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Publication History
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—	“All The World’s A Pun” was hand-printed by Louisa Scioscia Stephens, Marvin’s “favorite typographer.”

—	“A Tale of Years” is an undated broadsheet; no publication details known.
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—	Episodes from “Blat’s Tales” appeared in Ambit #49, 1971, and Center #7, 1975.

—	“Time and Eternity” appeared in Ambit #57, 1974; it’s a version of a talk given at the London Southbank Poetry International Festival, Summer 1973.
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PREFACE

This anthology is about perception: of the awareness of existence and experience; of reality and truth; and the relativity of time and place. This theme is recurrent in Marvin Cohen’s work, for example in his 1982 collection: Aesthetics in Life and Art, Existence in Function and Essence and Whatever Else is Important Too and in his recommendations for Antaeus magazine’s ‘Ne- glected Books’ feature: Henri Bergson’s Creative Evolution, and Theodor Adorno’s Negative Dialectics and The Jargon of Authenticity.*

Most of the contents are drawn from Marvin Cohen’s big box of previously unpublished typescripts ranging from the 1960s to the 1980s and the rest from published but unanthologized work. Its title is borrowed from a promised but unrealized 1975 Capra Press collection. Though it has taken a long time to see print, the book is remarkably unanchored in time or place. As Marvin writes in a book dedication:


“To . . . who, though they happen to reside at Upper West Side nevertheless it’s only an accident that they live there, but a long confirmed and substantiated and now custom-upheld one. But what’s a place? A place is only something in time. And what’s time? Time is us—each person.”



Of his work in general, Marvin has said: “The subject that has most absorbed me is the emotional psychology and philosophy of my fellow human beings (a comparative mirror and index or reference to myself) . . . and all things that count in  the wild aggregate of piecemeal miscellaneousness that we narrow off into ‘character’ and ‘personality’.” [Westfield Record Press, 2006]

“I’ve been trying to figure out . . . what makes people [want] and then their learning not to want when such wanting is shown to be of no avail, or no longer of any avail; and their developing new wants that do have more probable hopeful possibilities of getting themselves, by the outside world of mainly people but including one’s body itself, co-operated with.” [Necessary Ends, 1986]

Though often serious in theme, Marvin’s writing is seldom serious in tone: “I’ve always been humorous. I’ve always had a funny bone. Entertaining people. Some aesthetic philosophers say that ‘creativity is play.’ You are at liberty to make any sequence of words any way you want. And you take the responsibilities of how people are going to react. But in being playful, successfully playful, other people may be grateful that you have given them an occasion of humor.” [The Drumbeat of Society, 2017]

B.S. Johnson, the English experimental novelist, suggested that readers might benefit by reading Marvin “in fragments, perhaps choosing at random a section long enough to read between tube stations, or between going to bed and falling asleep. Marvin Cohen would presumably be delighted that they had thus entered into the spirit of the thing.” [New Statesman, 1967]

—Colin Myers

_______________

*“Neglected Books of the Twentieth Century,” Antaeus #18, 1975
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THE HARD
 LIFE OF A
 STONE




Existence & Experience




THE HARD LIFE OF A STONE
 (OR, HOW TO GET THERE: A MOVING TALE OF GETTING OFF AT YOUR STATIONARY STOP)

By Marvin Rockbottom Cohen, The Pebble’s Poet, Whose Prose Moves Mountains Into Summits Of Prayer And Layers Of Repose.

What are you doing?

Resisting inertia.

Why all that bother?

You think inertia is easy to resist? It’s tempting me to become a stone. Not a cabbage (which takes the trouble to breathe), but a stone!

Oh. But don’t you like to move?

Stop animating me! Of course I don’t! My tendency is that of a slug, which I emulate indifferently.

You seem to lack enterprise, and ambition.

 Idle goals; when my true goal is idleness.

 Why do you aspire so inactively?

To attain quiescence, and some modicum of repose.

 You have no get-up-and-go! What you lack is dash!

What you see as a fault, I find virtuous. I incline toward peace. Why disturb my pacifist ideal?

Passivity cheats the human condition. The way we were constructed, it means we’ve got to move. Otherwise, we insult ourselves with negation and death.

That’s a very lively argument you have. But it doesn’t move me.

(Incredulously:) Do you find sloth comfortable!?

 Yes. It’s so restful.

(Concerned:) Have you had your health examined lately?

Yes, but it’s not good for my body, which likes to observe the passive state.

If you merely vegetate, can you call yourself human?

 (Unperturbed:) I aspire to the non-human. A stone suits me best.

 Then were you born a pebble?

A timid one. But soon I gained courage, and became a little bo(u)lder.

You’re making a mountain out of nothing.

(Ecstatically:) A mountain! Ah that’s the pinnacle of my ideals! An ascendancy of inaccessibility! The summit of buried dreams. (Disconsolately:) Alas, it’s just not in the picture, where my horizon is concerned!

(Encouragingly:) Perk up, my lowly one. If your destiny is stone-like, be a lively stone, at least.

(Dreamlike:) My ideal environment as a stone would be plenty of moss.

Yes, you’d roll your own. But that’s no fun.

 No; it’s fungus.

Oh. Is it fun-to-be-gas?

No. That’s too vapid for me, as well as rapid. A stone, having nowhere to go, gathers a monumental solidity: more durable than any inflated gust of dust.

But vapor is capable of a higher dreaming substance.

What I like is more elemental. It’s down-to-earth for me. The clouds were never my destiny. I tend to gravitate; so levitation must take wing and fly out of my life. I like to get down to the rock bottom of things. That’s where the real truths matter.

Rock bottom! And yourself be a rock?

Well, a stone, for modesty. I wouldn’t claim more than that, nor rock my foundations too hard.

No; nothing earthshaking: right?

Right. Ultimately a stone’s repose is all the square inch I could wish for. (Confidingly:) I do have one ambition: to settle down.

That’s an upstanding conservative aspiration. You want to get established?

Yes. And go no further than my own roots.

(Disparagingly:) That’s not very far.

No. Motion defies solidity. A thing is solid while, or if, it stands still. A stationary thing exists. But not a moving thing.

To go against motion is to court death.

 There’s peace in death. It attracts me.

 There’s no vitality in your longing.

It falls short of longing.

(Trying to rally other:) Come on now! More zip and pep!

It’s no use. Being dynamic is for less lazy people. Give me inertia, and I reside contentedly in its steady dependability of earth. Let the moon and stars go rocketing along, and other frail loops of news go flying by. For all their trouble, they don’t amuse me. Relativity is not for me. The more minimum something is, the more perfectly absolute it is. Why be motivated? Better just be: there’s greater substance in it.

Is that, substantially, your doctrine?

 Insofar that I reside in it. There’s no waste.

 Ah, that’s very economical of you.

Yes. A stone doesn’t waste anything.

Not geting anywhere, it has no product to waste.

(Agreeing:) No. I call that perfection.

 And I, death.

I want to inert.

 Yes: in earth.

A stone is earth’s kin. I repose in my family bosom.

 A stone is what tombs are made of.

(Baiting:) Granted—I mean granite. Grand, isn’t it?

A stone doesn’t speak. I’m silent.

But you’ve been speaking all this while—all to wile me?

I was, so to speak, an apprentice stone. Now I’m a journeyman one.

 Your journey from man is over, and you’re stone cold?

I’m cold to what you say, and stone-deaf, too,

 Oh; how unheeding of you.

Ultimately, I’ve become inert.

 Rest in peace.

I’ll rest—as an earthpiece.

 Have you become arrested?

Yes: A stone’s development is no more.

 Then I’ll quarry you no more.

My motion is ceased.

And your notion, diseased.

 And my earth-plot, leased.

(An inert curtain begins to fall. But motion gets the better of it.)




BLAT’S TALES

HOW BLAT’S NAME WAS AVENGED UPON THE TAKER OF ASSOCIATIVE LIBERTIES WITH IT

“Does your name signify ‘blot’, or ‘bladder’?” Blat was asked. “It doesn’t dignify, so why should it signify?” came his verbally evasive non-reply.

   “Then, in short, it’s a misnomer for ‘blah’?” his questioner taunted. Blat angrified. He took his tormentor by the shoulder blades, and shook his clavicles loose, letting the other bones start their cascading log-rolling at their weak-sister link in the whole broken-up daisy-chain. Wherewith, Blat stuck in a verbal laceration as well: “My name here breaks your bony sticks and marrow-stones,” mangled Blat in furious emphasis. His antagonist quietly withered.

   Posthumously, the latter declared, “Blat, you’ve made me skin my words alive, and eat them down my rotting throat, while you gloat and survive.”

To which Blat’s rejoinder took a rhyme form:


“You took up my name in vain.

Just lie there, where you’re lain.

You’ve taken your word back; but are slain.

Your name slandering was taken up in vain.

Now it’s shoved back on you, in disdain:

put deep down inside your loss, and on my gain.”



No reply came from the penalized offender. Blat’s name was the same as before. But now it stood inviolable, for defense had made it heroic. It was a deadly name: one mocker had proved it. Blat himself needn’t die for it. Let it be injured, and his revenge would exceed the nominal, just as a man stands out ahead of what he’s called by, and abstract honor must be settled by his bones’ integrity.

That’s how Blat stands to attention, when his name is wafted aloft.

BLAT AS THE DISCIPLE, APOSTLE, AND BREAKNECK SPEND-THRIFT OF AN UNFORESEEN, UNPROPHESIED, SPONTANEOUSLY OUTBURSTING FUTURE. FOR HE’S LADEN WITH NO MEMORY, AND LIMPS ALONG WITHOUT A PAST. HIS EXPERIENCE ISN’T RECORDED, AND IS ALWAYS BEING REPLACED. SO HE BLUNDERS INTO, BUT DOESN’T LEARN FROM, AND NEVER USES. HE PLUNGES AHEAD, ARTLESS, PURE, PROTECTED BY HIS VERY UNPREPAREDNESS. COLLIDING WITH THE FUTURE, HE TREATS IT LIKE A BURST BUBBLE, AND GOES ON. IT DOESN’T SERVE TO REPLENISH HIS STOCK, FOR HE PUTS NOTHING BEHIND HIM. HE BLUNDERS OUT ON OPEN HEADLONG FREEDOM. YET BLAT SURVIVES, THOUGH NOT BY HIS MANAGING. HIS VERY VULNERABILITY EXPOSES HIM TO THE RIGHT CHANCE, ON OCCASION. AND SO FAR HE’S LIVING AHEAD, HAVING LEARNED NO HABIT TO FORTIFY ANY CAUTION. AN EXPERIENCE, SWEEPS RIGHT BY HIM, IN AND OUT, BEING LOST ON CONTACT. THERE’S MORE IN FRONT. HE DOESN’T HOARD, NOTHING TO FALL BACK ON. THERE’S IMMEDIATE SPENDING, AT ALL TIMES. HE CAN’T SAVE, SO THE SQUANDERING IS HIS LIVING, AND NOTHING ON HAPPENING EVER REACHES WISDOM’S STORE. HIS MOTION OPENS INTO EVER AGING INNOCENCE. HE HASN’T RUN OUT OF TIME; SO HE RUNS INTO IT, CONTINUOUSLY: MEETING HIS DWINDLING FUTURE AT ANY INEXPERIENCED TURN. BLAT IS AN IMPETUOUS FORGETFULNESS. UNDENTED, HE HAS NO RECOURSE TO SUFFERING, FOR THE MOMENT IS SOON OVER. BEING INSTANTANEOUSLY HURT, HE RETAINS NO SAVOR OF IT. HIS MOMENTUM IS BEING GATHERED, WITH NO TAIL.

When Blat was finally asked, “Who were your antecedents?,” he said that being a man of the future how could he have had any? With that retort, he prevailed, due to its surprise. His open future draws upon his past obscurity, feeling free from having to make reference to the lurking traditionalism potent by precedence. Even with turning older, his past is all that more a blur, keeping his future a virgin to be ravished by a bold pioneerdom. With no trail to follow, he innovates the same errors, heaping fresh and innocent vigor on his stale and repetitive blunders. Experience can’t teach him, so he can’t get his bearings by learning from it. He starts out new and vulnerable, with the world open before him: no compass, chart, or map to steer by, for all his having lived close to fifty years. Which way to turn? Any, or none. With no wisdom, he has no, or all, choices.

 “I invent as I go along. My discoveries are original, for I have no memory. Whatever happened to me, or befell me, is as though such an event had never occurred. I’m bound by no habit. What’s to be is not historically prepared for, within my lifetime, for I have no pattern of archetypes to deduce predictability or likelihood from, or take an average on possibility’s range. To be so unprepared is to be brave at peril. This puts my ignorance in a boasting position. I’ve compiled no ready chronicle to refer to as proof against foolhardiness in the days to be. The same fish who was hooked up by bait before and then tossed back, will return and go for the same evil hook, heaping a fresh coat of blood on his barely congealed previous coat. That fish is a sucker. I swim in blind waters against unforeseen obstacles. My future is an openly exposed wound for the world to take pot shots at. My not learning from the past is like a Christian Scientist resorting to no doctor when a sick emergency comes up. Instead of the past fortifying me, I go naked, into the new. My security is perched on whatever’s chronically precarious. My stumbling is almost assured.”

That’s Blat’s testament. Isn’t he the masochist? He’s a prey to the malice of fortune’s indifference. His bad luck has been established as determined, for he can’t avert it. He doesn’t woo disaster; but he doesn’t go out of his way to avoid it: it comes unrecognized, and rams him right through. What accounts for his having survived all these years? The future is touched by his blind faith in it, the trust he generously reposes in its reputedly fickle store. So it’s cast him under its protection. He’s a fond pet of it.

The helpless are very disarming. That’s Blat’s trick. His innocence is a weapon, to advantage. As it’s his only one, it’s of course genuine. Blat is a rare one. He’s almost fifty years old, but half a century has guided him only by the chaotic rules of oblivion. So with him it’s onward, for even mentally there’s nothing behind him. Those fifty years have gone the way of dust from a sure matron’s broom. Blat’s clean slate is eager and forward. When he’s slammed down, he soon doesn’t know it. No wounds to lick, or heal with rankle. Pain has been eased of his sharp memory.

Suffering sloughed aside into oblivion. That’s the key to Blat’s resilience. All harm becomes unconsciously past: so what harm can it do him? He’s free to falter on error, and recover from any slip. If method or doctrine were given to fearlessness, that’s it. The careless optimistic approach, based on nothing save the futility of nursing pessimism.

Blat on the future: “So it’s to be. When that happens, must I hoard it? There’ll still be more allotted. And when that gives out, I’m done for. Death is when no future is left, for immediate consumption. Its stock has all been squandered, without precisely having been accounted for. Even now, with years remaining, the future is all I own. I depend on it, even for my nostalgia, and for being retrospective. When my allowance gives out—”

He didn’t complete that. What didn’t he complete? Completion itself: the finality and nature of an end, once life is removed, past or no past. Youth is rich with an unspent future. Age declines into poverty, and turns penniless. But with the final declaration of bankruptcy, there’s no solvency even for begging. So Blat believes in what’s to be. And his belief is narrowing.

THE PAST UNBLATTED

Blat wasn’t always this way. But before he was, he couldn’t have been Blat, either.

HOW TO OVERTHROW FATE

“How do you pronounce ‘failure’?” the infant Blat asked his nursery teacher. “Failure will be pronounced on you, in due time,” she forecast. This was Blat’s preparatory education. His life solidly lived up to it, as the forewarning was made prophetic in the process of experience taking its destined course.

He graduated from school and assumed his failure role outside in the real world of life. By mingling in a crowd, he chanced to come upon his ex nursery teacher, who instantly recognized him as though many years had been a mere glass. “I always knew it, I could feel it in your bones, that failure that you were to be. And you haven’t failed me,” she gratefully intoned, caressing his hand, acknowledging his exemplariness as the docile model of a true passive student. “By your name— Blat—it was possible to construct its synonymship with the otherwise disembodied concept of ‘failure’, Now ‘failure’ has you for a person, and you have something to be, definite, to be identified by, or defined into. To believe in fate gives a shape to the world. You were being formed, and I had a hand in it. I allied myself with the inevitable, and you proved malleably educable, when your formativeness was just starting to grow. You fit into what you were stamped by, and the extension of the premise confirmed a logical conclusion, You’ve been a very edifying and instructive example of the limitations and possibilities of achievement. You directly became something: a feat that others are dilatory about. As an educator, I’m warmheartedly vindicated, by your superbly simple case. Your solution came before there was even a problem. Harmony can be made out of chaos; the secret is to be firm. Your failure has a universal law about it. Its opposite, success, is contained in it somewhat.

“When I got a hold of you, you were an earlier Blat. You’re still the later product. Unity and form have molded time to their design. I can die in that happy knowledge. Your manifest failure realized the potential I could detect in you. More amorphous students are too plastic to pin down. They won’t hold still for destiny to assign a specific to them. You were from the first suited to your developed failure. You wear it becomingly, it’s your fitting emblem to be. Your infantile record card had the name of Blat on it. Then all that was required was to insist upon my intelligent foresight. Our commitment to your failure launched it out on a steady tide. It has come home, made and assured. Your name of ‘Blat’ is connected through association with what I ascribed to it. The teacher has her reward. The taught have not been refractory. I made some sense on an emergent life. It’s matured, like an epithet. My teacher’s career is what you’ve become, You’re my life’s work of all the art and science I ever had. Now I’m old, Blat. I’ll die soon. You won’t betray me after that, will you?”

Blat looked down at his old nursery teacher. “I’m a successful failure,” he stressed. “That split of opposites is like an atomic split: potentially explosive. My failure will ripen. You’ll be gone. And my failure will convert itself. ‘Blat’ will have successful overtones.”

This morbidified the teacher. She scurried away.

Blat was left with free will, the fatal curse removed, no more tyrant of a destiny. “I’ll plainly succeed,” he wooed, wooing his pregnant Future of himself. She still stood coyly away. She revealed nothing, sphinx-like. He would have to pursue her more actively. Then she’d yield their union’s child, the child of former Blat and his wedded Future to be. As yet, Blat was only an embryonic duplicate of the established family Blat, which would be settled down to actual existence once that nursering teacher witch of Blat’s helpless childhood would oblige the cause of freedom by espousing Death for herself. Liberated, Blat and his future Future would wed for Success’es legitimacy, their bouncing and expectant offspring. That would be a dear reversal to Blat’s steady doom at the hands of an imposed Fate, The defeat of Failure would give rise to the right release. And Blat, unknown from before, would step into a new birthright.

THE LAW OF EATING; ESPECIALLY AS CARRIED INTO EXECUTION BY BLAT’S AVERAGE EXAMPLE

When the meal was set down in front of the particularly hungry Blat (with a clank and slither of the crockeryware against the resounding tabletop made of shock-absorbent wood pores surrounded in each case by the wood itself of leatherlike corkiness) there was bound to be a reaction. The first course was demolished by Blat. He was just as coarse for the second one. The food began being eaten one after another, going the way of all food when famished opportunity meets with edible commodity. Blat bolted, gorged, and choked, with equal facility, and the mouth was ravenous with teeth. And the filling stomach spread out and out. Blat privately expanded into the universe, There was more to Blat than before, and his self-possession took on a corporeal girth. He had more lattitude, and far more Blattitude. And a stouter attitude.

The meal was in a state of flattertude, The relative position of Blat was one of fattertude. He was stuffed in dense layers of mattertude. The physical idea of eating was now redundant with plattertude.

So Blat went to sleep, and slept softly. Hark, even now, he’s in his sleep. He’s peaceful. His dinner is eaten. And he makes a meal, for sweet oblivion. Blat is being dined on. And when he’s thoroughly consumed, he’ll have a waking. And he’ll be devoured by his rhythmically periodical appetite. Devoutly sacrificed, the devoured devourer. The stout stand of Blat, to hold on to life’s state till he’s counted out. Not till then will he let go. There are meals to be counted up. Which one will permanently still the recurrence of appetite? Can one eating put the cycle to a solved end? His experiments grow grosser. To find a meal that doesn’t lend fullness, but keeps fullness full always. To stoke so heroically proportioned a goal, his nobly-portioned eating increases fullfold, the fool making bold to light on that classic meal that’s everlasting, or be weighted at last, waited on in perpetual fasting, in being some outer vastness’es lasting meal, ending Blat as a mortal dish. The eating fish is eaten in turn, then the larger eater is eaten by an even larger. While Blat wolfs it down, God, eating last, waits for having the whole of Blat to gnaw a larger hole than that whole into, to assimilate digestive Blat into a law of dietary abstaining. The eater’s sleep and the eaten’s sleep are two unrelated kinds. Better to leave them apart than to speculate on some common secret link between them.

Blat alternates his tiredness with the chewing up of former life. He’s in one of his pre-former life days. He’s on the consuming side; being consumed will operate from the anaesthetic of that opposite side, so deeply propped on indefinite postponement. Blat is a one-way-working appetite, through which his life functions. This alone is appropriate to his care. He serves the self until a radical reversal overrules his expansive indulgence and topples a lifetime in the products of pleasure, measured in the private chamber of the stomach’s tides and fortunes spanned to the full elastic allotment of fluctuations and groans. The relief of emptiness, and the time it takes. The inner Blot, unsocial in a vat of solitude, the stirred, unsettled kettle containing sustenance momentary but porous with its obsolescing turnovers and replenishment-hunger. The churning industrial interior self-contained and self-sustaining, at selfish odds in common with all men outside. Blat’s assumed universal, by his properties and paraphernalia, all the equipage and propensities standard in man’s slavish eating, habitually individual, but invariably collective. One eating Blat, or the Blatkind of everyone.

BLAT IN HISTORY: HIS RECORD AS A PUBLIC FIGURE. (INTELLECTUAL VIGOR SAPPED BY INFLUENTIAL POWER: THE NULLIFICATION OF INDIVIDUAL IDEAS, TO BALANCE SOCIAL INTERESTS AND PROMOTE POLITICAL HARMONY IN THE ARTIFICIAL UNION OF MEN. BUT WHEN DID BLAT EVER HAVE HIS OWN IDEAS? EVEN WHEN AN UNKNOWN, IN PRIVATE LIFE.)

Blat’s opinion was sought in all matters. He was crowded around by opinion seekers. “But I’m not decided, just as of yet,” he admitted, when pressed to commit his answers onto public media like television, radio, newspapers, and magazines. The microphones were thrust to his closed mouth, by importunous propagators or transmitters of thrilling, live public documents, for popular consumption. “Stop querying me,” he begged, but the insistent quizzing got more vehement. How to account for the widespread curiosity? Why would many people care just what Blat thought? The more he wondered, the more futile of explanation it all seemed, and the strangeness of it all overcame him, the inexplicable estranged him from his wondering source. Now here he was, inundated with snap queries. The less he answered, the more the bombardment continued. He was at a loss. He was helplessly in demand.

And Blat was overwhelmed. His belief was sought out, on every conceivable matter.

“I haven’t decided, I’m not sure,” he frankly replied, armed only with uncertainty. That didn’t stop his assaulters. They lashed at him, like detectives tracking a murderer. The public wanted to know; these responsible agents of the public were determined to extract the lowdown from recalcitrant Blat. He squirmed on all their hooks, and wasn’t let off. He was trapped in the center of fact-finding. They bore down on him, with their numerical weight.

Glibly, he gave out any answer. To decrease the tension; the pressure. Or to let off his vent, unpent. And not be kept under constraint.

All over the broad land, at that moment, in the press, periodicals, on television, over radio, Blat’s voice was heard commonly, or the words of it read. The interest was widespread. Blat’s non-message prevailed, in central communication. All minds were filled with what he was saying. The news went round in a streak. I

How to reduce crime?

Blat: “By striking at its root. And ruthlessly eradicating it.”

The danger of overpopulation, with not enough food to go around, what solution would you recommend?

“At the present time, nothing drastic or headstrong should rash desperation dash into. In time, the problem will afford its own answer, or excessive war will carve the question out and only suggest another.”

The merging of the sexes, often indistinguishable from each other in the radical appearance of the younger generation. How should this be offset?—or should it be left alone?

“The tendency is not too alarming. Appearances to the contrary, underneath it all is the same old act of lust as usual, once the hair is let down and the clothes removed. Nature has always been conservative, in so vital an issue, and is bound to remain so, under any administration that our lifetimes may see rise or decline, upholding a neutral stability of a nonpolitical nature.”

 What challenging events must be taken care of at once, otherwise the world would be not far from danger?

“There should be more investigation. What’s the rush? We can rely on astronomy: it takes time.”

How can politics be improved, to ensure more representative governments that give more people what they need and take away less?

“This is so essential, it must be thoroughly gone into. It’s of international importance.”

Thus Blat aired his opinions. Cautiously, deliberately, knowing they would be listened to and in many cases believed. People are so credulous, care must be taken of what’s mentally fed at them. Blat was now a world citizen, in general, but in particular he had his country’s welfare at heart. He must choose his words in accordance with his most considered ideas. He had been forced into responsibility. Let him courageously acquit himself of it. Nation-wide elections were coming up. He was sure to be nominated, on the strength of his current limelight. He was now a known figure, and respected throughout. He mustn’t let down the majority. His power to disappoint must never be used. Nor should he lead the political body astray. Blat was prominent. How did he get to be?

Blat doesn’t know, nor does anyone else. But there he is. Blat, potentially a statesman. Suddenly the dominant candidate.

Blat is no longer a private individual. He used to have personal opinions. But now, every thought he thinks goes through the enlarger into cosmopolitan magnitude, exerting vast, even if unintentional, influence, His ideas count, so magnified heroically, outside his control utterly. He hardly dares think otherwise, than in the maximum social coverage. He’s consensus-opinionated, with his huge, diversified amalglomeration of a public following, all literally strangers to the formerly private Blat before recruited into a mass-focalized personage of noble open dignity obedient to the obedience of his sacred employer, the Many, to whom he’s their renowned slave highly appointed.

He once had a freedom of ideas, in his personal irresponsibility.

Now, his eminence is such, that his mental freedom has stiffened rigid with so many interbalancing regards.

Frankly, Blat is scared. He doesn’t know what to think.

What a position to be in! And the consequences, how dread. He’s in awe up to the hilt, of his very self. The pressure is relentless, besides having a murderous weight. The luxury of innocence is ill-afforded. Blat is in for it. The people look to him.

He wins a sweeping election by a landslide majority. He’s dumped hard, into the loftiest of offices. Any word he cares to commit, in his official role, has devastating impact. Speech is paralyzed with pulsating alarm, it’s on the spot, the sounds weigh, they’re recorded. Blat is afraid to be extreme, he should seek refuge in the solid percentage of a middle position, to balance all possibilities suddenly grown political. He must espouse some compromising “mean,” and not branch too far out. Wild disaster treads in wait outside each moderate boundary. Blat must exert care, to an agonizing delicacy. Or else! The most terrifically persistent pressure. He can’t let the people down. Let him be prudent. His principles are bound to moderation. He must weigh everything.

(The one with the weight on him is the one who weighs. This is the natural and moral law of human power.)

Blat is really in for it. He must watch out.

One wrong move—and catastrophe, with his endorsement, would be let loose.

Take care. On guard.

Blat. He censors every thought. He seals himself in a vacuum. Dreadful extremes converge precariously. He must ward them off! With all political expedience.

Blat has lost the faculty of thought, under the pressing demands of his public dehumanized office.

His role is the tyrant of a watchdog over him. He’s airlessly guarded. Daringness is out. Each breath might be decisive,

The small price to pay, for his undying fame.

He’s too immortal to take a stand. All stands are equally his. Blat understands. He shrinks, he’s meek. Every breath is cautious. So much depends. The world is crushing him down, issues and events are now momentous. The statesman has emerged. The individual has been choked out. There is no Blat.

While his fame increases.

And he’s denounced, as well. The growth of his rivals. Many of them, with him their target. He’s earned all his enemies. The world has well noted him.

The endlessness of Blat. He can’t perish. The publicity on him is now a record of history. He’s the historical personage, of this trying age.

Blat. Reduced, expanded, into the enormity of a public self. He’s shrunk into greatness. But his enemies are gaining.

He’s displaced. Ousted from office. Fallen.

The former statesman. The world and years go by. His official capacity is past. He’d like to regain his private choice of ideas. His opinions had once been solicited; by popular acclaim. But even then, there had been no opinions. Was that the factor of his public rise?

What is thought? The re-individualized Blat is researching this. He’s after an independent mental life. For his own private use.

The collective group-world is going on. Without benefit, or detraction, of Blat. History has others to make use of. More foils to be collected, on route.

Society, minus Blat. To whose loss?

Blat sits quiet, and reads a book. A non-influential activity. It’s not a wielding of power. It’s a private concern. The book unleashes thinking. Blat is evoked to untapped opinions, their latency restored. What’s his view? The commentators from television are ready, and radio hawks, reporters and feature journalists, columnists. For the outside projection, in public channels of communication, of the interior Blat, the mind at work. Ideas relative to any subject. One man, at thought. The world would
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