of mystery,

not that they can ever be known fully,

that’s unlikely, it’s more or less impossible,

but if we employ the proper amount of idiocy,

of rigorous idiocy, it’s possible

that the mystery these concepts are shrouded in
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could be ameliorated to a degree.

We conceptualize a First Cause,

a One, a concept that may;, in fact,

be necessary for our species to exist,

at least socially,

it very well could be the case

that we can only exist logically

with this idea of First Cause or One preceding us.
Otherwise, sans First Cause,

sans a Beginning,

we hardly have an argument for linear time,
and if we’re deprived of a

logical argument for linear time,

then how can we make sense of anything?
It’s impossible to make sense of anything,
in the traditional sense, sans linear time.

If time fails to proceed linearly,

at least for us,

if we’re hopping and skipping

willy nilly in the fabric of time,

in purely nonlinear manners,

then nothing can make sense for us.

We’re literally senseless.

Sans a First Cause, we're literally senseless.
Time means nothing.

Time, it seems to me,

is something that one can only investigate idiotically.
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Or am I just being silly?

Am I simply succumbing

to a specific type of silliness,

as I’'m apt to do from time to time?

Most, it should be noted,

who know me know me to be prone

to succumbing to silliness from time to time?

Am I being melodramatic

by extrapolating my intense impression

following my waking up from my dream,

am I melodramatically extrapolating

that impression just a little too far

by implying this female,

who engaged me in a sexual liaison,

might have been an angel or a demon?

Yet on the other hand I should note this,

it was actually quite some time ago,

so long ago in fact that I was practically,

now that I think of it,

more or less an adolescent,

despite being a fully grown man.

At the time I was looking for apartments with my
father—

the first apartment I'd lease on my own,

and we were downtown, the two of us,

looking at an apartment I didn’t realize

at the time was rent-controlled,

meaning arbitrary caps
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were placed on the income of the tenants

in order to retain eligibility,

which of course was the reason

why the apartments were such a great deal.
Luckily enough for me my salary

at that time was insufficient and paltry,

so I still managed to qualify for the apartment
despite the rent control requirements,

had I waited the time necessary

for one to become available,

but, while I did add my name to the waitlist,

I didn’t wait the time necessary,

because I signed a lease

on an apartment three miles north of downtown
less than a week later.

I was standing in a quarter-empty parking lot

in an area of downtown

where no less than half a dozen

privately owned parking lots

sat side by side by side,

all with reasonable short-term rates.

This particular area of downtown,

at that point in time, was a fruitful area socially—
there were a plethora of vibrant bars and restaurants,
also side by side by side,

that myself and others enjoyed frequenting,

that were routinely packed

from afternoon to evening.

Now, by comparison,

if you walk through that same area of downtown,
by my count, more than half of those
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bars and restaurants are shut down for good.
Whereas I used to frequent that part of downtown,
hopping between two or three or four venues,
having a fruitful experience socially—

now it’s almost as if

that area of downtown has aged right along with me.
As my social activity has waned,

at least with regard to hopping from bar to bar,

the activity of this section of downtown

has waned as well.

As I've become less likely to pop out

on a Wednesday afternoon to two or three or four places,
this area of downtown has been

unable to sustain businesses

that used to thrive on people popping out

on Wednesday afternoons,

hopping from two or three or four places.
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There are, in fact,

hardly any bars or restaurants

that are still open on the block.

There’s been a gargantuan

For Lease sign on the largest venue for years now,
and the places that should be open for business
on a late weekday afternoon

are no longer open for business

on late weekday afternoons,

whereas in previous years

every bar and restaurant

on the block would have been bustling

with businessmen, eccentrics, and alcoholics, now
these same venues don’t even

open their doors until later at night,

if at all.

I’'ve walked through that block multiple times
hoping to pop into just one old bar

or one old restaurant for just one drink,

and I've discovered every single bar

that’s stayed in business on that block

closed to customers at that time.

A bar in a business district

really has no excuse for not being open

by four pm on a weekday.

It’s absurd for a bar in a business district

to be closed for business at that time,

yet that’s exactly what’s happened
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to this block, it’s now a dead block,

it’s a block that’s more or less

officially deceased socially.

In any case, years ago,

when I was looking for my first apartment
with my dad, standing

in a quarter-empty parking lot

on this very block,

I sent a text message to a younger girl

I used to flirt with—

although we never engaged

in a sexual liaison,

but there was perhaps a shared interest

for a short period,

perhaps we both came to the conclusion
engaging in a sexual liaison,

although tempting, was ill-advised,

that for once in the course of human history
people should refrain from engaging

in any sort of ill-advised liaison,

so we developed a friendship of sorts.

It was a shallow friendship,

as most friendships that result from staved off
sexual liaisons tend to be,

these are of course the most shallow

and insipid friendships imaginable,

they’re interminable and asinine,

but this particular friendship was rewarding
in its own way.

So sure, around this time,

in this parking lot, I sent her a text message to no reply,
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and I knew then, somehow or another,
instinctually I suppose I knew

that I wouldn’t get a reply,

that the friendship had run its course,

that it’s purely shallow and insipid nature

was abundantly evident to the two of us,

and that the other party,

this younger girl, had taken it upon herself

to sever the friendship once and for all.

I’'ve ceased to communicate with her since,

yet despite the ultimately shallow and insipid nature
of this friendship, despite the fact

we never crossed the line,

so to speak, for some reason

I felt a sort of nonsensical deep hurt,

a painful longing of sorts,

rooted in essentially nothing,

standing in that parking lot,

knowing I’d never hear from this person again,
who I had no physical relationship

with and who I had an entirely shallow and insipid

emotional relationship with.
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It wasn’t that long ago

that I was reminded of this text message randomly—
I'd nearly entirely removed this person

from my memory, just as years prior

she’d similarly removed me from her memory,
and I felt an odd pang in my stomach

as I recalled this text message.

Wasn’t the entire point of turning away

from engaging in these sexual liaisons

to avoid such pangs?

Don’t we all just inveterately assume

that pangs in our stomachs almost exclusively result
from sexual liaisons?

And don’t we all then avoid sexual liaisons
purely in attempts to avoid pangs

in our stomachs?

Yet in this case,

a person I maturely

avoided engaging with sexually, and vice versa,
of course, who I instead developed

a completely shallow and insipid friendship with,
ended up causing me a pang in my stomach,

all because I sent her a text message to no reply,
knowing the ankle deep friendship

we’d harbored had run its course

and come to a conclusion.

My point in all this is that the first objection

the average person would raise
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to identifying the being in my dream

as an angel would be the fact

the two of us engaged in a sexual liaison,

yet what I've just described suggests

that perhaps there’s no difference in our relationships
with people,

that we can’t discriminate

between relationships based on

whether or not a sexual liaison occurred.

That perhaps distinguishing relationships based on

whether or not they feature a sexual exchange

has been a gross error on our part.

That perhaps we shouldn’t a priori assert

that angels don’t engage in sexual liaisons with us.

Because it’s entirely possible they do,

and that there’s really nothing wrong

with an angel engaging us in this type of liaison,

sexually.
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So we can’t rule out entirely

the possibility that this being—

despite engaging me in a sexual liaison,

in a small plethora of racial forms—

was still, in fact, an angel pointing me

toward the fact my life, in large part,

followed the path of Eastern Orthodoxy.

The mathematician, attempting to infinitely extrapolate

the massive assumptions that are real world integers, is,

in essence, a complete charlatan.

For eons we’ve assumed sexual relations taint
relationships,

that once a sexual line is crossed,

then the relationship will be irrevocably tainted,

yet we’ve never considered that tainting

can and will occur even sans sex.

Yet perhaps we’re making too much of the alleged
distinction

between angels and demons as well.

That just as perhaps

we’ve made too much of the distinction

between sexual and non-sexual relations,

we’re now making too much of the distinction

between angels and demons.

It should be noted that even Dionysius noted

that pure evil, if it were to exist,

would immediately cease to exist,

because everything that exists is derivative of the One,



which is incapable of producing pure evil,

and that even relative evil is simply

a function of pursuing aims inappropriate

to a being’s proper function,

that even demons are only demonic in their distance
from the One,

not in a sense of representing pure evil,

because were they to be pure evil

they would cease to exist.

Essentially, this view purports

that there’s no fundamental distinction

between an angel and a demon,

just a difference in the appropriateness of their aims.
Whereas an angel pursues the aims appropriate to it,
in the proper proportion to its being,

a demon pursues the aims

more or less inappropriate to it,

straying from its proper proportions.

Now as it regards my dream,

a being

took multiple racial forms

yet retained the same essence,

much like our dual yet monist formulation,

and then there were two dark

and formless beings in the backseat—

perhaps signifying the evil

that’s impossible to exist,

that is stripped of being as soon

as it becomes so-called pure evil.

So perhaps these two dark formless beings

were the non-existent iterations
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of myself and my companion, possibly an angel.
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Now this being, perhaps an angel,

or perhaps a demon,

who took multiple racial forms,

eventually informed me,

in this car with the two small shapeless forms
sitting in the backseat,

that she had to go south of the Missouri,

to which I corrected her:

Don’t you mean south

of the Mississippi?

Yet we should now consider

that perhaps my correction was,

in the context of the dream,

entirely incorrect.

By employing the phrase

South of the Missouri

this being was perhaps directly

implying that there are no neat distinctions—
that duality is an illusion,

that this idea that a state

can be neatly divided by

a Mississippi is a misguided approach,

that this being,

whether an angel or demon,

in fact wouldn’t emerge on some other side
precisely because there is no actual other side,
there’s only a separate relative place.

And when I woke up,
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I felt as though my life had always
followed the path of Eastern Orthodoxy,
but in this embrace I was accepting

the non-dual nature of our existence
inasmuch as I was accepting anything else.
I embraced Eastern Orthodoxy

after engaging in a sexual liaison

with a being who took multiple racial forms,
who left me to settle,

not south of the Mississippi,

but rather south of the Missouri—

and opposite of the both of us

were two small dark forms

who completely lacked Being,

signifying the impossibility of pure evil.
My dream appropriately reproached

this idea of true duality,

of pure good and pure evil,

replacing this absolute duality

with a relative duality within the One,

of which all Good and all Being originates,
both in transcendence and immanence.

I then reconciled myself

with this being that went south of the Missouri—
and perhaps this being

wasn’t leaving me

as much as guiding me,

giving me hints not on where to go,

no, she wasn’t saying

where I should go or stay,

she was instead guiding me
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on how to read a map.
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Even Dionysius stated outright,

‘One says of God,

the cause of all good, that he is “inebriated”—
and with that in mind,

against my better judgment,

I poured myself a nice glass of vodka

last Saturday before my girlfriend

and I dined out,

knowing all too well that we planned

to go to the bar prior to our reservation,

for a cocktail.

My significant other agreed to act

as our designated driver for the night,

and I’d spent the entire week

abstaining from every consumable item
except water, coffee, hearty grains,

and frozen vegetables, and I felt as though

I deserved a nice, inebriated night.

I said to myself You know what?—

you've rigorously denied yourself pleasure this week,
and you deserve a night

where you go out and get white girl wasted.
So I imbibed a cocktail before the cocktail,
and when we arrived at the bar,

waiting for our friends to meet us,

we tried to prolong the cocktail

and make a perfect segway into the dinner—
unfortunately, I’d finished
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my cocktail first,

and incorrectly assuming I had another ten to fifteen
minutes

before our friends arrived,

so I ordered a second cocktail,

yet as soon as the second cocktail arrived

our friends also arrived,

and then we were sat at the table where,

needless to say, we immediately ordered

a nice bottle of red wine.

So rather than savoring my second cocktail

at the bar and then beginning our bottle of wine,

I was concurrently finishing my second cocktail

while also starting our bottle of wine.

Before I knew it I was thoroughly drunk,

I became enthusiastically inebriated,

and I felt as though I deserved it—

I felt as though I deserved to be inebriated,

to comment upon a small handful of topics

that I probably should have remained silent about,

to babble about and upon a potpourri of issues

that perhaps would have

been better left unaddressed.

But sometimes it’s important to do things

solely out of abundance,

to become completely inebriated,

to lose all touch with coherency and restraint,

and to engage in a completely misguided conversation

purely out of abundance.

The First Cause, no matter what form we give it,

no matter how its extensions
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may or may not communicate with us—

is if nothing else superabundant.
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As a matter of fact,

I was just telling Demo

as we walked up to your flat,

I’'ve been just a tad preoccupied of late
with a night I actually just remembered today,
from years ago actually,

completely non-descript,

entirely inconsequential at face value,
yet it was a night that nonetheless,
now thinking it through,

is essentially indicative of my true character.
It was a night, via pure instinct,

I allowed my true colors to show,

and of course I was ashamed at first,
who isn’t disgusted

at first sight of their true colors,

but as the years have passed

I’ve come to the conclusion that
there’s actually nothing a priori wrong
with my true colors—

actually, if anything,

it’s quite the contrary.

My true colors,

of course I can’t change them,

but even if I could I wouldn’t.

Because even though my true colors
require a prerequisite,

a perhaps unappetizing prerequisite,



a prerequisite that, yes,

that I loathe certain people for no reason.

But even though that may in fact be the case,

I believe it’s actually proper to loathe

certain people for absolutely no reason,

with no justification whatsoever,

that hating people sans pretext

is in fact entirely necessary,

and I may even leap further

and state outright that these certain people,

whom we loathe sans pretext,

may actually deserve this intense loathing

and unprovoked hatred,

but let me begin, please.

Because to begin with,

it was an era where I found myself

spending an inordinate amount of time

at social events that I loathed—

I'loathed both contemplating

my future attendance of these events

and then my actual attendance of these events.

People, ultimately, have no couth—

to this day, for example,

I often find myself present

at social gatherings where a quote-unquote vegetable
plate,

along with a vegetable dip,

is presented as an hors d’oeuvre,

and I’'m almost always a little let down

by the quality of the celery.

At that particular stage in my life, in fact,
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the era I'm speaking of, I’d reconciled myself

to the fact that I had intrinsically higher standards
than most when it came to celery,

cucumbers as well—

I analyzed produce with an acuity, frankly,

most of my peers would never achieve.

Having said that,

to this day the majority of hosts

in our country have next to no couth

when it comes to serving celery or cucumbers.
Forced to attend a so-called post wedding brunch
just a few months

prior to the events I’'m about to relay,

I was appalled at the quality of cucumbers served—
a cucumber, above all else,

should be refreshing.

A piece of celery, ideally,

is similar to sipping a fresh glass of ice water

on a zesty summer day.

The source of this regrettable degradation

in the quality of our celery and cucumbers
undoubtedly stems from

America’s overreliance on dip.
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Dip, in our era,

has literally and figuratively

become the hors d’oeuvre,

it’s become culturally acceptable

to utterly ignore

the quality of the celery and cucumbers,
two of the most refreshing yet delicate
vegetables known to our species,

at social gatherings

because it’s assumed consumers’ attention
will be focused almost solely on the dip.
Yet it’s precisely the dip

that negates the nutritional benefits

of the celery, as well as the cucumbers.
Americans no longer consume vegetables—
they consume vegetables

with dips and sauces

that obliterate all possible

nutritional benefits of a vegetable.

These dips and sauces

annihilate the intrinsically

refreshing essences of our vegetables.
Guests attending these parties

could relieve themselves

all over these quote-unquote vegetable plates
and not miss a beat nutritionally—

they’d probably even fail

to notice a difference in taste,
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with the amount of sour cream currently
found in the median American dip.
During this era of my life,

almost every week I would spend

two to five minutes in the produce section
arduously selecting only the finest celery
stalks and most concrete cucumbers,
touching all the cucumbers indiscriminately,
with no regard for the customers

who inevitably would touch these

same cucumbers after I’d

finally made my selection—

because, to this day,

there’s nothing more deflating

than a stalk of celery gone flat

by mid-week,

yet there’s nothing more

uplifting than a freshly chopped

stalk of celery,

and the same can be said

for cucumbers.

Yet, as so-called Greek-Americans,

none of us should be surprised

at this state of affairs,

with a vegetable dip masking

the refreshing essence

of the genuine article, so to speak—

and this brings me

to a much larger point,

a more grandiose issue,

if you’ll allow me
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to digress just slightly

before I begin my anecdote,

the anecdote I've admittedly

been obsessing over for weeks now,
which will inevitably,

I believe, become the crux

of my argument here.

Because there’s endless discussion today
with regard to our so-called world,
our alleged Western world,

but it’s imperative

we define our terms with rigor

as opposed to carelessness—

because it’s too often

that we throw terms into the ether willy-nilly.
In short, it’s entirely possible

we’re confusing extension

with interpretation

as it relates to our Western world.
There’s endless talk

of this Western world,

but let’s be specific,

this Western world is, in fact,

little more than an Anglo world,

it’s not simply a nondescript Western world,
it’s also an actual Anglo world—

our civilization, so to speak,

is nominally considered Western,
nominally considered Graeco-Roman,
yet there’s a barbarism at play here,
there’s a nefarious vegetable dip
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burying the genuine article here.
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In actuality,

the Western world

is little more than a misnomer

for the Anglo world,

which is essentially

the American world,

and the Anglo world,

in actuality,

is not an extension

of Graeco-Roman Antiquity, no,

it’s simply an interpretation of that world—
and even then that interpretation

was a purely subsequent interpretation,
an interpretation

in response to an interpretation.
Because the primary interpretation

of Antiquity came from Constantinople
and Antioch and Alexandria,

in the so-called Byzantine world,

and only then

did this Anglo world indulge

in a subsequent interpretation

of the Graeco-Roman Antiquity,

based on the Byzantine era’s
interpretation but also of course

based on their interpretation

of the so-called Byzantine world.

This should be understood,

62



that the Anglo world,

in a very tangible sense,

is little more than

an elaborate vegetable dip itself,

a subsequent interpretation,

and it’s perhaps

the most pervasive iteration

of so-called vegetable dip

our planet has yet to see—

beneath it we discover the genuine article,
the primary interpretation,

so to speak.

As for us, within this Anglo world

we remain more or less glossed over,

a sub-optimal fit over here

and sub-optimal fit over there,

as Diamanda Galas aptly put it:

America is fixated on multiculturalism
yet remains remiss

with regard to Middle Eastern cultures,
which include Greek cultures—

but how is this possible?

Yet we should note,

we should finally admit to ourselves

that the modern center of the Anglo world,
America, for all of its melting pot mythology,
has never assimilated, not quite,

because instead it’s simply annihilated—
in America we love discussing ethnicities,
people wear hyphens like name-tags,

but all of these ethnicities
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are at bottom false ethnicities,

just as the so-called modern Greek,

the Hellenic baboon,

is a fictional ethnicity,

all of our other

ethnicities are essentially fictional ethnicities,

they’re ethnicities

at best as simulacra, and,

subsequently, what’s inevitably

true but will remain perpetually untouched upon

is that there is no real race

or ethnicity within America with the exception of the
Anglo.

Everyone is Anglo in America,

this is obvious.

Every person in America,

insofar as they’ve adopted American hyphenations,

is essentially Anglo—

as Catholicism washed over the third world,

the third world became essentially Anglo,

the Puritanism of North America

mixed with the Catholicism

of South America

and resulted in a milieu

where everyone is essentially Anglo.

Magic Johnson, at bottom,

is essentially Anglo.

Endless ethnicities have been properly identified,

systematically assimilated

into this Anglo-American framework,

and subsequently annihilated,

64



and we peruse their coming-of-age narratives,
penned in the classic New Yorker style,

and we think to ourselves,

“Wow, that’s nice,

what a nice little coming-of-age story,

I never knew Vietnam was so nice in Autumn—"
when the reality is

these people have been essentially annihilated.
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The coming-of-age narrative

of the Vietnamese immigrant tickles
the recesses of our soul,

yet it never occurs to us

that this Vietnamese person,

writing in the classic New Yorker style,
has been essentially annihilated.

We marvel at the ethnic traits

of coming-of-age

narratives penned in the classic

New Yorker style,

yet these ethnicities are entirely fictional,
they’ve been essentially annihilated,
just as we, the Hellenic baboons,

have also been essentially annihilated.
The Vietnamese-American

who penned

your favorite coming-of-age story is,
in fact, entirely Anglo.

The so-called Orthodox,

the last of the so-called Byzantines,
remain unassimilated

and therefore unannihilated,

perhaps only because they’ve clung

to their metaphysical distinctions—
through varying crusades and occupations,
various capitalisms and communisms

they’ve clung to their metaphysical distinctions,
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to the metaphysical framework

of the Patriarch of Constantinople.

In any case, this Anglo world

is no extension of Antiquity,

it’s no New Rome,

because its interpretations

have inevitably been filtered

through the so-called Byzantine,

through the Second Rome

of Constantine.

But for the Orthodox, Christ symbolized the true,
verified immanence of God,

to correspond with the transcendence of God—
just as the so-called Socratic Idea

was at once transcendent and immanent,
just as Love as an Idea

was out of reach in-itself

(in its transcendence),

yet interactive in a relative sense

(in its immanence),

God was now the same,

not transcendent or immanent,

but instead transcendent and immanent.
God as an Essence was unknowable,
unapproachable, and wholly transcendent,
yet, through Christ,

God was proven to be wholly immanent,
in addition to being entirely transcendent,
God’s Energies were Energies

we could approach and interact with,

to become one with God,
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even momentarily,

was deemed a possibility.

Christ was brilliantly grafted onto centuries

of Greek thought in a system

that found its expression

from Alexandria to Antioch to Constantinople,

yet the subsequent Anglo interpretation,

by restricting God and Person to the intellect,

the conceptual to the transcendent,

essentially ushered in the secular atheism

that’s become our monoculture par excellence.
This subsequent Anglo interpretation

was markedly different—

because now to be

transcendent and immanent

was now deemed decadent and oriental.

The so-called Byzantine interpretation

envisioned a God who,

through His superabundance,

was both wholly immanent and entirely transcendent,
whereas the Anglo interpretation

viewed that interpretation

as both wholly decadent and entirely oriental,

the Anglo interpretation,

just as the Hebrew God

banished Adam and Eve from the Kingdom of God,
subsequently banished God from the Kingdom of Man,
to His eternal transcendence.

No, the so-called Greeks

never killed their God

because they never stopped
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merging with their God.

The Greek world never chose to kill their God,
they never murdered their God

in cold blood because,

in this Greek world,

within this silly Byzantine milieu,

to kill their God would be akin

to committing suicide.
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Whereas the Anglo world

divorced itself from the Energies,
became the transcendent world

par excellence,

and left itself

no choice but to kill its God
ruthlessly and expeditiously.

The transcendent world par excellence
almost ipso facto becomes

the secular atheist world

par excellence.

Transcendence divorced

from immanence

is the primary formula of the secular.
The Western world

is the Anglo world

which is nothing more than

a subsequent interpretation

rather than a primary interpretation.
In America, everyone is Anglo,
Vietnamese immigrants

write coming of age stories

that are nothing if not holistically Anglo,
transcendently Anglo.

And we sit,

portrayed as absurdly Hellenic,

as Athenian baboons,

yet of course we have perhaps
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that “Byzantine look,”

our musk is perhaps Byzantine,

yet the Byzantine, we’re told,

was wholly decadent

and entirely oriental

and no longer exists.

The Afro-American Man

is the Anglo Man,

Larry Bird in addition to Magic Johnson
are both essentially Anglo,

the Italian-American Man

is the Anglo Man,

the Greek-American Man,

despite playing the role of Athenian Baboon,
is also essentially Anglo.

The Greeks, ultimately, have sunk themselves,
which is why they’re no longer even Greek,
we can’t blame anyone more than ourselves,
we were placed in an impossible position
between East and West,

and we acted in an impossible fashion,

and now we’re no longer even ourselves.
But how did we get onto us anyway,

the Greeks—have I gone overboard here at all?
Am I exaggerating at all?

It’s definitely possible,

yet I feel completely appropriate,

I actually feel like, if anything,

I’'m being too reserved,

that if anything I’'m actually lacking

in hyperbole at the moment!



I feel like, right now,

I’'m actually being too kind,

that if anything I’m being a tad too reserved.

I feel as though there’s vitriol

that I still owe,

that I own considerable debt,

and it’s all vitriol,

that there’s no choice

but to pay it back

to the general populace of this country.

It’s possible that I'm filled to the brim with vitriol,
it’s possible that I owe all this vitriol

to the general populace.

It’s almost as if I'm leaving loads of vitriol

on the table.

The Anglo world lectured us

that the authentic Greeks

made anal love to teenage boys,

and then when Greeks moved past penetrating
high school aged men in the rear-end,

when they instead subscribed

to the metaphysics of the Patriarch of Constantinople,
it was only at that point

that Greek culture

became depraved and decadent.

Wholly oriental.

This is what I’ve been personally taught

by the Anglo so-called scholastics—

and that I can tell you is

absolutely no exaggeration.
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Only the Greeks

would accept two sets of ancestors

of this sort then shrug their shoulders
and go get drunk at a saloon.

That’s what I did.

It’s just audacious,

that’s what it is.

If nothing else I respect the audacity,
because I actually have

the highest respect for the audacity

of the Anglo world.

Our ancestors have spent

hundreds of years in obscure mountains,
forbidden to read or write,

while the entire Anglo world

has spread this misinformation about us,
this slander, this character assassination,
so it’s no wonder

pedophiles run rampant

in every Western polity—

look who comprise the idols of the West!
The Athenian

with the beautiful boyfriends

traversing puberty,

as if these were the only Greeks,

as if there were no other Greek eras,

as if the alphabet

became obsolete after Antiquity!
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But I digress.

In any case, before I enter

into this whole anecdote

I should say this—

namely, that I was at a restaurant

across the street from my apartment

for a small gathering

just the other night,

my good friend’s cousin was in town,

and she and her father invited me

to an informal dinner

across the road from my apartment,

so I decided it would be a little rude

for me not to go,

considering I lived within spitting distance
of this restaurant,

within minimal walking distance,

and had nothing else to do.

I essentially had to go

but also had no issue with attending.

In addition, I was aware

the meal would in all likelihood be paid for,
and although I didn’t particularly think highly
of the restaurant across the street,

I knew there was at least one decent meal,
or maybe even two decent meals,

that I could order and feel relatively satiated.
Personally, I was a big fan of the Spicy Maki Platter,
where you received eighteen pieces of tuna,
salmon, and yellowtail sushi

for just sixteen dollars.
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It’s a great meal,

and because of the economical price-point

you don’t feel like a complete asshole

ordering it on someone else’s tab.

In any case, we arrive,

my friend and I,

perhaps we’re actually lovers,

but I don’t want to go into a great deal of detail
about my private life here,

we might even live with each other

in my apartment,

but I'm not going into that now,

we’re in love with each other in a way

that just feels profound,

that’s possible, but in any case we’re there,

at the restaurant, when my friend’s cousins

from out of town arrive,

and almost immediately the conversation turns
to the much discussed COVID-Nineteen vaccine,
and being wholly sober as well as extremely hungry
I decide to have no part of it,

I don’t mention anything about nonlinear distributions,
the inherent dishonesty of all large governments

over the course of human history.
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I choose to refrain from

mentioning Elliot Abrams

receiving a fifty dollar fine for trafficking

crack cocaine into every black community

in America in the Nineteen-Eighties,

I choose to refrain from mentioning any of this,
as it wasn’t the right time to discuss
nonlinearities and Elliot Abrams,

this was my conclusion at the time.

I wasn’t going to get caught up

in the nature of probability distributions

and Elliot Abrams’ fifty dollar fine

for selling large swathes of crack cocaine

at the behest of the first Bush administration

at that time. It would have been uncouth,
ill-advised, as well as completely inappropriate.
But in keeping my mouth shut

I felt just a momentary tinge of agitation,

in hearing these opinions I inveterately disagreed with,
in refraining from uttering the phrases
nonlinearity distributions and Elliot Abrams

I became slightly agitated,

the only antidote to my agitation

would be to say the word nonlinearity aloud,
which I had no intention of doing.

I couldn’t bring myself to say the word nonlinearity,
and I had absolutely no intention

of uttering the phrase Elliot Abrams
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at this restaurant,

I couldn’t do either without embarrassing myself,

and I knew it.

The fact of the matter is when an opinion

I disagree with is expressed

within my general proximity,

and I act socially appropriately

and refrain from sharing my true feelings

on the matter, then I often

feel this tinge of agitation,

as if I was put on this Earth

for the sole purpose

of behaving inappropriately and expressing

my honest opinions,

no matter the cost socially.

Instead I found myself

glancing intermittently at my friend’s older cousin,

just shamelessly speculating

on his racial makeup—which I hate.

I’'ve been on the receiving end of this despicable
behavior,

and I'm sure you've experienced similar,

and I despise people

who just shamelessly speculate

as to my racial makeup,

I’'m sure you despise them just as much,

yet sitting across from

this distant cousin of my friend,

my lover perhaps,

I sat in this silent hypocrisy,

I sat there and shamelessly,
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continuously speculated on his racial makeup to myself,

going so far as to take specific facial features

into account and speculate

on a geographic area of origin.

It was grotesque.

But that’s unfortunately

what I found myself doing in place of

sharing my sincere opinions on nonlinear probability
distributions

and Elliot Abrams distributing crack cocaine

to the black communities of the United States

in the Nineteen Eighties—

but of course no one can mention

nonlinear distributions

or Elliot Abrams selling crack anymore.
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Governments have lied to us

almost without pause

since the invention of the nation-state,
in just America alone

we’ve seen the large-scale oppression
of African-Americans

over the course of centuries,

the state-sanctioned poisonings

of African-American communities
with crack cocaine,

of lower class Caucasian communities
with prescription pills,

we have pop stars

named Little Xanax,

millions of children

in this country fantasize

about abusing prescription narcotics
before they go to sleep at night

and the FDA,

a regulatory body with ample funding
for regulating just this sort of behavior,
apparently thinks nothing of it.

We have one pop star

named Little Xanax

and zero pharmaceutical executives
who’ve been prosecuted for producing
this lurid state of affairs,

and that’s just scratching the surface
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in America,

confining our inquiry to a single side

of the Atlantic we haven’t

even mentioned the Turkish occupation,

the genocides of Pol Pot,

Hitler and the National Socialists,

the Gulag, the famine of Mao,

or the preponderance

of other occupations,

genocides, famines, and general debauchery
which have occurred all across

the globe more or less incessantly—

yet now the United States government

informs its citizens

without a trace of irony

that a fast-tracked vaccine

is beyond reproach for any and everyone,

with no long-term empirical evidence available,
and if we question

that then we’re essentially

excommunicated from decent society.

We’ve become charlatans par excellence

if we dare mention

the nature of nonlinear probability distributions,
if we mention the fact that

Elliot Abrams was fined fifty dollars for selling crack,
if we utter the phrases

nonlinear probability distribution

or Elliot Abrams was a crack cocaine dealer
we’ve apparently become fascists in this country.
So I had no inkling of the racial makeup
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of this man sitting so innocently
across from me,

and eventually I just said to myself—
you're disgusting, this is grotesque,
take out your smartphone

and dick around on that,

for the sake of Christ Himself,

just please remove your smartphone
from your pocket this second.

So we order our meals.

My friend, who I may or may not
be in love with,

who orders right before me,

orders the Spicy Maki Platter,

so we both end up

ordering the exact same meal,

the Spicy Maki Platter,

and I just shot her a look,

I'looked at her like

Are you kidding me?

‘We could have at least

discussed this before the waitress
asked for the orders,

now we’re ordering

the same exact meal back to back.
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But then I think to myself

Well, if she doesn’t eat all eighteen pieces,
which she won’t,

then I'll at least have the option

to snag a sushi piece or two

if I'm not completely full after my eighteen.
I guess I can be a bit gluttonous
when it comes to sushi, but I also—
in true Greek Orthodox fashion—
tend to fast for

significant portions of the day,

so by the time dinner arrives I'm
always prepared to stuff my face.

I've read modern medicine

is beginning

to recognize value

in this fast and feast

regimen of eating,

that the body perhaps

functions more efficiently

when it’s deprived

for a period of time.

But in any case

we both order the Spicy Maki Platter,
and her dad,

who’s sat next to me,

orders a shrimp noodle dish

that has no appeal to me,
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not that I care,

because I had no plans

on sharing the meal with him,

and when this shrimp noodle dish

is served his initial reaction is

Wow, this is big—and it is, it’s huge.
The portion is immense.

And the noodles, it should be noted, are thick—
it would be nearly impossible

for one person to finish a plate

of that magnitude,

save for the morbidly obese,

in just one sitting.

So immediately,

and only with the best of intentions,
because her dad

is one of the most well-intentioned individuals
you’ll ever come across,

her dad starts to offer me

some of his dish, and initially

I refuse not only because

I find the dish unappealing

but primarily because I'm eating my own meal.
But this changes eventually.
Famished as I found myself,

I obviously finished my meal

not only before anyone else

at the table

but considerably prior

to anyone else

at the table cleaning their plate—
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I’'m sitting there

with a completely clean plate

while everyone else

is at most halfway through their meal.
And my friend is hardly eating

her Maki Platter at all,

instead she’s busy munching her cousin’s
General Tso Shrimp,

yet her dad, of course

meaning well and noticing my empty dish,
for the second time asks

if I want some?

No, no thank you, I'm full,

I say, not thinking at all.

Without a single thought in my skull

I reply that I'm full—

yet in retrospect what else could I say?
How can you refuse

a bite of someone’s meal,

especially on a second offer,

without saying you're full?

It’s probably

the only acceptable excuse,

feigning fullness,

but now I've placed myself

in a bit of an imbroglio,

because her dad thinks I’'m full,

but I'm actually the furthest possible thing from full—
because sushi never fills you.

You finish a plate of sushi

and the first thing you think is
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I could go for a little more sushi.
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Eighteen pieces of fish-filled sushi
and I’'m not even remotely close

to full.

All my thoughts revolve around
consuming more sushi,

of which I see plenty,

because my companion,

my lover,

is barely even touching her

Spicy Maki Platter.

So now I'm trying to devise

a method of clandestinely sneaking a few pieces
of said sushi into my mouth without
my companion’s dad noticing,

not that he would care,

but just on principle.

I already inhaled my meal,

eighteen pieces of fish-filled sushi,
and now I'm claiming,

to my friend’s father, that I'm full,
but then remorselessly consuming
the sushi sitting next to my plate?
That just wasn’t a palatable option
in my mind at the time.

I wanted to avoid that scenario if possible.
Yet as I'm concocting a plan

to surreptitiously extract

this foreign sushi into my mouth
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my friend’s cousin takes her fork

and starts eating her sushi—

potentially my sushi.

I’'m watching my friend’s father

struggle to finish his

gargantuan shrimp lo mein on my left,
then watching my friend’s cousin
methodically eat each leftover piece

of this Spicy Maki Platter on my right.
Then I look across the table

and begin shamelessly racially speculating
again, just to momentarily get

my mind off this whole Spicy Maki-lo mein imbroglio.
As the meal concluded there were

two or three sushi pieces left,

my companion says Have one,

and I shake my head,

realizing the entire endeavor,

this mission to obtain more Spicy Maki,
was doomed to failure.

I considered asking her to take the pieces home, but no—
this urge for more Maki is misguided,

I thought, it’s already doomed to failure,
it’s too late for that.

The Spicy Maki Platter was delicious,

but to take home the leftover sushi

wasn’t a palatable option to me at the time.
And a funny thing occurred,

I actually began to feel full

as everyone else began

to conclude their meals,
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despite remaining hungry immediately
after finishing my eighteen pieces of sushi,
by the time everyone else concluded their dinner
I, somehow, no longer felt hungry,

despite eating nothing in the interim,

for the above said reasons.

But, in any case, onto this anecdote,

so it was a few years ago

at this point, Horatio

was probably there,

it was a more or less

nondescript night,

absolutely nothing of note

was occurring,

and I think all of us

were at that point

questioning why we were even out,

why we weren’t at home

sleeping like young children.
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‘We were at the Dean Hotel
on Washington Street

in a dark back bar

called the Magdalena Room
where nothing much of note
was going on,

nearly nothing of note

was ever going on

within the walls

of this hotel bar,

never mind in the back room,
which was dimly lit

in an almost abrasive way
and usually at half capacity
at best. But maybe

that’s what the venue intended,
maybe the main goal

of the venue was abrasive iterations
of dim lighting

and half capacities.

In any case,

I’'m with a few friends,
Horatio may have been there,
and two well-to-do

Anglo girls are there,

and one of us—not me—
attempts to co-mingle with
the two Anglo girls,
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and a conversation ensues.

One of our friends

is without a doubt aiming to engage
in consensual sexual encounters

with these girls in the near future,

at least if the encounter

goes according to his plan,

however, his plan is about to go
unexpectedly awry,

things are in no way about to go
according to his plan, and, inadvertently,
I'm about to ensure his plan

is foiled in an irreversible manner.

Not in the slightest

are things going according to his plan,
and I'm inadvertently about to be

the cause of the foiling.

Inevitably both girls

live in the plush part of the city,

they don’t have jobs,

or they have jobs they clearly received
due to statuses of being young and opulent,
they inevitably begin to discuss

the various properties their families’ own,
in San Francisco I believe,

perhaps some other

outrageously opulent areas of the US,
maybe even overseas.

I forget the specific locales,

I actually paid little

to no attention to anything

90



either of these Anglo girls said,

there were a few locales

where their fathers’ owned this property
or that property,

they’d summer here

or they’d summer there,

but it was all opulent in any case,

some area where only

the most egregious dickheads live.

It didn’t particularly offend me,

yet their tone was condescending

in a way that almost made you believe
they viewed you as an equal,

which infuriated me.

When people inveterately believe
themselves to be superior,

yet still have the audacity

to condescend as if you're almost equals,
it’s infuriating.

As it so happened,

I’d been studying an extended documentary
on the internet at work that afternoon,
it was a slow afternoon that afternoon,
regarding the mating habits of dolphins,
in fact this video went into great detail
regarding the specific mechanics

of how dolphins perform sex,

and I proceeded to share

this information regarding the specific
mechanics of dolphin sexual intercourse
with the group.
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Apparently this was a bit of a faux paus on my part,
Demo—

it was clear these young females,

although innocent enough,

were just of a separate class,

and they believed it,

and they knew it,

and they had no respect

for the well verified intelligence of dolphins

and their sexual mating mechanics.

It was true to them that they were superior—

their ancestors were having pebble wars

and eating medium-rare squirrel,

while our ancestors

were writing extensive commentaries

on metaphysics

and enforcing complex systems of taxation,

but in our current milieu

they were both undoubtedly

of superior stock

to anyone else in the room,

especially myself.

That much could not be disputed,

and I don’t dispute it to this day.

Yet to discuss

the intricacies of dolphin intercourse

was, in their eyes, something revolting,

something for lack of a better word classless.
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It was essentially a Marxist anecdote,
noting specifically how dolphin penis penetrates
dolphin vagina in the Magdalena Room that night.
I grew up inundated with Anglo-Saxons, Demo,
and I know when I’'m being viewed

as an Other, in fact

I know it instinctively,

it’s something that essentially

runs in my blood,

and this was a particularly egregious case.
And it became particularly egregious
following my monologue

illuminating the mechanics

of dolphin intercourse.

I may have made a few subsequent
off-color comments once the conversation
was clearly going completely downbhill,
once this discussion was clearly irreparable.
I probably raised my voice

to an inadvisable decibel level.

But in any case

I came to despise

these two innocent young females.

And in retrospect,

if I'm holding myself

to the highest standard of honesty,

I despised them at first sight.

The second our friend—

Horatio may have been there—

made the acquaintance

of these two females
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I immediately despised them.

Instinctively I knew

the three of us could never be cordial,

that perhaps the sacking of Constantinople
in Twelve Oh Four still divided us

in an immutable manner.

I believe in the perpetuating characteristics
of blood, Demo, I don’t

care what the scientists say.

Spirits are always among us

and where better to bury

themselves than within our bloodstreams?
If the spirits of ancestors

are buried anywhere

it’s without a doubt

in our bloodstreams.

If the tortured souls of our mutilated ancestors
are buried anywhere in the world

it’s within our bloodstreams, Demo.

From the second I saw

these two innocent, decent-looking girls

I despised them,

and I never questioned it.

Instinctively I knew

discussing dolphin boners

would be abhorrent

to these innocent young females,

and I relayed the anecdote

without hesitation.
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The second their faces filled with disgust
at my anecdote I was satiated.

If they walked into this room right now
I’'d immediately start to,

yet again,

discuss the mechanics

of dolphin intercourse.

Dolphins are highly intelligent mammals—
why shouldn’t we learn,

in-depth, about their mating habits?

It seems entirely logical to me,

even now.

Yet we should be honest with ourselves,
we shouldn’t mince words,

we shouldn’t cower to euphemism,
because everyone is Anglo.

Maybe I haven’t made

that abundantly clear yet,

but we’re all essentially Anglo,

we contain residual

amounts of the Hellenic,

we’re direct descendants

of the so-called Byzantine,

the popiocivn,

but essentially

everyone is Anglo,

us included.

You may sit here



and propose that,

say, Puerto Ricans are somehow
distinct from the median white,
when in actuality

Puerto Ricans are Anglo.

But Dominicans are different, right?—
no, Dominicans

are actually Anglo as well.
Afro-Americans

are incredibly Anglo,

in fact.

The Portuguese are definitely Anglo,
they’re the apex of Anglo,

the Spanish

are also totally Anglo,

and the Italians

are as Anglo as anyone,
Filipinos—we can’t deny

their essential Anglicism,
because we’re

all essentially equally Anglo,
wherever Catholicism

and its metaphysics

has spread,

the Anglo world

without a doubt has followed,
wherever the sordid metaphysics
of the Catholic church

has planted its roots,

Anglicism has proliferated
unabridged.
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Anglos, Franks,

Venetians, Italians,

the Germanic tribes,

we shouldn’t lose much sleep

in distinguishing these terms,
because they’re all subsects

of each other essentially,

we shouldn’t

lie to ourselves about that.

These terms encompass

the entire world

and for that reason

subsequently mean

essentially nothing.

We all attempt to

quarry groups of people

off by the tint of their skin,

the shapes of their eyes,

the contours of their noses,

the thickness of their lips,

when the reality is

everyone is essentially Anglo.
Michael Jordan is incredibly Anglo.
As are Larry Bird

and Shaquille O’Neal.

Caitlyn Jenner is nothing if not Anglo,
and the Kardashians

are the spitting image of Anglicism.
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The world is incredibly complex,
but at times

it can be divided

evenly into two—

the Anglo world

and the so-called Greek world,
which no longer exists.

The world is incredibly complex,
but at certain times

it can be easily

split down the middle,

at times the world

reduces to essentially

two dimensions,

in some ways the world

only exists two dimensionally,

the schism between

the Catholicism

that overtook the world

and the Orthodoxy

that eventually

became more or less extinguished,
maybe that’s one instance

of binary simplicity,

the idea of a God

who wants to hear your petty sins,
who wants to speak with you

and have some type of relationship.
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A personal relationship with God—

it’s the most absurd thing.

It’s essentially atheism.

There’s only one end-game

to believing the alleged Creator

of the Universe wants to hear

about how you stole a bag of Lays chips
from your University

convenience store

as an eighteen year old—

the only end-game

to that sort of metaphysics is atheism.
It’s ruthlessly dualist

but also delightfully atheist.

If you truly believe God

wishes to speak with you

about the young man

you viciously threatened

with violence when you were

only nineteen years old

then you're essentially an atheist.
That’s how we could best describe it.
An idea that

the experience of God is summarized verbally,
and that all spiritual experience

must defer to an intellectual understanding of it—
we’re all Anglo now.

Of course I despised

those two innocent Anglo girls,
because I saw myself in them—

in so many ways
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I’'ve become an innocent Anglo girl
just by dint of living in the world

in a continuous fashion.

Why haven’t I retired

to an obscure mountain somewhere,
to become popiocivr again?

But that’s why I have no qualms
about despising certain people

for no particular reason—

because, at bottom,

we're all essentially Anglo.

Yet, if we’re being honest

with ourselves,

it’s only the homeless

who truly recognize

the absurdity of our

alleged individualism—

a poor guy sleeps in the street,

and we act as if he murdered a man.
Someone falls on hard times,

begins drinking heavily,

probably does a decent amount of drugs,
he loses his job, his home,

his wife leaves him,

he’s reduced to begging people

on street corners

for dollar bills and sleeping

in alleyways, and we act as if

his hardship is an inconvenience for us—
we’re offended at his poverty.

I’'ve experienced more malice
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directed at bums

in the past decade

than any previous decade
I can recall,

the malice toward bums
seems to be increasing

in this country

at an almost exponential rate.
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They view it

as a severe affront

to their liberty that a bum—

who sleeps in alleys and

remains parked essentially

at death’s door day and night—

should ask them for spare change.

Our society abjectly fails people,

and people with alleged moral standing
within our society can hardly

be bothered to even witness a bum,

to gaze at a bum for a brief period of time,
if they’re forced to even

minimally interact with a bum

they view it as a sort of sacrilege.
Viewing a person sans a domicile

is considered an affront to good taste.
But who wouldn’t toss a couple extra back
if they no longer had

a home?

There’s no doubt that to some extent we,
all of us, have failed these people

in some way that’s probably material.
It’s one thing to be down and out,

but to be on the street drinking

a half-filled Coca-Cola bottle

filled with illicit substances,

asking strangers for money,
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clearly only partially aware of where

you are, that should, frankly,

be shameful for all of us.

Anyone can become a crack addict.

If the history of crack in this country

has taught us anything

it’s that anyone can become a crackhead.
We’re all capable of becoming crackheads,
given the appropriate circumstances.

The whites of America

laughed at the blacks

of America

during the crack era,

as the United States government

pumped crack into black neighborhoods,
only to, decades later,

find entire lower-class white communities
turned into junkies,

backed by the United States government,
backed by the pharmaceutical companies,
who indiscriminately tossed heroin equivalents
at any lower-class white

with a sprained ankle

that went to their physician.

An entire generation of white junkies
emerged seemingly overnight,

the laughter of whites

cackling at crack cocaine

undoubtedly resounding in the background.
Yet just as the black population of America
essentially had no choice
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but to become black crackheads,

the white population of America

has similarly involuntarily transformed

into white junkies.

Pharmaceutical companies

have attained multi-billion dollar market caps
almost exclusively

by turning poor whites into white junkies.
Yet no one wants to deal with white junkies
while they’re drinking wine

and having appetizers.

The servers and the customers converse
about what steps the city

should take to counteract

the white junkies and the black crackheads
who invade the lines of sight

of people who’ve driven tens of miles

to stuff their faces with calamari

and mozzarella sticks and jalapeno poppers,
to drink craft beers

and suck down wine spritzers.

These people just can’t get enough trans fat,
and they hate bums.

These people spend hours a day

examining the intricacies

of craft beer

but completely lack

the temerity to even speak

with a bum.
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It never occurs to any of these people
that their own latent malice

is directly responsible for the dilapidated state
of their fellow citizens,

that their complicity,

their myopic and enduring idiocy
has directly resulted in a state

that’s shamelessly produced

white junkies and black crackheads
at alarming rates.

It’s a shame that the city isn’t

doing more,

these people

say without a trace

of irony,

and then they discuss

the tangerine aftertaste

in an overpriced craft beer.

Do you taste tangerine at all?—

No, I was getting a bit of a Bartlett pear
aftertaste!

The people who drink craft beer,

it seems to me,

despite their advantageous

and calculated poses of liberalism,
are the most unapologetically
capitalist criminals we have in

this country.



I’'ve never heard a craft beer

enthusiast apologize

for the idiocy

of his calculated liberal poses.

The craft beer drinkers

instead maintain a transparent pose

of benign liberalism,

yet spend all of their time trying to

detect the slightest trace

of Bartlett pear in a Coconut India Pale Ale—
as opposed to even attempting to help

any of their fellow human beings.

These people who support craft beer choose
to buy brands that allegedly donate

to Good Causes,

they post to social platforms

to make people they don’t know aware

that they buy The Socially Responsible Beers,
knowing entirely well that

all of these donations are essentially criminal,
that none of this money

ever reaches the people

it needs to reach,

which is readily apparent,

because when they sit down to order

said craft beer all they see are bums.

Only a craft beer drinker

would conclude the most efficient way

of helping his fellow human being

is buying more craft beer.

The reality is none of us know
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what to do with bums,

we’re privy to no bum solutions,

no solution to our bum problems,

yet we know all of these bums

are essentially Anglo.

The white junkie and black crackhead
are both at bottom entirely Anglo.

We know how to produce bums,

but we have no idea

what to do with these bums

once we’ve produced them.

We produce bums shamelessly,

and then even more shamelessly

we shun these bums

from acceptable society.

You'll never meet a person

at a restaurant downtown

who used to be a bum.

It’s impossible for bums to re-enter into society,
there’s a wall,

an insurmountable wall that’s constructed around
every bum in this country,

between the streets of a downtown
and the restaurants of a downtown.

A restaurant-goer can become a bum,

but a bum will never again become a restaurant-goer.
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The harsh reality is that there’s little we can do
for our fellow citizens

who’ve reached such dilapidated states

more than simply talking to them,

and this is something anyone who’s been

in a dilapidated state

knows to be profoundly true.

The entire industry of strippers

and whores, in fact,

should be rehabilitated based

on this point alone,

because no one in our society

gives the dilapidated person

more time of day than the exotic dancer.

It’s undoubtedly true that, this century,

the exotic dancing community

has done more for the dilapidated person community
than the Catholic church community.

Because strippers and whores

innately give the dilapidated person

the time of day,

any stripper worth her salt

instinctively knows how to speak to the dilapidated soul,
the dilapidated person

just needs someone to listen to a sob story

for a second of time,

for someone to care for a fraction

of an iota of their day,
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to pretend to care in a way

that’s not grossly condescending

in the classic bureaucratic manner.

Yet there’s this misguided notion

that the stripper only talks to customers,

when in fact the stripper speaks

to infinitely more potential customers

than actual customers—

the successful stripper, in fact,

has no more than a small handful

of customers that pay her bills,

and, by contrast,

it’s these potential customers

who are infinitely more likely to be dilapidated.

The actual customer is more likely to be opulent and
jovial,

unrestrained and decadent,

while the potential customer

is almost always entirely dilapidated.

Giving this potential customer the time of day

is almost a religious act on the parts of the strippers and
whores.

And it’s for precisely this reason

I have so much more respect

for strippers and whores than I do

for the median craft beer drinker.

We believe craft beer drinkers

are laudable members of our society,

while we denigrate strippers and whores,

but I actually find strippers and whores

to be laudable members of our society,
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while I denigrate craft beer drinkers.

There’s only so much you can do

for a guy who’s become a bum on the street,
one particular bum approached me

on a second date in an alleyway

and referred to the girl

I was with as my wife,

and I gave him ten dollars,

but even that ten dollars wasn’t sincere,

that ten dollars was a disingenuous ten dollars,
it was obviously for the benefit of the girl I was with.
You need to speak to people

in dilapidated states,

largely because it’s the only thing

you can do that will, at bottom,

have a palpable effect.
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What happens to them

will largely be fatalistic,

it will be a matter of fate

statistically speaking,

but it’s just utter cruelty to ignore them,
to treat them as people

who don’t deserve the time of day,

not even an iota of your afternoon,

to complain to your waiter

because a white junkie in your line of sight
is ruining the Bartlett pear aftertaste

of your ten dollar IPA.

But this is what’s happened

to so many downtowns,

these same downtowns

I still go to,

these downtowns that have my memories
folded into them,

maybe a decade or more folded into them—
they’ve become inundated

with craft beer drinkers.

It’s not the bums who offend me, no,

it’s the craft beer drinkers who offend me.
It’s the people who believe twelve dollars
for a beer is an appropriate price to pay
for a beverage.

It’s the people who think discussing

the aftertaste of hops
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is an appropriate conversation

to have in public.

It’s the people who believe strippers

and whores are people

we should look down upon a priori—

it’s the people who maintain

all the socially appropriate opinions

but display all of the most cowardly tendencies.
Our downtowns are being ruined by these people,
who have the correct opinions

on every issue—

at bottom all these people care about

is maintaining the correct opinion

on any issue at hand.

Our downtowns were once great places

to grab a slice of pizza,

filled with bums and strippers and whores,
but now our downtowns are inundated

with craft beer drinkers

and fried calamari and mozzarella sticks

and jalapeno poppers

and people who have socially acceptable opinions
on everything. It’s disgusting

really. But of course all rationalism

is little more than absurdist propaganda.

It’s only via rationalism,

an essentially Anglo concept,

that we find ourselves within a prism

where everything is Anglo,

where every white junkie and black crackhead
are equally Anglo.
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It’s only when we attend the funerals

of close friends who die

absurdly young that we realize this,

that all rationalism

is little more than lurid absurdist propaganda.
Only people who attend these funerals
understand this from experience.

We realize not just the absurdity

of these conversations

but the absurdity of ourselves,

and, even in my case,

it was only a few years ago

when a good friend of mine finally,

after years of seemingly ceaseless suffering,
gave in to late stage brain cancer.

The entire ordeal was criminal,

and to be clear I was probably

one of the most criminal.

13



XIX
434:601 722

My social criminality has perhaps

never been more acute

than during this period of my life.

My friend was diagnosed

with late stage brain cancer

and moved back in with his parents where,
not long after,

he suffered a seizure while driving,

totaled his car,

and was from then on forbidden to drive.
So naturally, being a good friend,

being actually a better friend to him

than even a few of the friends

he’d had for decades,

a better friend at least

in terms of time spent,

I took it upon myself to drive

to his parents’ house multiple times per week,
after work, where I already had a decent commute,
which wasn’t an insignificant drive,

to his parents’ house,

to hang out with him,

to pick him up and then drive him

to other places where we’d hang out

for a reasonable amount of time,

where afterward I’d drive him back

to his parents’ house.

This was a difficult ordeal for my friend,
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as you can imagine,

and there were various series of ups and downs—
had I been born into wealth

I’d have done whatever he asked,

but being a working stiff

there was only so much that I could do,

there were times he wanted to get

an ice cream cone and I,

unfortunately, had to do laundry.

A young man with late stage brain cancer,
essentially a death sentence,

wanted to buy me a mint chocolate chip waffle cone,
but I had to politely decline

because I needed to wash my boxer briefs.

In any case his girlfriend,

who was younger than the two of us

yet still young, dumped him not long after,

and from this we concluded

that apparently waiting for him

to die was too much of a burden for her,

which in retrospect I suppose is fair enough,

not everyone has the patience to wait for someone to die,
a terminal illness, for some people,

can just be a bit too inconvenient,

a tad too cumbersome.

At the time, I didn’t think much of it,

my friend was fairly torn up about it,

and who could blame him?—

but, again, with the exception of consoling a person
in a more or less generic way

there’s not much we can realistically do.



We can tell our dying friend

that his ex-girlfriend is a terrible person,

a tawdry whore,

that he deserves better,

but the reality is there’s nearly nothing

you can tell a young person who,

in all likelihood, will die a slow death,

there’s next to nothing

you can tell him that will comfort him

when his attractive girlfriend ruthlessly leaves him.
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It’s great to say,

it’s an appealing idea to think

that we can arrive at the door of a dying

young man and alter his life

for the better,

but it’s significantly more difficult

than you might think,

in practice it’s more or less an impossibility.
You imagine at the time

that you're saying something uniquely enlightening
when in reality you're just mindlessly spewing
generic condolences—

generic condolences that are hardly of any help at all.
Having said that, during my day-to-day routine
I thought almost nothing of his ex-girlfriend,

I left it at that,

I thought she was taking the easy way out,
there’s no doubt about that,

but I didn’t necessarily curse her name

in my personal time,

I felt like it was her decision,

and ultimately if she felt as though

my friend wasn’t the person

she wanted to wait for,

in a terminal sense,

then I respected that as her decision,

that there was little any of us could do

besides respect her decision
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and speak poorly of her behind her back.

I didn’t think much of it at all actually

until the following weekend when I was at a bar
around closing time with a close friend,

and I felt a tap on my shoulder,

only to find this ex-girlfriend

of my dying friend.

She said

she just wanted to say hi,

and subsequently I said hello,

yet only a few moments later

I received yet a second tap on the shoulder.
Now this ex-girlfriend’s friend,

who accompanied her to the locale,

was standing in front of my person,

and she proceeded to inform me

that I was quote-unquote “kind of rude”

to my dying friend’s ex-girlfriend,

that I could have said hello

just a little more cordially,

this friend of my dying friend’s ex-girlfriend
actually had the audacity

to stand there and with in a state of sincerity
speak these exact words to me,

to proclaim that it was actually me,

that I was the person who was committing
the faux pas here,

that I was the one just a little out of line,
that my less than enthusiastic hello

was the true affront to good taste here.

Given the circumstances,
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my tendency toward the intemperate
took hold of me,

and I informed them both

of my feelings on the matter,

that I perhaps informed them of my feelings
in an acerbic manner,

in perhaps the most acerbic manner

I could imagine

at the time.

I let them know in no uncertain terms
who I believed was committing

the true faux pas at this bar,

late in the evening,

where we were all inebriated.

In any case, just moments later

I received an additional tap on my shoulder.
The bouncer of the bar

stood in front of me,

rather apathetic,

and informed me that I needed

to leave

the premises because

“the girl over there,” quote-unquote,

was claiming I physically hit her.
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A girl who just dumped my dying friend
said hello to me then had her friend
verbally assault me for allegedly

not being enthusiastic enough

when I returned her reprehensible hello,
then I subsequently verbally assaulted

both her and her friend

for concerning themselves

with enthusiastic greetings

as opposed to people dying arduous deaths,
then she falsely accused me

of physically hitting her

in a public place.

Luckily enough for me,

this notion that a person

punched a female in a venue

densely packed at that capacity,

yet managed to land a punch

so clandestinely no one in the venue noticed,
that no eye witnesses emerged

was absurd to all parties involved,

yet I still vigorously plead my case,

because I'd never plead guilty when innocent,
so I vigorously defended

my name against what I correctly
interpreted to be a total defamation

of my character,

against this tasteless
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character assassination,

a legitimate assassination attempt,

all, unbelievable as it may seem,

as a subsequent result

of me refusing to return

an enthusiastic hello.

An unenthusiastic hello

nearly turned me into an alleged felon,
and as I'm defending

myself vigorously,

perhaps even excessively vigorously,

the ex-girlfriend ambles over

with her degenerate friend

and admits that her claim

was entirely fabricated,

that it had absolutely no basis in reality—
and then the ex-girlfriend

and her degenerate friend,

the true Nazi of enthusiastic greetings,
drive right off,

admitting in so many words

that they were in the business of assassinating
the character of anyone who failed to say hello
to them enthusiastically,

that they equated a less than enthusiastic
greeting with physical violence.

The next morning I received

a call from my sick friend,

and as he addressed

the situation from the previous night,

it became relatively clear to me
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that he was,

for lack of a better phrase,

taking her side.

In my mind at the time this defense

of this person

was synonymous

with taking her side,

which, as you can imagine,

led to a bit of a falling out between us,
as he found himself

attempting to work things out

with a girl who now

hated every aspect of my being

and vice versa.

It was a bit of an imbroglio,

because now I found myself
essentially abandoning my dying friend
as well.

I gave his ex-girlfriend

an extended harangue

regarding her ruthless abandonment
of my dying friend,

then just days later

I found myself also ruthlessly abandoning him.
Eventually we’d see each other again,
my dying friend and I,

we’d spend limited time together

here and there, of course,

our friendship didn’t cease completely,
and it was fine,

there was no bitterness per se,
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but our friendship,

frankly, was obviously never the same.
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His ex-girlfriend abandoned him,
then she felt as though

I gave her an insincere hello

at a bar, then I disclosed

my true thoughts on her character,
her despicable character,

her ruthless abandonment

of my dying friend,

then just days later

I also ruthlessly abandoned

my dying friend.

It took quite a long time for him to die—
he lost his sight,

and he was almost entirely blind,
he was admitted to hospitals

in a terminally intermittent fashion,
visiting with high-priced specialists
that brought nothing other than
utter financial ruin to his family,
and eventually he was enclosed

in his bedroom from sunset to dawn to dinner,
in his parents’ house,

an only child, abandoned by both
his girlfriend and his good friend.
Four years later I heard

that he’d entered hospice,

that he laid on his deathbed,

and I arranged to pay him
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a visit the subsequent morning

with my cousin, but he died overnight.
Days later, his mother noted

to a mutual friend

that she’d prefer his impending funeral

to be a small ceremony,

that she didn’t want it to be a big crowd,
and I considered not attending

before being ultimately convinced

by a mutual friend to attend.

Against my better judgment

I attended the funeral,

yet the second I saw my dead friend’s
made-up corpse in the coffin,

the second I stepped in sight of the coffin,
a bout of intense regret came over me,

and I realized I had no business attending this funeral,
that I abandoned my dying friend,

and then I had the audacity to attend his funeral,
essentially against his own mother’s wishes—
not explicitly against his mother’s wishes
but implicitly against his mother’s wishes.
There was no doubt his mother most likely
would have preferred I not attend.

There was no doubt, if pressed,

she would have at least been agnostic
vis-a-vis my attendance, which,
considering her preference

was a small ceremony,

is tantamount to preferring my absence.
Via the procession line,



it was clear his parents clearly either

didn’t remember me or deliberately forgot me.
In my seat I ceaselessly

speculated whether they didn’t remember me

or deliberately forgot me.

Me—the guy who used to always go pick up their son,
what a great guy,

I used to go pick their son up

more frequently than even his childhood friends,
I was such a nice guy,

yet eventually of course

I stopped coming around,

I abandoned their dying son

like we all eventually abandon the terminally ill,
and subsequently his parents forgot about me,
and rightfully so.

It would have actually been

distasteful for them to remember me.
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The moment I witnessed,

in my dead friend’s father’s eyes,
that he either intentionally

or unintentionally forgot my identity
I knew attending this funeral

was a grave mistake.

I sat back down in my black

fold out chair and said to myself
This is the last funeral I’ll attend,
because attending a funeral

is always a mistake,

it’s the most insipid mistake

we can make.

Attending a wedding may be

a faux paus but attending a funeral

is always an inane mistake.

We all gather around,

all friends and family,

to gaze idiotically at a stiff corpse,
then we go eat at a local restaurant—
we all mindlessly stare at a dead body,
then we have a nice meal.

There’s nothing more disingenuous
than a funeral, and the most disingenuous funerals
are those held for the young.

An essentially interminable disease,
but the medical professional made

a significant fortune in the process.
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A career’s worth for the working class, no doubt.
They extended his suffering,

the suffering of his family,

the suffering of everyone around him,

then allowed him to die.

How many hundreds of thousands of dollars,

if not millions of dollars,

were spent, only to extend

a man’s suffering and still allow him

to perish prematurely?

But of course they still accepted payment,
because you never get

an A for effort in this country,

unless you're a medical professional.

It’s only doctors who have the audacity

to extend a son’s suffering,

watch him die, and still ruin the family financially.
We think so highly of doctors in this country,
yet it seems to me that doctors are greater charlatans
now than they’ve ever been.

But of course I attended the reception as well,
where the disingenuous nature

of the entire event really came into focus.

The disingenuous nature

of the entire ordeal naturally reached

its apex at the reception,

as it became just another social event.

It’s impossible to have an iota of respect for yourself
or the society you participate in

after attending an event of that magnitude.
Sitting in that black fold-out chair,
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staring at my dead friend’s heavily made up corpse,

it failed to occur to me then—

I was too consumed with disgust for myself—

but in retrospect

my only conclusion from that day is just that,

that rationalism is nothing more

than the most lurid form of absurdist propaganda.

We’ve constructed a rationalist Anglo world

that hasn’t consumed everything,

not quite yet, but that still remains essentially
objectionable,

just as the mystic Byzantine world,

it’s natural opposite, was,

in its essence, also entirely objectionable.

And the doctors who treat our dead friends,

prolonging their suffering and buying homes

in the Hamptons with the criminal proceeds,

they’re objectionable in every way.
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And the people

who assassinate our characters
because they feel as though

we’re not enthusiastic enough

when we say hello to them at bars,
they’re criminals of the highest magnitude.
But we ourselves

are just as objectionable

as any of these actors,

we’re also criminals

of the highest magnitude,

we’re perhaps the most objectionable.
We astutely recognize

our opposites as criminal

because we exist as parts

of the same criminal whole.

We don’t know how to deal

with death anymore.

We think our scientists

and our doctors are progressing,

that they’ll eventually progress

to a state where they’ll once

and for all understand death,

once and for all

when the sad reality

is we remain at the apex

of the primitive with regards

to quote-unquote dealing with death.
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We’re essentially

an indigenous population

when it comes to interacting with death.
We’re zealots of progress,

and as such we’re

ill-equipped to interact

with any sort of profundity,

because we're suspended in progress,

we’re stuck waiting for our scientists

and doctors to give us the word,

to give us the word

that they’ve finally gotten

to the so-called bottom of death.

Previous generations spoke profoundly

in the face of death,

while our generation serves cole slaw

and chicken parmigiana at funeral receptions,
the images of corpses

still fresh in our mind.

Previous generations understood death

in a profoundly general sense

if hardly at all in a specific sense.

We consume mozzarella sticks

in the face of death,

we eat jalapeno poppers

in the face of death,

we drink craft beer with idiotic tangerine aftertastes
in the face of death.

It’s, frankly, only the homeless of our era
who truly recognize the ills of the private sphere—
‘by examining the nature of sensible things,
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these people have arrived at a certain concept of God,

but not at a conception truly worthy of Him.’
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ADAM METROPOLIS
The Number 1.99999 Repeating

8,809:11,704 .753

01—614:793 .774

We hadn’t [bleen there nlilnety [sle[clonds, [ble[clause it
[wlas rfilght as [wle [w]al[kled in the [b][a][ck]yard of the
hlilgh [s]lc]hool [glr[aldulaltio[n] [plarty th[a]t her
[clousin  a[pplroached uls] and, wi[thlout [thle
[sIl[i]ghte[s]t hesit[a]tio[n], a[s]ked my [glirl[f]riend r[iJght
to her [f]lallcle—D[ild you brlilng my [tlu[plper[w]are
[w]lilth you? It [t]oo[k] [plerha[pls longer than I [clare to
[clon[fle[s]s to [flully [rle[clognize [w]hat exalc]tlly] it
[wlas shle] [wlas [rle[fle[r]en[cling. Oh, the oxt[aill, I
[rle[f]ll]le]lc]lted, a [s]lellclond or [slo [l]a]ter, as I
[rle[clalled there [b]leling a [bleauti[f]ul, [w]ood-[c]overed,
[plliellcle of gla[s]s of tu[ppler[w]are [s][iltt[ilng [iln oulr]
[rle[f]r[i]lgerato[r] [flo[r] ove[r] a [wlee[k], i[n]cublaltin]g
aln] oxt[ai]l dish thla]t hl[ald, u[n][flortunatefl]ly],
[tlo[tlalllly] ex[plired—it was so [flar gone I was
hleJsi(t]la[n]t [tlo eve[n] o[ple[n] the [tlo[p] of the
tlulpple[rlwalrle [clon[t]aine[r], [d]es[plite the [fla[c]t the
tlo[p] of the [clon[t]lainer was a bealulti[flul, wood
fllilnfilshed [pliece. There was [n]o [d]oubt in [m][y]
m][ilnd [thlat [thlis oxtail was, [a]t th[a]t [ploint, [n]ot
just [clom[pl[e]te[l]ly] [elx[plired but [e]ssential(l]ly] a
tylple of mlea]t soulp], a tylple of I[illqlulilfied
[clo[r]lpllsle, whlilch of [cloulr]sle di[s]gu[s]ted mle]
[slevlerelly]. [Clllealning it out [s]t[rJulck] mle] as a

— — —

glrlote[s]lqlue idea. I [clan't [slay for [clertain, but it's]
more [1]i[k]e[lly [th]an not [th]at I [th][r]ew [i]t [i]n[t]o the
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[tl[r]lash—tlu[ppler[w]are, [w]ood [t]lo]lp]l, and [o]x[t]ail.
[Olh, [s]lo] [slorry, I'll [dlefliln[i]tely [blr[ilng [i]t [black
[sloon!" she [s]aid, [alnd I glla]n[cled []t her [a]nd
a[tt]lelm[p]ltled [tlo [d]lellc]li]lphler i[f] she had [a]ny
[il[d]ea the [tlu[ppler[w]are [alnd the ox[t]ail [w]ere [bloth
llolng glolne, thla]t [bloth now [s]la]t in a gar[blage
hea[p], a [plile of tr[a]sh [sJomewhere, at the [blottom of a
[plulblli[c] [dumlp], [s]ti]lll] f[i]lllled wlilth [d]e[clayed,
gro[tle[s]lqlue ox[tlail, [a]nd th[a]t her [c

nelvler again [o]wn the [pr[i][v]i[l][e]ge of [
(le[fltlo]lv]ers in[tlo that [plie[cle of [tlu[ppler[w]are
[wlith  the beauti[flul [w]ood [clo[v]ler. That
[tlulplper[wlare [wlas [f][iln[ilshed. Having [slaid that,
[
[

Jousin would

plllJalcling her

elvleln the [flinfe]ls]t [plliellcle of [tlu[pplerware—how
plirleclilous [i]s [ilt [r][ea]llly]? [Clouldn’t we [r]e[p]lalc]e
it [flor [flive do[lllars or [lle[ss]? My thin[kling at the
[time was ye[s], [thlat [thle [tlu[ppler[w]are [w]as
en[tlirely [flun[glible, yet as [s]looln as we [s]te[ppled
[floot int[o] this [hligh [s]ch[oo]l [glraduation [plarty [h]er
[clousin in[q]uired a[blout the [tlu[ppler[w]are—as [ilf
thli]s [tlulppler[w]are [plerhalp]s [blelonged to [sJome
[slort of rare [s][ple[clies of [tlu[ppler[w]are, [plerhalpls a
[sliplleliclilels of [tlulpplerware on the verge of
ex[t]lilnct[ilon, [plerha[p]s this [w]as [slome [klind [o]f
[olne-[o]f-a-[klind [tlu[pplerware I non[ch]a]llalntly
[tlo[s]sed in[tlo a [plile of [tlra[sh]. [Slo[m]e [pleo[plle
hlalve [ml]la]ssive a[m]lou]nts [o]f re[s][pllelct for
tu[ppler[w]are, [blut I've n[ejver [bleen [o]ne of them, It
allwlays e[lJu[d]ed [m]e [wlhy a[n]yo[nle [w]ould i[n]vest
[mJore than [olne [d]o[ll]lar i[n]ltlo a [plie[cle of
[tlulppler[w]are, [plersJona[llly. [T]o [m]ly] [m]ilnd, if a
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[pliece of tulpplerware, no [m][altter the level of
cr[a]ftsfm][a]nshi[p], is [plri[cled ablo]ve [o]ne dollar, then
it'[s] an over[plrilcled [plie[cle of tu[pplerware. It'[s] juls]t

[v]er [v]iewed [a]s [a]n
in[vle[s]tment of [a]ny kind. In [m]ly] [m][ilnd, [p][]ates
and bowls are re[l]ati[v]e[lly [w]orth[w]hile

in[vlestimJents, [while tu[ppler[wlare is e[ss]entia[llly a

not an [iJtem [I]'ve [pler[s]onally e

[c] [plitalllis]t [pl[lloy to in[c]rea[sle the [p]rofit margin

n [pllll[allsltilc] [b]lalgs—to [clon[v]in[cle [pleo[plle they
shouldnt [oln{lly [i]ln][v]e[s]t [iln] [p][l]ates and blo}wls,
[blut allslo [illnlve[s]t [illn] the highe[s]t [qlualllity
[plllllallsltic [bllalgs ([tlulplperware), [thlat in [thleory
[thley’ll use [a]g[ailn and [alg[ailn, [blut [i][n] [plralclti[cle
they’ll [lose [i][n][cle[ss]ant[l][y] and [c]on[s]tant[l][y] have
to re[pl[l]alcle.

02—696:817 .852

‘She’s nlelvlelr gleltting that [tlupplelrware blalck,” I
[s]aid. “Y[ou] th[r][ew] it in the [t][r][a]sh?’ she [s]aid. ‘You
glalve the o[kllay]?’ I [s][aill[d], to which [sh]e [sh]oo[k]
[hler [h]lea](d], [c][l]lear(l]ly] [ml]i[s][r]e[m][eJmb[e]ring the
[pllll[e]ltholr]a  of [tlimes [w]le]ve thrown out
[tlu[ppler[w]are in the [pla[s]t, the [cloun[t][l]e[s]s [t][ilmes
[IT've [slleeln a [plliellcle of [wlell-{w]orn [tju[ppler[w]are
[t]a[kling ulp] [s][plalcle [iln our [r]e[f]r[i]ge[r]ator, a[s]ked
her ilf] I [clould thrlow [s]aid [tlu[ppler[w]are out,
[rle[cleived a[ppllrloval to th[rlJow [s]aid [tlu[ppler[w]are
[ou]t, and th[rJown [ou]t [s]aid [t]u[ppler[w]are. It’s n[o]t a
[plrlollbllem, I [slaid, we can [p][r]lo][bla[blly juls]t [bluy
her a [rle[p]la[clelm]ent or [s]o[m]ething. Shle] ag[r][eeld
[blut [s]leelmed du[b]lilou[s], and I [flelt the [s]ame, I

136



[flound [mly[s]el[f] a[g]rleeing with [b]lo]th [m]y[s]el[f]
and [mly [glirl[f][rliend, [dle[s][plite the [f]a[c]t we had
[dlialm]e[t][r]iclally ~ o[ppllolsed  views on  this
[tlu[pplerware. My [glirl[f][r]ie[n]d a[n]d I
di[s][a]lg]lr]lee]ld on our [a][blilllitly] to re[p][l]alc]e this
tulppler[wlare, and I [a][g]r[eeld [wlith [bloth of u[s]. I
[slat iln] a [lJawn chair a [sle[c]o[n]d or [s]o [l]ater,
drin[kling a gllla[ss] of [Sloju, [elx[plllilclitllly
[a]ltltem[p][tling [tlo [alvoid a[n]ly] u[nlne[cle[ss]a[r][y]
iln]te[r][a][c][tilon [a]t thi[s] [hligh [s]chool g[r]adualtiJon
until [I]'d im[b][iJbed at [l]ea[s]t [h]alf this [blottle of
[Sloju, doubt[ilng my [a][bllillllliltly] to [clome off
[al[pplro[plriate[l]ly] [clordi[al] in a [s]oci[al] [sletting
[slanfs] a [m][iln[ilm]lulm [o]f half [o]f [a] [b]lo]ttle [o]f
thi[s] [Slojlu] [r][ulth{lle[ss][lly [pler[clo[l]ating thr{ou]gh
my [b][lJood[s]t[rleam. I [s]at there, [clon[tlem[p][l][alting
hlilgh [s]c]hool [glradula]tions, [clon[tlem[p]l[a]ting my
own hlilgh [s]lc]hool [g]lr]adula]tion, [rle[c]allin[g]
nothin[g] of mly] hlilgh [s]ic]hool [g]lr]adula]t[ilon,
[clontem([pll[a]tfilng the [plervla][s]ilve [ildi[o]cly of
or[glanized edu[c][a]t[ilon, [clon[slidering how more or
lelss [elvery] u[n][il[qlue thin[kler—from [S]o[c]r[a][t]es
[s]itloned by the [A]the[nlians to Giorda[n][o] [B]ru[n]o]
[blurnt afl]lilve [b]ly] the [Clatho[lliic] [ch]ur[ch] to
[Nlietzs[ch]le] un[r]leald a[n]d in] a[n] i[n]slane
alsly[llum as he [r]loltted [alway—y]
unfi][qlue thin[kle[r] ove[r] the [clour(s
[hli[s]to[r]ly] was either inten[s]e[l]ly] o[s]t[r]a[clized or
[slimplly] a[ssla[sslinlaJted by the [sly[sltemati[c]
edulc]laJtors of [hlis or [hler dlaly. In short, I was
volc]lil[flerfou]sly drfiln[k]lilng th[ills] gla[ss] of [Sloju

els, [elve[r]ly]

e of [hluman

—_— ==
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when [I] thought to mly][slel[f]-{Ilsn’t [i]t po[ss][i]ble
[thJat  we [thlink of [thle [thleo[l][o]g[illc]al
[phlli]lllo[s]lo]lphlers as the [clo[n][s]ervatives, as the ones
[rle[s]t[r]ained by thi[s] [s]Jo-[clalled [c]o[n][c]eption of
God, yet it's] alcltually the [cla[s]e [th]at [th]e
[thleo[l][o]glillclal [ph][il[l]lo]so[phlers, over the [clour(s]e
of [hJu[m]an [hli[s]tory, are the [m]o[s]t au[d]acious, the
[blol[d]est [phliloso[phlers we [h]ave and [h]a[v]e e[v]er
[hlad? How [e]lllse can we [e]xp[llain [Bler[kle[lley, I
thought—[ealsilly] the [m]ost ra[dli[clal s[k][e][p]t[i]lc] the
[m]o[dlern WIelst h[als [pllrlodulcled, yet allslo a
[Clatholi[c] [p]lrlie[s]t? [Dliony[sliu[s], for ex[alm[p]le, was
[a]ctually [qluite vlilgor[ouls] [iln hlils [s][kle[plti[cli[s]m
of our [a]b[illliltly] to kinJow a[n]lylthing, his
[clir[clum([l]o[c]utions were [a][c]tua[llly [qluite r[a]di[c]al.
[Wlhereas our typilclal [sle[c]ular athei[s]t
[phlilllo[s]o[phler, [w]hile [a]ssured of our [a]b[i][l][i]ty to
k[n]lolw the[rle a[rle [n]lo] Gods, is rather neutered [iln
hli]s [phlli]llJo[slo[phl]liliclal [s][ple[clulllations [i][f] the
[fllalct thla]t God [d]oesn’t ex[i]st [i]s le[f]t to the si[d]e.
(Ilsn't [iJt [plo[ssllilble [thlat [thle [s]lo]-[c]alled
theo[l]lolglillclal [phl](i]ll][o]lslo[phlers are the mlo][s]t
[aJudacious [almong [u]s? The [olnes who are [wlilling
[tlo [tla[kle the [plro[pler(lly [r]aldli[clal [l][eal[pls
nelcless]alr]y [wlhen [d][ea]lling [w][i]th
meta[phl[yls[il[c]s, I thought [wlhile vo[c][i][fler[ou][s][1][y]
drfiln[k][ilng th[il]s bottle of [Sloju, un[wli[llling to
[sllplealk] to [alnyone [a]t this high [s][c]Jhool
gradulalt[ilon un|tlil I had [th]orough(lly
[clon[tlem[p][l][altle]ld the [tlrue n[a]Jture of [thle
[thleo[l][o]glillc]al [ph][i][1][o]so[ph]er.
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"How [ellse can we [elxplain [Kli[e]r[k][e]gaard? The
[sle[culllar [phli[l]o[s]o[phlers tal[k] our ears [o][ff] a[n]d
[m]ore [o][flten than [n]lo]t [slay [n]othing [bleylo]nd
what [thleir [thle[s]is a[d]visors [d]em]and [t]Jo [ble
[plirlintled, I thought, vo[c][ilfero[ulls]lly d[r][ink[ilng
thli][s] bottle of [Sloju, while [thl]e a[plex of [th]e
[thleo[l][o]glillc]al [phl[illlllo](slo[phler trullly e[n][allc]t[s]
the [n]otion of [phlilllo[slo[phlizing with a h[aJmmer?
Ylelt, in oulr] [e]lr]a, it [s]leelms w[e] more or [l]e[ss]
di[sJmi[ss] all [phli[llo[slo[phlers wh[o] chloo]se t[o]
be[lllielve in God, I thought. [I]s [i]t then po[sslible, [I]
thought, dr[ilnk[ilng mly] [Sloju, vol[c|lilfero[ulsly, that
[ble[clause [thle [thleo[l]lolg[illclal [phlill][[o][slo[phlers
have [bleen e[sslen(tila[l]ly] [shlunned from the
[m]o[d]ern alc]a[d]e[m][y], that the [m]ere [m]en[tilon of
God is [a]n[a]the[m]a to the [m]o[d]ern [a]c[a]ld]e[m]y,
that [ble[clause [thle [th]eol[o]g[i]lc]al [phl[illlo]so[phler
[hlas  [bleen [hlo[l][i][s]t[illclalllly [blanned from
partalkling in the [mlo[dlern [slo-[clalled a[c]a[d]e[mly,
our [mlo[d]ern organized e[d]Jucators, [th]at [thley’ve
[thlerefore [m]a[n]aged to [m]a[n]eu[v]er out[s][ilde of the
[s]t[ilfling bulrleauc[rla[c]ly] of the uni[v]er[slitly]-[alnd
[a][c]tuall[y] engaged with o[r][i]g[ilnal thought? Should
we [clon[s][i]lder that po[ss][i]ble? [Th]at [thley [e]lc]ho
[elar{l][y] [C]h[r]istia[n] [th]eo[l]ogia[n]s, [plerse[cluted by
[plagaln] [Rlomal[n] autho[rlitile]s, who [c][r]le[a]t[e]d
e[l]aborate [f][r]Jamewor[k][s] that [flormed the [s]ui
genelrli[s] [mleta[ph]yls[illc]al [flound[a]tiloln of early
Chlrlistian thought, a [s]ui ge[n]eri[s] [slynthe[s]i[s] of the
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[n]lo][nli[c]lal Glol[sllplels with [Nleo[p][l]at{o]ni[c]
[thlat [oJur [m]o[d]ern [th]eo[l]Jogia[n]s,

o

2,
&3

=
ot

[
[
[a]llm]ost [rlegardless of de[n]o[mli[n]atio[n],
[plirlo[slelcluted  [bly  the atheilslt univer[slity
[blu[r]eau[c][r]ats, are [wlork[ilng [w][ilth[iln
[plerhlallp][s] [s]lilml[i][1]ar(l]y [r][aldi[c]al
[f]r[aJme[w]or[k][s]? [Allf]ter all, [s]e[c]u[l]ar [a][clademi[c]
[phli[l]o[s]o[phlers are [l]oath to [s]p[e][cull]late on m[u]ch
[o]f [alnything in oulr] [e]r]a. In their [p][l]a[cle we have
theoret[i][c]al [phllyls(illc]lills]ts ~ who  eml[p]l]oy
[clom[p]lllex  [m]athe[m]ati[c]s to  [plrove  the
[sluls]ce[pltibli][l][ilty of [clom[p][llex [m]athe[m]atics to
allmlost anly] tylple of [slo[phllilstr[y]. [Flrlan[k]l[y],
I'lvle nlellvler [rles[pllellclted [m]athe[m]ati[cilans, I
[shlould ad[m]it that [m]ulch [ullplflrlont. I
[slu[plplolse, in my [olwn [w][a]y, I've allw]alys viewed
[m]athe[m]ati[cilans as e[s]sen[ti]a[llly [ch]ar[l]atans. I
view the art of [m]athe[ml]atilc]s as [nJot only
[d]e[cla[d]ent, but I al[s]o view the [clon[clept of [nJumber
as a[n] e[ssle[n]tia[llly [m]eta[ph][yls[illc]al [d]o[m]ain. The
[m]athe[m]at[i]c[ilan’s  [florfm]ulas  [a]re  [a]lways
de[r]li]vat[ilve of the nu[mle[rliclal axio[m]s of
[m]eta[phlysi[c]s—it's always [s]t[r]ulc]k me as e[n]tirely
[plo[ssli[b]le that [nJum[blers are an [ilm[p]o[ssli[blility.
[Th]at [th]e [ilntro[d]Ju[c]ti[o]n [o]f the [d]ecimal [p]oint, of
the fra[cltifo]n, e[sslentia[l]lly [s][aln[k] [m]athe[m][a]ti[c]s
right [iln [ilts [pllalcle, in mly] e[yles at [l]ea[s]t. Of
[clourse, I'm at [blottom a [d]i[s]ci[p]le of [Pla[llamas, for
[cle[r]tai[n], I was inald}ve[r]te[n]t{lly [bla[p]tized as a
[dli[slci[plle  of  [Plalllalm]as, of [clour[sle, I
[flun[d]a[m]entally [dli[s]lagree wlilth th[i]s] [m]o[d]ern
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i[dJea thla]t we [c]la]n [cJom[p]reh[elnd [e]verything in a
[plure(lly inte[llle[c]tual [flashion, [thlis [n]lo]tion [th]at
[thlere’s, [iln pra[c]t[i]ce, [n][o] [1][i]lm][i]t to the hu[m]an
[inte[1]le[c]t. I f[ilnd that [i]dea to be [o]ne [o]f the mo[s]t
[a][b][slo[1]ute[lly [a][b][slurd. Sure, of [clour[s]e, we [c]an
rlealld], [slay, [Plarme[n][i][dles and, while [i]t’s
ilm[plre[sslive, it’s [allso entirelly] [a]b[sjurd, and I
pler{slo[n]a[lllly] enjoy [ilt [i]lmm]le]nse[l]ly], [blut on
those [m]le]rits. [I'm not sure [I'd [bla[sle my
[slelilent[i]f[ilc thought on it. I'm at [lJea[s]t [l]e[ss] than
[clertain it’d [ble[clome the [clorner[s]tone of my
[sllellclulllar inte[ll][e][c]tual [plur[s]uits. [Plarmenlild[e]s
is one of the [ple[r]flelclt wolr][kls of ab[slu[r]d[i][s]t
[(fTillcltlilon wrlilttfeln [iln any langlulage—and if wle]
[ilnd[ee]d ma[d]e it a [c]or[n]er[s]tone of our [s][e]lclull]ar
ilnJte[l][e][cltual pur(sluits, then at [l][ealst wle]’[d]
[n]lee][d] to [rle[clognli]ze our ab[slur[d][i]st ori]g[ilns, as
[Dlio[n]y[slius  [r]lilghtfullly] [d]oes. Ylelt we've
[elm[plloyed [Plar[mle[n][ild[e]s for [clenturfie]s as a
funda[mle[n]tal co[mmle[n]tar[y] on a[ll]le]gleld[l]y]
ra[tio[n]all]i[s]t [n]o[tilons. A[ll]e]gleldly ra[tiJo[n]a[l]ist
[n]o[tilons—[i]s th[i]s not [w]hat [w]e find our[s]elves
le ofr] le[s]s [nlight and [d]ay? When I
[mleta[ph]lyls[illc]s I [dlo [slo in a
[clons[ci]ously ab[slurd [f]a[shlion, be[c]ause I re[clognize
the [Jlillm]lilts of [lJanguage, the [l][i]lm]lilts of
(1 [
[clolm]muni[c][alting  [mleta[phlysi[c]s i[n] li[n]ear
[alnd/or r[a]tilo[n]al [f]la]lshlio[n]s. It [slee[m]s
[
[

— =7

[slteeped in, mo[r

]
[clolmm]ent on

Janguage thla]t [a]t [blottom are in[c][a]pa[b]le of

slolmJewhat obv[iJou[s] [th]at [th]ere's a ne[f]a[r][i]ou[s]
llite[r]a[llism at pllaly here, I thliln[k] [i]t’s [s][a][f]e to
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[sllay] that. Ever [slin[cle grade [s]lcJhool I was
[plos[iltlilve that I [s]tood in the [p][rlesen[cle of a
nefa[rliofu][s] [l][iJtera[l][ilsm. Even as a young [bloy,
[ilnst[iln[c]tlilve[llly], T k[nlew [n]um[blers were, in all
(Ji[kle[llihood, im[plo[s]s[i][b][i][l][ilt[ie]s, and th[a]t my
[sly[s]tem[al]ti[c] edulc]ation was high(1][y]
[slulslce[p][tlib{lle  to, i[f] [nJot  e[n][tlirel][y]
[clom[p]ll]i[clit i[n], a [n]e[fla[r]ious [llite[r]a[llism. The
[eldu[c][a]tilon of my youth [d]ildn’t [elxa[c]tly
[e]n[clourage aud[a][cilous thought.
04—805:1077 .747
I[n] a[nly [clals]e, we [clan’t [clom[p]ose [m]etaphlyls[illc]s
i[n] a rational [slen[sle, [clan [w][e]? [I]sn’t [i]t allw]ays in
a bet[w]lelen-the-lines [slen[sle that [wl]e [clom[plose
[m]eta[phl][yls[illc]s, [iln [w][iln[k]s and nods that we write
[mleta[ph]ylslilcs,  be[clause ~we [c ]ant wirlite
[mleta[phlysi[cls [iln a llilnear [alnd/or [r]a]ltilo[n]al
[flallshlio[n]? We [t][la]ke [flar [t]oo much at [f][a]ce
value. Our [l][ilte[r]al][ilsm [i]s [ilntentio[n]a[ll]ly] or
unlijntentio[nl]a[lllly] [nle[fla[rliou[s]. [Ble[clause the
realllitly] is [nlear{l]ly] [nJothing [clan [ble t[a]lklen at
fla][cle va[l]ue. [D]o you r{ea]ll]ly [ble[l][ie]ve the gr[ea]test
minds of An[t][illqlulilty [iln[tlen[d]ed [t]o [ble [t][a][k]en
at flalce value? The [B]ylz[alntines [rlead [P]l[a]to the
[sllaJme [w]ay] [wle [r]leald Dols]toyev(s]k[y], [w]hereas
[wlle] rlelad [Pll[aJto the [s[[ame [w]ay] the
Blylz[alnt[ilnes r[eald the Go[s][plels. [Plerha[pl]s [bloth
are a[b]sulr]d. Now, sulrle, I'm with[ou][t] a [d][ou]b[t],
from a [clertain vantage [ploint at lea[s]t, a [d]i[s]ci[p]le of
[Plalamals], I won't a[t]t{e]m[p]t to d[e]n[y] that, but we
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t [tlakle evelrlything [Pla[llamas [plut to
[plalpllyllrluls] at falcle wvalllue either. Although
[Plalalm]a[s] under[sJtood the short[clo[m]ings of
Ant[illqluliltly] better than [elven the [m]o[s]t
[ Irogre[sslive [m]odern [s][c]holar, I'd [ble the la[s]t one

o [sllay] I t[a]lkle every[thling [th]e [s][ailnt wrote at
[ llallcle va[llue, be[clause I'm [flar [f][rlom a
[Ilite[r]a[l]i[s]t. The m[o]de[r]n [s][c]h[o]la[r], in[s][o][f]ar as
[hle [kleeps [hlis [flaith i[n] ratio[n]a[llism, will m[o][s]t
(Lilkle[lly [nleve[r] [clome [tlo [tle[rlms with the
[n][a]tur]e of An[t][il[qluli]t[y]—is that fair to s[a]y? H[e]'ll
r[ea]d Parmen(ildle]s and talkle eve[r]ything
rlalllllyl, a[nld iln] talklin[g] eve[rlythin[g]
rlallllly] he'[ll] [ilnev[iltab[l]ly] takle everything

ildliJotlillclall[lly]. [T]sn’t [i]t the [c][al[sle [th]at [th]e
thleologians are the grlealte[s]t [s][kle[pltilc]s am[olng
uls? We view [f]lailth as [ploison as we [rlet[ailn
flanatical levels of [f][ai]th in ou[r] [s]en[s]o[r]y o[r]ga[n]s.
We [plel[r]use a [v]a[rliety of em[pli[r]i[clal [s]tudies that
vli[vlisle[c]t the [glrote[s]qlue fi[c]tions of oulr]
slen[slo[rly o[r][glans—did you kinJow it”s] [nJow
slpelclulllated human [b][elings didn’t s[ee] the [co[l]or
bl[lJue until the [l]atter [B][C] [clenturie[s] at ear[llie[s]t?
Alll [a]lr]Jound uls] oulr] [slen[slo[rly o[r]gans [e]xcrete

1
]
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elviden[cle of their [u]tter [u]n[r]e[l]iab[i][l][i]ty, yet we
view [f]lailth as idiocy while [

[fla[n]at[ilc[a]l [n]otio[n] that oulr] [s]en[s]o[r]y o[r]ga[n]s
can and should and ml[u][s]t be tr[u][s]ted—[w]h[i]ch [i]s
[why [wle're [n]ot [qluite [r]adilc]al e[n]Jough. The
[m]o[d]ern [a]ge [r]et[ailns [r]a[d]i[c]al [f][ai]th [i]n [i]ts
[slen[s]ory o[r]gans in a [m]o[r]e [f]an[a]ti[c]a[l] [f][a]shion

rlet[ai][n][ilng th[ils
s
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tha[n] a[nly hi[s]to[r][i][c]al [r]el[i]g[ilon k[n]Jown to man.
[N]othing [clan [ble t[a]klen [a]t [f]lalce v[a]lue, th[a]t
[m]uch we should ag[r]lee] on, whli]ch [b][r]lilngs [m][e]
to this, a t[rJue [flly i[n] the oint[mle[n]t, [slo to
[slplealk—how [i]s [i]t you [a]rrive at [a] po[s]tulation of
a[n] e[ssle[n][cle you ca[nnjot k[nJow? Thli]s [ils the
question, [iJs [ilt [nJot? How [d]oes the
[m]athe[m]a[t]i[cilan reach the po[s]tula[tiJon num[blers
are [a]lcltual [alnd [d]i[s]tlin[c]t? [Hlow is it
[plolsls(illblle, glilven [hJuman ca[pla[b][illlilties, to
[d][i][s]tlilnguish the [nJum[bler two fro[m] the [nJu[m]ber
one [ploint [nline [rle[pleatilnlg (1.9999999...) il[n]
[plirlacti[cle? How [i]s [i]t [plo[ss][i]ble to d[i][s][t][ilnguish
[tlwo from one [ploint nine re[pleating? How does
[m]ath[e][m]ati[c]s a[t]tleJmpt [tlo [l][aly any [c][l][ailm to
phlylslillclal [s][pllallcle—[tlo [alttem[p]t to [c][l]aim the
[a]billlitly] to [ll[ealve [thle [thleor[e]tilc]lal—when [i]t's
[ilm[plo[s]s[ilble for u[s] to d[i][s]tlilnguish the [nJumber
two fro[m] the [nJumber one [ploint [n]ine [rle[pleatin]g
(1.9999999999999999999999.--), iln] [plracti[cle? It [s]eems
im[pJo[ssli[b]le [flor u[s] to kinJow [th]at [th]e [nJum[b]er
[tlwo [i]s [iln [flact the [n]um[bler [tlwo, and [n]ot the
[n]Jumber [o]ne [ploint [n]ine re[pleating
(1.9999999999999999.--), and i[f] [wleTe u[n]a[b]le to
kinJow the [nJum[bler [t]wo [i]s [i]n [f]act the [n]Jum[bler
[tlwo then how [clould it [ble [plo[ss]i[b]le to a[ss]ert th[a]t
[m][a]the[m][a]ti[c]s h[a]s any va[llue out[s]ide of [th]e
[plure(lly [thleoreti[c]al? [Bly in[s]tinct [plerhalp]s we feel
as [thlough [th]e [nJum[bler [tlwo is the [nJum[bler [t]wo,
and the [nJum[bler [o]ne is the [nJum[bler [o]ne, yes, the
[m][a]the[m][a]ti[c]al [alxioms [m]ay [f]eel [c]orre[clt—yle]t
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the [f][a]lc]t re[m]ains that we 1[a][ck] the [pler[cle[p]tual
[flalc]ulties to d[i][s][t][ilnguish [tlwo a[pplles fr{o]m [o]ne
[ploint nine re[pleating (1.99999999999...) a[pplles.
[Wlhen [wle [s][pleak of the [E][sslen[c]e of all things we
[dlon’t  [s]pleak anly] [dlifferent[l][y]-with  the
[elx[cle[pltion that our [phli[llo[slo[phly of a[n]
u[n]k[nJowa[blle E[sslen[cle [slee[k]s to [plut a [s]trfi][c]t
[ijm[ilt on k[nJowledge [bla[sled on [i]n[s]tin[c]t[i]
a[sslum[p]tliJons, whereas the [phlilo[slo[phly of
[m]athe[ml]atic[s] a[t]tlelm[p]t[s] [tlo ind[elf[iln[i]tely
[elx[pland our k[n]Jowledge ba[sled on [n]othing more
tha[n] aln] i[n][sltlilnctlilve  a[s]Jsum(pltlilon, the
in[slt[illn]lclt[ilve  a[sslumptlilon that we [c]an
[slulccle[ss]fully di[s]tiin]gulilsh two a[pplles fr{o]m [o]ne
[ploint nine re[pleating (1.999999999999...) a[pplles.

ja—

ve

05—363:468 .776

There’s no doubt that we’re [iln the [m]i]d[s]t of
[slomething e[sslent[i]a[l]ly [m][y][s]teriou[s], that [w]hen
[wle di[s][clu[ss] the e[sslen[cle of [llife [w]e thin[k] [w]e
[clan [ml]a[kle [slen[sle [o]f it [a]ll, that we’re on the
[plre[clilplilcle of [m]a[kling [slen[s]e of [o]ur[s]elves and
[oJur [slu[r]roundings, yet there’s [s]t[i]ll [1][i]ttle doubt
wle] [rlefm]ain [iln the [m]ilJdst of [slomething
[sslent[i]a[l]ly [m]ly][s]te[r]iou[s] [w]hen [w]e begliln to
thliln[k] [c][lJear(lly. Thliln[k|[ilng [ils [plerhalp]s the
[m]o[s]t [m

[whhlilch [w]le] gene[r]alll]ly] be[lllielve trans[l]ates
[mlate[rial and i[mml]ate[rlial exple][rlien[cle i[n]to
[
|

¢

lylslte[rlious alclt [o]f [alll. Thlilnk[ilng,

llanguage—i[nJto [m]odes that are [cJolmm]uni[clable.
Thlliln[k]lilng, whlilch alttlem[plts [tlo [t]a[kle
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[slome[thling [sJuch as [clon[s][u]ming a j[uillcly [plear,
an ex[plerien[cle that ult[i]lm][altely [i]s [clon[flined to
[pler[slonal [e]x[ple[rlien[cle, and [e]xt[r]a[p]olate [i]t [i]n a
[clolm]munli][c]lalble  [flormat to the gene[r]al
[plo[plula[cle. [Slans thin[klin[g], [c]o[n][s]lulmin[g] a
jluillcly [plear would be [s]Jomething [c]o[n][flined to the
[plrivate [s][phlere—wl(ilth th[iln[k]lilng [i]t[s] then
[plresumalb]llly a[lllowed to enter the [plu[b][llilc]
[dlo[m]ain. [Thlere [ils, [iln falc]t, no re[m]ai][n]ing
[plulbllifc] [d]o[m][ai]ln] sans [thlin[kling—and [thlere's
iln] e[ssle[n]lcle nlo] thin[kling [slans a [plulblli[c]
[dlloJmain. Alss][ullmling [wle [clon[s][ullm]e a jluillcly
[plear, thin[kling [W]ow, this [plear is jluillcly, [blut

[rleflulse t[o] wirlite it down, to ver[blally ex[pl[rle[s]s it
to our [plee[r]s, [thlen [thle [thJought Wow, th[i]s [plealr]
[ils juilcly [rlefmlains in the [plurely i[mm]aterial
[rleallm], [i]t’[s] ex[il[s]ten[cle [plure[lly [s][ple[clull]ative,
both [thle [thlJought and the physi[clal [e]x[ple[rlien[cle
[rlefm]ain [e][sslentiallllly] [plure[llly] [sl[plelclull]ative.
It'[s] on(l]ly] [wlhen [thle [thlought [W]ow, th[ils [plear
[ils juilclly] enters the [plu[blliic] do[m]ain that it
[ble[clomes, [plerha[pls not real, [blut [a]t lea[s]t
[
[
[
[

T
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[pplare[n]t iln] a [m]ore [m]ate[rlial [m]anner—it’s]

aJ
vie[rli[flied as a [rleal  ex[plerien[cle  and
slub[s]lelqulelntly [vle[rli[flied as a [r]eal thought. I t[oo]
clon[s]lulmed a [plear, and [w]ow it [w]as al[s]lo] [qluite
juilcly! There’s nlo] doubt we’re [iln the [m]ild[s]t of
[sJometh[ilng e[ss]ent[i]ally [m][y][s]teriou[s] here.

06—546:775 705
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It was just [a] [flew [m]onths [a]g]lo], I dreamt a[n]
ollder [flefm]lalle e[n]g]lalged [ml]e i[n] a [lli[alison,
plerhalp]s a [slexual [l]ilalison—at fir[s]t she [w]as an
JI[d]er [b]la[ck] [w]o[m]an, [bJut then she [ble[clame an
JI[d]er [w]hite [w]o[m]an, [a]nd, [a]s she [w]as [w]hite,
als [wle slalt i[n] a[n] auto[m]o[blile, I en[t]ered a ho[t]el
room [tlo pay [n][i]ne[t]y [

[flor the [n][iJght, then I [r]e[tJurned [t]o the [c]ar. I [w]as
[wlearing a [blus[iln[e][s]s [sluit and she [w]ore
[blus[iln[e][s]s [clasula]l [a][t]tire, there were [t]wo [slmall
[d]ar[k], in[d]e[cli[phlera[blle [florms [s][i]tt[ilng [iln the
[bla[ck][sleat, and [shle t[o]ld me [shle had to g[o] [slouth
of the [Mlissou[r]i now, and [I] [rle[p]l[iled You [m]ean
[slouth of the [Mli[ssli[sslilppli, [rlight?—yet, even
[sletting a[slide our geo[glraphi[c]al [clon[cle[r]ns, he[r]
[sllt]latement [s][tlrulc]k me as [

k[nlew, [that I k[n]ew shle] was [l][ealving for [glood, and
thlat her [1]lealving would [m]a[r][k] a [n]ew [s]ta[r]t for
m]le], [slo to [s][plleallk]. [W]hen I [w]lo]k]e u[p] I [flelt
as thloul]gh, i[n] a[n] i[n]te[n]sely odd and [ilm[p]al[p]able
way, my [e]nt[i]re 1[i][fle had [flollowed the [plath of
Ea[s]tern Orthodoxy—in a [pJro[flound manner I [flelt
this, I [wlas [wli[d]e alw][a]lkle in be[d], glalzing at a
[wlall thin[kling mly] ent[ilre 1[i][fle has [slomehow
[tlra[ckled the [t]enets of the [E]a[s]tern Ortho[d]ox, [th]at
[thlis [d]rleam was [e][quallly] [clor[plo[r]eal to any

|
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tjwo dollars [flor our [r]Joom

slomething I already

—

walkling ex[ple[rlien[cle I've hla]d, [alnd now, [m]onths
later, [I] [rle[m]lailn [c]u[rliou[s] with [r]egar[d] to the
[i][dJentity of this [m]ulti-[r][a]cial [fligure [f][rJom [m]y
[d][r]lealm, who it [s][ee][m]s eng[a]ged [m][e] in a [s]exual
lifalison? De[s]pite affirffmJing the [m][y][s]teriou[s] nature
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of [wlhat [w]e're [i]n the [m][i]d[s]t of, I've never [bleen a
[blel[ie]ver in a[n]gels a[n]d d[eJmons, [s]o to [s]p[ealk—yet
this [fligure [flrom [m]y dr[ea]lm], it s[ee]lm]s to [m][e],
shared [m]any [c]hara[c]te[r][i]st[i][c]s wli]th hli]stor[i][c]al
[rlepolr]t[s] of [slo-[c]alled angels and de[m]ons. Of
cou(r][sle, a[ss][ullmling it”[s] [one [o]f the [tlwo, [w]hich
[olne of the [two [i]s [i]t? A[n] a[n]gel or a [d]emon? Who
were the [d]ar[k], near{lly [florm[l]es[s] [fligures in the
[bla[ck][s]eat of the [clar? A per[s]o[n] e[n]g[alges me in a
[slexual [lli[alison, [blut at [flir[s]t is [b]{l]a[ck], [b]ut then
[ble[clomes white, then tells [m]e she now has to glo]
[qlulo]te-un[qlulo]te south of the [Mlissoulr]i, I
[clo[rr]e[c]lt her, and then I [w]a[kle up [wlith a[n]
iln][tle[n]lsle [fleelling my [llifle’s [slomehow
[flo[llJowed the [tle[n]ets of Ea[s]tern Or[thJodoxy—[th]en,
[thli[s] dr[ea]m's in[t]en[s]it]y] [s][t]i{ckling [w]ith m[e] for
[wllee][kls and [e]ve[n] [m]onths on e[n]d, I [questio[n] i[f]
the [fligure [f]lrlom [m]y d[r]le]am was [plerha[pls a

bleliln]g of [sJome [mleta[ph]yls[ilcal [s]ort, [plerha[pls
a[n] a[n]gel or [plerhalpls a de[mjon. I [qlule]s]tion
whleJther [plerhalp]s a[n] a[n]gel or [plerhalp]s a
dJlelmon enftlered my [d]rfealm to, in a [qluite
sler[plen[t][ilne way, [ploint [m]e i[n] the [d]irectio[n] of
slolmJe[thling—[plerha[p]s Ea[s]tern Or{th]o[dJoxy. And I
qluestion [i][f] th[ils [ils [iln [flalc]t [plols]s[i]ble. [A]t
almo[s]t [a]lny other [t][ilme in mly] l[ilfe I would have
[clon[s]li][d]ered  [i]t ~an  [ilm[plo[ss][illbl[illli]tly],
[slomething  [totallly] lu[dlilc][rlous, I'd have
[clon[slild]ered it [a]n [e]m[bla[r]ra[ssling a[b][sJur[d]it[y]
to [elven [sluggest it. [Wlhereas [p]lr]leMilouls]lly I
[w]ould have [s]at and [s]aid I con[s]i[d]ered it to [ble an

— — o/
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e[m][bla[r]ra[ssling a[b][sJur[d][ilt[y] and utter
ilm][ploss[illb][ill[iltly], [nJow, for [olne [r]eason or
Jother, I [allcltuallllly] [clon[slildler it [a]n
m[blarra[ssling [a][b][slur[dlitly] to find [i]t utter{l]ly]
[ Jmpossi[blle.

a[n

07—237:327 725

Ylelt l[e]t [m]e ex[p][l]ain [m]y thoughts on th[i]s [i]ssue
just a [lilttdle] [flurther, i[f] I [m]ay? Be[clause my
th[ou]ghts [o]n the tlo][plilc] ex[planded
[sllilgnlillflilclant[l]ly] juls]t re[clent[l][y], [als a m[a]tter of
[(flallclt. It was julslt lallslt [S]alturday, [alt a
[bllallcklyard [cloo[klout where I [s]la]t [a]lt a [nlilcle

e[njou[gh] glla][ss] ta[b]le [n]ext to a [blottle of [plotato
vod[k]a im[plorted [fJrom [Plo[l]and, I was drin[kling the
[plotato vodlkla [flrom [Plo[lland in a [s]mall
[plllalsltilc] glll[allss] [wlith [w]ater and ilcle, and the
[plotato vod[k]a was [s]lm]ooth, [qluite [s][m]ooth
a[cltually, when the [pler[slon [slitting [a]lc]ro[ss] from
[mle [m]ade [a] [rle[m]ar[k]—[h]e [s]aid that [h]e jlul[s]t
[blought [h]alf [a] [d]ozen [p][r]e-[r]olled [b][1]unts f[rjom
a [s]tate-[s]lanctioned [d]i[s][plen[s]a[r]y, that h[e] was
[pllllanning to [s]te[p] on the [slidewalk and [llight u[p]
one of thleJse b[llunts, have a [plu[ff] or [tlw[o] [t][o]
re[l]ax, [t][o] [w]hich hle] o[fflered mle] a [plu[ff] [t][oo],
i[f] I [w]anted [o]ne. [W]ell, [a]s it so h[a][pplened, [a]t the
time, [dle[s][plite my general [a]mbivalence to
m[a]rijuana, I con[s][i][d]ered [i]t a [d]e[clent [i][d]ea. [I]
[fligured [IJ'd have [olne [plulff] or [tlwo, [t]o[p]s, that
[m]aybe it [wlould relax [mle. I [fligured, at the [tlime,
that a [plu[ff] or [tlwo, [tlo[p]s, would have a [m]ini[m]al
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to [m]oderaltle e[fflect—yet [w]he[n] I [wle[n]t out to the
[slide[w]alk [w]ith thi[s] [pler[s]on [t]o [t]a[k]e a [p]ulf]f or
[tlwo [flrom his [s][t][a]te-[s]an[c]tioned blunt I'd
di[s][c]over [th]at [ hli[s] weed re[t][ailned a [plo[tlen[cly
thlalt [plerh[a][p]s I'd n[e]ver [e]n[c]ountered before.

08—396:505 .784
The [b]llunts were exqulils[i]te[lly rolle[d] and ta[s]ted
[dle[l][ilc[ilouls], the [flir[s]t hit went [d]Jown [fline—yet as
the [bllunt pa[s]sed [flor a [f][ilnal t[ilme, again[s]t my
[bletter jud[glment, [dleep [dlown a[ck][n]owled[gling
[th]at [thle one [hlit was the [clorre[c]t amount of [hlits,
that a[nly [s]ub[sle[qlue[n]t [hlit would [b]le] a wlh]o[1]I[y]
[sluper[f]ljuous [hlit, [I] [dle[c]lilldled [tlo [tla[kle a
[sle[clond [hlit, where imme[dJiate[l]ly] [flo[l]lowing my
ex[hlale I [clou[ghled vo[clilflerouls]lly]l. I [clou[ghled
vo[cli[flerouls]ly then juls]t [m]o[m]ents later time began,
[mJuch to [ml]ly] [slur[pllr]ilse, [plrlolcleed[ilng [iln a
highly ab[n]or[m]al [m]a[nnler. I [flound mysel[f] at a
[flamily [cloo[k]out, and [t]lime was p[r]o[cleedi[n]g in a
[m]a[nner that [s][tllrlulck] [m]le] as en[tlire[l]y]
ab[njorfmlal. T was [l]loulnging in a [nJon[d]e[s]cri[p]t
(law]n chair, ex[cle[p]t [nJow I [flound my[s]el[f] unable
to ex[ple[rlien[cle the [pllrlo[clession of [tlime in our
Ju[dJilm]en[t]a[r]y, [tle[m][ple[r]ate [m]anner. I
Jum[pled [be

[r

[j tlwleeln di[s][jlointed [s]c[enes. [Pleo[plle
[blegan s[p]lea
[p

[t

[

[
alking and [iJt was almo[s]t as though a
ler[slon hi]t [fast [florward on their [s][p]lee]ch. [Thlen
hle [sliplleelch would s|[1][o}w juls]t
m]lo][m]en(tlarill]ly]. Add[i]t[ilonallllly], I [s]leelmed

en[tlire[l]ly] [rle[s]t[r]lilctle]d from [pler[c]leilving how

— =
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[plleolplle were [pler[c]leilving ml[e], I [flelt [1][i]ke [I] was
[elxtr[e]me[l]ly] hlilgh, in [flalc]t [I] knew [I] was
[elxtr[e]me[l]ly] h[ilgh, and it wasn’t [e]x[a]lc]t[l]ly] the

m[o]st a[ppllr]lo]lpllrliate ven[ule to be th[a]t hilgh—[a]t a
[flami[l]ly] [cloo[klout—[ylet I was [rle[s]t[r][ilct[e]d from
per|clleilving [hlow [h][ilgh [I] [s][eelmed to the out[s][i]de
world. At t[iJmes it felt I[i][kle [I]'d gained a[cc][e][ss] to a
[cllue] that [sluggle]lslted [elve[rlyone knlew] [I] was
[elxt[r][eJmel[y] hli]gh, yet thi[s] [n]otion, that [e]very[olne
kinlew [I] [wlas [elxt[r]le]melly] h[ilgh, [rlemained
un[plrloven, [iJm[plo[ss][ilble to [plrlove, it [sleemed.
[Blecause [plleo]lplle would at [t]limes [s]leelm to [b][e]
[tlr[ealting mle] as if [I] was [hlardlly] [h]lilgh at all,
de[s]plite the [fllallc]t that I [clould no [llonger
[elx[plerien[cle time i[n] a [plure[lly [llinear [f][a]shion.
[Ellslsen(tilallly] [m]y own alc][tilons [ble[clame
[e|ntirel[y] foreig[n] to [m][e]-[m]ore than ju[s]t [b]leling
[elxtr[e]mel[y] high, I [ble[c]lame di[s][c]on[c]erted at [th]e
[thlought of what a[c]tions I [c]ould [plo[ssi[b][1][y] [b][e]
ta[kling that [claused the [p]leollp

[cllea][s]e to view [m][e] as extr[e][m]e

Jle around mle] to
(1ly] high.
09—404:534 757

The [o]nly a[c]tions of my [o]lwn I was [s]till [a][w]are of
[wlere a[c]tions that [s]leeJmed [tlo mle] [t]lo ble] of [a]
per[slon [c][l][ealrl]ly] ext[r]lelme[l]ly] [hligh, [s]o [hlow
[clould thle]se [a][c][tilons [b]le] s[eeln [bly [r][a][tilonal
[a][c]tors to [ble [cloming from a [pler[s]on who was [s]till
ex[plerien[cling [tlime [llinear{lly? Thils] was, [a]t the
[tlime, a que[s]tion [s][alns [a]n [a]n[s]wer. [I]n [sh]ort, [i]t
wasn’t [slim[p]ly that I [clea[s]ed to ex[plerien|c]e time in
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[a] norm[alt[ilve [f][a][sh]lilon—it was the [f][a]lc]t my
exte[rlior [s]ulrrJoundings [sleemed [t]o [clon[t]inue [t]o
re[clog[n][i]ze [I] pa[ssled through [t][ilme in at lea[s]t
[slolm]ewhat of [a] [n]Jormat[i]ve [f][a]sh[i]lon. Thi[s] was
di[s][clo[n][clerting, be[c]ause [olne [w]ould a[sslume, if
you le[f]t the [clo[n][f]ilnes of [n]Jormative t[iJme, [th]at
[thle [pleo[plle [i]n your v[i][c][i][n][ilty would re[clog[nlize
thi[s] [fla[c]t—that you ex]i]t[e]ld [n]Jormat[ilve time. But
[iln thli]s] [cla[se [i]t was almo[s]t as [ilf, ye[s]-I was no
longer [pllrlesent, I was [e]x[ple[rlien[cling [t][i]me i[n]
a[n] [elln][tllilrely a[slynch[r]lonoul[s] [f]ashion, yet [m]y
[slu[rJroundings [s]till [flound [m][e] to [b][e] [thlere, [flor
[thle [m]o[s]t [plart. I was, to the [b]le]slt of my
[pler[cllellpltual [fla[c]ulti[e]s, exi[s]tiln]g i[n] at [1][ea][s]t
two [pllllalcles at on[cle. At the [fla[mli[lly [cloo[k]out,
where [ml]o[s]t [plleo]lplle were [eilther [s][1][ilght[l]y
hlilgh or not hlilgh at [a]ll, and then [alllslo in a
[sle[pla[r]ate ite[r]ation of time, [w]here I [w]as
jlulm[pling flrllolm [plelrliod to [plelrliod,
[iln[d][ilscr[ilm[il[n][a]te[lly. There's [llittle [d][o]ubt
[n]lo]w that time, as we’re exp[o]sed to it, is [o]nly one of
slelveral [i]te[r][a]tions, yet how many [i]te[r][a]tions are
there? It [sleems [ilmpo[ss]lilble for uls] to
[slay—[plerhalp]s [i]te[r]at[iJons [i]s the w[rJong mode [tlo

di[sleuls]s [tllyllples of [tlliJme. [Ilt’s e[n][t][ilrely
[plolsslli]ble, [iln fact, that [t][ilme [pler[cleives [u][s]
inasm[ulch as wle] [pler[c]leilve it. Yet [o]nce [wl]e
a[cklnowledge [thlis [f][a]lc]t, [th][a]t tiim]e has [m]any
[i]te[r]ations of [p][r]odulcling [i]t[s]el(f], that ti{m]e [m]ay
in [flact [pler[cleive u[s] [r]ather than u[s] [pler[cleive [i]t,
then we can no [lJonger blllind[lly [s]tate that our
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[d][r]lealms are ju[s]t [d][rJeams—be[clause it would s[eelm
to [m]le] that [i][f] time, [iln [flalc]t, ta[kles [m]any, i[f]
[n]ot [iln[fliln][i]lt]e, [i][tle[r]ations, then our [d][r][ealms
[clould in [fla[c]t ble] en[tlirelly] [r][ea]l, [th]at [th]ey m[a]y
julslt ex[ills]t [iln [d]i[ffle[r]ent [i]te[r][altions of [tlime.
Our d[r]leaJms could ble] enltlirelly] [r]leall
[elx[ple[rlien[cles, juls]t [e]x[ple[rlien[cled in [s]e[p]alr]ate

ite[r]ations of [t]ime.

10—458:632 .725

Of [clour[sle, [rla[tilonallly] [s][plleallkling, not that wle]
[shlould [s][pllealk] [r]a[tilonal(l]ly], but [r]a[tiJonal[l][y]
[sliplleallkling we [clould [qlule]st[ilon the mle][r][ilts of
adhlelring to [Ea]lsltern Orthodoxy] gene[r]a[lllly]. Of
[clour[sle we [clould [rle[fle[rlen[cle the [cla[sle of
[Clhry[s][o][s]tloJm[o][s] (K][a]l][a](f][a]ti[s], the
[Mlet[r]opol[llitan of [Sllm]yrna, who
un[clere[mjonioufs]ly [hlad [hlis [bleard [rlilppled o[ff]
[bly [hland, [h]is eyes glou]ged [ou]t, his nose and ears
[clut o[ff] and was [s]u[b][s]e[qluently [m]a[s][qlue[r]aded
a[rlound the ve[rly [clity where he alcjted as a
[Mlet[r]o[plolitan until he [dlied from hli]s [i]njulr]ies,
from [h]aving [hlis [e]yes, nose, and ears [r]lemoved, all of
this during the [h]eilght of the Glrle[clo-Tur[klish
war—as it [sleems [s]la][fle to [s]lay] that Ea[s]tern
Ortho[d]o [ ]y, to [slome e[x]tent, [d]i[dln't [flare
Chryls]lo][s]tlo]m[o][s] well in the [e]nd, at [l][ea]s]t
frolm] a [ ] tle]riallli[s]t [ploint of view. It’s a [s][m]all
[s]lam[p]le [slize yet it’[s] [clom[p][e]lling to a[n] [e]xte[n]t,
and of [clourse the [s]am[p][l]e is [s]ub[s]tantia[llly [l]arger
[wlhen [wle [clon[s]i[d]er the [p]light of the Ortho[d][o}x

—
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[pllollplulation of [Alnat[o]lia [a]s a wh[o]le. [Th]e tru[th]
is the Or{th]o[d]Jox haven’t fared i[n][c]re[d]ibly [w]ell i[n]
the Nlea]r [Ea][s]t [o}ver the pa[s]t, give or t[a]kle, [olne
thousand ylealrs or [s]lo], we could [elven [s]laly that
[flollowing the [p]lalth of [Ea][sJtern Ortho[dJox[y] has
[plerh[a][p]s been ext[r][e]melly] [f][r]aught with [ple[r]il

in [clertain [r][e]gions of the [Ea][s]tern
Me[dJite[r]ran[ea]n. W[e] [sh]ouldn’t [s]p[ea][k]

tllallkle the [c][a][s]e of [][ay] for exam[p]le, the
plt of The One, the [b]leling that
cle[pltuallly] [plrlellclleldes [blleling, that ex[i][s]ts
iln [a][ll] a[slpect[s] of [tlime, but [a]ll[slo
fun[d]a[mlen[t]ally [m]uls]t exi[s]t out[s]i[d]e of [t]ime, [t]o
a [clertailn] ex[tle[n]t [w]e [w]ould al[m]o[s]t n[ee]d to
en[tlirel[y] [rle[clo[n][s]trulc]t our [c]o[n][cleption of [t]ime
to [e]ven [rlemotelly] [b]le] [a][blle to [clo[n][c]eilve of a
[Blleling of that [n][a]ture. [N]ot to [s][ay] that we [c]ould
ever [clon[c][eilve a Bleling of that [n][a]ture [iln [i]t[s]
e[sslen(cle, yet to [elven a[pplroach a [clon[cle[p]tion—if
[logilc] [l][ealds us to a Fir[s]t [Plrin[cli[p]le that ex[i][s]ts
[']th[']n and out[s]lilde of t[ilme, then our
on[cle[pl[tiJon of t[ilme is e[ss]en[ti]ally ab[sJurdi[s]t.
[wlould nleeld to rlellclo[n]sltrulc]t thi[s]
clo[n]clepltiJon of time as [sJomething [wle [e]xi[s]t
x[c]luls]ively [wlithin, that [c]o[n]tains u[s]i[n] a liln]ear
flallshlio[n], th[a]t [plerh[allpls [pler[cleives u[s] i[n] a
o-[clalled li[n]ear [f]ashio[n], [ble[c]ause i[f] we are i[n]
alclt exte[n]sions of thi[s] [Olne who mlu]s]t [bly
nelcle[sslity exi[s]t [bloth wliJth[iln and out[s]ilde of
t[iJme, [thlen [th]ere mu[s]t [e][x]i[s]t a [plor[tilon of u[s],

— —
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as [e][x]ten[silons of the One, that [e][x][pleriences time
[iln thli]s fa[shlion, wh[ilch [i]s of [clour[s]e a[n]
e[ssle[n]tially ab[sJurdi[s]t manner of [clon[c]eiving of

time.

11—335:493 .679

I [clan’t [th]liln[k] of a [th][ilng more ab[sjurd [
[clon[cleiving time i[n] a [s]ole[l]ly [l]iin]ear fashiol
[sleems juls]t—I [d]on’t kn[olw—{t][o]t[a][llly ri[d]icu[l]ou[s]
to [a][sslume [tlime [plro[cleeds i[n] a [plure[lly []iln]ear

th]an
It

nJ.

[flashio[n], that time [w]ouldn’t [p]lrocee]d in [w]hatever
[flashion it chooses, that [tlime, e[tlernal as [ilt [ils,
would nleeld uls] to [pler[c][eilve it, as o[pplosed to [v]i[cle
[vlersla, or [e]lvlen [tllo] a[ss]lulme that [tlime
[plrolclleelds at all, that, [i]f [i]t ch[o]se to [plro[cleed, that
it wouldn’t [p]ro[cleed i[n] the fashio[n] of, [s]ay, [aldding
[pler(clen[tlalgles [als o[ppllolsed to i[n]tle[glers. I
englalged in a [slexual [l]ilalison with an older [flemale,
who at [flir[s]t [w]as [b][l]a[ck], the[n] [ble[c]ame [w]hite,
the[n] i[n][flormed [m]e thla]t she h[a]d to go south of the
[Mlissoulrli, a[f]ter Id paid ninety [tlwo dollars [flor a
ho[tlel [rloom [flor the [tlwo of u[s], [a]s we [s][a]t in the
[m]e[dlium-{slized [sle[d]lan, with two [s][m]all and
formle[s]s [d]ar[k] [bleings [slittiln]g i[n] the [bla[ck]. I
[plartoolk] in the [sJmo[kling of a [s]iza[b]le [b]lunt that a
[flirliend of mine [plurchased [flrlom a lo[clal
di[s][plen(slalr]y, [alnd [a]lf]ter [tla[kling a [ml]ere [tlwo
hlilts from th[i]ls] [bJlJunt I [flound [m][y]slel(f]
inadvlilsa[b](l]ly] hlilgh at a [flami[l]ly] [fluncti]o[n],
ex[plerien[cling t[ilme in a [s][pluriouls] [f]a[shlio[n], in a
[fla[shlion [w]here I [w]as, on the one hand,
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alpplalrlent[l]ly] [pllrlesent at the [plartly], yet
[slimult[a]lneou[s][l]ly] englalging [plalsslive[llly] in a
[florm of [tlime that wasn’t [p]resent at the [plarty—[s]o I
[slulpplose it to [ble [plo[ssli[blle th[alt [a]t the [t]ime I
exi[s][tled at [tlwo [p][l]alcles at on[cle. Yet as foo[l][i]sh as
thliJs may [sJound, we should nloJte that [e]ven
Dionly][s][i]u[s] [s]aid, and I qulo]te, ‘it may [ble [s]aid to
[ble praising God [flor his [floolishne[ss], whlilch [iln
[i]t[slel[f] [sleems a[b][slurd and [s]trange, [blut thi[s]
[floo[llishne[ss] [ulp(lli[f]ts [ulls] to the ine[f]fa[b]le truth
whli]ch [i]s there [ble[f]ore all [r]easoning.” [Ble[clause it
would [st]and to [r]lea]son that i[f] [r]lealso[n] [i]t[s]el[f]
[ils [iln[cla[pla[blle of a[s]certaining these [s][o]-[c]alled
[d]ivine n[o]tions, then [plerhalpls [ilt’s onl[y] [i][d]io[c][y]
that remains [ca[pla[b]le of [clom[p]rle[h]len[d]ing these

[hli[s]to[r]i[c]ally [d]iv[ilne notions, [o]f t[i]me, [o]f [bleing,
[o]f [plla[clement, [o]f Fir[s]t [Clauses.

12—418:523 .799
[Plerha[p]s [wlhat [w]le] nleeld is a [r]lilgo[r]o[ulls]
[ild[ilo[cly. [I]t’[s] entire[lly po[sls[i][b]le, as I'm [nJow
thinking a[bJout it, that with [r]e[g]ard to th[e]se [n]otions
wle] should [eJm[plloy [n]othing [e]x[cle[p]lt a
[r][illglolrlo[ulls] [ild[i]o[c]ly], that [r][ea]son and [sJound
[logilc] [hlave ab[s]o[lJute[lly no p[lla[cle [hlere, in the
[rlealm of [m]etaph[yls[illc]s. That in or[d]er to wlr]a[p]
our [m][i]nds a[rJound these [i]deas, [1][ilke [bleing in two
[pllllalcles at onlcle, of [bleing [bloth wlilth[iln and
out[s]lilde of [t][iJme, of [t][ilme [bleing e[s]sentia[ll][y]
[nJon-[lliin]lear [a]s much [a]s it’[s] €[

(lJiln]ear, of time [pler[c]leilving [u][s] as [m]

e[s]sentiall][y]
[u]lch as wle]
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[plercleilve it, that we [m][ulls]t [ble[clo[m]e [m]ore
lild[iloti[c] than we’[v]le e[vler [bleen, that [i][f] we
con[tlinue [t]o a[tt][elm[p]t [tlo [pla[ss] our[s]elves o[ff] as
in[t]e[l]liglelnt—{wlell, [w]e’ll [clon[tlinue to [f][lJoul
in the [s]to[ch]a[s]ti[c] blr]lee]zes that [rli[pplle a[r]
thle]se [clo[n][cle[plts. [S]ans [i]d[ilo[cly, these [clo[n][c]epts
will [c]o[n]tinue to ex[i][s]t in a shroud of m[y][s]tery, not
[thlat [thley [c]an ever [ble known fulll]ly], that's
un(l]i[kle[l][y], [i]t’(s] mo[r]e ofr] []e[ss] [i]m[p]o[ss]i[b]le,
[blut if we em[p][l]oy the [plro[pler amount of [i][d][i]o[cly,
of [rlilgo[r]o[ulls] [i]ld][i]o[c]ly], it’[s] [plo[ss][i]ble [th]at
[thle m[y][s]te[r]ly] these [clon[cle[p]ts are sh[rlou[d]e[d] in
[clould ble] amle]llio[rlated to a [dleg[r]lee]. We
[clo[n][cle[p]tualllize a [Flir[s]t [Clause, [a] One, [
[clo[n][cle[p]t that may, in [fla[c]t, be ne[cle[ss]ary [flo[r
ou[r] [s]lplelclies to exils]t, at [l][ea]ls]t [s]o[clia[ll][y], it
very well [clould be [thle [c]a[s]e [th]at we [c]an only
exi[slt [logilcla[llly] wlilth th[i]ls] i[d]lea of [Flir[s]t

[Clause or One pre[cle[dling uls]. Otherwise, [s]ans

n|der
ound

aJ

]

[Flir[s]t [Clause, [s][alns a Be[glinning, we [h]ardly [h]ave

—_

an ar(g
a [lJogi[c]al argu[m]ent [f]or [l]inear time, then how [clan
we [m]a[k]e [sle[n][s]e of a[n]ything? [I]t’[s] [i]lm]po[ss]ible
to [m]a[kle [s]e[n][s]e of a[n]ything, i[n] the [t]rad[i]t[iJonal
[sle[n][sle, [sla[n]s linear [tlime. I[f] [tlime [flails to
prolclleeld [llinear(l]ly], at [l][ea][s]t [flor u[s], i[f] we're
ho[pplin[g] and [s][kli[pplin[g] wlil[lllly] n[illllly] in the
[fllalbrifc] of time, i[n] [plure[llly [nlon[l]iin]ear
[m][a][nnle[r]s, then [n]othing [c]an [m]a[k]e [s]en[s]e [f]or
uls]. We're [llitera[llly [slen[sle[lle[ss]. [Slan[s] a [Flirs]t
Cause, we're [llitera[llly [slen[s]e[lle[ss]. [Tli[m]e [m]ea[n]s

ument [f]or linear time, and i[f] we’re deprived of

—
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[nJothing. [Tlime, it [s]lee]lm]s to [m]e], is [sJome[th]ing
[th]at one can on[l][y] [i]nve[s]tigate [i]d[i]oti[c]al[l][y].

13—538:727 .740
Or am I just bleling [s][illll]ly]? Am I [s][ilmp[l][y]
sliplelclilflilc] [tlylple of

(I[ilnefss], [als I'm [a]lp]t to do [flrom [tlime [t]o

— =

[slulcclumbing to a
[si
[tlime? [M]lo]st, it should ble] [n]olted, who k[n]o]w

[m][e] k[n][olw [m][e] to ble] pr[olne to [slu[clcumbing to
[slilllline[ss] from [tlime [tlo [tlime? Am I [bleing
[m]le](lJod[r]la]lm]ati[c] [bly [elxt[r][a]lplo[l]at[ilng [m]y
[ilntense [iJm[p][rlessio[n] [flollowing [m]y waking [ulp
[flr{o]m [mly [d][r]leam, am I [m][e][l]o[d][r][a]lm]atica[l]ly
[elxt[r][allplo[l]ating th[a]t [ilm[p][r]ession just a [llittle
too [flar bly] [ilm[p]lllyling this [fle[m]ale, who
e[n]glalged me i[n] a sexual [1]i[alison, [m]ight have bee[n]
thle o[th]er hand I
should note [thlis, it was a[c]tually [q]uli]te [slome t[ilme
[alglo], [sllo] long [alglo] in [f]lallc]t thla]t T was
[plrlallclti[clall]lly, now [th]at I [t Jin[K] of it, [m]o[r]e o[r]
(1le]lss] a[n] a[d]o[l][e][s]ce[n]t, [d]e[s][plite being a [fTull]ly

grown [mlan. At the t[ilm]e [I] was looking [flo[r]
alplartimlents with [m]y [flathe[r]—the [fli[r]s]t

a[n] [alngel or a de[m]o[n]? Yet on

—

a[plart{m]ent I'd lealsle on [m]y own, and [wl]e [wlere
[dlo[wn[tlo[w]n, the [tlwo of us, [lloolkling [a]t [a]n

[alpartme[n]t I [d]i[dIn't [rleall]lilze at the t[ijme was
[rlent-{c]ont[r]olled, mea[n]ing ar[blit[r]a[r]y [c]a[p]s were
[pl[alced on the in[clome of the [tle[n]ants in order to
re[t][ailn e[l][ilgi[b][i]l][ilty, [w]hilch] of [cloulr]se [w]as
the [rleason [wlhy the [a]pa[r]tments [w]lere s[u][ch] [a]
glrleat deal. [Lluckilllly] enoul[gh] [flor [m]le] [m]y
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[slall]a[r]ly] [a]t th[a]t time was [iln[s]u[ff]i]cient and
[plaltrly], [slo I [s]till [m]anaged to [qlua[lli[fly [flor the
alplartimle[n]t  de[s][plite the [rle[n]t [clont[r]ol
[rle[qluire[m]ents, had I waited the time ne[cle[ss]ary for
[o]ne to [ble[c]lolme availa[b]le, [blut, whli]le [I] [d]id add
my [n]laJme to the wlailtli[s]t, I [d]ild]n't wait the time
[n]e[cle[ss]ary, [blecause I [sligned a [l]lea]lsle on an
apartfmlent thr[ee] [mliles [n]orth of [d]o[w]nto[w]n
lle[s]s than a wleelk [llater. I was [s]tand[ilng [iln a
Juarter-em[plty [plar(kling [llot i[n] a[n] area of

Jo[winto[wln where nl[o] [lless than half a [d]ozen
plrlilvatellly [olwned [plar[kling [1]ots [s]at [s][ilde [b][y]
sllilde [blly] [s]lilde, all with [r]easona[b]le short-[tlerm
rlates. This [plar(tliclular a[rle[a] of do[wnto[w]n, [a]t
thlalt [ploint in [tlime, was a [flruit[flul [a]re[a]
socia[llly—there were a [plllletho[r]a of vi[b][r]ant [blars
and [rle[s]taulr]ants, al[slo [s]lilde [blly] [sllilde [blly]
[slilde, that mly]slellf] a[n]d others e[nljoyed
(f]r]
(f]r]
[clom[pla[rli[s]on, i[f] you wal[k] [th]rough [th]at [s]ame
a[rlea of [d]o[w]nto[w]n, [bly [ml]y [c]loulnt, [m]ore th[a]n
hla]l[f] of those [b]ars and [r]estau[r]ants are shut [d]o[w]n
[flor good. Whereas I [u]sed t[o] [flrequent that [plart of
[d]o[wnto[w]n, ho[ppling be[tlwleeln [tlwo o[r] thr[ee]
ofr] [flou[r] [v]lenues, ha[vling a [f]ruit[f]ul ex[plerience
[s]lo]cially—now [i]t's [a]llm[o][s]t [a]s [i]f th[a]t a[rlea of
do[wnto[w]n has aged [rlight [allong with me. As my
[s]lo]cial [a]ct[i]v[i]lty has waned, [a]t least with regalr]d to
hopping from [bla[r] to [bla[r], the a[ct[ilv[ilty of th[i]s]
[sle[c]tion of do[w]nto[w]n has [w]aned as [w]ell. As I've

[
lq
[d
[
[
[

e[qluenting, that were [rlout[i]nelly] [pllallckled
om [a]fltern[olon t[o] [elvenin[g]. Now, [bly
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[plo[p] out on a Wednes[d]ay
] three ofr] [flou[r] [pll[alcles,
In has [bleen una[blle to

be[clome [1]ess [l]i[kle[l]y to
alfltern[oo]n [t][o] [t][wo] ofr
this area of [d]o[w]nto[w
[s]uls]t[ailn [blusine[ssle[s] [th]at u[s]led to [th]rive on
[pleolplle [plo[ppling out on Wednesd[aly a[f]ternoons,
ho[ppling [flrom two o[r] three o[r] [f]ou[r] [p]laces.

145351727 735

There afrle, in fa[clt, halrldly any [blalrls or
[rle[s]tau[r]ants that are [s]till open on the [bllo[ck].
There’s [bleen a [glar[glantuan [Flor [L]ea](s]e [slign on
the [l]arge[s]t ven[ule [flor [y][ealrs now, and the [p]la[cles
that should [ble of[plen for [blusi[nle[sls on a [l][a]te
[wleekd[aly a[f]ter[nJoon are [n]lo] [llonger [o][plen for
[blusiin]e[s]s on [llalte [w]eekd[aly a[f]ter[n]oons,
whereas in p[rllelMilous ylealrs eve[r]ly] [blar and
[rle[s]tau[r][a]nt [oln the [b]llo[ck] would have [bleen
[blu[s]t{lling with [blusi[n]e[s]smen, e[cclentrilc]s, [alnd
[a]l[c]oho[l]i[c]s, [n]ow th[e]se s[alme [v]enues [d][o]n’t
[ellvle[n] [o]pe[n] their [d]oors until l[a]ter at night, if at
all. T've [wlal[kled [th]rough [th]at [bllo[ck] mul[t]i[p]le
[tlimes ho[pling [t]o [plo[p] in[t]o ju[s]t [o]ne [o]ld [b]ar or
[olne [o]ld [rle[s]tau[r]ant for ju[s]t [o]ne [d][r]in[k], and
I've [dli[s][c]o[v]ered e[v]ery [s]ingle [b]ar that’s [s]tayed in
[blusiness on that [b][1]o[ck] [c][l]osed to [clu[s]tomers [a]t
th(alt time. A [blar [iln a [blusin[e][s]s [d][il[s]tr][illc]t

rllea]llly] has [n]o ex[c]use [f]or [n]ot [bleing o[plen [bly

flour [plm on a wlee][k][d]ay. It’[s] a[b][s]ur[d] for a [b]ar
iln a [blusinle][ss] [d]il[s]tr[illc]t to [ble [c]losed for
blusine[ss] [a]t th[a]t time, yet thla]t's ex[a][c]t[l]y what's
hlalppened to this [b][lJo[ck], it's now a [d]ead [b][l]o[c]k,

— o —
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it's a [b]lllo[c]k that's more or [lless officia[ll][y]
[dle[c]leallsled [s]ocialll]ly]. I[n] a[n]ly] [cla[s]e, years ago,
[wlhen I [wlas [lJookling [flor my [flir[s]t apart[m]ent
with [ml]y d[ald, stlalnding in a [quarter-em[p]ty
[plar[kling [1][o]t on this very b[l][o][ck], I [s]lelnt a t[e]xt
mle][sslage to a younger gli]lx]l T ulsled to fl[i][r]t
with—although we nlelver [elng[alged in a [s]le]xual
lilalison, but there was [ple[r]ha[pls a [sh]ared inte[r]e[s]t
folr] a [shlort [ple[rliod, [plerhalpls we both [c][alme to
the [clon[c][1]usio[n] e[n]g[algi[n]g i[n] a sexual [1]i[alison,
although [tlem[p][tling, was ill-advised, that for on[cle in
the [clour[sle of [hluman [h]i[s]to[r]ly [pleo[plle should
[rle[fllr][ailn [flrlom englalging in any [slort of
ill-ad[vlised [llifailson, [slo we de[vle[llo[pled a
[flirliendshilp] of [slorts. It was a [shla[lljow
[flrliend[shlip, as mo[s]t [flriend[shlips that [r]e[s]ult
[fllrlom [s][t][alved o[ff] [s]exual li[ai][s]ons [t]lend to ble],

thle]se are of cour[sle the [m]o[s]t [shlallow and
in[s]illplid friend[sh][illpls i[m]agi[n]a[b]lle, they’re
inter{mlJi[n]a[b][l]e [a]nd [a][s]i(n]ine, but th[i]s part[i]cular
flrliendsh[ilp [wlas [r]e[w]arding [i]n [i]ts own [w]ay. [S]o
sure, a[rlound [th]i[s] [tlime, in [th]i[s] [plarking [l]ot, I
[sllelnt her a [t]le]xt m[e][ss]lage [tlo no re[p]lly, and I
k[nJew then, [sJomehow or a[n]other, in[s]tin]ctuall]ly I
[slulpplose [I] k[n]Jew that [I] wouldn’t get a [rle[pl[y],
[th]at [thle friend[sh][i]lp] had [rlun [i]t[s] cour[sle, that

it’[s] [plurelly [shla[lllow and [i]n[s][i][p]lild nature was
[a]bluln[d]ant[lly evild]ent [t][o] the [tlw[o] of us, [a]nd
[th][a]t [th]e o[th]er [plarty, [th]is younger girl, had taken
it ulplon her[s][e]l[f] to [s][elver the [f]ri[e]ndshi[p] on[cle
and [flor all. I've [clea[s]ed to [clo[mm]uni[c][a]te with her
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[slin[cle, yet de[s][plite the ultiim]ate[lly sha[lllow and
[iln[s][illpl[ild [n][a]ture of thli]s friendsh[i][p], [d]e[s][plite
the [flalc]t we never [c]ro[ssled the 1[ilne, [s]o to
sliplealk], [flor [slome rl[ea]son [I] [flelt a [slort of
njon[slen[sli[c]al [d][ee][p] hurt, a [plain[f]ul [lJonging of
slorts, rooted i

[

|

[ n] e[sslentiall]ly [n]othing, [s]tand[ilng
[iln that [plar[kli
[

[

[

|_|r—1

ing [llot, k[nJlolwing I'd [n]ever hear
flrom thils] [pler[slon again, who I had [n]o]
phlyslillclal rela[tilon[sh][i][p] wli]th and who I had a[n]
elln]tire[lly [shla[llJow a[n]d i[n]si(plid [e]lmo[tiJonal
re[l]a[ti]on[sh][i][p] wli]th

[
h]

15—337:449 -751

It wasn't [th]at lon[g] a[g]o [th]at [I] was [r]e[m][iln[d]ed of
thifs] tlelxt [m][e][s]sage [r]an[d]Jom[l]ly], I'd n[ealr[l]ly]
entire[l]ly] [rlefmJoved thi[s] [pler[slon f[rlom [ml]y
[mle[mlo[r]lyl, julslt as ylealrs [pllrlior shed
[slilmli[l]ar{1][y] [r]e[m]oved [m][e] from her [m]e[m]o[r][y],
[ajnd T felt [aln odd pang in [mly [s]to[m]a[c]h as I
clalled thi[s] [t]le]xt [m][e][sslage. Was[n]'t the e[n][t]ire

re[c

P
slexual li[aliso[n]s to [alvoid [sJuch [plangs? Don't we [a]ll

oint of [tlurning [alw[ay] from [e][n]g[a]ging i[n] these

[
[
julslt inveteratelly] [alls]sluJme that [plangs in our
[sltolm]a[clhs [alllm]o[s]t ex[c][l][ul[s]ive[llly] res[ullt
frlolm [s]exual [lliaisons? And don’t we [a]ll then [a]void
slexual [l]iaisons [plure[l]ly] in [a][tt]lem[p]ts [tlo [alvoid

plelrlislon I [m]atulrle[l]ly] avoildled engag[ilng wlilth
slexual(llly], and [vlilcle [vler[sla, of cour[sle, who I
in[s]t[eald devle][llo[pled a [clom[p][l][e]te[l][y]
and [ilns[i]lp]lild frie[n]d[shli[p] with, e[n

[

[plangs in our [s]to[m]achs? Yet [iln th[i][s] ca[sle, a
[ple

[

[sh]a[llJow
]
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[clausing [m]e a [plang in [mly [s]to[m]a[c]h, all be[c]ause
I [sllelnt her a [tlle]xt [m]le]lslsage [tlo [n]lo] re[plly,
k[nJlolwing the an[klle d[ee]lp] flrliendship wle]'d
[hlarbored [h]ad [r]Jun its [c]Jourse and [c]Jome to a
[clon[c]lusion. My [ploint [iln all [th][i][s] [ils [th]at [th]e
[flir[s]t o[b][jlection the ave[r]a[gle [pler[s]on would [r]aise
to [i][dlenti[f]lyling the [b]leling in my [d]r[ea]m [a]s [a]n
an[glel would [ble the [flact the two of u[s] e[n]g[a][gled
iln] a [slexual lifalison—yet what [IJ've juls]t
[dle[slc[r][ilbed [slu[g]ge[s]ts that [plerha[p]s there's no
[d]ifferen[cle in our [rlela[tilon[shli[p]s with [pleo[plle,
that wle] [c]lan't dis[c]rimin[a]te [bletw[ee]ln
[rlel[a](tilon[shlips [b][alsed o[n] whether or not a [s]exual
lila]iso[n] o[cclurred. Thla]t [plerh[alpls
dlillslt[ilngulil[sh]ilng rella]ltilon[sh][ilps [b][a]lsled on
whether or not they feature a [sle[x]ual [e][x]ch[a]nge has
[bleen a g[rlo[s]s [e][r]ror on our [plart. Thlalt [plerh[a][pls
we shoul[d]n't [a] [pl[rlio[r]i [a][sslert that [alngels [d]on't
[elnglalge in [slexual [1]i[alisons with u[s]. [Blecause it’s
[elntire[l]ly [plossi[blle they do, and [th]at [th]ere’s really
nothing wrong with a[n] an[glel e[n]g[allgling uls] [iln
thli]s] ty[ple of [l]i[alison, [s]exua[ll]y.

16—374:474 -789

[Slo we can’t rule out entire[lly the [plo[ss][i][b][i][l][i]t[y]
[thlat [th][i]ls] [blleling—de[s][plite e[n]glalging mle] i[n] a
[slexual [lfifalison, in a [slmall [p][lletho[r]a of [r][a]cial
[florms—was still, i[n] [fla[c]t, a[n] angel [plointing me
toward the [f]a[c]t my [l]i[f]e, in [I]arge [plart, [flo[1lJowed
the [pllallth] of [Ea]stern Or[thlodox[y]l. The
[m][a][th]e[m][a][t]i[ci]an, [a][tt]le[m][p]tling [tlo
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[iInfliln[i]tely ext[r][a][plolate the [m][a][sslive
a[ssjum(p][tilons that are [r][ea]l world [ilntegers, [ils, [iln
[ ]

@

ssleln[cle, a com[p]l]lelte [chlar[llatan. For [elons
wle]ve a[ssjumed [slexual [rle[l][a]tilons t[ai]nt
[rle[l][alltilon[sh]ips, that on[cle a [slexual [lline is
[clirlo[ssled, [thlen [thle [rle[l]a[tilon[shlip will [b]le]
ifrrJevo[clalb]lllly]  [tlainted, yet wlel've never
[clon[slidered that [t]ainting [cla[n] a[n
[elven [s]a[n]s [slex. Yet [plerha[p]s we're
[

[m
mluch of the alle]ged [d]i[s]tin[c]tio[n] be[t]w]

C

1d will o[cclur
la[kling [tJoo
[een angels
and [d]lelm]ons as wlelll. Thla]t just [als [plerh[a][pls
we’ve [m]alJde too [mluch of the [d]is]tlinctio[n]
be[tlween [sle[x]ual and [n]on-[s]e[x]ual rel[a]tio[n]s, we're
[nJow [m]alkling [tloo [m]uch of the [d]i[s][t]in[c]tio[n]
be[t]w [ee]n angels and [d]le]lmJons. It should be
[n]lo]te[d] that [e]lvlen [Dlio[nl]lyllsliuls] [n]lo]te[d] that

[v]ll, []f [ilt [wlere to [elxi[s]t, [w]ould
immle][d][iJatelly] [clleallsle to [elxi[s]t, because
[elve[r]y[thling [th]at [e]xi[s]ts is [d]e[r]i[v]ati[v]e of the
One, whlilch [i]s [ilnca[p]able of [pl[rlo[dJulcling [plure
lellvlil, and that [e]lvlen re[llatifvle [e][v][ill [i]s
[slilm[p]llly a [flun[cjtion of [plur[sjuing aims
ina[ppl(rlo[plr]ilate to a bleling's [pl[rlo[pler [flun[c]tion,
that [elve[n] [d][e]l
[dli[s]tan[c]e fr[o]
re[plres[e][n]ting [plure [e]vil, [b]le]cause were they to
[blle] [plure [e]vil they would [c]lea]lsle to [elxi[s]t.
[Ells]sentially, this view [plur[plorts [th]at [th]ere’s no
[flun[d]a[m]en(t]al [d]i[s][tlinction betw|ee]n a[n] angel
alnJd a [d]le]lmlon, julslt a [d]i][ffler[eln[cle in the
a[pplirlo[plrlifajten[e]lss] of their [ailms. Whereas an

mJo[n]s are onl[y] [d]e[m]on[i]c [i]n their

m the [Olne, not in a [s]le]ln]se of
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[alngel [plursues the [ailms a[pp][r]lo]lpllrlialtle to it, in
the [plirlo[pler [pllrllo][plortion to its being, a de[m]on
[plurfs]ues the [ailms [m]o[r]e olr] le[s]s
inalpplrllollplirlialtle to i[t], [s]t[r]layling from its
[plirlolpler [plir]lol[plortions.

17—449:620 .724

Now as it [rlegards [m]y d[r]lealm, a bleling [tlook
[m][ullltliple [r][alcial [flo[rJms yet [r]e[t[[ailned the
[sllaJme e[sslen[cle, [m][u]ch like our [d]ual yet [m]oni[s]t
[flo[rlmu[l][altion, and [thlen [thlere were two [d]ar[k]
and [florm[1]e[ss] [bleiln]gs i[n] the
[bla[ck][sleat—[plerhalp]s [sligni[flying [thle evil [th]at’s
im[pJo[ssli[blle to exi[s]t, that [i]s [s]tr[i][ppled of [b]leling
as [sloon as it [ble[clomes [s][o]-[c]alled [plure [e]vil. [S][o]
[plerhalp]s these two dar[k] [flormle[ss] [b]lelings were
the non-exi[s]te[n]t iter[a]tions of [m][y][s]el[f] and [m][y]
[clom[planion, [plo[slsi(bllly] an [a]lngel. Now  thi[s]
[blleling, [plerhalpls an [alnge[ll, or [plerhalpls a
dlelmJon, who [tlook [m]ullt]ilp]lle r[a]cial [flo[r]ms,
eventuallly] [iln[flo[rJmed [m][e], [iln this [c]ar with the
two [s]mall [shla[ple[lle[ss] forms [s][i]tt[ilng [iln the
balck][sleat, that [shle had to go [slouth of the
[Mlissou[rli, to which I [c]o[r]re[c]ted her: Don't you
[mJean [s]outh of the [M][il[ss][il[ss][i][ppli? Yet we should
now [clo[n]si[d]er that [plerha[p]s my [c]o[r]re[c]tion was,
iln] the [clo[n]text of the [d][rleam, [e][n]tire[lly
iln][clo[r]re[c]t. By [elm[p][lloying the ph[r]ase South of
the Missou[r][i] this bleling was [plerhalp]s [d]i[r]e[c]t[1][y]
im[p]llying  [thJat  [thlere are [n]o [n]lealt
[d]i[s]tin[c]tions—that [d]ualllity is an i[lllusion, [th]at

=
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thli[s] i[dJea that a [s]tate can [b][e] n[ea]t[l][y] [d]iv]i][d]ed
blly] a [Mllillssllillssllillpplli] [ils a [m][i]ls]guild]ed
a[pplroach, [th]at [thlis [b][eliln]g, whether an angel or
[d][e]lm]o[n], in f[a][c]t wouldn’t e{m]erge on [sJome other
[s]lilde [plre[c]lillsle[lly belclause there is nlo] [a][c]tual
o[thler [slide, there’s [oln[lly a [s][e][plalr]ate [r][e][l]ative
[pllllalcle. And [w]hen I [w]lo]ke up, I [flelt as th[ou]gh
mly] [l[[i]lfle had always [flo[llJowed [thle path of
Ea[s]tern Or[th]o[d]oxy, but [iln th[i][s] [eJmbra[cle I was
a[cclepting the [nJon-[d]ual [n]ature of our [elxi[s]ten[cle

— —

inasmuch as I was [a]lcc]le]pting [alnything [e]l[s]e. I
[elm[b]ra[cled Ea[sltern Orthodoxy a[flter [e]ng[alging
iln] a [slexual li[aliso[n] with a [b]leling who [tlook
mul(tliple rfalcial [florms, who 1[e]f]t [m]e to [s][e]ttle,
not [slouth of the [M]il[ss][illss]lilppi, [blut [rlather
[slouth of the [Mlissoul[r]i—and o[pplosite of the [bloth of
u[s] were two [slmall dar[k] [florms who
[clom[p]l1][e]te[l]ly] [l]alckled [Blleling, [sligni[flying the
im[plo[ss]lil[b][i][1][iltly] of [plure [elvil. My [d][r]leam
a[ppllrlo[plirliatel[y] [rle[plr]oached thi[s] i[d]ea of t[r][ue]
[d][ulalit[y], of [plure good and [plure evil, [rle[p][l]alcling
this  ab[s]o[l][ulte [d][ulalllitly] [wlith a [rle[l]ative
[d]ualllitly] [w][i]th[iln the One, of [w]hich [a]ll Good and
[a]ll [Bleing o[r][i]g[illn]ates, [bloth [iln t[r]an[s]cenden[cle
and ilm]ma[nlen[cle. I then [rlecon[c]illed [m]y][s]elf
wlilth th[i]ls] [bleing that went [slouth of the
[Mlissouri—and  [plerhalp]s this [b]lelin[g] wasn't
l[ealvin[g] [m]e as [m]uch as [gluiding [ml]e, [gliving me
hints [nJot on where to glo], [n]lo], she wasn't [s][ayling
where I should [glo or [s][t]lay], she was in[s]tlead
[gluiding [m][e] on how to rleald a [m]ap.
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[Elven Dionly][s]ilus [s]t[a]ted outright, ‘One [s]ays of
[Glod, the cause of all [glood, that hle] I[ils
“[iln[e][blrillalted”’—{alnd with th[a]t in [m][i]lnd, against
[m]ly] [bletter judgmlent, I poured [mly[s]el[f] a nilcle
glafss] of vodka I[a]ls]t [S]laltur[d]ay be[flore [m]y]
girl[f]riend and [I] [d][i]lned out, knowing all [t]oo [w]ell
that [wle [pllanned [tlo go [tlo the bar [p][rlior [tlo our
[rleservation, for a [clo[ck]tail. My [s][ilg[nl][ilf[i][clant
other ag[rleed to [a][c]t [a]s our [d]esig[n]ated [d][r]iver for
the [nlight, and I'd [slpent the [elntire wee[k]
a[b[sltaining from [elvery [clon[s]u[m]a[blle item
[elx[clept water, [clo[ff][ee], heart]y] grains, and [f]roz[eln
vlelgetalblles, and [I] [f]le]lt as though [I] deserved a
nJlilce, i[nle[b]riated [n][ilght. [I] [s][aild to m[y][s][e]lf
Ylou know what?—[ylou’ve [r][iJgo[r]lou][s][1]ly] [d]e[n]ied
ylour[slelf p[lleasure thi[s] wleelk, and you [d]eserve a
n]lilght [wlhere you [glo out and [glet [w]h[i][tle girl
wla[s]ted. [S]o [I] im[b]i]bed a [clo[ck]tail [ble[f]ore the
clo[ckltail, and [w]hen [wle a[r]r[ilved at the [blar,
w]aiting [flor our [f][rliends to mlelet us, wle] t[r]ied to
pllrlolong the [clo[ck]t[aill and m[a][kle a [plerfle][c]t
slelgwlay] i[nJto the di[nnler—un[flo[r]tunatelly], I'd
[fllilnfi]shed my [clo[ck]tail [flirst, and in[c]orre[c]tl]y]
[a]ssulm]ing I had [a]nother ten to [fli[f]teen [m]inutes
be[florle oulr] [f][rlie[n]ds [a][r]rived, [s]o I ordered a
sle[clond [clo[ck]tail, yle]t as [s]oon as the [s]le]lclond
clo[ck]tail [a][r]rived our f[r]iends [a]l[s]o [a][rr]ived, and
then [w]e [wlere [s]laJt [a]t the table [w]here,
[n]lee]d[1]e[ss] to [s]ay, wle] immle][d]iate[l][y] o[r][d]ered a

|—|_|
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[nlilcle bottle of [rled wine. [S]o [r]ather than [s]avo[r]ing
my [sle[clond [clo[ck]tail at the [blar a[n]d the[n]
bleginning our [b]lolttle [olf [wline, I [w]as
clon[clurre[n]tly f[iln[i]sh[ilng my [sle[c]o[n]d [c]o[ck]tai[l]
w]h(i]le al[s]o [s]tarting our [blottle of [w][i]ne. [Ble[f]ore
I] knew it [I] was tho[rJoughly [d][rJun[k], I [ble[c]ame
e[n]thusia[s]tic]allly] in[e][blrilated, [alnd [I] [flelt [als
though [I] [d]eserved it—I [flelt as though I [d]eserved to
[blle] in[e][blr[ilated, to [clolmml]ent u[plon a [s][ml]all
[hland[fTul of to[pli[c]s that I [p][r]o[bla[b]ly should [h]ave
[rle[m]ained [slilent a[blout, to [bla[bblle [a][blout and
[u]lplon [a]

would have

— — o

— £,

lot[plourri of issues thla]t [plerhlallpls

leen [b]le]tter 1e]ft unaddr[e]ssed. [Blut

[slometimes [i]t’[s] [ilm[plortant to [d]o things [s]olely out

of [a][bJluln[d]an[cle, to [ble[clo[mle [clomp([l][e]te[l][y]
infe][b][r][i][alted, [tlo lose all [tJouch with [c]ohe[r]en[cly

and [rle[s]t[r]

[clom[p][1][e]te[l

[plure(l]ly] out of [a]bluln[d]an[cle. The

[n]o [m]atter what [florm we glilve [i]t, [n

it[s] extensions [m]ay or [mlay [nJot [clo[mm]uni[c]ate

with u[s]—{ils [i]f [n]othing el[s]e [sluper[a]blulndant.

[plot
[b

ailnt, and to e[n]glalge in] a
[y]  mils]guildled [c

—_

onver[s][a]tion
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[Als a [m][a]tter of [f]a]lc]t, I was just te[l]ling De[m]o as
[wle [w]al[kled up to your [f]l][a]t, I've [bleen [jlu[s]t a
[tlad [pllrleolcclulplied of [l]ate with a night I a[c]tuall]ly
[jlulslt [rle[m]em[blered [t]

a[ctuallly], [clomp[1][e]te[l][y] [n]on-de[s][c]ript, entire[l][y]
in[clon(sle[qluential at [f]a[cle va[llue, yet it was a [n]ight
[thlat [n]one[thle[lle[ss], [nJow [thlin[k]ing it [th][r]Jough,
is ¢[sslentially [ilnd[i]clat[ilve of my t[r]ue [c]ha[r]a[c]ter.
It was [a] n[ilght, v[illa] pure instin[c]t, [I] [a][llowed my
true [clo[l]ors to [shlow, and of [c]ourse I was a[sh]amed
at [flirfs]t, who isn’t di[s]guls][tled at [flir[s]t [slight of
their [t]rue [clolors, but as the years hlalve [p][a]ssed I've
[clome to the [clo[n][c]lusion [th]at [thlere’s a[c]tually
no[thling a [pllrliolrli wlrlong with my t[rJue

oldlay, [fl[rJom years ago

[clo[llors—a[c]tuallllly], if anything, it’s [q]uite the
[clo[n]t[r]a[r]ly]. My t[rJue [clo[l]ors, of [clourse I [c]an’t
change them, but [elven [ilf [I] [c]lou]ld [I] w[ou]ldn’t.
Be[clause [elven though my t[r]ue [clolors [r]e[quire a
[plirllelirlelqlulilslilte, a [plerhla]lpls un[a]ppletizing
[plirllelirlelqlulils[ilte, a [pllrllelrle[qluisite that, ye[s],
that I l[oa]the [clertain [p]le]o[p]le for n[o] r[ea]so[n]. [B]ut
elve[n] [thlough [th]at may in fla][c]t [ble the [c]a[s]e, I
e[llieve it’[s] [a][c]tually [p]ro[pler to [1][oalthe [c]ertai[n]
[eollplle for a[blso[l]ute[l]ly] [nllo] rlealso[n], [wlith
njlo] julsltification [w]hat[s][o]ever, that hla]ting
plleollplle [slans [plrleltext [ils [iln [flact entire[l]ly]

169



Iven [1][eallp] [fTurther and
[sltlalte outright [th]at [th]le]se [clertain [p]lelo[p]le,
whom wle] [l][oa]the s[alns [p]retext, may [a][c]tua[l]ly
deserve thli][s] [i]nten[s]e [][oa]thing and un[p]rov{o][kled
hatred, [blut let me [blegin, [pllease. [B]le]cause to

Jlelgliln wlilth, [ilt was an era where I [flound my[s]el[f]

ne[cle[ss]ar[y], and T may [e

[b

[sllplen[dling a[n] i[n]or[d]inate amount of [tlime at
[sllo]cial events that I [l]loaJthed—I [l]loalthed b[o]th
[clon[tlemplating my future a[tltendan[cle of these
[elveln]ts] a[n]d the[n] my alcltual a[t]t{e]nda[n]cle of
these [elve[n]t[s]. [P]leo]lplle, ulltlimatelly], have no
[clouth—to this day, [flor examlplle, I olf]ten [f][ilnd
mlyl[slellf] [pllrlesent at [slocial gathe[rlings where a
qlulo]te-un[qlulo]te [vlegeta[blle [pll]ate, a[llong with a
vlegeta[blle [dl[illp], [ils [plresen[tled as an hors
dJoeuvre, and I'm [a][llmost [a]llways a [llittle [l]et
dlown by the qualllitly] of the ce[ller[y]. [Alt thlalt
plarti[clull]ar [s]tage in m[y] [1][i][fle, in [f]alc]t, the e[r]a
I'm [s][plealkling of, [I]'d [rle[clon[c][i]led m[y][s]el(f] to
the [fla[c]t that [I] [h]ad [ilnt[r][ilns[i][c]ally [h][ilgher
[sltandards than mo[s]t [wlhen it [clame to [c]e[l]ery,
[clulclumbers as [w]ell-[I] a[n]a[l][y]zed [p][rJodulc]e with
aln] [a]lcluitly], flr]an[k][]ly], [m]o[s]t of [ml]y [pleers
would never [a]chieve. Having [slaid [th]at, to [th]i[s] day

[
[
[
[
[

the majo[rlit[y] of ho[s]ts in our [clount[r]ly] have [n]ext
to [n]o [clouth when it [clomes to [s]erving [clele[r]y] or

[clu[clumbers. [Flor[cled to [a]ttend a [s]lo]-[c]alled
[pllo]slt wedding [b]runch juls]t a [flew months [p]r[iJor
to the events [I]'m [a][bJout to re[l]ay, I was [a][pplalled at
the [qlula]lllity of [clulclum[ble[r]s [sle[rlved—]|a]
[clulcJum[bler, [a][blove [a]ll else, [shlould be refre[shling.
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A [plie[cle of [cle[ller[y], i[d]ea[ll]ly], [ils [s][ilm[i][l]ar to
[s]lillppllilng a fresh gll]a[ss] of i[cle water on a ze[s]ty
[sJummer [d]ay. The [slour[cle of thi[s] [r]e[g][r]ettable
[dle[g]lr]ald]ation in the [qlua[llitly] of our [cle[ller[y] and
[clu[c]lumbers un[d]oubted[1][y] [s]tems flrJom
Ame]rli[c]a’s ove[r]re[llian[c]e on [d]ip.

02—570:752 758

[Dllilp, [iln oulr] e[rla, has [llite[r]alllly] and
figulr]ative[l]ly] [ble[clome the hors [d]'oeuvre, it’s
[ble[clome [clultulr]a[ll]ly] alccleptalblle to utter[l][y]
iglnJore the [qlualllitly] of the [cle[lle[r]ly] and
[clulclum[blers, [tlwo of the mlo]st [rlef[rleshing yet
deli[clate vegetalblles kin]lolwn [tlo our [s]pe[clies, at
[slocial ~ gatherings [ble[clause it’[s] [a][ss][ulmed
[clon[s][ullm]ers’ [alttention will [ble fo[clu[s]ed
[alllm]lo]s]lt [sllolle[llly] on the [dli[p]. Yet it’[s]
[plrelcli[sle[llly] ~the [dlil[p] that [nlegates the
[n]ut[r][ilt[iJonal [blenef[i]t[s] of the [cle[l]e[r][y], as well as
the [cJu[clum[blers. Ameri[c]ans [n]o [lJonger [clon[sJume
[vlegeta[b]les—they [clon[sJume [v]egeta[b]les with d[i][pls
and [slau[cles that ofb]l[iJterate all [plo[ss][il[b]le
[n]utr(ilt[ilonal [blenefli]ts of a ve[gleta[b]le. These dipl[s]
and [slaulcles [a][n]nihi[llate the [ilnt[r][ilns[ilcalllly
[rlef[r]le]shing [el[ss]leln[cle[s] of our v[e]getables.
Gule][slts attlelnding thle]se [plarti[e]s could rellielve
themselves all over thle]se [qJu[o]te-un[qJulo]te vegeta[b]le
[plll]ates and [n]ot miss a [bl[ea]t
[n]utr(ilt[ilJona[l]l[y]—they’d pro[bla[b]l]ly] [elven [flail to
[n]ot[i]lc]e a d[i][ff]e[r]en[c]e in ta[s]te, with the a[m][ou]nt
of sour [c][rleam [clulrlrentlly] [flloulnd in the
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m]le][d][ilan A[mle[r]i{c]lan [d]ip. [D]u[r]ing this e[r]a of
Ily] llilfe, allm]o[s]t eve[rly [wleek I [w]ould [s][plend
tiwlo] [tllo] [flive mliln[ultes [iln the [plrodulcle

llcltion arduouls][l]ly] [sle[l]le]lc]tiin]g on[l]ly] the
slt [clle]lllery [sltalkls and mol[s]t [clon[c]rete
clu[clumbers, touching all the [cJulclum[blers
ilnd[i][s][c][r][i]m[i]nate[l]ly], with no [rlegard for the
clu[s]tomers who [i]nev[iJta[b][l]ly] would touch these
slame [clulclum[blers a[flter [I]'d [f][ilna[lllly] [m]ade
ly [sle[lle[c]tion—[ble[clause, to [thlis [d][aly, [thlere’s
nothing more [d]e[f][1][a]ting than a [s]tal[k] of [c]e[l]ery
gone [f][l]at by mid-wee[k], yet there’s nothing more
ulp]llli[fltin[g] than a [flreshl]ly] cho[ppled [s]tallk] of
[cle[ller[y], and the [s]lame [clan [ble [s]aid [flor
[c]lu[c]lum[Db]ers. Yet, as [s]o-[c]alled
Glr]lee]k]-[Alme[rli[clans, none of wuls] should ble]
[slur[plirlised at thils] [s]tate of [a][f]fairs, with a
vegetable di[p] mals][kling the [r]le][f][r]le]shin[g]
[ellsslleln[cle of the glelnuine arti[clle, [slo to
[sliplealk]—and th[i][s] br[ilngs [m]e to a [mJuch [l]arger
point, a [m]ore [g][r] 1] you’[l1] a[llJow
me to [dilgllrless] just [s]l]ilghtlly [blle]flore [I]
[bllelgin my [alnec[d]ote, the [alne[c][d][o]te T've
[a]dmittedl[y] [bleen o[b][sle[ssling [olver for [w]ee[kl]s
now, [wlhich [w][illl [ilnevita[b]lllly], I [ble[lllielve,
[ble[clome the [c]rux of [m]y argu[m]ent here. [Ble[clause
there’s [e]nd[1][e][ss] [d]i[s]cussion to[d]ay with regard to
our [slo-[c]alled world, our a[llllelgleld [W][e][s]te[r]n
[wlo[r]ld, but [i]t’s [ilm[ple[r]ative we define our terms
wli]th [r][ilgor as o[pplosed to [clarele[ss]ne[ss]—be[clause
it’s [t]Joo often [th]at we [th]row [t]erms in[t]o [th]e e[th]er
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wli][lJly]nli][l]lly]. In short, it’s [e]n[tlire[l]ly] [plossible
we’re confusing [e]x[t]en[si]o[n] with
iln]ter[pllrle[tlaltilo[n] as it [rle[l]ates to our [W]e[s]te[r]n
[wlo[r]ld. There’s [elnd[1][e][ss] tal[k] of this [W][e][s]te[rIn
[wlo[r]ld, [blut let’[s] [ble [s]pe[cli[flilc], thi[s] [W]e[s]tern
[w]orld [ Is, [iln [fla[c]t, [l][i]ttle more tha[n] a[n] Ang[l]o
[wlorld, it'fs] [n]ot [slim[p]llly a [n]on[dle[s]clri[p]t
[Wle[s]te[r]n [w]o[r]ld, it’[s] al[s]o an [a][c]tual [A]ng[l]Jo
world—our [clivilllization, [slo to [s]pealk], is
[nJomi[n]a[llly [clon[s]i{dlered We[s]tern, [n]omi[n]a[l]lly
[clonsidered  Glrlae[c]lo]-[R][oJman, yle]t thlelre’s a
[blar[bla[rlism at [pllay here, the[rle’s a nlelfalrlious
vlelgeta[b]le di[p] [blulrlying the [g]le]nuine article here.

03—635:866 .733

In [a]ctula][llity, the [W]este[r]n [w]o[r]ld [ils I[i]ttle [m]ore
than a [m]isn[o]mer for the Ang[l][o] [w]orld, [w]h[i]ch [i]s
[elsse[n]tia[llly the Amlelricaln] [w]orld, [a]lnd the
[Alng[llo [wlorld, in [a]lc]tula]llitly], is [n]ot [a]n
ex[tlension of Girlae[c]lo]{R][olman [A]n[t]i{q]uit[y],
[n]lo], [i]t’s s[ilm[p]lly] a[n] [illn][tler[p]ir]e[t]ation of that
world—and even [thlen [th]at in[t]er[p][r]e[tlation was a
[plurely  [slub[slequent in[tler[p][rle[t]atioln],  a[n]
iln][t]er[pllrle[t]atio[n]  i[n]
iln][tler[p]re[tlation.  [Ble
in[tler[plrle[tlation of [Aln[tli{qluity [clame from
[Clonst[aln[t]in[o][p]le [a]lnd [Aln[t]i[o]ch [alnd
[Allexan[d]ria, in the s[o]-[c]alled [B]yzantine world, and
only then [d]id this [A]nglo world i[n][dJulge i[n] a
[s]ub[sle[qluent in[terp[rle[t]ation of the
Glrlae[c]lo]-{R][olman [An[t][illqluliltly], [blased on the

[rle[s][plonse to  a[n]
clause the [pllrfimary
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[Blyzan[t][ilne era’s in[tler[p][r]e[tlation [blut allslo of
[clour[s]e [bla[sled on their in[tler[p][r]e[tlation of the
[slo-[clalled [Blyzan[tline world. This sh[ou]ll[d] be
under(s]tfoo][d], [th]at [th]e [A]ng[llo world, in a very
tlaln[gli[b]le [s]en[sle, [ils [l[ilttle more tha[n] a[n]
e[l]a[blorate ve[gleta[b]le [d][i]lp] [i]t[s]elf, a
[slu[b][slequent [i]n[t]er[p]re[t]ation, and [i]t’s [plerha[p][s]
the mlo][s]t [plervlals[ilve [i]ter[a]t[ilon of [s]lo]-called
vlelgetable [d]if[p] our [pllalnlet has ylelt to
[sllele—be[n]lelath it wle] [dlils][clover the genuine
arti[c]le, the [pllrlimalrly in[tler[p]rle[t]ation, [s]o to
[sl[plealk]. [Als for us, wli][th][i]n [th][i][s] [A]nglo [w]orld
[wle re[m]ain [m]o[rle ofr] [lle[ss] glllo[ssled [o]ver, a
[slu[b]-o[p]tiim]al [flit [o]ver here and [s]u[b]-o[p]tiim]al

[flit [o]ver there, as [Dlilallm]laln[d][a] [Glallals a[p]tly
[plut it: Almle[rli[cla [ils f[ilxated on [m]ulti[clultu[r]alism
yet [rlelmlains [rle[ml]iss with [rle[glard to [Mli[dd]le
[Ea][sltern [clultures, whlilch [iln[c]lude [G]r[eelk
[clultures—[blut how [i]s th[i][s] po[s]s[illblle? Yet [w]e
[shlould note, [wl]e [shlould finalllly [ald[ml]it to
our[slelves [th]at [th]e [m]odern [clenter of the Anglllo
world, [A]lmlerilc]la], for [a]ll of its [ml]elting plo]t
[m]ythlo]logy, has [nlever [a]ssiiml]ilated, [n]ot [qluite,
be[clause [i]n[s]tead [i]t’s] [s][ilmp[lly [alnnihi[lJated—in
Ameri[c]la] we [1]lolve d[i][s][clulssling ethn[i]c]ilties,
[pleolplle wear h[ylphens l[i][kle [n]Jame-tags, [blut all of
thle]se eth[n]i][c][i]tile]s are at [blottom fal[s]e
eth[n][illc][i]ties, ju[s]t as the [s]o-[c]alled modern Gree[k],
the Helle[nli[c] [bla[bloon, [i]s a fli]lc]t[i]onal
eth[n][illclilty, all [o]f [o]ur [o]ther eth[n][i][c][i]ti[e]s are
e[sslent[ilalll]ly] flilct[ilonal eth[n][i][c][iltile]s, they’re
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ethn[i]c]lilties at [ble[s]t as [sliim]ul]alc]ra, and,
Julb][sllellqluent[l]ly]l, what’s in[elvita[b][l]ly] [t][rlue
Jut  will [rlelm]ain [pler[pletuallllly] [uln[tlouched
ullplon is [th]at [thlere is no [rleal [r]alcle or
thn(illc]lilty wlilth[iln  [A]me[rlicla] with the
x[cle[pltion of the [A]ng[l]o. Eve[r]lyone is [Alng[l]o in
Alme[rlic[a], th[i][s] [i]s obvioul[s]. Eve[rly [pler[s]o[n] i[n]
Alme[rlilcla, i[n][s]o[flar as they’'ve [a]do[p]ted
A]merl[c]an hy[phlenaltilons, is  e[sslen[ti]al[l]ly
AngllJlo]—as [Clatho[l][illc]lilsm [w]ashed [o]ver [thle
[thli[r]d [w]o[r]ld, [thle [thlir]d wo[r]ld belc][aJme
e[sslentialllly [Alng[llo, the Puritanism of North
[Allm]eri[c]la] [m]lilxed wli][th] [th]e [Clatho[l][i][c][i]sm
of [Slouth [A]lml]eri[c][a] and [r]esulted in a [mli[llieu
where [elve[rlyone is [e]ss[e]ntially Ang[llo. Mlal[glic
[Jllolhn[slon, [a]t [bllolttom, is e[sslentia[llly Ang[l]o.
[Elnd[1]e[ss] [e]thn[i]lc][i]ties have [b]een [p]ro[p]er[l][y]
[ildenti[f][i]ed, [s]yls]te[m]ati[c]al[1][y]
[
[f
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—
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[

al[ss]li]lm][i]ll]fa]ted [ilnto th[i]ls] [Alng[llo-Alm]eri[c]an

Jramewor(k], and [sJub[s]e[qluent[l]y [a]nnihi[l]ated, and
we [ple[r]use their [cJoming-of-age [n]a[r]ratives, [plenned
in the [c]la[ss]i[c] [N]ew Yor[Kkler [s]tyle, and we thin[k] to
our[slelves, “[Wlow, that’s [nli[cle, [w]hat a [nli[c]e little
[cloming-of-age [s]tory, I [n]ever k[nlew Viet[nJam was
[slo [nlilcle in Autumn—" when the realllit[y] is thle]se
[pllelo[plle have blee]n ess[e|ntia[ll][y] annihi[l]ated.

04—618:845 .731

The [cJo[m]ing-of-age [n]a[r]rative of the Viet[n]a[m][e]se
[ilmm]filg[r]ant t[i][ck]les the [r][e]cle[ss]es of our [s]oul,
yet it ne[vle[r] occulr]s to u[s] [th]at [th]i[s] [V]ietn]amese
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per[sjon, writing in the [c]la[ss]i[c] [N]ew Yor[Kkler [s]tyle,
[hlas bee[n] e[sslenti[a][llly [a][n]ni[h]i[l]ated. We [m]arvel
at the eth[nli[c] tr[ailts of [c]o[m]ing-of-age [n]arratives
penned in the [c]la[ss]i[c] [N]ew Yor[kler [s]tyle, yet th[e]se
[elth[n][illc]i]tile]s are [e]ntire[l]ly] fi[c][ti]onal, they’ve
[blee[n] [e][ssle[n]ti[a][ll][y] [alln]nihi[l]ated, just as we, the
Hle][l]lle]lnlic  [bla[bloons, have [a]llslo [blee[n]
e[s]se[n]ti[a][llly [a]ln]nihi[l]ated. The
Viet[n]amJese-Almleri[c]Jan who penned your [flavorite
[clo[mling-of-age story [ils, [illn] [flalclt, e[n]tire[lly
Ang[l]o. The [s]o-[c]alled Or[thlodox, [thle [1]a[s]t of [th]e
[slo-[c]alled [Blyzantines, re[mJain [u]n[a][ss]i{m]i[l][a]ted
and there[flore [u]n[a]nnihi[l][aJted, [plerhalp]s only
[ble[clause they’ve [c]llung to their meta[ph][yls[illc]al
d[ilstin[c]tions—through [v]a[rlying [c][r]uls]laldes and
olcclulpllaltions, [v]alrliou[s] [cla[plitalisim]s  and

[clo[m]munis[m]s they’ve [cllung to their
[m]eta[phl][y]s[i][c]al d[i][s]t[i]n[c]tions, to the
[m]eta[phlysi[clal [f][rJamewor[k] of the [Pla[t][r]iar[ch] of
[Clon[s]tan[tliln]o[p]le. In a[n]y [c]a[s]e, this Anglo world

is [nJo extenslilon of Ant[illqlulilty, it’s [n]lo] [Nlew
[Rllolme, [ble[clause [ilts [iln[t]erp[r]e[tlations have
[ilnevita[b]ly [bleen filtered through the [s]lo]-[c]alled
[Blyzan[t][i]ne, th[rJough the [Sle[clond [R]lojme of
[Clon[s]tan[t][ilne, [Blut for the Ortho[d]ox, [Clh[r][i][s]t
[slym[bJol[i]zed the [t][r]ue, ve[rlif[iled immanen[cle of
[Glod, to [clo[rr]e[s]pond with the t[r]an[s]cen[d]en[cle of
[Glod—juls]t as the [s][o]-[clalled [S][o][c]rati[c] I[d]ea was
at onlcle tr[aln[s]cen[d]e[n]t [aJnd immane[n]t, just [a]s
Love [a]s [a]n I[d]ea was out of [r]each [iln-[i]t[s]elf ([i]n
[i]t[s] [tllr]an[s]cen[d]en[cle), yet [iln[tle[r]ac[tlive [iln a
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[rlela[t]ive [sle[n][s]e ([i]n [i]ts [ilmma[n]e[n][c]e), God was
[nJow the [slame, [n]ot [tlran[slcen[d]e[n]t or
ifmJmane[n]t, but i[n][sltead [t]ran[s]cen[d]e[n]t and
iim]mane[n]t. God as a[n] E[sslen[cle was

[ulln]kn[o}wa[b]le, [u]ln]a[pp][r]loalchalb]le, and who]lly
t[r]an[s]cende[n][t], yet, th[rJough Chlrli[s]t, God was
[plirloven to [b]le] whollly] [ijmmanent, [i]n a[dd][i]t[iJon
to [bleing en[tlirely [tlranscen[d]ent, [Glod’s [E]nergile]s
were [Elnergilels wle] [clould a[pplrloach and
[ilnte[r]a[c]t wlilth, to [ble[c][oJme [o]ne with [Glod, [elven
[m]o[mlentaril]ly], was d[eelmed a [plossi[bli[llit[y].
Chlrli[s]t was blrlilliantly [g][r]a[f]ted onto [clentu[r]i[e]s
of [Gllr]lelek thought in a [s]y[sltem that [flound it[s]
e[x]plrlession [f][r]Jom [A]le[x]and[rlia to [Aln[t]i[o][c]h [t]o
[Clon[s][t]an[t]in[o]ple, yet the [s]ub[sle[qluent Anglo]
in[tler[plre[t]ation, by [rle[s]t[r]i[c]ting God and [Plerson
lo the in[tlelle[c]t, the [clon[cle[p]tual [tlo the
Jran[s]cend[ent, [e][s]sentia[llly ~ushered in the
le[clull]ar [th]elsrn [thlat’s  [ble[cJome  our

[t

[t

[s

[m]ono[c]ulture [plar ex|cle[l]len[c]e. This
[slu[b][sle[qluent ~ Ang[llo  in[tler[p][rle[t]lation  was
[m]ar{kled(lly [dliffe[rlent—[ble[clause now to [ble
[tlirlanscen[d]e[n][t] and i[m]mane[n]lt] was now
[dleemed [d]e[c]ald]ent and o[rlie[n]tal. The [s]o-called
[Blyzan[tline i[n][tler[p]re[t]ation e[n]v[ils[ijoned a God
whlo], thr[ou]gh His [sJu[plera[bJun[d]an(cle, was [b][o]th
wh[o]l[1][y] immane[n]t a[n]d en(tlire[l]y]
[t]lr]anscen[d]e[n]t, whereas the Angll]o
in[tler[plirle[tlation viewed that in[tler[p]re[t]ation as
bloJth  who][lllly] [dlecaldle[n]t a[n]d e[n]tlire[l]ly]
ofrliental, the Ang[llo in[tlerp[r]e[tlation, just as the
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He[b]rlew [Glod [b][a]nished [A][d]am [a]lnd Eve from the
[Kling[dJom of [G]od, [s]u[b][s]e[qJuently [b]anished [G]od
from the [Kling[dlom of Milaln, to His e[tlernal
[tllr]an[s]cen[d]en[c]e. [N][o], the [s][o]-[c]alled [G][r]ee[k]s
[nJever [klilled their [Glod be[clause they [n]ever
[sltopped [mle[r]ging with their [Glod. The [Glree[k]
world [n]ever chose to [klill their [Glod, they [n]ever
[m]ulr]dered their [Glod in [c]old [b]lood [ble[clause, in
this [Glree[k] [wlorld, [wli]th[iln th[i]ls] [s][i][l1y]
[Bllylzant[ilne [m][i][l]ieu, to [K][i]ll their [G]od would [ble
a[klin to [clo[mmlitting [s]ui[clide.

05—522:715 730

[Wlhereas the Anglo [wlorld [d]lilvor[cled [ilt[s]elf]
[flrom the Energies, became the tran[slcen[d]ent world
[plar ex[clelllen[cle, and [1][e][f]t it[s][e]l[f] no choi[c]e but
to k[ijl [i]t[s] God [r]uth(1]e[s]s[1][y] and

ex[pled(ilt{ilous{l]ly]. The t[r]an[s]c[elnd[e]nt world [p]ar
ex[cl[e][l]lleln[cle alm[o][s]t i[p][s]lo] fa[c]t[o] be[clomes the
[sle[clulllar ~ athei[s]t world [plar ex[c]le][l[lleln[cle.

Tlr]ans]cle]n[d][e]n[c]e [dlivor(cled [f]r]Jo[m]
ilmmlJanen[cle is the p[rliim]alrly [flor[mJullla of the
[sleculllar. The [Wle[s]te[rln [w]o[r]ld is the Angllo
[wlorld [w]h[ilch [i]s nothing more than a [s]ub]

in[tler[p]rle[tlation [r]la]ther thlan a [p]lrlifm]a[r]y
in[tler[p]rle[tlation. In Alm]le]rlilcla, [elve[rlyone is
Anglo, Viet[n]am]ese i{mmlig[r]ants wrlite [clo[m]ing of
age [s]to[rlies that are [n]othing if [n]ot hlo]li[s]ti[c]al[l][y]
[Alng[l]o], tran[s]ce[n]de[n]t[l][y] [AIng[l]o. [Alnd we [slit,
[plortrayed [a]s [a][b][slurd[l]y He[l]lle[nli[c], [a]s Athenian
[bla[bloons, yet of [clour[sle we have [plerha[p]s that

slequent
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“[Blyzantine loolk],” our muls]lk] is [plerha[p]s
[Blyzan[tline, yet the [Blyzan[tline, we're [t]lo]ld, was
whlolly [dle[c]ald]e[n]t a[n]d e[n]tire[lly o[r]ie[n]tal a[n]d
n[o] [lJonger exists. The [Alf[r][o]-Alm]eri[c]Jan [M]an is
the [Alngllo] [M]an, La[rlry [Blird [iln add[i]t[ilon to
[M]alglilc] [JJohn[slon are [bloth e[ss]entia[llly Angll]o,
the Ita[llian-A[m]eri[c]an
the Glrlee[k]-AlmJe[r]i[c]lan [M]an, des[plite [p]laying the
[r]ole of [A]thenian [Bla[bloon, is [a]l[s][o] [e][ss]entia[ll][y]
Angll][o]. The [Glree[k]s, u[lltimate[l]ly], have [slun[k]
them([sle[llves, [wlh[ilch [i]s [wlhy they’re no [lJonger
[elven [Glr[ee][k], wle] [clan’t [b][l]ame anyone more than
ourfslelves, [wle [w]ere [p][l]a[cled [i]n an [ijm[p]o[ss]i[b]le
[plosition [blet[w]leeln [Ea][s]t and [Wle[s]t, [alnd [w][e]
[a]cted [iln [a]n [iJm[p]o[ssli[b]le fla]sh[ilon, [alnd [nJow

we’re [no longer even our[slelves. [Blut how did [wle get

[M]an is the [Alng[llo [M]an,

onto ufs] anylwlay, the [Glreeks—|hlave I [glone
over[bJoard [hlere at all? [AJm I ex[a]ggerating [a]t all?
(IJt'[s]  de[fI[iln[ilte[llly] [plo[slsible, yet I [f]lee]l
com(pl[1llelte[llly] a[ppllrlo[plirliate, I alcltuallllly] [fleel
(lli[kle, i[f] an[ylthing, I'm [b]leling too reserved, th[a]t
iff] anything TI'm [a]lc]tualllly [lJ[allckling in
hlylper[blo[lle at the [m]o[m]ent. I feel [1][i][kle, [r][i]lght
now, [II'm alcltualll]ly] bleling too [klind, [th]at if
any[thling I'm being a [tlad [tJoo [r]eserved. I feel as
[th]lou]gh [thlere’s vi[t]ri[o]l that I [s][t]ill [o]we, that I
[o]wn [c]on[sli[d]era[b]le [d]ebt, and it’s all vit[r]i[o]l, [th]at
[thlere’s n[o] choilcle [blut to [play it [bla[ck] to the
genelr]al [plo[plulalc]e of thi[s] [clountry. It’s [plo[ss]i[b]le
that I'm f[i]lled to the [b]r]lilm wli]Jth [v][i]t[r]iol, it’s
[plo[ssli[b]le that I [o]we all this [vlit[r]i[o]l to the gene[r]al
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[plolplull]alcle. [I]t’s alm[o]st as [i]f I'm [l][ealving [1][oalds
[o]l on the table. The Ang[l][o] world [lle[c]tured

)

of vitr[i

s [th]at [th]e au[th]enti[c] Gree[k]s m[a]de [a][n]al love
[t] [tlee[n]lalge boys, and the[n] whe[n] Glrlee[k]s
[m]oved [pla[s]t [ple[n]et[r]la]ting high [s][clhool [a]ged
[mle[n] i[n] the [rlear-e[n]d, when they i[n][s]tead
[
[

H

m

slulb][slclirliibled to the metaphylslilc]s of the
Plat[rliar[c]h of [Clon[s]tantino[p]le, it was only [a]t
hlalt [ploint that Glrleek [clulture be[c]lalme
[dle[pllr]lalved and [dle[clald]lent. Whollly] o[r][ilental.
Thli]s [i]s what I've [bleen per[slonal[l]ly] taught [bly the
Angll]lo] [sllo]-[clalled [s]cIholl][a]ls]ti[c]s—[alnd th[a]t I
[c]an tell you is [a]b[s][o][l]ute[l]ly] no exaggeration.

—t

— —
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Only the Greelk]ls] would alcclle]pt two [s]lelts of
an[c]le][sltors of [thli[s] [slort [thlen [sh]r]lulg their
[shloulders and [glo [glet d[r][uln[k] at a [s]aloon. That’s
what I [d][ild. [T]t'[s] juls]t au[d]aciou[s], that’s what [i]t
[ils. [TJf no[thling ellsle I re[slpe[c]t [thle au[d][a][clitly],
be[clause I [a][c]tual(l]ly] [h]ave the [hlighe[s]t re[s]pe[c]t
for the aul[d]alclitly] of the Ang[llo world. Our
an[cle[s]tors have [s]pent hun[d][rle[d]s of years in
o[b][slcure mountains, for{bli{ddlen to [rlead or wrlite,
[wlh[i]le the ent[ilre Ang[llo [w]orld has [s]pread thl[i]s]
[m][i][s]in[flor{m][a]tio[n] about u[s], this [s][l]ander, this
[c]hara[c]ter [a][ss][a][ss]in[a]tio[n], [s][o] it's n[o] won[d]er
[pleld]o[phliles [rJun [r]am[p]ant in [e]ve[r]y [W][e]s]tern
[plolity—loo[k] who [clom[p]r]lilse the [illd]ols of the
[Wle[slt! [Thle Afthlenian with [thle [bleauti[flul
[bloylf][rliends t[r]aversing pu[blerty, as i[f] th[e]se were
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the onlly] [G][r]lee][k]s, as if [thlere were no ofth]er
[Glirlee[k] e[r]as, as i[f] the [a]llphJa[blet [b]e[clame
o[blsolle]te [a][f]ter [Alnti[qluitly]! [Blut [I] d[il[g][r]es[s].
I[n] a[nly [cla[s]e, [blefore I e[n][tler i[n][tJo thi[s] whole

a[nle[c]dote I should [s][aly thi[s]-n[a]mely, th[a]t I was
[a]t [a] [r]e[s]tau[r]ant [a]c[r]o[s]s the [s]t[r]eet [f][r]Jom [m]y
[a]partfm]ent [flor a [s][m]all [glathe[r]ing juls]t the other
night, my [glood [f]rliend's [clousi[n] was i[n] town,
[alnd she [alnd her [flather [i][n]vited me to a[n]
[i][n][flormal dinner [a][c][rJoss the [rload [f][rJom [m]y
[a]partfm]ent, [s]o [I] [dle[c][i][d]ed it would be a [llittle
rude [flor me not to go, conlslildlering I [l][ilved
wlith[iln  [s]plilttlilng  [d][i]lsltan[cle ~ of  thl[i]s]
[rle[s]tau[r]ant, [wl[i]th[iln [m]i]n[ilm]al [w]alking
[d][i]ls]tan[cle, and had [n]othing ellsle to [d]o. I
e[sslenti[allly [h]ad to glo] but [a]l[s][o] [h]ad [n][o] issue
with [a]tten[d]ing. [IIn [a][d]d[i]t[i]on, I [w]as [a][w]are the
meal [wlould in all [llike[llihood be [plaid for, and
[allthough I [d]i[d]n't [plarti[c]ull]ar{l]y thin[k] high[l]y of
the [rle[s]tau[r][a]nt [a]c]ro[ss] the [s]t[r]eet, I knew there
was at [lJlea][s]t one [d]e]lclent [m]eal, or [m]ayble]
[elve[n] two [d][e]ce[n]t [m][ea][l]s, that I could or[d]er and
[f1lee][l] re[l]ative[l]ly] [s]at[i]ated. [Pler[s]o[n]al(l][y], I was
a big [flan of the [S][pli[c]ly] Mak[i] [P][1]atter, where you
re[c]leilved eigh[t][eeln [plliellcle[s] of [tlu[n]a, [s]almon,
and yel[lJow]t]ail [s]ushi for ju[s]t [s]ix[t][eeln dol[l]ars. It’s
a great [mleal, and be[clause of the e[c]o[n]o[ml]i[c]al
[plri[cle-[ploint you [d]on’t feel [llikle a [clom[p]l]ete
a[ss]hole or[d]e[r]ing it on [sJomeone el[s]e's tab. I[n] a[nly
[clase, we a[r]r[ilve, m[y] flrliend and [I], [plerh[a][p]s
we're [a][c]tualllly (1]overs, but I [d]on't want to [glo in[t]o
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a [gllrleat [d]leall of [d][e]t]lail about mly] [pl[r]ilvate
1][ilfe here, we [mlight [e]ven [1][i]ve w[i]th [ea]ch other in
mly a[plartim]ent, but I'lm] [n]ot going into that [n]ow,
’re in [lJove [wlith [ea]ch ofth]er in a [w]ay [th]at ju[s]t
lIs [plro[flound, that’s [plo[ssli[blle, [blut i[n] a[nl]y
]

e we're [thlere, at [thle [r]e[s]tau[r]ant, whe[n] my
f]rlie[n]d's [clousins [f][rJom out of town [a][rr]ive, and

wle

fllee

clafs
]

alllmJost iimm)][e][d][i]atel[y] the [clon[v]er[s]ation [t]urns
tlo the mlulch [d]is]ic][ullssled [C]O[V]ID-Ninet[ee]n
va[cc][illnle, and [b]leling whlo]l[l]ly] [s][o][bler as well as
extr{elme(l]ly] hungr{y] [I] de[c][ilde to have [n][o] part of
it, I [dlon't me[n]tion a[n]ything a[blout [n]onli[n]ear
[d]i[s]t[r]i[bJutions, the i[n]he[rle[n]t [d]i[s]hone[s]tly] of
[a]ll lla]rge govern[ml]ents over the cour[sle of [hJu[m]an
[hli[s]tor[y].

[
[
[
[
[
[
[
[
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I chloo]se t[o] [rle[f][r][ailn [f][rlom m[e]ntioning [E]l[l]iot
[Allb]lr]lams [rleceilving a [fli[f]tly] dol[l]ar [fline [flor
trlfal[fflilckling [clrallck] [clo[c]lailne into eve[rly
[blifalick] [clolmm]uln]iilty [iln Alml]erfi]lcla [iln the
[Nlineteen-[Eilghties, I chloo]se t[o] [r]e[f][r]ain [f][rJom
[
[

— —

m]entlo[ ling aln]y of this, as it wasn’t the [r]iJght
tllilme [tlo di[sliclulss] [nlon[lliinlealrlitlie]s a[n]d
El[i ]ot Ab[rlams, thi[s] was my [c]on[c][l]usion at the
time. I wasn’t [gloing to [glet [claught ulp] in the
[n]laJture of [p]lr]o[bla[b ][ Ity [dlilst[r][i][blut[iJons
and E[llliot [A]lb][r]lalms’ [fli[flty [dlo[ll]ar [fline [flor
[sle{llling [l]large [slwathes of [c][r]ack [c]o[c]aine at the
[blehe[s]t of the [flir[s]t [Blush [a]dmini[s]tration [a]t
thla]t time. It would have [bleen un[c]outh, ill-{a]dvised,
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[a]s well [a]s [clom[p][l][e]te[l]ly] ina[ppllr]lollplr]ilate.
But in [klee[pling [ml]y [m]outh shut I felt just a
[m][o][m]en[tlary [t]lilnge of agli][t]ation, in hl[ealring
[ Jse o[plinions I inve[tle[r]atelly] [dli[s]ag[r]leeld with,
n [rle[f][rlaining [f][r]lojm [ultte[rling the [ph]r][alses

[ Jon[l]i[n]ear []y [d]i[s]t[r]i[bJut[ilons and E[1]li[o]t
[Allb]lrlams I [bleclalme s[llight[l]ly] [a]git[a]ted, the
[oln(l]ly] [a]n[t]id[o]te [tlo my [a]gi[t][a]tion would [ble to
slaly the [wlord [n]on[l]iin]earity a[lloud, [wlhich I had
[nJo in[tlention of doing. I couldn’t [blring my[slelf to
[slay the word [n]on[lliln]earitly], [alnd I hlald
[a]lb ][ Jo[l]utel[y] no intention of utte[r]ing the phlr][alse
E[ll][i]lot [A][b](r]lams at thi[s] [r]e[s]tau[r]ant, [I] coul[d]n’t
[dlo either without embar(r]a[ssling [m][yl[slelf, and [I]
knlew] it. The flalct of the [m][altter is whe[n] a[n]
olpllilnfilon I d[illslaglrlee wlilth [ils ex[pllrle[ssled
wlilth[iln [m]y gene[r]al [p][rlox[illm][ilty, [alnd I [a]ct
slolciallllly] ~alpplirllollplirliate[llly] and [rle[f][r]ain
[flirlom shalr]in[g] my t[r]ue [f]e€[l]lin[g]s on the [m]atter,
then I off]ten [fleel th[ Js [t][ilnge of [a]gi[t]ation, [a]s i[f] I
was [plut on thi[s] Ea[r]th for the [s]ole [plu[r][plo[s]e of
behaving ina[ppl[r]lo][plrliatelly] and ex[p]rle[ssling my
hone[s]t o[plinions, nlo] matter the co[s]t [s]lo]ciallly].
In[s]tead I [flound my[slel(f] glllan[cling
[ilnter[m][i]ttent[l]ly] at [m]y [flriend's older [c]ousin,
juls]t shame[lle[ss][1]ly] [s][ple[clu[llalting on his [r][a]cial
m[a][kleu[p]-which I hlaJte. I've [bleeln] on the
[rle[cleiving e[n]d of thi[s] de[s][plica[b]le [blehavior, and
I'm sure you've ex[ple[rlileln[cled [s]ilm[i]lar, and [I]
[dle[s][pllilse [pleolplle who juls]t shame[lle[ss]lly
[sliplelclulllate as to [ml]y r[a]cial [ Ialikleu[p], I'm sure
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you [d]e[slpise them jlu]s]t as mlulch, yet [slitting
a[clro[ss] [flrlom thi[s] [dli[sltant [clousin of [ml]y
[flirliend, [mly [llover [p]erh[ Iplis], T [sllalt in this
[sli[l]lent hy[plo[c]lr]i[ I [s]at  there and
shame][lle[ss][1][y], [c]ontlnuou[ iy [sliplelclull]ated on
his rfacial [m][a][kleulp] to [ml]y[slelf, going [s]o [flar as
[tlo [tla[kle [s][ple[cli[flic [flacial [fleatures into a[cclount
and [s][ple[cjulate on a [gleo[g]lrla[phlic a[rlea of
orlilglin. It was [g]lrlote[s][qlue But that's
un(flortunately what I [flound my[s]el[f ]doing in [pllalcle
of sharing my [slin[clere o[plinions on [n]onli[n]ear
[pllrlo[bla[b][i]lilty [d]lills]t[r][il[bJutions and E[l]liot
Alb]lr]lams [d]i[s]t[r]lilbJuting [c][r]alck] [clo[c]aine to the
[blll]a[ck] [clolm]mu[nliti[e]s of the Ulnlited [S]t[a]tes in
the [Nlinet[eeln [Ei]ghti[e]s—but of [clourse [n]o one [c]an
[m]ention [n]onlin]ear di[s]t[r]i[bJutions or E[l]liot

Alb][r]ams [sle[l]ling [c][r]a[ck] anymore.

08—501:685 .731

Govern[mJents have lied to u[s] allm]o[s]t without pause
[sliln][cle the i[n]ventio[n] of the nation-[s]tate, in just
[Allmleri[c]a [a][llone we]'ve [s]leeln the [l]arge-[s][c]ale
olpplirlession of Alfl[rlilclan-A[m]e[r]i[clans over the
[clour[sle of [clenturies, the [s]tate-[s]an[c]tioned
poiso[nli[n]gs of Alf][rlilc]an-A[m]eri[c]an
[clolmm]unities with [c][r]alck] [c]o[c]aine, of [lJower
[cl1]ass [Clau[c]asian [clo[m]munities wli]th
[plirles[clix][il[p]tion [plills, we have [plo[p] [s]tars named
[Llittle Xanax, mli][lllions of chli]lldr[eln [i]n thi[s]
[clountry [flanta[s]ize [a][b]out [a][blusing
[plirlelslclrlilpltion nar[cloti[c]s be[flore they go to
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[s]lllee[p] at night and the [F][D]A], a [rle[glu[l]ator[y]
[blo[d]ly] with [a]m[p]le [flun[d]ing [flor [r]e[glullalting
julslt this [slort of [blehavior, [a][pplarent[lly thinks
[nJothing of it. We have one [p]o[p] [s]tar [n]Jamed [Llittle
[XJanax and [zlero [phlarmalc]leulti[clal e[x]e[clutives
whlo]'ve been [plro[sle[c]lulted [flor [p]lrlod[u]lcling this
lulr]id [s]tate of a[ff]airs, and th[a]t's just [s][c]r[altching
the [sur(f]a[cle in Ame[rli[c]a, [clon[f]ining our in[q]uilrly
to a [slingle [slide of the Atlanti[c] we ha[vlen't e[v]len
ment[iJoned the Tur[k][illsh] ofcclulplaltilon, the
geno[clides of [Plol [Plot, Hit[ller and the NatiJonal
[Slolcilallli[s]ts, the Gulllag, the [fla[m]ine of [M]ao, or
the [plre[plon[dle[r]an[cle of [o]ther [o][cclulplations,
[gle[n]o[clides, [flamines, and [gle[n]e[r]al [d]ebau[c]he[r]y
which have o[cclurred [a]ll [a][c]ro[ss] the g[llobe mo[r]e
olr] [llellss] in[c]le]ss]lant[lly—yet [nJow the Ulnlited
[Sltlaltes govern[mlent [ilnfor[m]s [ilt[s] [c][ilt[i]zens
without a t[r]lallcle of i[rJony that a [f][a]st-t[r][a][ckled
vla]lccline is beyond [rle[plrloach [flor a[n]ly] aln]d

eve[r]lylone, with no [llong-term [e]m[pli[r]i[c]al

[elvi[d]en[cle [a]vai[llable, and i[f] we [q]ule][s]tion [th]at

[thlen we're [e]sslentialllly [e]x[clommuni[c]ated [f]rom
[d]e[clent [s]o[cliety. We’ve [blecome [ch]a[r][1]atans [pla[r]
ex[clel[llen[cle if we [d]are men[tilon the [n]ature of
[nJon(lli[n]ear [plro[bla[blilllity [dli[s]tri[blu[ti]ons, if we
mlent[iJon the [f][a]lc]t th[a]t E[l]liot A[bJrams was
[flined [fli[flty do[lllars [flor se[llling [c][r]a[ck], if we
utter the [ph]r]lalses [n]on[lliln]ear [plro[bla[b][i][1][ilty
[d]li]st[r][i][bJution or E[l]liot A[b][r]ams was a [c][r]a[ck]
[clo[c]lailne [d]ea[ller we've a[pplalrlent[l]ly] [ble[clome
[flasci[s]ts in thi[s] [clount[r]ly]. [S]lo] I had [n]o]
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in[k][lling of the rfalcial [m]a]kleup of thi[s] [m]an
[slitting [slo i[n]no[clent[l]ly] alc]ro[ss] from mle], and
eventuallllly] [I] just [slaid to mly]slelf-you’re
[dli[sl[glulsting, th[ils [i]s [g]ro[tle[s]lqlue, [tla[kle out
your [s]lm]art[phlone and [dli[ck] a[r]loJund [oln that,
[flor the [sla[kle of [C]h[rli[s]t Him[slel[f], juls]t [pllease
relmJove your [s][m]art[phlone [flrom your [plo[cklet
thi[s] [s]e[clond. [S]o we order our [m]eals. [M]y [f][r]iend,
who I [m]ay or [m]ay not [ble in love with, who o[r][d]ers
[rlight [ble[f]o[r]e [m][e], or[d]ers the [S][plilclly] [M]a[k][i]
[Pllatter, [slo we both [elnd u[p] ordering the exalclt
[slame [mleal, the [S][plilclly] [M]alk][i] [P]1]atter, and I
juls]t shot her a [1]oo[k], I [lJoo[kled at her [l]i[k]e Are you
[klidding me? [Wle [clould hlalve [a]t [llea[s]t
[dli[s][clu[ssled thi[s] [ble[flo[r]le the [w]aitre[ss] a[s]ked
[flolr] the or[dlers, now we're or[dlering the [slame

ex[a][c]t meal [b][a][ck] to [b][a]lck].

09—483:668 .723

But [thlen I [th]ink to my]s][e]l[f] W[e]ll, i[f] sh[e] doesn’t
[ea]t all eight[ee]n [pllie][cles, [w]hich sh[e] [w]on't, then
I'll at [l][ea][s]t have the o[p]tion to [s]nag a [s]ushli]
[pllie]lcle or two if I'm not com(p][l][e]te[lly [fTull a[f]ter
my eighteen. I [gluess I [c]an [ble a [blit [g][l][u]ttonouls]
when it [c]lolmes to [slushi, [blut I al[slJo—in t[rJue
[G][r]Jeek Ortho[d]ox [f][a]Jshion—[t]end [t]o [f][a][s]t [f]lor
[s]lilgn[ilf]li]lclant portions of the [d]ay, [slo bly] the
tilme [d]inner [a][r]r[ilves [I]'m [a]lways [p][rle[plared to
[sltulff] my [fla[cle. I've [r]lea]Jd [m]o[d]ern
[mle[d][illc]lilne [i]s [blegilnlning to [r]le]cog[nlize value
in thils] [fla[s]t and [f]lea][s]t [r]le]giim]en of [ea]ting,
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[thlat [thle [blo[dlly] [plerhalpls [flunc[tijons more
elffli[cilentl[y] when it’[s] [d]e[p][r]ived [flor a [ple[rliod of
time. [Blut i[n] alnly [cla[sle we [bloth or[dler the
[Sliplilc]ly] Ma[k][i] [P]latter, and her [d][ald, who’s [s][a]t
[n]ext to [m]e, orders a shrimp [n]oo[d]le [d]ish th[a]t h[a]s
[n]o a[ppleal to [mle, [n]ot that I [c]are, be[clause I h[a]d
[nJo [pll[aJns on [sh]aring the meal with him, and when
thlills] [shlr]ilmp [n]oo[d]le [d]li]sh [i]s [slerved hli]s
nli][tilal [rleac[tilon is Wow, thli][s] [ils blilg—and [ilt
s, [i]’s huge. The port[ilon [i]s [ilmmense. And the
nloo[d]les, it shoulld] [ble [n]oted, are th[i]Jck—[i]t would
bl[e] n[ealrl[y] im[plo[ss]i[b]le for one [pler[sjon to finish a
pllate of thla]t [m]lalgnitu[d]e, [slave for the
mlor[bli[d][l]ly] o[ble[sle, in julslt one [slitting. S[o]
ilm]mleld[iJate[l]ly], and [o]n[l]ly] with the [b]le]s]t of
int[e|ntions, [ble[clause her [d]ad is one of the [m]o[s]t

i
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wlelll-i[n]tle]ntioned i[n][d]ividuals you’ll ever [clome
a[clros[s], her [d]ad [s]tarts to o[ffler me [slome of h[i]s
[d][i]sh, and [i]n[i]tial[1][y] I re[fTuse not on[l][y] [ble[c]ause
I [flind the [d]ish una[ppleallling but [p][rlimalr]i[l][y]
[ble[clause T'm [ealting [m]y own [m]lea]l. But this
[chlanges even[tula[lllly]. [F][allml]ished [a]s I [flound
my(slel(f], I obviou[s]l]ly] [flinished [m]y [ml]eal not

on(l]ly] [ble[flore [alnyone [e]llse at the ta[b]le [but
[clon[slide[r]a[b]1]ly] [pllrlior to [alnyone [ell[sle at the
ta[blle [c]lleaning their [p][l]late—I'm [slitting there with a
[clom[p][1][e]te[llly] [c][l][ealn [p]lllate while [e]veryone
[ellse is [a]t [m]ost hla]l[flway [th][rlough [th]eir [m]eal.
And my [f][rliend is [hlardlly] [ealting [hler [M]a[k][i]
Plla]tter [a]t all, instead she’s busy [m]luln[chling her
[cllou]sin’s General [Tslo Shrim[p], yet her dad, of
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[clourse [m]eaning well and [n]oti[cling [m]y em[p]ty
d[iJsh, for the [s]e[clond time a[s]ks i[f] I want [sJome?
[N]lo], [n]lo] [thlan[k] you, [II'm [flull, [I] say, [n]ot
[thlin[k]ing at all. Wi[th]Jout a [slingle [th]Jought in my
[sliklu(ll]  [I] [rleplly] that I'm full-yle]t in
[r]leltr]o[s]ple]lc]t what [e]ls]e [clould I [s]lay? How [c]an
ylou] [r]

on a [sle[clond o[ffler, without [s]aying you're [flull? It's
[plro[bla[b][l]ly] the on[llly] alcclepltalblle exculsle,
[fleigning [fullln]ess, [blut [n]Jow I've [p][llaced mysel[f]
[iln a [bllilt of an [ilm[b]rlo]gllilo], [ble[clause her dad
thin[k]s I'm [flull, [blut I'm a[c]tually the [flur[thle[s]t
[plolsslilblle [thling [flrom [flull-{ble[clause [s]ushli]
never [f][i]lls [ylou. [Y]ou [f][ilnish a [p][llate of [sJushli]
and the [flir[s]t [th][ilng you [th]iln[Kk] [i]s I [c]ould go
[flor a [l]ittle more [s]ush[i].

e[f][ulse a bite of [slomeone’s meal, €[s]pecial[l][y]

10—441:639 .690

"Eight[eeln pliellcles of [f][ilsh-[f][i]lled [sJushi and I'm
not [elven reml[o]te[l]ly] [c]lllo]se to [flull. All my
thlou]ghts [rlev]o]lve a[rJound [clon[sjum]ing [m]ore
[slushli], of which I [s]lee] [pllllent[y], [ble[clause [ml]y
[clom[p]anion, [ml]y [l]over, is [blare[l]ly] even touching
her [S]lplilclly] [Mlalk][i] [P]l]atter. [Slo now [II'm
[thyling [t]o [d]evi]se a [m]etho[d] of
[c]l]an[d]e[s]tine[l]ly] [sln[ealking a few [plliellcles of
[slaid [slush[i] into [m]y [m]lou]th with[lou]t [ml]y
[clom[p]la]nion’s d[a]d [n]oticing, [n]ot that he would
[clare, but ju[s]t on [plrin[cli[p]le. I already inh[a]led [m]y
[mleal, [eilght[ee]n [plliellcles of [f][i]sh-{f][i]lled [s]ushi,

and now I'm [c]l[ailming, to my [f][r]iend’s [f]ather, that

= —
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I’'m [full, but then [r]e[m]or[s]e[lle[ss][1][y] [clon[s][uJming
the [s]lulshli] [slitting next to my [p][lJate? That just
wasn't [a] [plall]ata[blle o[p]tion in [m][y] [m][ilnd at the
t[iJme. I wanted to [a]void that [s]cenario if [p]o[ss]i[b]le.
Yet as I'm [clon[clolclting a [pllllan to
[sJurre[pltitiou[s][l]ly] extra[c]t this foreign [s]ush[i] into
[m]y [m]outh [mly [f]riend’s [c]ousin [t]a[k]es her [f]or[k]
and [s][tlarts eating her [slush[i]-po[tlentiallly] my

Ju
f]
lle[flt, then watching [m]y [flriend’s [clousin
mlethodi[cla[l]ly [ealt [ealch [lle[f]tover [pllie]lcle of this
Sliplilc]ly] [M]alk]i] [P][l]atter on [m]y] r[ilght. Then I
lloo[k] [allcllrloss the t[a]lblle and [blegin
shllaJmele[ss][llly]  [rllallcilallllly]  [slpe[clull][alting
algain, just [tlo [m]o[m]en[t]ari[l]ly] get [ml]ly] [m][ilnd
off this whlolle [Slpilclly] [M]ak[i]-{l][o] [m]ein
imb[r]lo]g[l]ilo]. As the [m]eal [c]on[c][1][ulded there were
twlo] or thir]lee] [slush[i] [plliellcles [lleft, my

[clom[planion says [H]ave one, and I shake my [hlead,

shli]. 'm watching my [flriend’s [f]ather struggle to
[iIn[ilsh hli]s [glar[glantuan shrimp [lJo [m]ein on [m]y

[s
[
[
[
[
[
[
[

realizing the e[nltire e[n][dleavor, th[i]s mliJssion to
obt[ailn [m]ore [S][plilc]ly] [M]akli], was [d]Joomed to
flaillure. I conlslidered a[s][kling her [tlo [tJa[kle the
[plie[cles hlo]me, but n[o]—thi[s] urge for [m]ore [M]a[kli
[ils [m][i][s]guli]ld]ed, [I] thought, it’s already [d][oo]med
tlo] flaillure, it's t[oo] [l][a]te for that. The [S][pli[c][y]
Mal[k](i] [P][1]atter was de[llicious, but [t]o [t]a[k]e h[o]Jme
the [1]eft[o]ver sushi wasn’t a [p]a[l]atable o[pltion [t]o me
at the [tlime. And a [flunny thing o[cclurred, I a[c]tuall]ly
[blegan to [fleel [flull as [e]veryone [e]lse [blegan t[o]
[clon[c][l][ulde their [m]eals—[dle[s][plite [r]e[m]aining
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hung(r]ly] ilmm]le]ld][i]ate[l]ly] alflter [flinishing [m]y
eight[ee]n [pl[ie][cles of [s]ush[i], bly] the t[i]Jme [e]veryone
[ellse [clon[c]lJu[d]e[d] their [d]inner I, somehow, no
[lJonger felt hung[rly, [d]e[s]pite eat[ilng nothlilng [i][n]
the [i][n]terim, for the above [s]aid [r]easons. But, i[n]
a[ny] [cla[sle, onto thi[s] ane[c]d[o]te—[s][0] it was a few
years aglo] at this [ploint, Ho[r]atio was [p]ro[bla[b][l]y
there, it was a mo[r]e o[r] [l]es[s] [nJonde[s]c[r]i[p]t [nlight,
abso[l]Jute[lly [nJothing of [n]ote was o[clcurring, and I
thin(k] all of us were [a]t th[a]t [ploint [qluestioning [w]hy
[wle [wlere [elven out, [wlhy [wle [wleren't at home
s[llele[pling [1]i[k]e young children.

11—469:700 .670

[Wle [wlere at the [D]ealn Hotel on [W]lashington
St[rllee]lt in a [dlar[k] [blalck] [blar [clalled the
[M]ag[d]all][e]ln]a [Rloom where [n]othing [m]uch of
[nJote was going on, [n]ear(lly [n]othing of [n][o]te was
ever gloling on [w][i]th[i]n the [w]alls of this hlo]tel [blar,
[n]lever [mlind in the [blalc]k room, [wlhich [w]as
dlilm(1]ly] [1[ilt i[n] a[n] [a]llm]ost [a][b]r{a]sive w]a]ly and
usuallllly] [a]t hlallf [clapla]lclitly] at [ble[s]t. [Blut
[m]ay[ble that’s what the [v]enue i[n]te[n][d]ed, [m][a]y[ble
the [m]failn goal of the [vlenue was a[b]r][als[il[v]e
[i]te[r][a]tions of [d]im lighting [a]nd hla]lf [c]ap[a][clities.
I[n] a[nly [c][a][s]e, I'm with a [flew [f][r]iends, Ho[r][a]tio
m[aly have been there, and [tlw[o] well-{t][o]-d[o] An[g]lo
glirls are there, [alnd one of us—not [mJe—a[ttlempts to
-[mlin[g]le with the [tlwo [A]n[gllo [glirls, [a]nd a

onver[sjation en[slues. One of our [f]riends is with[ou]t

[
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a dloulbt [ai]ming to [e][n]glalge i[n] [c]on[s]e]ns[u]al
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[s]lelx[u]al [e][n][clounters with these girls in the near
[fluture, at [l]east if the [e][n][c]ounter goes [a][cclor[d]ing
to his [p]ll]lan, [hlowever, [hlis [p][llan is [a][blout to go
unlelx[ple[c]te[d][l]ly] [alwry, things are in nlo] way
[a][blout to glo] [a]lcclor[dling to his [p][ll[aln, [alnd,
in[a]dve[r]te[n]t{l][y], I'm a[blout to ensu[rle his [p][l]an is
foiled [i][n] a[n] [i]Jrreve[r]si[b]le man[n]er. [N]ot in the
[s]lllighte[s]t are things goin[g] [a]lcclordin[g] to his
plllaln], a[n]d I'm inadvertent[l]ly] [a][blout to [b]le] the
[clause of the foilllin[g]. [Ilnevlilta[b]llly [bloth girls
(lilve [iln the [p]llush [plart of the [clity, they don’t
[hlave [jlobs, or they [h]ave [jlobs they c[l][ealr[l][y]
re[c]leilved due to [sltatu[sles of [b]leling young and
opulllent, they [ilnev[iJta[b][l]y [bleg[iln to d[il[s]culss] the
variou(s] [plro[plerti[e]s their fami[llile]s’ own, in [S]a[n]
Flrla[n](cli[slco I [ble[llieve, [plerha[pls s[o]lme [o]ther
out[rlageous(l]ly] [ollplu[llent are[a]s of the U[S],
may[b]e] [elven over[s]eals. I [florget the [s][ple[clilflilc]
[lo[clales, I a[cltualllly [plaid [llittle to no atte[n]tio[n] to
a[njything [ei]ther of thle]se An[g]l]o [glirls said, there
were a [flew [lJocales whe[r]e thei[r] [flathers’ owned
thlis [pllrlolplerty or [thlat [pllrlo[plerty, [thley’d
Julmmler here or [thley’d [sJulmml]er [th]ere, but it was

[

[s

[a]ll [o]pulllent i[n] a[n]y [cla[sle, [slome a[rlea where
[o]n(l]y the mlo][s]t eg[rleglilous d[i][ck]heads [1][i]ve. [I]t
[dllilldIn’t par(tlilclulllar[lly offend me, yet their [tlone
was [clon[d]e[s]cen[d]iln]g i[n] a way that allm]o[s]t
[m]ade you bell]lielve they vlielwed y[ou] as an [e]qual,
[wlhich  [i][n]furiated  mle]. [Wlhen  [pleo[plle
[i][n]vete[r]ate(l]ly] [ble[l]ielve them[slelves to [b]le]
[

slulple[rlior, yet [s]till h[alve the au[d][a]clity to

191



[clon[d]e[s]cend as i[f] you're almo[s]t e[qluals, [i]t’s]
[iln[fluriating. [Als it [slo h[a]ppened, I'ld] been
[sltuldlying a[n] exte[n][d]ed [d]o[cJlume[n]tary on the
inter[net at wor[k] th[a]t [a][f]ter[n]oon, it was a slow
[a][f]ter[nJoon th[a]t [a][flter[n]oon, [rlegar[d]ing the
ml[a]ting habits of [d]ol[phlins, in [f]act this vi[d]eo went
into g[rllealt [dletail [rlegar[dling the [s][ple[cli[fli[c]
[mJe[c]hani[c]s of how [d]ol[phlins [pler[florm [s]ex, and I
[plirlolcleeldle[d] to share thi[s] in[flor{m]ation
[rlegar[dling the [s][ple[clilflilc] [mle[clhanilc]s of
[d]ol[phl]in [s]exual inter[clour[sle with the g[r]oup.

125202719 723

[Allpplarently this was [a] bit of [a] faux [plaus on my
[plart, D[e]lm]Jo—it was [c][l]ear these young [f][e][m]ales,
although ilnnjo[clent e[nJoulgh], were julslt of a
[sle[plalr]ate [c][l]a[ss], [alnd [thley be[llieved [ilt, [alnd
[thley knew [i]t, [alnd [th]ey had no [r]e[s][plect [f]or the
wlelll vie][r][i]flied int[e]ll[i]gence of dol[phlins and their
[slexual [m]ating [m]echanic[s]. It was [t][r][u]e [t][o] them
[th]at [thley were [s]u[ple[r]ior—their an[cle[s]tors were
having [plebble wars and [ealt[lilng m[e]d[ijJum-[r]are
[slqui[rrlel, [w]hile our an[cle[s]tors [wlere wlrliting
ex[tlen[s]ive [clo[mmlen[t]a[rlies on [m]eta[ph]y]s[i]lc]s
and enlflor[cling [clo[m]p[lle[x] [s]y[s]tems of [t]axation,
[blut in our [clulrlrent mi[llieu they were [bloth
un[d]oubte[d][l]ly] of [slu[ple[rlior [s]to[ck] to [alnyone
[elllsle in the [rloom, e[s][plecialll]ly] [m ]y[ slelf. That
[mJuch [clould not be [dli[s][pluted, and I [d]on't
[d]i[s][p]lulte it t[o] thi[s] [d]ay. Yet to [dli[s][culss] the
iln]t[rli[cla[clies of [d]ol[phli[n] i[n]ter[clour[s]e was, in
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their eyes, [slomething [rlevoltin[g], [slomething [f]or
(lJa[ck] of a better word [c]l]a[ss]l]e[ss]. It was
e[sslentia[lllly] a [Mlarxi[s]t ane[c][d][o]te, [n]lo]ting
[sliplelclilflilclalllly] ~ how  [dlol[phlin  [p]lellnli[s]
[ple[n]etrates [d]ol[phlin vag[ilna in the [M]ag[d]a[l][e][n]a
[Rloom that [nlight. I glrlew up i[nJun[d]ated with
Angll][o]-Saxons, [D]leJm[o], and [I] k[n]lo}w when [I]'m
bleling viewed [a]s [aJn Other, in falcjt I kinJow [iJt
iln[s]tfiln[cltfilve[l]ly], it’s [s
rlulns in my [b]llloold, and this was a
larti[clull]ar(l]ly]  eglrllelgiouls] [cla[sle. And it
le[clame [plarti[clulllar(l][y] eg[rllelgious [flo[lllowing
mly [m]o[n]o[l]logue i[llJu[mli[n]ating the [m]e[c]ha[n]i[c]s
of dol[phli[n] i[n]ter[clour[sle. I [m][aly have [m][a]de a
[flew [slub[sle[qluent offf]-[

[clonver[s]ation was [c]l[ealr(1][y] going
[clomp(l][e]te[l][y] [dlownhill, onlcle thi[s] [d]i[s][clussion
was [c][l]ear[l]ly] ilr]re[pla[r]a[blle. I [pllrlo[bla[b]l]y]
[rlaised my [v]oilcle to an ina[d][v]isa[blle [d]e[cli[bel
le[v]el. [Blut i[n] a[nly [c][a]se I [c]la]me to [d]e[s]pise these
two ilnnjo[clent  young  fe[m]ales. And in
[rlet[r]lo]s]lplect, if I'm [h]lo]lding [ml]ylslel[f] to the
[hlighe[s]t [s]tandard of hone[s]ty, I de[s][plised them at
[flir[s]t [slight. The [s]e[clond our [f][r]ie[n]Jd—Ho[r][a]tio
[m]laly have bee[n] there—[m][a]de the a[cqlulai]ntan[cle
of thlelse two [f]lelm]ales I i[m]m[e][d][i]ate[l]ly]
[d]e[s]pised them. In[s]tinctive[l]ly] I k[n]ew [th]e [th]r[ee]
of us [clould [n]ever ble] [clordial, th[a]t [plerh[a]p]s the
[s]lallckling of [Clon[s]tan[t]iin][o][p]lle in [T]welve [O]h
Four [s]till [d]ivi[d]e[d] us i[n] a[n] i{mm]utable [m]a[n]ner.
I [ble[llieve in the [pler[pletuating [c]ha[r]a[c]te[r]i[s]ti[c]s

Jlomething that e[ss]ential[l][y]

T
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clolor [clofmml]ents on[cle the
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of [b]llJood, [Dlelmlo, I [dlon’t [cla[rle what the
[s]cienti[s]ts [s]ay. [S]pi[rlits are [a]llw]ays [aJmong us and
[wlhere [bletter to [blury [thlem[s]elves [th]an [w]ithin
our [bllood[s]t[rleams? If the [s]pi[rlits of an[c]e[s]tors are
[blulrlied any[wlhere [i]t’[s] [w][i]th[ou]t a d[ou]bt in our
[bllood[s]t[rleams. If the tortured [slouls of our
mutilllated an[cle[s]tors are [blulrlied any[w]here in the
[wlorld [i]t’[s] [w][i]thin our[ JlJood[s]t[r][ealms, D[elmo.
Flrlom the [slecoln]d I [s]aw these two in[n]o[clent,
[dle[clent-looking girls I [d]e[s]pised them, and I [n][e]ver
qulelstfiloned  [iJt.  [In[s]tin[c]tively I  Kk[n]lew]
[dli[slclulssling  [dlol[phlin [blo[nlers would [ble
a[blho[r]rent t[o] these in[n]o[clent young [flemales, and I
[rlelayed the a[nle[c][d]ote without hesitation.

13—448:606 .739

The [sle[clond their [flalcles [f][illled wli]th [d][i][s]gust
[a]t my [a][n]e[c][d]ote I was [s][a]ti[a]ted. If they wal[k]ed
[ilnto th(i]s] [rloom [rlight [n]Jow I’[d] immle][d][i]atel[y]
start to, yet again, [dli[s][clulss] the me[clhani[c]s of
[dol[ph][i]ln] [illn]ter[clour[sle. [Dlol[phlins are highll]y
i[n]te[lllige[n]t [m]a[mm]als—[w]hy shouldn't [w]e [l]earn,
in-[dJepth, a[blout their [

entire(l][y] [lJogical to me, [eJven now. Yet [w]e should be
hone[s]t [wlith our[s]elves, [w

[wle shouldn't [clo[wler to euphe[mlism, be[cJause
everylo]ne is Ang[llo. [M][ay][ble I haven’t [m][a]de that
[a][blundant[l][y] c[l]Jear yet, [bJut we’re [a]ll essentia[ll][y]
Ang[llo, we [clontain resi[dJual amounts of the
Hlell[l][e]ni[c], we’re [d]i[r]e[c]t [d]e[s]ce[n][d]a[n]ts of the
[slo-[clalled  Byzantine, the [plopwo[clov[n], but

|—||_|

mlating ha[blits? It s[ee]ms

Je shouldn’t min[cJe [w]ords,
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[ellss]ential[l]ly] [e]ve[r]yone is Ang[l][o], u[s] in[c][lJuded.
You may [slit here and [pllr]lo]lpllolse that, [s]ay,
[Pluert[o] [Rli[c]ans are [slomehow [d]i[s]tin[c]t from the
mle][d]lilan [wlhite, [wlhen in a[c]tualllity [Pluerto
[Rlilclans are Ang[llo. But [Dlo[m][il[n][illclans are
[d][ilffe[r]ent, [rlight?—[n]lo], [Dlo[m](iln]i]clans are
[a][c]tuall]ly [Alng1][o] [a]s well.
[Allf][r]lo]-{Allm]e[r]i[c]ans are in[c][r]e[d]ib[1][y]
[A]
[

[

Alng[lllo], in [flalclt. The [Plortuguese are
dle[fTinite(l]ly] Angfl]o, [thley’re [thle a[plex of Ang[l]o,
the [S][planish [a]re [all[s][o] [t][o]talllly Ang[l]o, and the
I[t]alians are [a]s [Alngl]o [a]s anyone, Fi[lli[pliln]lo]s—we
[clan’t de[nly their e[sslentia[l] Ang[lli[clism, be[clause
we're all e[sslentia[ll]ly] [el[qlua[ll]ly] Ang[l][o], wherever
[Clatho[lli[clism and [i]t[s] meta[ph][y]s[ilcs has [s]p[r]ead,
the Angll]o [wlorld [wlith[ou]t a d[ou]bt has [f]o[l]lowed,
whe[rlever the [slordid meta[ph]yls[illcls of the
[Cllaltho[llifc] church hla]s [p][l]lalnted its [r]oots,
[Alng[llifclism has [pllrlo[lli[fle[rlated unab[rlidged.
[Alng[llos, [Flrlan[k]s, Ve[nletialn]s, Italians, the
Ger[m]a[nli[c] [t][rlibes, we [shloull[d]n’t [llose [m]uch
[s]llleep in [d]i[s]tinguli][sh][i]ng these [t]erms, [ble[c]ause
they're all [s]u[b][s]e]lc]ts of each other [e][ss]en[ti]a[l]ly,
we [shlouldn’t [llie to our[slelves about [th]at. [Thlese
[tlerms [e][n][clompa[ss] the [e][n][t]ire world and for that
rlealson  [s]ub[sle[qluent[l]ly] mlealn e[sslentia[l]lly]
nothing. We [a]ll [a][ttlempt [tlo quar[r]ly g[r]ou[p]s of
[pleolplle off by the [t][ilnt of their s[k][i]n, the sha[ples of
their eyes, the [clon[tlours of their [n]oses, [th]e
[th][illck][n]e[ss] of their [1][i]p[s], when the [r]ea[llit[y] is
[elve[rlyone is [elssentialllly] [Alng[lllo]. Mi[clhael
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[Jlor[d]an [i]s [iln[c]re[d]i[b][1][y] [Alng[l][o]. As are [L]arry
[Blird and Sha[q][ui][llle O'N[ea][l]. [Clait[l}yn [J]e[n]ner is
[nJoth[ilng [ilf [n]ot [Alng[llo, [alnd the [K]ard[a]shians
are the [s]p[ilttlilng [i]m[a Ing[1][i]lc]lilsm. The
world [is [iln[c]re[d]i[b][1]ly] [clomp[llex, [blut at times it
[clan [ble [divildled [elven[l]ly] in[t]lo] [tlw[o]—the
Angll]lo] world and the [s]lo]-{clalled Gree[k] [w]orld,
[wlhich nlo] [lJonger exi[s]ts.

s_l

alge of [A

l_l

14—448:651 .688

The world [ils [iln[c]redi[b]l]ly] [clom[p]l]ex, [blut at
[clertain times it [c]an [b][e] easi[l][y] [s][pl[l][i]t [ Jown the
mlil[dd]le, at [tlimes the world re[d][ullcles [t]o]

e[sslential(l][y] [tlw[o] [d]ilm]ensions, in [sJome [w]ays the
[wlorld on[l]ly] exi[s]ts [tlwo [d]i{m]ensionalll]ly], the
[sllclhi[sm] be[t][w]leen the [Clatho[lli[clilsm] that
over[tloo[k] the [w]orld and the Orthodox[y] that
[elventuallllly]  [ble[clame  [m]o[rle  o[r] [lle]ss
[elxtinguished, [m]ay[ble that's one in[s]tan[cle of
[bllilnar(y] [sl[ilm[pll[illc][i]tly], the [ilde[a] of [a] God who
wlalnts to hear your [plett[y] [slins, who [w]ants to
slpleak [wlith you and have [slome ty[ple of
rle[l]aftilon[shli[p]. A [pler[slonal [rle[l]a[ti]on[sh][i][p]
wlilth God—it’s] the mo[s]t ab[slurd thing. It’s]
e[sslential(l][y] [a]th[e]ism. There's on[l][y] one end-g[aJme
to belllieving the [a][llleged [Clre[a]tor of the Univer(s]e
wants to [hlear [a][blout [h]ow you [s]to[lle a [blag of

— —

[Llays chip[s] from your [Ulni[v]er[slity [cJon[v]enien[cle
[sJtore as an [ei]ghteen year old—the onl[l][y] end-g[a]me
to that [slort of meta[ph]lylsliles [ils [a]theism. It’[s]
r{u]th{]e[ss][1[y] [d][ua]{li[s]t [blut al[s]o [d]e[llightful[l][y]
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athei[s]t. I[f] ylou] tfullly] [ble[l]lielve God [w][ilshes to
[slpeak [wl][iJth [ylou about the [yloung man [ylou
llilc[iJous[1]y] threatened with [v]io[llen[cle [w]hen [ylou
] Ily] ninet[eeln [ylears old thleln [yloure
|[sslential[l]ly] an ath[ei][s]t. That’[s] how we [c]ould

be[s]t de[s][c][r]ibe it. An idea [th]at [thle ex[ple[r]ien[cle
of God is [slJummalrlized verballllly], [alnd th[a]t all
[sliplilrlitual ex[ple[rlien[cle mu[s]t [d]efer to a[n]
i[n]tellllectual un[dler[s]tan[dling of it—we're all Ang[l]lo
now. Of [clour[s]e I [d]e[s]pised th[o]se two i[nn]o[cle[n]t
Anlg|llllo] [glirls, belclause [I] [slaw [m]ylslelf in
them—in [s]o [m]any ways I've [ble[clome a[n] i[nn]o[clent
Anlg]ll]o [glir] juls]t [bly d[ilnt of [1][i}v[ilng [iln the world
[iln a [clon[t][ilnuous fashion. Whiy] haven’t [I] re[tlired
[tlo an o[b][s][clure mountain [sJomewhere, to [ble[c]o[m]e

—_

ere on[l

[v
[w
e

popo[clovn again? [Blut that’s whiy] [I] have no [qJualms
a[blout de[s][plising [clertain [p]leo]lplle for no
[plarti[c]ull]ar r{ea]son—[ble[c]ause, at [blottom, we’re all
essentia[llly Ang[llo. Yet, if we’re [bleing hone[s]t with
our[slelves, it’[s] [o]n[l][y] the hloJme[lless who t[r]u[l][y]
[rlecognize  the absur[dlity of our a[lllege[d]
[iln[d][ilVildua[llism—a [ploor guy [s][l][ee]lp]s in the
[s]tr[ee]t, [alnd we [a]ct [a]s if he [m]ulr]de[r]ed a [m]an.
[S]loJme[olne falls on hard times, [bleg[ilns [d][r][ilnk[ilng
heavi[l]lyl, plrlo[bla[b]l]ly] [d]oes a [d][eJcent amount of
[d][rJugs, [hle [lloses [hlis job, [hlis [hlome, [hlis wife
(lJeaves [hl]im, [hle’s [r]le[d]u[cled to [blegging [pleo[plle on
[slt[r]eet [clorners for [d]o[l]lar [blills and [s][lJeeping in
a[llleylwlays, and [wle [allc]t [a]s i[f] [hlis [h]ardshi[p] is
a[n] i[n][clonvenien[cle [flor u[s]—we’re o[fflended at his

[ploverty. I've ex[plerien[cled [m]ore [ml]ali[c]e
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[d]i[r]e[c]ted at bums in the [pla[s]t [d]e[c]ade tha[n] a[n]y
[plirllelvilous [dle[clade T [clan [rle[c]all, the mali[c]e

in[c][r]lea][sling in this
nential [r]ate.

toward bums [s][eelms to ble

e

[clountry [a]t [aJn alm[o]st exp[o

15—553:720 768

They [vliew it as a [s]e[v]ere aff[r]ont to [th]eir [1]i[blerty
[th]at a [bJum—who [s][l][ee][pls in a[l]lley]s and [r]emains
[plar[kled e[sslentialll]ly] at [dleath’s [d]oor [d]ay and
night—should a[s][k]

[slo[clietly] ab[jlect[l]ly] fails [pleo[plle, and [pleo[plle
[wlith a[llleged moral [s]tanding [wlithin our [s]o[cliet[y]
can hard(l]ly] [blle] [blothered to [elven [wlitne[ss] a
[blum, to gaze at a [blum [flor a [b][rlie[f] pe[rliod of
time, i[f] they’re [flor[cled to [elven [m]i[n]ifm]al[l][y]
i[nte[r][a]lc]t with a [blum they [v]iew it [a]s a [s]ort of
[sllallc]rlilllege. [V]iewing a [pler[slon [s]ans a [d]omi[clile
is [clon[s]i[d]ered an aff[r]ont to good [t]a[s]te. [BJut who
wouldn't [t]os[s] a [clou[p]le ex[t]ra [b]a[ck] if they [n][o]
longer [h]ad a [h]lojme? There’s [n]lo] doubt that [tlo

[slome ex[tlent we—all of u[s]-have failed th[e]se
[plleollplle in [slome way that’s [plro[bla[b]l[y]
mate[r[[iJal. It[s] one thing to [ble [dlow]n and
[ou]t—[bJut to [ble on the [s]t[rleet [d][rlin[kling a
hal[f]-[flilled [C]lo][c]la]-{C]lo]l1][a] [blottle [f][i]lled wli]th
[iJNlc]lilt [slu[b][sltan[cles, a[s]king [s]t[r]langers for
monley], [c]lllear{l]ly] on[l]ly] partia[ll]ly] a[wla[rle of
[wlhe[rle you are, that [shlould, [f][r]an[k]l]y], be
[shlame[flul [flor all of us. Anylolne [c]an be[c]lo]me a
[clir]lallck] [a]ddi[c]t. [I]f the h[i][s]to[r]y of [c]r]a[ck] in
this [clount[rly has taught uls] [anything it's that

them for [s][plare change. Our

-
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[aJny[olne [clan be[c]lolme a [c]r]alck]head. We're all
[cla[pla[b]le of [ble[cloming [c][r]a[ck]heads, given the
alpplirlo[plirliate [clir[clum[s]tan[cles. The whites of
[Allm]e[r]ilcla [1]laJughed [a]t the b[l][a]lck]s of
[Allmle[rli[cla dulrling the [c][r]lallck] e[r]a, as the
Ulnlited States govern[mJent [plum[pled [c][r][a]lck] into
[bllllallck] [nl]eigh[blorhoods, on[lly to, [dle[cla[d]es
[1]ater, flilnd ent[ilre [lJower-[c][l]a[s]s  white
[clolm]mu[nlit[ie]s [tlurned in[tlo jun[k]iels, [bla[ckled
[bly the Ulnlited [S]tates govern[mlent, [bla[ck]ed [bly the
phar[m]a[cleuti[c]al [clompanies, who
[ilnd[illslc]lx]lilm][iln]ate[l]y to[ssled helr]oin
e[qluivalllents at any [llower-[c][l]a[ss] [w]hite [wlith a
[slplr]ained an[k]le that [w]ent [t]o their ph[yls[ilc[ilan.
Aln] e[n][tlire ge[nle[r]ation of white junkies e[m]erged
sleelmling(l]ly] overn[ilgh[t], the [lJaughter of whli][t]es
[cllallck]llling at [cl[r]allck] [clo[c]aine un[d]oubted[1][y]
[rlesoun[d][ilng [iln the [b][a][ck]g[rJound. Yet just as the
[bllJalck] [plo[plull]ation of Ame[rli[cla e[ss]ential[lly had
no choilcle [blut to [ble[clome [b][l][allck]
[clr]lallck]heads, the white [plo[plu[llation of A[ml]eri[c]a
has sifmli[l]ar{l]ly] invo[llun[t]ari[l]ly] [t]ran[s]flormed
in[tJo white jun[klies. [Phlarmalcleuti[c]al [clom[p]an[ie]s
have a[tltained [m]ullt][i]-billion dol[llar [m]ar[k]et

cla[pls allm]o[s]t ex[c][l]usive[lly by [tlurning [ploor

mje
mje

wh(iJtes in[t]o [w]h[i]Jte jun[klies. Yet no [o]ne [w]ants to
leal [wlith [w]h[iJte jun[klies [w]h[i]le they’re
Irin[kling [w][ilne [alnd hlalving [a]p[ple[tlizers. The
sle[r]ve[r]s and the [clu[s][t]Jome[r]s [clonve[r]s]e about
what  [sltelpls the [clity should [tla[kle [tlo
[cloun[t]e[r][a]c]t the white jun[klies and the b[l][a]lck]
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[c]ir]lallck]lheads who invade the [l]lilnes of s[ilght of
[pleolplle who've [d][r]iven tens of miles to [s][t]u[ff] their
[flalcles with [c]a[l]alm]a[r]i and [m]ozza[r]e[ll]a [s][t]i[ck]s
and ja[lla[pleno [plo[pplers, to [d][r]ink [c][r]aft beers and
[sJulck] [d]Jown wine [s][p][rlitzers. Thle]se [p]leo][plle just
[clan’t get enoulgh] t[r][alns [f][a]t, and they hate [blums.
Thlelse [pllelo[plle [s][plend hours a day exam[i]n[ilng the
[ilnt[rli[c]a[clies of [c][r]aft [bleer [blut [clom[p][l][e]te[l][y]
(lJa[ck] the teme[r]it[y] to [e]ven [s][p]leal(k] with a [blum.

16—516:676 .763
It never occurs to any of thlelse [plleol[plle [th]at [th]eir
own [lJatent ma[ll[illcle [ils [dli[rlect[l]y [rle[s]pon[slible
[flor the [dlilllalpli[d][alted [s]t[alte of their [flel[llow
[
[

—

[clliltlilzens, [thlat [thleir [clom[p][l][illc][iltly], their
myo[plilc] and en[d]u[rling i[dJio[c]ly] has [d]ire[c]t[1][y]
[rlesulted in a [sltate that’s shamellle[ss][1][y]
[plirloldlulcled  white  jun[klies [alnd  b[l][a][cKk]
[clir][allck]heads at a[llarming [r]ates. It’s a shame [th]at
[thle c[ilty [ilsn't [d]Joing more, th[e]se [p]leo]plle [s][ay]
without a [t]r]lallcle of i[rlony, and [thlen [thley
[dli[s][clu[ss] the [tlange[r]ine a[f]ter[t]a[s]te in an
over[plirlilcled [c]r]a[flt [bleer. Do you [tlaste
[tlange[r]ine at all>-No, I was getting [a] [blit of [a]
[Blartlett [plear a[flter[t]a[s]te! The [pleo[plle who
[d][r]ink c[r]a[f]t [bleer, it [s][ee]lm]s to [m][e], [d]e[s][plite
their a[d]van[tlageouls] and [clal[c]u[l]ated [ploses of
(libe[r]a[llism, are the [m]o[s]t una[plo[llogeti[c]a[llly
[cla[plita[lli[s]t [c][r][i]lm][ilnals we have [iln th[i]s]
[clount[r]y. I've never heard a [c][r]a[f]t [bleer enthusia[s]t
a[plo[l]ogize [flor the idio[cly of his [clal[c]u[l]ated

—
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(lli[bleral [ploses. The [c][r]alf]t [bleer d[r]in[k]ers instead
mlaint[ailn a t[r]ans[plalrlent [plose of [blenign
(lli[ble[r]alllism, yle]t [s][pllelnd all of their [t][ilme
[tlir]lyling [tlo de[tle[c]t the [s]ll]ighte[s]t [t][r]alcle of
Bart[lett [plear [iln [a] [Clolc] Indi[a] [P]la]le
[Alle—as o[pplosed [t]o [elve[n] [a][t]tem[p]ting to [h]el[p]
any of their fellow [hJuman bleli[n]gs. Thle]se [p]leo][plle

who su[pplort [c][r]aft [bleer ch[oo]se t[o] [bluy [b][r]ands
that a[lllle]gle][d]lly [dlo[n]ate to Good [C]auses, they
[pllolslt to [s][o]cial [p][l]latforms to make [pleo[plle they
dlo]n't k[n]low] aware [th]at [thley [bluy The [S][o]cially
Re[s][plon[sli[blle [Bleers, k[n]lolwing [entire[l]ly] well
that all of these d[o][nJations are [e]ls]sentia[ll]y]
criimlifn]al, that [n]lolne of thi[s] [m]o]lnley ever
lealches the [plleo]plle it [n]leelds to [r]lealch, whlilch
ils [rlealdlily al[plpalrlent, [b
dJown to or[dler [s]aid [c][r]aft [bleer all they [slee are
blums. [Olnly a [c]rlalflt beer d[rlin[kler would
clon[c][lJude the [m]lo]st e[fflicient way of [h][e]llping
hlis [f]le]llow [hlulm]an [b]leling is [bluying [m]ore
cllrlalf]t [b]lee]r. The [rlealllity is [n]Jone of us k[n]lo}w
wlhat t[o] d[o] [wlith [bJums, [w]e’re [p][rlivy to [n]o]
b]
plirlo[b]llems, yet we kinJow all of these [blums are
e[sslentia[llly Ang[llo. The white jun[klie and [b][1][a]lck]
[cIr[a]lck]head are [b][o]th at [blottom entire[lly Ang]l][o].
We Kin]lolw how to [pllrlo[d]lulce [b]lulms, [bllult we
have [n]o] i[d]ea [w]hat t[o] [d][o] [wlith these [b][ulms
[olnce [wle've [plrlo[dJuced them. We [plirlo[d]ulcle
[blums shame[lle[ss][l]ly], and then even more
[shlame[lle[ss][l]ly] wle] [shl]luln th[e]se [b]Jlujms from

o[clonut [I

le[clause when they [slit

um [s]o[lJutions, [n]lo] [slo[lJution to our [blum

[r
[
[
[
[
[
[
[
[
[
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a[ccleptalblle [s]o[cliety. Yo[u]ll never meet [a] [pler[sJon
at [a] [rlestau[r]ant d[ow]ntfowln who [u]sed to [ble a
[blum. It's im[pJo[ssli[b]le for [bJums to [r]e-en[t]er in[t]o
[slo[cliety, there's a [w]all, an in[sjJurmounta[b]le [w]all
that’s [clon[s]t[r]ulc]ted a[rJound eve[r]ly] [b]lulm [iln
thlils [c]loulnt[r]ly], betwl[eeln the st[r]
[dlowntlow]n and the [r]estau[r]ants of a [d][ow]|ntlow]n.

A [rlestau[r]ant-[gloer [c]an [ble[c]o[m]e a [b][u]m, [b][u]t a

[
[

eelts of a

bl[ulm will never a[glain [ble[clome a

rlestau(r]ant-{gloer.

17—500:689 .726

The harsh rea[llity is [th]at [thlere’s [llittle we can [d]o
[flor our [fle[llJow [c]i]t[i]zens who’ve reached [s]uch
[dlill]la[pli[d][alted [s]t[altes more [thlan [slim[p][lly
talking to [thlem, and th[ils [i]s [slomething anyone
who's [bleen in a [d]i[l]a[pli[d][alted [s]t[a]te knows to [ble
[plirlo[flound[lly [t][rlue. The e[n]tlire i[n]duls]t[rly of
[sltlrfilpplers and wlhJores, in [flact, should [ble
[rle[h]a[bli[l]it[a]ted [b]lalsed on this [ploint a[l]lolne,

because nlo] one in our [slo[cliety gives the
[d]i[l]a[pli[d][a]ted [pler[slon more [t]ime of [d][ay] [th]an
[thle exo[tlic [d]an[cler. It's un[d]oubte[d][l]ly true [th]at,
[thli[s] [cle[n]turly], the exoti[c] [d]an[cling

[y] has [dlone [m]ore for the

[d][illa[pli[d]ated [pler[slon [c]o[m]mu[nlitly] than the
[Clatho(llilc] [chlur[ch] [clolm]mu[nlitly]l. Be[clause
[sltrilpplers and whores [iJnnate[lly gfilve the
[dli[l]la[pli[d][a]ted [pler[slon the time of [d]lay], any
[sltri[ppler worth her [s]alt [iln[s]t[iln[c]t[ilve[lly kn[ow]s
how to [s][plealk] to the [d]i[l]a[pli[d]ated [s]lou]l, the

[clom[m]u[n]it
1
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[dli[l]a[pli[d]ated [pler[slon ju[s]t needs [sJomeone to
(l]i[sJten to a [s]ob [s]tory for a [s]e[clond of time, [flor
[slomeone to [clare [flor [a] [f][r]a[c]tio[n] of a[n] iot[a] of
their day, to plrle[tlend [tlo [c]are in a way that's not
glrlossllly [clon[d]e[s]cen[d]ing in the [c][l][a][ssli[c]
bulrleaulc][r][altiic] [m]lajnner. Yet [thlere's [thli[s]
[mli[s]guided nlo]tion [th]at [thle [s]t[r]ipper [o]n[l][y]
[tlallk]s [tlo [clu[s]to[m]ers, whe[n] i[n] [fla[c]t the
[sltrilppler  [sllplealkls to [iln[f][ilnite{l]ly] [m]ore
[plotential [clu[s]to[m]ers th[a]n [a][c]tual
[clu[s]to[m]ers—the [slulccle[ss][fTul [s]tri[ppler, in [flalc]t,
has no [m]ore than a [s][m]all hand[f]ul of [c]u[s]tomers
that [play her [blills—and, [bly [clontra[s]t, it’s] thle]se
[plotential [clu[s]to[m]ers who are [iInf[i]n[i]te[l][y] [m]ore
(ilkle[llly] to be [dlillla[plildlated. The alc]tual
[clu[s]to[m]er is [m]ore [l]i[kle[lly to be o[plulllent and
jovial, un[rle[s]t[rlained and [dle[cla[d]ent, while the
[plotential [c]u[s]to[m]er is [a][l][m]ost [a][llways entire[l]ly
[d]i[l]a[pli[d]ated. Glilv[ilng th[i]s] [plo[tlential cu[s]tomer
the [tlime of day is [a]lmo[s]t [a] [rle[l][ilg[ilous act on
[thle [plarts of [thle [s]t[r]ilpplers and whores. And it’s for
[plirle[cli[slel[y] thi[s] [r]lea]son I have [s]o [m]uch [m]ore
[rle[s]lplect for [slt[r]i{pplers and whores than I [d]o [flor
the [m]le]ld]lilan [c]lr]a[f]t [bleer [d]lr]in[k]er. WT[e]
[ble[l]lie]ve [c][r]a[f]t [bleer [d][rlin[klers are [1]au[d]a[b]le
mem/blers of our [s]o[cliety, [wlhile [w]e [d]e[n]ig[r]ate
[sltlrfilplpers and whores, [blut I alc]tualllly find
[slt[rli[p]pers and whores to [ble [lJau[d]a[b]le mem[blers
of our [s]o[cliety, whli]le [I] [d]e[nlig[r]ate [c][r]aft beer
[d][r]in[k]ers. There's [o]n[lly [s]lo] much you [c]an do for
a guy who's [ble[clo[m]e a [blulm] on the [s]t[r]eet, one
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[plarti[c]ull]ar [blum a[ppllrloached me on a [s]e[c]o[n]d
[d][a]te i[n] a[n] a[llleyw[ay] a[n]d [r]e[f]erred to the [glir] I
[wlas [wlith as my [wli[f]e, and I [g]ave him ten [d]ol[1]ars,
but even that [tlen [d]o[l]lars wasn't [s]in[c]ere, that [t]en
[d]o[1]lars was a [d]i[slingenuou[s] [tlen [d]ol[l]ars, it was
obviou[s|llly [flor the be[n]e[flit of the girl I [w]as [wlith.
You [n]leeJd to [s]lpllealk to [plleollplle in
[d][ifla[pli[d][a]ted [s]t[a]tes, [l]arge[lly [ble[clause it's the
on[lly thing you [clan [d]o that will, [a]t [blottom, h[a]ve a
[pllall[pla[blle effe[c]t.

18—506:657 .770

What hap[plens to them will [lJargellly [ble
[flatalli[s]ti[c], it will [ble a matter of [flate
[sltat[i][s]t[illclally [s][plealkling, [blut it’[s] jlulls]t [u]tter
[clir]uelltly [tlo ignore them, [tlo [t][r]lea]t them as
[plleollplle who [d]on’t [d]eserve the [t]ime of [d]ay, [n]ot
eve[n] [a][n] iota of your [alfter[nJoon, to [clom[p][l][ailn
to your [w]lailter [ble[clause a [w]hite jun[klie in your
(lilne of sflilght is ruining the [Blart[llett [plear
after[t][a]ste of your [tlen do[l]lar I[P][A]. [B]ut th[i][s] [ils
what’[s] happened to [s][o] many [d]ow]ntow]ns, these
[slame [d]low]ntfow]ns I [s]till glo] to, these
[d]low]ntlow]ns th[a]t hlaJve [m]y [m]e[m]ories [f]ol[d]ed
into them, [mJaybe a [d]e[c]a[d]e or [m]ore [f]ol[d]ed into
[thlJem—[th]ey’ve [ble[clome i[nJun[d]ated with [c][r]aft
[bleer [d][rlin[k]ers. It’s [n]ot [th]e [bJums who o[ff]lend
me, [nlo, it’s the [c][r]a[f]t [bleer [d][r]in[k]lers who
offlend me. It’s the [pleo[plle who [ble[l]lieJve twelve
[d]o[l]lars for a [bleer is an a[ppllrlo[plirliate [p]rlice to
[play for a [bleve[r]age. It’[s] the [pleo[p]le who thin[k]
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[dli[slclussling the afterta[slte of hol[p]s is an
a[pplrlo[plirliate [clonver[s]ation to have in [plub[lli[c].
It’[s] the [pleo[plle who bellllielve [slt[rliipplers and
whores are [pleo[plle we should [lJook down u[plon a
[plrlio[r][i]—it’[s] the [pleo[plle who [m][ailn[t][ai]n all the
[sllolciallllly]  alpplirllollplirllilate  o[plinions  but
[dlilsllplllay all of the [ml]lo]slt [cloward[l]ly]
[tle[n][dle[n]clies. Our [d][ow]ntlow]ns are [bleing
[rJuined [bly thle]se [plleollplle, wl[hlo [h]ave the
[clo[r]re[c]t o[p[iln[ilons on eve[rly issue—at [blottom all
thleJse [plleo]p]le

[clor[rle[c]t ofplliln[ilon on any issue [a]t hlalnd. Our
dlowntfow]ns [wlere [o]n[cle [gllr]leallt [p][lllallcles to
glirlab a [s]lllilcle of [plizza—f[illled w[i]th bums and
slt[rlipplers and  whores—[bJut [n]low] our
[owntlow]ns are i[nJun[d]ated with [c][r]a[f]t [bleer
[rlin[klers and [flrlied [c][alllla]lm]alr]i
mlozza[rlelllla [s]tilckls and j[a]ll[allpleno [plo[pplers
nd [pleo[plle who have [slociallllly] alcc]le][pltable
olpllilnfilons on [elve[r]ything. [I]t’[s] d[i][s]guls]ting
[rlea[lllly]. [B]lult [o]f course a[ll] [r]ationa[l][ilsm [i]s
(llittle more than a[b][slur{d]i[s]t [p][r]o[plagan[d]a. It’s
on(l]ly] via [rlationa[llism, [aln [e][sslentia[ll]ly] AngllJo
con[clept, that we find our[s]elves [w][i]th[i]n a [p][r][ilsm
[wlhere eve[r]yth[ilng [ils Ang]l]o,

[whhite jun[klie and b[l][a]lck] [c][r]la]lcklhead are
[ellqlualll]ly] Ang[l][o]. It's [o]n[l][y] [w]he[n] [w]e atte[n]d
the [flune[r]als of c[l][o]se [f][r]ie[n]ds who die ab[sJurd[l]y
young that wle] [r]lea]lllize [thli[s], [th]la]t all
[r][a]tiona[l][i]lsm [i]s [llittle more than [lju[r][i]ld
absulr][d][i]st [pllr]o[plagan[d]a. On[l]ly] [plleo][plle who

[clare a[blout is mlailnt[ailning the

[rli and

—
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[wlhle]re [e]ve[r]y
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attend these [flune[r]als under[sltand thi[s] [f][rlom
ex[ple[rlien[cle. We [r]ealize not ju[s]t the a[b][sJurdit[y] of
thlelse [clonver[slations [bJut the a[b][sJurditly] of
our[slelves—A[n]d eve[n] i[n] my [clase, it was on[l]ly] a

|
(flilnalll]ly], a[flter  years of  [s]leeJming]
[c]lea][s]e[l]e[ss] [sJu[ffle[r]ing, glalve in to [1][a]te [s]t[a
b[r][ailn [c]an[c]er. The entire ord[ea]l was [c][r]iim]i[n
[ble [c]ll][ea]r I was p[rlo[bla[b]lly one of the
I[r]ilm]i[n]al.

[flew years [a]lglo when [a] [glood [f]riend of mlilne
1y]
alge
Jal,

and to
[m]ost [c

19—434:601 .722
[Mly social [c][rllillm][illn]al]lilty hlals [plerhlallp]s
[n]ever been [m]ore alclute than [d]ulrling this [ple[rliod
of [ml]ly] [ilfe. [M]ly] [f][rliend was [d]iag[n]o[sled with
[I[alte [s]t[a]ge [b]lr][ailn [c]an[cle[r] and moved [b]a[ck] in
[wllilth h[i]s palrlents [wlhere, [n]ot [lJong a[f]ter, hle]
[slu[fflered a [sleizure whlille [d][r][ilving, [tlotaled his
car, and was [f][rJom then on [florbi[dd]en [t]o [d][r]ive.
[Slo nlaJtulr]a[ll]ly], [bleing a good [f]rliend, [bleing
[a]ctualll]ly] a [bletter [f][rliend to him than even a [flew
of the [f][rliends [hle'd [h]ad [flor [dle[c]a[d]es, a [bletter
[f]rliend at lea[s]t in [t]lerms of [t]lime [s][plent, I [tloo[K] it
u[plon [mly[slel(f] to [d][r][ilve [t]o his [p]a[r]ents’ house
[m]ulltli[p]le [t][i]mes [pler [w]ee[Kk], after [w]or[Kk], [w]here
I alreald]y had a [d]ecent [cJom[m]ute, [w]hich [w]asn't
a[n] i[nlsfilgn(ilfli]c]lant [d][r]ive, to his [pla[r]ents’
[hlouse, to [h]ang out wli]th h[iJm, to [p][ilck hliJm u[p]
and then d[rlive him to other [pllaces [w]here [w][e]'d

hang [oult [f]or a [r][ea]sonable am[ou]nt of time, [w
a[flter[wlard [I]'d [d][r][ilve [h]im back to [hlis palr

here

—_

ents'
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[hlou[sle. Thli][s] was a [d][i][ff][i][c]ult or[d]eal [flor my
[flirliend [a]s you [clan im[a]gine, and there were
va[rlious [sle[rlies [o]f [ulp[s] and [d]Jowns—had I [bleen
[blorn into [w]ealth I’d have [d]one [w]hatever he a[s]ked,
[blut [blein[g] a wor[klin[g] [s]tiff there was [olnly [s][o]
much that I [cJould do, there [w]ere [t]imes he [w]an[t]ed
[tlo get an ice [c][rleam [clone and I, unfortunate[l][y],
had to [d]o [lJaun[d]r]ly]l A young man with [1][a]te
[sltlalge [bllr]lailn [clan[cler, e[sslentialll]ly] a [d]eath
slenten|cle, [w]anted to [bluy [m]e a [m]int [ch]o[c]o[l]ate
chlifp] [wlaffle [clone, [bJut I had to [plol[i]te[l]y]
dle[c][l]lilne [ble[c]ause [I]
b]
]

O|

[

[

[ nee[dJed to wash my [bloxer
[blrlie[fls. I[n] a[nly [cla[sle his girl[f][rliend, who was
[ylounger [thlan [thle two of uls] [ylet [s]till [y]loulng,
[d[lulmped him not long a[flter, and [f][rJom this we
[clon[c]l]uld]ed that ap[plalrlent[lly [w]aiting [flor him
[tlo [d]ie [w]as [t]Joo much of a bu[r]den [flor her, whi]lch
[iln [rlet[r]o[s][plect I [slu[pplose is [f]air [e][n]ou[gh], [n]ot
[e] Ine has the [pllaltien[cle to [w][ai]t [flor
[s] Ine to die, a [tlerm[i][n][a]l [i]ll[n]e[ss], for [s]Jome
[plleollplle, [clan just [b][e] a [blit [tloo in[c]onvenient, a
[tlad [tloo [clum[bler[slome. At the [tlime, I d[ildn't
th(iJnk [m]uch of it, [mly [f]riend was [f]air[l]y [tJorn [u]p
[a][blout it, and who could [b][lJlame him?—[blut, again,
with the ex[cle[p]tion of [c]on[s]o[lling a [pler[slon in a

[

elve[rlylo

s]loJme[o

molrle ofr] [l]e[ss] gene[rli[c] [w]ay there's not much [w]e
[clan [r]ea[lli[s]ti[c]a[llly do. We [c]an [tlell our [d]ying
[f]lrliend that his ex-girl[f][rliend is a [t]e[r]ri[b]le person,
a [tlaw[d][rly whore, that he [d]eserves [bletter, [b]ut the
[rlealll[iltly] [ils there's [n]ear[l]ly] [n]othing [ylou [c]an
tell a [yloung per[sJon who, in all [1]i[kle[l]ihood, will [dlie
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a [s][lJow [d]eath, there’s [n]ext to [n]othing you [c]an tell
[hlim that will [clom[f]ort [h]im when [hlis att[r]a[c]tive
girl[f][rliend [rluth(l]ess[1][y] [l][ealves him.

20—483:709 .681
It'[s] glr]lealt to [s]lay], it's an [a]ppealing i[d]e[a] to
[thlin[k] [th]at we [clan [a]r]r[i]ve at the [d]oor of a
[d]lyling young man and [a]lter his li[f]e [f]or the [bletter,
[blut [iJt'[s] [sllilgnlillf][i]lclantly [m]ore d[i][ff][illclult
[thlan you [mlight [thlin[k], in [plra[c]ti[cle it’s] [m]o[r]e
o[r] [lle[ss] an [i]lm][plo[ss][i]b[i][l][i]t[y]. You [i][m][algine
[aJt [thle time [thlat you're [s]
un[i]que[l][y] en[llighte[nli[n]g whe[n] i[n] rea[llit[y] you're
juls]t mind[1]e[ss][1][y] [slpewing ge[nle[rlilc]
[clon[d]o[llen[cle[s]—ge[n]e[r]i[c] [clon[d]o[l]en[cle[s] that
a[rle [hlalrld[lly of any [hle[lll]p at a[ll]l. [H]aving [s]aid
that, [dJulrling my [d]ay-to-[d]ay [r]outi[n]e I [thlought
almo[s]t no[thliln]g of his ex-girl[f][rliend, I le[f]t it [a]t
[th][a]t, I [thlought she was t[a]king the easy wlay] out,
there's [nlo [d]loulbt a[b]lou]t that, [blut I [dli[d]n't
[nle[cle[ss]ari[lly culr][sle her [n]Jame in m[y] pe[r]sjonal
t[ilme, I [felt [l]ike it was her decision, and ulti{m]ate[l]y
i[f] she [flelt as though my [f]riend wasn't the pe[r][s]on
she [wlanted to [w]ait [flor, in a te[r][mlinal [sle[n]s]e,
then I re[s][ple[clted th[a]t [a]s her [d]e[clision, [th]at
[thlere was little any of uls] [clould [d]o [bles[i]ld]es
re[s][ple[c]t her [d]e[clision and [s][plealk] [ploorly of her
[bleh[ilnd her [bla[ck]. I d[i]dn't th[iln[k] m[u]ch [o]f it at
all alcltuallllly] un[t]il the [flo[Iljo[wling [w]lele[klend
[wlhen I [wlas at [a] bar [a][rJound [c][lJosing [t]ime with
a [c][lJose [f][rliend, and I [flelt a tap on my sh[ou]l[d]er,

slaying [slomething
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[o]n(l]y to [f][i]ln]d this ex-girl[f][rliend of my [d]yliln]g
[fr ]1end [Shle said [shle juls]t wanted to [s]ay hi, and
[sJub[sle[qluent[l][y] I [s]aid hle]ll]o, yle]t [on[l]ly] a few
[m]lo]lm]ents [1]ater I [r]e[cleived yet a [sle[clond tap on
the shoulder. Now this ex-girl[f][r]iend's [f]rliend, who
a[cclom[planied her to the l[o][clale, was [s]tanding in
[flirlont of my [pler[slon, and she [p]r]o]cleeded to
in[florm me that I was [qlulo]te-un[qJu[o]te “[k]ind of
[rJude” to mly] [d]lyling [f][rliend's ex-girl[f][rilend, that I
[clould [hlave said [hle[lllo just a [llittle more
[clordialll]ly], this [f]rliend of mly] dlyling [f][rliend's
ex-girl[f][rliend [alctuallllly] hla]ld] the au[d][a]lclitly] to
[sltfalnd there and with in a [s]tate of [slin[clerity
[sliplealk] thle]se exalclt words to mle], to [plro[c][l]aim
that it was a[cltuallllly] mle], [th]at I [w]as [th]e [plerson
wlhlo [w]as [clommitting the faux [plas [hlere, that [I]
[wlas the [o]ne just a [l]ittle out of [1][ilne, that my [1]e[ss]
than enthusia[s]tic [hle[ll]o was the [t]rue a[f]f[r]ont to
good [tlaste [hlere. Given the [clir[clum[s][t]an[c]es, [m]y
[tle[n]de[n][cly [tloward the i[n][tlempe][r]ate [tloo[k] hold
of me, and I in[flormed them [bloth of [mly [f]ee[llings
on the [m][a]tte[r], that I [plerha[pls in[flormed them of
[m]y [fleelllings i[n] a[n] acer[blic [m]laJnne[r], in
[plerhalpls the [m]o[s]t alclerbilc] [m]lalnner I [clould
ilm][algine [a]t the time. I let them k[n]low] in [n][o]
unce[r]tain [t]e[rJms who I [ble[l]ieved was [c]o[m]mitting
the [tlrue flaux] pla]s at this [b]la]r, [l]ate [i]ln] the
[elvening, [w]here [wle [w]ere all [i][n][e][b][r][i]ated. [I][n]
alnly [cla[sle, juls]t [m]lo]lm]ents later I [r]e[cleived an
a[dd][i]t[iJo[n]al ta[p] on my shlou][l][d]er. The [bloun[c]er
of the [blar [s]Jtood in [f][rlont of me, [r]la]ther
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[al[plathetic, and in[flormed [m][e] th[a]t I nleelded to
l[ealve the [p]re[mlises be[clause “the girl [o]ver there,”
[qlulo]te-un[qlulo]te, was [c][lJaiming I phlyls[ilcla[l]ly
(hlit [hler.

21-596:752 .793
A girl who j[u][s]t [d][ulmped m[y] [d][yling [f]riend [s]aid
[hlell]lo to me then [h]ad [hler [flriend ver[bla[ll][y]
[a]ls]sault mle] for [a]llllegedl]ly] not [bleing
[e]lnthusias[tlic [elnou[gh] when I [rleturned [hler
[r]eplrlehen(sli[b]le [hle[llJo, then I [slu[b][sle[qluent1][y]
ver[bla[ll]ly] a[sslaulted [bloth [hler and [hler [f][r]iend
[flor [clon[clerning [thlem[s]elves with en[thlusia[s]ti[c]
glrleet[ilngs as o[pplosed to [pleo[plle [dlylilng arduouls]
[dleaths, then shle] [flal[sle[l]ly] alcclused mle] of
hl[yls[illcla[ll]ly] [hlitting [hler in a [plub[l]i[c] [p][l]alcle.
Tullclkill]ly] en[ou][gh] [flor m[e], [th]i[s] notion [th]at a

[p

(L

[pler[slon [p
(p]

Il

—_

unched a [flemale in a venue [d]en[s]e[l][y]

alt thlalt [cla[p]la][clity, yet m[a]lnaged to
unch [s]o [c][l]an[d]e[s]tine[l]ly] [n]lo] one in
njlo]tilcled, that [n]lo] eye [w][i]t[n][e][ssles
[elmer]ged [wlas ab[s]u[r]d to all [plarties in[v]olved, yet I
[s]till [v]igorou[s][l]ly] [pllllle]lad my [c]a[s]e, be[clause I'd
nelvler [pllllead guilty whe[n] i[nnJo[clent, [slo I

[a][c]ked
llalnd a [p

the venue

:—||_|,_|

vigo[rJou[s]lly] [dle[flen[d]ed my [n]ame against what I
[clo[r]re[c]tll]ly] in[tler[p]irleted [tlo be a [tlotal
[dle[fla]lm]ation of [mly [c]harac]ter, [a]gainst thi[s]
t[a][s]te[1]

(Heglit[i]
all-un[ble[l]lielvalblle ~as it may [s]leelm—as a
[slu[b][s]e[qlue[n]t [rle[s]ult of me [rlefulsling to [r]eturn

e[ ss] [c]hara[c]ter a[ss]a[ss]in[a]tion, a
mate a[ss]a[ss]in[a]tion [a][tt]lempt,
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a[n] e[n]thu[slia[s]ti[c] he[l]lo. A[n] une[n]thusiastic he[ll]lo
near(l][y] [tlJurned m[e] in[t]o an [s]eriou[s][1][y] a[ll][e]g[e]d
[fllellllon, and as I'm de[flending my]slel(f]
[vligo[r]ou[s][l]ly], [plerhalpls [elven [e][x][cle[ss]ive[l][y]
[vligo[r]ou[s][l]ly], the [e]lx]-girl[f][r]ie[n]d [a]lm[b]les over
with her [d]ege[n]e[r]ate [f][r]ie[n]d [a]nd [a]dmits that her
[c]l][ailm was entire[l][y] [fla[b][rlilc][a]ted, th[a]t it h[a]d
[a][b][slo[1]ute[l]ly] no [bla[si[s] in [r]ea[l]it[y]—a[n]d the[n]
the [elx-[glirl[flrieln]d a[n]d her [dlege[n]e[r]ate
[f]lrlie[n]d, the t[rJue [N]azi of [e|nthusiastic [g][r]eetings,
[d][r]lilve [r]ligh]t off, ad[mlitting in [slo [m]any [w]ords
[thlat [thley [w]ere in the busine[ss] of a[ss]a[sslinating
the [c]halr]a[c]ter of anyone who [f][ai]led to [s][ay] he[l]lo
to [thlem en[th]usia[s]ti[c]a[l]ly, [th]at [th][ey] e[q]lualted a
le[ss] [thlan en[thlusials]tilc] glr]leleting wlilth

ph]
[

1
1

[
[phllylslillclal ~ vio[llen[cle. The next morning I
[rle[c]lelived a [clall [f][rlom my [s]i[ck] [f][rliend, [alnd
[a]s he add[rle[ssled the [slituation [flrom the
plrllelvliloufs] night, it [ble[clame [r]e[l]ative[l][y] [c][l]lear
to mle] that hle] was, [flor [l]a[ck] of a [bletter [ph][r][a]se,

I[kling her [slide. In [m][y] [m][ilnd at the t[i]me thi[s]
de[flen[sle of thi[s] per[slon was [s][ylln]o[n]ly]lm]ouls]
wlilth talkling her [slide, which, [a]s you [c]la]n
ilm][algine, [lJed to a [blit of a [fla[l]ling out [bletween
uls], as [hle [flound [hlim[s][e]l[f] altt]leJmp[tling [tlo
[wlor[k] [thlings out [wli[th] a girl w[h]o now [h]at[e]d
[elvelrly a[s]pe[c]t of my [bleing and [vli[cle [v]er[s]a. It
was [a] [blit [o]f an im[b][r]lo]gli[o], [ble[clause nlow] I
[flloulnd my[slel[f] e[ss]entially a[blan[d]onin[g] ml[y]
[dllylin[g] [flirliend as well. I [glave his
lellx]-{glirl[f]rlilelnd [aJn [e]lx]ten[d]led ha[rJangue
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[rle[glar[d]ing her [r]uth[l]ess aban[d]Jon[m]ent of [m][y]
[dllyling [f]rliend, then just [d]lay]s [l][a]ter I [flound
my(slel[f] [alllslo [ruth{l]e[ss][l]y [a]ban[d]on[ilng h[iJm.
Eventual[llly] wleld [s]lee] [ealch other again, [m][y]
dlyling frie[n]d a[n]d [I], we'd [s][plend [l[illm]i][tled
[time [tlogether here and there, of [clour[sle, our
[flriendshi[p] [d]i[d]n’t [c]leal[s]e [clom[p][1][e]te[l]ly], and
it was [fline, there was no [blitter[n]e[ss] [pler [s]e, [blut
our [f]rliendshi[p], [fllrlankl]lyl, was obviou[s]l]y]
[n]ever the [s]ame.

22—522:679 .769

His ex-[glirl[f]rile]nd [a][blandoned him, then she [felt as
thlough] I [glave her an [i][n][s][i]ln][clere hel[l][o] at [a]
[blar, then I [dli[s][c][l][o]sed my t[rJue thoughts on her
[clha[r]a[c]ter, her [d]e[slpilcla[blle [c]hara[c]ter, her
[r]uth[l]e[ss] a[blan[d]on[m]ent of [m][y] [d][yling {[r]iend,
then julslt [dllay]ls [J[alter I [alllslo [r]uth[l]e[ss][l]y
[aJban[d]Joned m[y] [d][yling f[rliend. It [t]oo[k] [q]uli]te a
[lJong [t]lilme for him to [d][ile—he [l]o[s]t [hlis [slight,
and [hle was almo[s]t ent[ilre[lly b[l][ilnd, [hle was
admilttled to [h]o[s]pitals iln] a [tler{m]i[n]a[l]ly
[in][tlerfm][i]tte[n]t ~ fashion,  v[ils[i]tling  wli]th
hligh]-{plrfillcled [sllpleciallli[s]ts that brought
[n][o][thling [o][th]e[r] [th]an [u]tte[r] [f]in][a]ncial [r]uin
to his [fllaJmillly, and [elventuallllly] hle] was
[e]l[n]c[l]osed i[n] his bed[rJoom f[r]lolm [s][uln[slet [t]o
[d]lawn [tlo [d]inner, in [hlis pa[r]ents’ [h]ouse, an only
child, a[bJan[d]oned [bly [bloth his [glirl[f][r]iend and his
[glood [f][r]iend. [Flour years [1][a]ter I [h]eard that [h]e’d
entered [h]o[s]pi[cle, that [hle [l][ai]d on [h]is [d]eathbed,
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and I arrfalnged to play] hlilm a +[ils[i]Jt the
[sJu[b][s]e[qluent [m]orning with [mly [c]lou]sin, [b][u]t he
[dlied over[nlight. [D][ay]s l[a]ter, his [m]other [n]oted t[o]
a [m]lu]tfulal [fllrliend that she’d [plrle[fler hli]s
[ilm[plen[dling [flune[r]al to be a [s][m]all [cle[r]e[m]ony,
that she [d]il[d]n't want it to [ble a [blig [c][rJowd, a[n]d I
[clo[n][slidered mnot atten[d]ing [b]le][flore [b]leling
ultilm]ately [clo[n]vin[cled [bly a [m]utual [f]rie[n ]d [tlo
[a]lttle[n]d. [Algailn]st [m]y better judg[mlent I
[a]tte[n][d]ed the [fluneral, yle]t the [s][e][clond I [s]aw my
[d][eald [fIrilelnd’s made-up [clor[p][sle in the [c]o[ff]in

the [s][e]lclond [I] [s]tle]p[pled in [s][igh]t of the [cloffiln ],
a bout of i[n]tlelnse [rleg[r]le]t [clame over me, and [I]
[rleallilzed [I] had no [blusine[ss] [a]tten[d]ing thi[s]
[flune[rlal, that I [a][blan[d]Joned m[y] [d]lyling [f][r]iend,
a[n]d the[n] I hla][d] the au[d][a][clitly] to [alttend his
[fTune[rlal, [e][ssle[n]tialll][y] agai[n][s]t his own [m]other's
[w]lilshle]s—not ex[pl[ll[i]c[i]t[l]ly] again[s]t his [m]other's
[w]lilshle]s but [ilm[p][l][i]c[ilt[l][y] again[s]t his [m]other's
[w]liJsh[e]s. There was [n]lo] [d]oubt his [m]other
[m][o][s]t [l]ike[l]ly] would have [p][r]eferred I [n]ot attend.
There was [n]o [d]oubt, if [pllrle[ssled, she would have
[a]t [ll[ealls]lt bee[n] [a]gn[o]s]ti[c] [v]i]s-{a]-[v][i]s my
[a]tte[n][d]an[c]e, whli]ch, [clon[s][ildering her
[plre[fleren[cle was a [s[m]all [clerelm]ony, is
[tlan[t]a[m]ount to [pl[rle[fle[r]ring my ab[slen[cle. V[ila
the [pllrlo[clession [l][i]ne, it was [c][l]ear his [pla[r]ents
[clllear(l]ly] [eilther [d]i{d]ln’t re[m]e[m][bler [m]e or
[dle[lfi[blerate(l]ly] forgot mle]l. In my [s]lea]t I
[clleal[sle[lle[ss][1]y] [s]pelclulllated whether they [di[dIn’t

relmle[m][bler me or [dle[lli[blerate(l]ly] for[glot mle].
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Me—the [gluy who used to always [glo [pli[c]k u[p] their
son, what a [g]reat [gluy, I u[s]ed to go [plilck] their [sJon
ulp] more [f]rle[qluentlly] than [elven his childhood
[f]lrliends, [I] was such a nlilce gluyl], yet eventually of
[clour[sle I [s]to[plped [clolm]ing [a]round, I
[a][blan[d]oned their [dlying son [llifkle we [a]ll
eventua[ll]ly] [a][blan[d]on the ter[m]ina[ll]ly] ill, and
[sJu[b][s]e[qluent[l][y] his palr]ents [florgot a[blout mle],
and [rlight[flullly] [slo. It would hlalve [a]lc]tua[l]l[y]
[bleen di[s]ta[s]te[f]ul [flor the[m] to [r]e[m]e[m][bler [m]e.

23—549:733 749

The [m]o[m]ent I wliltn[e]ssed, [i]n [m][y] [d]ead [f]riend's
[flather's e[yles, that hle] [ei]ther [i]ln[t][e]n]t[ilona[ll][y]
or un[i][n](t]le][n]t[i]ona[ll]ly] [flor[glot m[y] [illd]e[n]tit[y]
I k[nJew a[tlte[n][d]ing thi[s] [flu[n]e[r]al was a [g][r][alve
mi[s]t[alke. I s[a]t [b]la]lck] down in my [b][l][a]lck] [f]old
out chair and [s]aid to myslel[f] Thli]s [i]s the [l][a][s]t
[fTuln]eral T'll attend, because [a]ttending a [flu[n]eral is
[allw[ay]s [a] [mli[s]t[a]ke, it’[s] the [m]o[s]t [iln[s][i]p[ild
[m](i][s]tlallkle we [clan [m][a]lkle. [A]lt]ten[d]ing a
wel[ddJing [ml]ay [ble [a] [flaux paus [blut [a][t]ten[d]ing a
[fluneral is [allw[ay]s a[n] i[n][a]ne [ml]ist[alke. We [a]ll
[glather [a]lrlound, [a]ll [f][rliends and [flami[l][y], to
[glaze [ild[i]oti[c]al[l]ly] at a [s]ti[f]f [clorp[s]e, then we
g
[m

11|

o] eat at a [lllollclal [rle[sltau[r]ant—we all
lind[1]e[ss][1]ly] [s]tare at a [d]eald] bo[d]ly], then we
have a [nlilcle [m]eal. There’s [nlothing [m]ore
[d]i[slingenuou[s] than a [flu[nleral, and the [m]o][s]t
[d]i[slingenuouls] [flu[n]erals are th[o]se held [flor the
young. An esse[n]tially i[n]ter[m]i[n]a[b]le [d]isease, [blut
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the [mle[d]i[c]al [plirlo[flessional [m]ade a
[sllilg[n]li]lf][illclant [flortune in the [p]rlo[cle[s]s. A
[cla[rleer’s [w]o[r]th for the [w]o[r]kling [c]lass, no
[dloubt. They exten[dled his [slu[ffle[r]ing, the
[slu[ffle[rling of his [flami[lly, the [s]u[ffle[rling of
eve[rlyone [aJround [h]im, then [a][l]lowed [h]im to [d]ie.
[Hlow [m]a[n]y [hlun[d]re[d]s of thousands of [d]o[l]lars,
[i]f [n]ot [m][illl[i]ons of [d]o[1]lars, were [s][ple[n]t, only to
exte[n]d a [m]an’s [s]uffe[rling and [s]till a[lllow him to
[plelrlish [pllrle[m]ature(lly? [Blut of [clour[s]e they [s]till
a[ccle[plted [playlmlent, [ble[clause you never get [aln A
[flor [e]fflort in this [clount[r]ly, un[l][e][ss] you're a
mleldi[clal [pllr]o[f]le]ssional. It's on[lly [dlo]

hlalve the auld]lallclity to extend a [s]loln’s
[sllullflfe[rling, watch him [d]ie, and [s]ti[ll] [r]uin the
[(flalmifl]ly] [flin[alncialll]ly]. We think [s]o high[l]ly] of
[d]o[ctors in this [clount[r]ly], yet it [s]lee]lm]s to [ml]e
that [d]o[c]tors are g[rleater charlatans now [th]an
[thley've ever [bleen. [Blut of [clour[sle I atten[d]ed the
[rle[cleption as [w][e]ll, [w]h[e]re the [d][i][s][ilngenuous

cJtors who

nature of the [e][n]tire [elve[n]t [rlealll]ly] [c]lame into
folcluls]. The [d][il[s]lilngenuous [n][a]ture of the [e]ntire
or[dleal [nlaturalll]ly] [r]lealched its [a][plex at the
[rle[cle[pltion, as it [bleclalme ju[s]t a[n]other [s]ocial
[elvent. [I]t’[s] [ilm[plo[sslib]le to have an iot[a] of
[rle[sliplect [flor your[s]el[f] or the [s]o[cliety you
[plarti[cli[pate in a[f]ter [a][ttlending a[n] eve[n]t of th[a]t

m[algni[tlude. [S][i]ttilng [iln thla]t b[l][a]lck] [f]old-out
chair, [slta[rling at my dlea]d [f][r]lielnd's heavi[lly
[m][alde ulp] [clor[plsle, it [f][ai]led [t]o o[cclur [t]o [m]e
then—I was tloo] [clon[s]lujmed with di[s]guls]t [flor
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my[slel[f]—but in [rlet[rlo[s]pelc]t ~my  onllly
[clon[c][l][ulsion [flrom that [d]ay is ju[s]t th[a]t, th[a]t
[r]laltional][i]sm [i]s no[thling [m]o[rle [th]an [th]e
[mo[slt ~ [lulrlid  [flo[rlm  of  ab[sjur[d]i[s]t
[pllr]olplagan[d]a. We've [clo[n][s]t[r]ulc]ted a
[r]la]
[
s

CJo

T

rllaltionalllils]t  [Alng[llo  world that h[alsn’t
clo[n][slumed everything—not [qluite yet—[bJut that
Jtill [rle[m]ains e[ss][elntialllly o[bljle]c]tiona[b]le, juls]t
as the [m]lyllsltlillc] [Bllylz[alntine world, it’s natural
opposlilte, was, [iln [i]t[s] [e][ss]en[cle, alls]o [entire[l]ly
o[bljle]ctionalb]le. And the [d]o[c]tors who t[rleat our
[dlleald [flr]lielnds, [plirlo[llonging their [sJu[{fle[r]ing
and buying [hlomes in the [H]am[pltons wli]Jth the
[clr]li]m[ilnal [pllr]o[cleeds, they're of[bljle]ctiona[b]le in

[elve[r]y way.

24—368:499 737
And the [pleo[plle who [a]lss][a]lss]lin]ate our

[
[c]ha[r]a[c]ters [ble[clause [thley [fleel as [thlough we’re
[nJot [e]ln][th]usials]ti[c] [e]ln]Jou[gh] [w]hen [wl]e [s]ay
hello to them at [blars, they’re [c][r][i]lm]ilnals of the
highest [m]agnitude. [Blut we our[slelves are juls]t as
o[blje[cltio[n]a[b]le [a]s any of these [a][c]tors, we're al[s]o
[clr]li]lm]i][n]als of the highe[s]t [m]ag[nlitude, we're
[plerhalp]s the [m]o[s]t o[b]jectio[n]a[blle. We a[s]tutely
[rle[clog[nlize [o]ur [o][pplosliltes as [c]lr][i]lm][i]n]al
be[clause we exi[slt as [plarts of the [s]lame
[clir]lillm][iln]al whio]le. We [d]lo][n]'t kIn][o]w how to
[d]eal with [d]eath any[m]ore. We thin[k] our [s]cienti[s]ts
and our do[cltors are p[rlog[rle[ssling, [th]at [thley’ll
eventually plrloglrle[ss] [tlo a [s][tlate [w]here they’ll
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[oln[cle and [flor all un[d]er[s]tand [d]eath, on[cle and
[flor all when the [s]ad [r][e][a][llity is we [r][e][m][ailn at
the [a]lplex of the [pllr]li]lm]ilt[ilve with [r]egards to
[qlulo]te-un[qJuo]te [d]eallling with [d]eath. We're
e[ssle[n]tia[l]ly a[n] i[n][d]ige[n]ou[s] [plo[plull]ation when
it [clomes to in[tle[r]alc]
zlea]lot[s] of [pllrlog[r]le]
[ill-e[qluli][ppled to [ilnte[r]alc]t wlilth any [slort of
[plirlofun(dlity, be[clause we're [slu[s][plen[dled in
[plirloglrlelss], [wle're [s][tlulck] [wlaiting for our
[
[

tling with [d]eath. We're
ss], and as [sluch we're
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slcien[tli[s]ts and [d]o[c]tors to give u[s] the [w]ord, to
glive uls] the word [th]at [thley've finally [g]lo](ttlen to
the [s]o-called blo][ttlom of [dleath. [P]rlelv[ilouls]
[glenelr]altilons [s][plo[kle [pllrlo[flound[l]y in the [f]a[c]e
of [dleath, while our [gle[n]e[r]altilon [slerves [clole
[sllllaw and chi[cklen [plarmigi[a]ln]la] at [flu[n]e[r]al
[rle[clelpl[tilons, the [ilm[allgles of [clor[p]sles [s]t[i]ll
[flirlesh in our mind. [P]r]lelv[ilouls] [gle[n]e[r]ations
un[dJer[s]tood [d]eath in a [p][r]o[flound[l]ly] [gle[n]e[r]al
[slen[s]e i[f] hard[l][y] at all in a [s][ple[cli[flic [s]en[s]e. We
[clon[sJulm]e [m]ozza[rle[l]la [s]tilck]s in the [flalcle of
[d]eath, we eat jla][l][a][pleno [plo[pplers in the [f]a[cle of
[dleath, we [d]rlin[k] [c]rla[flt beer with i[dlioti[c]
[tlange[r]ine a[f]ter[t][a][s]tes in the [f][a]lcle of [d]eath.
It’s, [fllr]lan(k][]y], [olnl]ly] the hlolme[lle[s]s of oulr]
e[rla. whlo] t[r]lullllly] [rle[clog[nlize the ills of the
plrlivate [s]phere—‘[bly exami[n]ing the [n]ature of
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[slen[sli[blle [thlings, [thlese [pleo[p]le have arrived at a
[clertain [clon[clept of God, but not at a [clon[c]eption
trully] worth(y] of Him.”
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