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PART ONE: THE CATEGORY SHIFT

​

​Chapter One: What She Actually Built

Marguerite Young spent eighteen years writing a novel that refuses to end because she understood something philosophy has been circling for centuries without quite saying: the self is not a thing you find. It is a thing you keep surviving. Miss MacIntosh, My Darling by Marguerite Young is not a novel about that idea. It is that idea, in the only form that could hold it without lying.

We have filed her under the wrong category. Not maliciously, not carelessly, but wrongly in a way that has cost us something. We call her a novelist, an eccentric, a maximalist, a writer's writer, a forgotten genius waiting to be rediscovered. All of that is true and none of it is the point. The point is that Marguerite Young built a philosophical system, complete and internally consistent, and she built it in fiction because she was honest enough to know that the system could not survive in any other form. A treatise on the impossibility of stable selfhood written in stable expository prose would contradict itself before the second paragraph. She didn't make that mistake. She made a different choice, one that cost her the category, the prizes, the canonical placement, and the philosophical recognition that was always the more accurate frame.

This book is the frame.

What Young built has ten load-bearing pillars. Five were identified in the first accounting of her system. Five more have become visible on returning to the material, because the recursive quality of the novel means that each return finds more than the previous pass found. The second edition is built to hold all ten, and this third edition is a unified account that presents them together for the first time as the complete architecture they actually are.

The question worth sitting with before going further is why fiction. Not as a biographical curiosity about Young's choices but as a philosophical question about the relationship between form and argument. Because the answer tells us something important about the limits of the tradition that missed her.

Philosophy, as it has been practiced in the Western tradition, depends on a set of formal commitments that Young's system cannot make without self-betrayal. It depends on the resolvable argument, the claim that can be stated, supported, and concluded. It depends on the stable authorial voice, the consistent "I" who makes the argument and stands behind it. It depends, at the deepest level, on the assumption that reality is the kind of thing that yields to systematic description, that if you find the right method and apply it rigorously enough the truth will hold still long enough to be captured.

Young's philosophy begins by refusing all three.

The argument cannot resolve because resolution is the lie the system is built to expose. The authorial voice cannot be stable because a stable voice performing a theory of plural selfhood is a performance that undermines the theory. And reality, in Young's system, is precisely not the kind of thing that holds still. It is the kind of thing that keeps becoming something else while you are in the middle of describing what it was.

So she wrote a novel.

A novel in which Vera, the narrator, is unreliable not because she is lying but because reliability is not available to any self that is honest about its own condition. A novel in which the sentences run long and circle back and refuse to finish because the thought they are carrying cannot be finished without being falsified. A novel in which the plot, in the conventional sense, is beside the point, because the conventional plot is the literary form of the philosophical mistake: the idea that experience has a shape that moves from problem to resolution, from question to answer, from wandering to arrival.

Vera never arrives. That is not a failure of the novel. That is the novel's central philosophical claim, made in the only form that could make it honestly.

​Why the Tradition Missed Her

The Western philosophical tradition has a method for handling thinkers who don't fit its categories. It absorbs them, files them, or ignores them. Absorption means finding the parts that translate into acceptable philosophical language and treating those parts as the real contribution while the rest gets called style. Filing means assigning the work to a discipline that can contain it without being challenged by it: literature, mysticism, women's writing, experimental fiction. Ignoring means simply not looking, which is easier than it sounds when the work is 1,198 pages long and refuses to summarize.

Young got all three.

There is a specific profile of thinker who gets missed by the tradition, and Young fits it with uncomfortable precision. She was a woman. The work was long in a way that read as excess rather than ambition, because excess and ambition are distributed differently by gender in every critical tradition we have. The work was emotional in its texture, full of grief and longing and the interior weather of characters whose interiority was the whole point, and emotional texture has historically been the thing that gets a work moved out of the philosophy section and into the literature section regardless of the rigor underneath. And the work refused the payoff. It didn't conclude. It didn't resolve. It didn't give the reader the satisfaction of arrival, which is the satisfaction that critical tradition tends to reward because critical tradition is itself built on the assumption that arguments go somewhere and land.

Young's argument goes somewhere. It lands. But where it lands is not where the tradition was looking.

What the tradition was looking for was a position it could argue with. Philosophy advances through contestation: you make a claim, someone refutes it, you refine it, the field moves. Young's system is structured in a way that makes the structure of contestation difficult, not because it is vague but because it is built into a form that doesn't present its claims as claims. The novel doesn't say the self is plural. It enacts plurality across 1,198 pages in a way that makes the reader experience the argument rather than evaluate it. That is a different epistemological move, and it is a more honest one for this particular argument, but it is not the move the tradition knows how to respond to.

This is not Young's failure. It is the tradition's limitation.

There is also the question of timing. Miss MacIntosh, My Darling appeared in 1965, one year before the English translation of Foucault's The Order of Things. Derrida's Of Grammatology appeared in French in 1967. The philosophical conversation that would have been most equipped to receive Young, the poststructuralist dismantling of the unified subject, the critique of presence, the attention to how form carries argument, was just beginning in Europe and had not yet arrived in American intellectual culture with enough force to create a context for her work. She was early. Not ahead of her time in the romantic sense, but genuinely prior to the moment that would have known what to do with her.

By the time that moment arrived, she had been filed. And filed things don't get reconsidered easily.

Philosophers get named for their positions. 

Young's position is radical immanence. 

The world is here. 

The self is plural and here. 

The grief is permanent and here. 

The sacred, if it exists at all, is here. 

The building is provisional and here. 

The witness stays here, in the room, with the contradiction, without flinching and without concluding.

Here is the whole of it. That is what the philosophy names. This book is the naming.

PART TWO: THE FIRST FIVE PILLARS

​

​Chapter Two: The Plural Self

The first thing Young asks you to give up is the one you are most attached to. Not your beliefs, not your certainties, not even your story about where you came from and what it made you. She asks you to give up the assumption underneath all of those: that there is a you doing the believing, the knowing, the remembering. A stable center that receives experience and integrates it into something coherent and continuous. A self that, whatever it has been through, remains fundamentally itself.

This is the assumption philosophy has protected most ferociously. It is the assumption Descartes was protecting when he stripped everything else away and found the thinking thing that could not be doubted. It is the assumption Kant was protecting when he built the transcendental subject, the organizing "I" that makes experience possible by being prior to it. It is the assumption that runs underneath liberal political theory, psychoanalysis, developmental psychology, and most of what passes for common sense about human identity. You are someone. That someone persists. That persistence is what makes you responsible for your actions, capable of relationship, legible to others and to yourself.

Young does not argue against this assumption. 

She does something more unsettling. 

She builds a world in which you can watch it fail.

Miss MacIntosh, My Darling by Marguerite Young opens on a journey. Vera is traveling by Grey Goose bus from the east coast toward Indiana, toward the town of What Cheer, toward the woman who raised her and then disappeared into the water one morning, leaving her wig and her clothes and her sea boots filled with sand and her broken black umbrella and her copy of Pilgrim's Progress and her eye-glasses and her purse with two pennies in it. The novel is, in one sense, the account of that journey. In another and more accurate sense it is the account of everything that cannot be accounted for by a journey with a beginning and a destination.

Vera is not one person across those 1,198 pages. She is not unreliable in the way that literary criticism uses the term, meaning a narrator whose account we must read against the grain to find the truth underneath. There is no truth underneath, and that is not Vera's limitation. It is Young's central claim. Vera contains the opium world of her mother Catherine, a world as internally consistent and as saturated with meaning as any consensus reality the novel offers. Vera contains the rigid certainties of Miss MacIntosh herself, the Indiana pragmatist who turned out to be as constructed as everything she condemned. Vera contains her own grief, which does not process or resolve but accumulates, which is how grief actually works and not how we prefer to narrate it.

What Young is showing, across the full impossible length of the novel, is that this is not Vera's particular psychological condition. It is the condition. The plurality is not a symptom. It is the structure.

Catherine's opium world is the clearest demonstration of this. The critical temptation, and it is a temptation Young is aware of and refuses to satisfy, is to read Catherine's world as delusion and the Indiana plains as reality, to organize the novel around the axis of true and false, sane and mad, grounded and unmoored. Young dismantles that axis not by arguing against it but by giving Catherine's world the same density, the same internal logic, the same weight of accumulated detail as anything else in the novel. The opium world is not thin. It is not a distortion of something more real. It is another reality, sustained by a self that is genuinely living in it, and the self that lives in it is as real as any other self Catherine contains.

This is the philosophical move. Not the claim that all realities are equal in some lazy relativist sense. The claim that the self is not the kind of thing that lives in one reality. The self is the kind of thing that lives in several realities simultaneously, navigating between them with varying degrees of awareness and control. The demand that it choose one and call that one the true self is a demand that amputates most of what the self actually is.

Miss MacIntosh made that demand. She was the one real thing in Vera's childhood, the empiricist in the house of illusion, the woman who insisted on the solid world against Catherine's dissolving one. And then her wig came off. And there was nothing underneath the solid woman but another constructed self, bald and false-toothed and one-breasted, as much a performance as anything Catherine ever dreamed. The real Miss MacIntosh was not more real. She was a different performance.

Young does not present this as a tragedy, though it contains tragedy. She presents it as information. This is what selves are. This is what you are working with. Now what?

Hume got closer than most to understanding this. Hume looked for the unified self in his own experience and found, famously, that he could never catch himself without a perception. He found the bundle, the stream of experiences with no experiencer underneath, and it troubled him enough that he retreated from the full implications. Young does not retreat. She builds a novel-length investigation of what the bundle actually looks like from the inside, which is something a philosophical treatise cannot do because it cannot sustain the investigation long enough or in the right form.

William James named the stream of consciousness and understood that the self was a process rather than a thing, that the "I" was always already in motion rather than stable behind its experiences. Young takes James seriously in a way that most of the tradition did not, extending the stream until it becomes clear that it does not flow in one direction, does not empty into a single sea. It branches and doubles back and runs underground and surfaces somewhere unexpected and is still, somehow, the water.

The thinker Young is most in dialogue with is Gertrude Stein, who was William James's student and whose investigation of repetition, of the continuous present, of identity as something that happens rather than something that is, runs parallel to Young's project with different formal tools. Where Stein strips language down to its mechanisms to show the self as a grammatical construction, Young piles language up until the construction becomes visible through its own excess. Different directions, the same destination: the self is not the noun. It is the verb.

The plural self is not the absent self. It is the self that is more than any single account of it can capture. It does not mean that accountability dissolves. It produces a more complicated picture of what it means to be responsible for actions taken by a self that is not singular and not fully transparent to itself. The plural self can be witnessed. It cannot be reduced.

The demand for singular selfhood is not just a philosophical error. It is a political technology. Every system that requires enemies requires a population of selves simple enough to be sorted: us and them, citizen and alien, deserving and undeserving. The more complex the actual population, the more pressure the system applies to force simplification. The people most damaged by this demand are the people whose plurality is most visible and most threatening to the sorting system. Young's plural self is not a therapy for that violence. It is a philosophical framework that names the mechanism producing it.

We keep coming back to the wig because Young keeps coming back to it. It is the novel's central image and it earns that centrality. Miss MacIntosh's wig ends up on the back of a crab and something in the world becomes permanently different for Vera. Not because the wig reveals a truth that was hidden. Because it reveals that the solid woman was a construction, which means the solid world the solid woman represented was a construction too, which means the opposition between Catherine's illusion and Miss MacIntosh's reality collapses, which means Vera has to find a way to live without the opposition she built her childhood on.

This is the first pillar. This is where Young begins. Everything else the system builds is built on this: the self is plural, the plurality is the condition, and the honest life is the one that stops trying to wig it back together.

Chapter Three: Illusion as Primary

The second pillar is the one most likely to be misunderstood, so it is worth stating it precisely before unpacking it. Young does not argue that illusion is preferable to reality, that we should choose fantasy over fact, or that the interior life is more valuable than the exterior world. She argues something more fundamental and more disturbing: that the distinction itself is false. That illusion is not the opposite of reality but its medium. That human beings do not live in the world and then sometimes retreat into illusion. They live in illusion the way fish live in water, and what we call reality is one particular illusion that has achieved consensus.

Western thought has organized itself around the real and the illusory as a foundational opposition. Plato's cave is the origin story: the shadows on the wall are an illusion, the sunlit world outside is reality, and the philosopher's task is to drag people from the former toward the latter. Young answers this differently. The evil demon is not the nightmare. The dream of escaping the demon is the nightmare, because the escape route leads nowhere. There is no sunlit world outside the cave. There is only a larger cave, more elaborately lit, whose inhabitants have agreed to call their shadows real.

Catherine's world is the philosophical argument made flesh. Catherine is Vera's mother, the woman who retreats into opium dreams in her mansion on the eastern seaboard while Vera is raised by the practical Miss MacIntosh. The critical tradition has generally read Catherine as the negative pole of the novel: the deluded one, the absent mother, the cautionary example of what happens when you abandon consensus reality for interior fantasy. Young refuses that reading at every turn. Catherine's interior world has geography, population, history, and internal logic. It has weight. Young gives it the same novelistic density she gives the Indiana plains, the same accumulation of specific detail, the same insistence that this place is real because a self is genuinely living in it.

The philosophical point is not that Catherine is right and Miss MacIntosh is wrong. It is that the framework that would let us adjudicate between them, the framework that sorts experience into real and illusory, is itself an illusion. Miss MacIntosh's solid world is sustained by the same mechanism as Catherine's opium world: a self that has organized its experience around a set of commitments and called those commitments reality. When Miss MacIntosh's wig comes off, her reality comes off with it. The solid world was always a performance of solidity. The Indiana plains were always as constructed as Catherine's dreams.

The self does not receive reality passively. It constructs reality actively, from the materials available to it, shaped by desire and grief and history and the particular plurality it contains. What we call consensus reality is the construction that enough selves have agreed on to treat as given. It is not less constructed for being agreed upon. It is just more crowded.

If illusion is primary, if the real is always already a construction, then the question of who gets to construct it is a political question of the first order. Every dominant political system depends on the naturalization of its own construction: the idea that the way things are is the way things are, not the way things have been arranged by people with interests in keeping them arranged that way. Young's insistence that all reality is constructed does not produce the conclusion that all constructions are equal. It produces the opposite conclusion: that the question of which constructions dominate, and at whose expense, is the central political question, and that the first act of political resistance is the refusal to mistake the dominant construction for nature.

Young's formal choices in Miss MacIntosh, My Darling are themselves an argument about illusion. The novel does not distinguish between Catherine's interior world and the exterior world in its prose. The sentences that move through Catherine's opium visions have the same texture, the same density, the same commitment to specificity as the sentences that describe the Grey Goose bus or the Indiana landscape. Young refuses the formal signals that literary fiction conventionally uses to mark the boundary between interior and exterior, between dream and waking, between illusion and reality. This is not a stylistic quirk. It is a philosophical position expressed through craft. The form would be saying what the argument denies if it treated Catherine's world as thinner. Young is too rigorous for that inconsistency.

The result is a reading experience that is genuinely disorienting in the early chapters and genuinely clarifying by the time you understand what Young is doing. The disorientation is not a failure of communication. It is the communication. You are being asked to experience the collapse of the real and the illusory, not to be told about it.

That is the second pillar. Reality is not what we thought it was. It is not less real for that. It is more real, because what we thought it was was always already a simplification, and the world Young is pointing toward is the actual one: plural, constructed, contested, and alive in ways that the simplified version never was.

Chapter Four: Grief as Permanent Weather

There is a particular cruelty in the way we narrate grief. We tell it as a journey with stages. You move through denial and anger and bargaining and depression and you arrive at acceptance, which is the destination, which is the place where grief becomes manageable, integrated, resolved into the texture of a life that has resumed its forward motion. The story of grief is the story of getting over it, or if not over it then through it, which amounts to the same thing: grief as temporary weather, difficult while it lasts, but bounded, finite, something that eventually passes.

Young does not believe this. More precisely: Young does not believe it because it is not true, and she is too honest to reproduce a comfort that falsifies the actual experience it claims to describe. In Young's system, grief is not temporary weather. It is the climate. It is the permanent atmospheric condition of a world in which everything you love is always already changing into something you didn't expect, in which the people you need most are dying or absent or constructed differently than you understood, in which the self that does the loving is itself plural and unstable and not fully available to itself.

Grief in Young is not the response to loss. It is the structure of attachment in a world where nothing holds still.

Vera is grieving from the first page. She is grieving Miss MacIntosh, who walked into the water and did not return. She is grieving the childhood organized around a woman who turned out to be a construction. She is grieving her mother Catherine, who is alive but absent in the way that a person absorbed into their own interior world is absent: present in body, unreachable in the ways that matter. She is grieving a father she barely knew. She is grieving the self she was before the wig came off, the self that believed in the solid world, the self that had a foundation even if the foundation was false.

And she cannot stop. That is the crucial thing. The grief does not process. It does not move through stages toward resolution. It accumulates. Each new understanding of what has been lost adds to rather than replaces the grief that preceded it, so that Vera at the end of the novel carries everything she has ever grieved, layered and present and unresolved.

This is not presented as pathology. Young is not diagnosing Vera with complicated grief or unresolved mourning. Young is presenting Vera's grief as accurate. As the appropriate response to actual loss in an actual world where loss is permanent and cumulative and does not resolve. The alternative, the grief that resolves, requires at some level deciding that the lost thing was not so irreplaceable after all, that life without it is livable, that the self that loved it has found a way forward. Young finds something dishonest in that decision. The lost thing was irreplaceable. Life without it is not the same life.

The third pillar connects to the first in a specific way. If the self is plural, then grief is not a single experience moving through stages. It is multiple experiences happening simultaneously in different registers of the self, some of which may be moving toward something like acceptance while others are still in the rawness of fresh loss, and all of which are present at the same time. Young's permanent weather is more accurate to the phenomenology.

Grief as permanent weather has political implications that Young's work makes available without explicitly stating. A society that cannot grieve honestly cannot reckon honestly. The losses that have been built into the foundation of a country, the theft of indigenous land, the centuries of enslaved labor, the systematic exclusion of women and queer people and immigrants from the promises the country made about itself, these are not losses that have been processed. They have been managed, minimized, periodically acknowledged and then returned to the category of the past. Young's philosophy says: the grief does not resolve. A politics built on Young's third pillar would not ask for closure. It would build structures for honest ongoing acknowledgment, for the permanent carrying of what has been lost, not as punishment or paralysis but as the condition of collective integrity.

What grief gives, in Young's system, is depth. The self that has not grieved is thinner than the self that has, not morally thinner but experientially thinner, less capacious, less able to hold the full weight of what existence actually contains. Grief is the education that cannot be acquired any other way. The self that has learned to live in the permanent weather of grief is not a diminished self. It is a witnessed self, one that has stayed in the room with its own loss and not looked away and not concluded prematurely and not replaced the grief with a performance of recovery.

That is the third pillar. Grief is the climate. The honest life is the one that stops pretending it isn't.

Chapter Five: The Witness

The fourth pillar is the one that does the ethical work of the system.

The first three pillars describe conditions: the self is plural, reality is constructed, grief is permanent. They tell you what the world is. The fourth pillar tells you what to do about it, which is not what you might expect from a philosophical system that has spent three chapters dismantling the foundations of certainty.

What you do is witness.

Not act, not fix, not resolve, not transcend. Witness. Stay in the room with what is actually there. See it without flinching and without concluding. Maintain the full attention that the thing in front of you deserves, the attention that does not look away when the looking becomes painful and does not rush toward resolution when the contradiction becomes uncomfortable. The witness is the one who can hold the wig and the baldness at the same time, without requiring that one of them be more real than the other, without needing the scene to resolve into something more manageable than it actually is.

This sounds passive. It is not. It is the most demanding ethical stance Young's system makes available, and it is demanding precisely because it refuses the satisfactions that make ethical action feel complete. The hero acts and the problem is solved and the story ends. The witness stays and the problem remains and the story keeps going and the witness keeps staying. There is no arrival. There is only the quality of attention brought to the continuing.

Young's novel is itself an act of witnessing. The narrator does not judge Catherine. She does not diagnose her, does not position her opium world as inferior to the world outside it, does not offer the reader the comfort of a clinical or moral frame that would explain Catherine and thereby contain her. She witnesses Catherine. She gives Catherine's world the full weight of her attention and renders it with the same density and care she gives everything else, and she does not conclude.

The length of the novel is not excess. It is the time required to witness properly. You cannot witness in summary. You cannot witness at a distance. Witnessing requires duration and proximity and the willingness to keep looking after the looking has become difficult, which it becomes almost immediately in a novel this committed to not looking away.

Vera is also a witness, though an imperfect one in the way that all actual witnesses are imperfect. She witnesses her mother. She witnesses Miss MacIntosh. She witnesses the community of characters the novel accumulates around its central journey, each one rendered with the same insistence on their full interior reality. The characters who fail in Young's novel are not the ones who suffer. Suffering is not failure in Young. The characters who fail are the ones who stop witnessing, who replace genuine attention with a frame that makes the thing in front of them manageable at the cost of its actual complexity. Miss MacIntosh herself is the clearest example. She witnessed the solid world with tremendous attention and refused to witness anything else. Her pragmatism was a witnessing of one reality and a deliberate not-witnessing of everything that reality couldn't contain. The wig was the boundary of her attention.

Young's fourth pillar is in deep, unacknowledged conversation with Simone Weil's ethics of attention. Weil argued that the foundation of ethics is not duty or utility or virtue but attention: the capacity to truly see the person in front of you, to give them the full weight of your regard without the distortions of projection or self-interest or the desire to make them into something more manageable than they actually are. For Weil, attention is an act of love, and love is not a feeling but a practice, the practice of keeping your eyes open when everything in you wants to look away or simplify or conclude.

Young arrives at the same place through fiction rather than philosophy, which means she arrives there with different tools and different evidence but the same essential claim. The 1,198 pages of Miss MacIntosh, My Darling by Marguerite Young are 1,198 pages of practiced attention, of keeping the eyes open, of refusing the simplifications that would make the novel shorter and the ethics easier.

The difference between them is instructive. Weil's ethics of attention operate between persons: you attend to the other, the one in front of you, the one whose suffering makes a claim on your regard. Young's witnessing operates at a different scale. It is not only interpersonal but intrapersonal: you witness yourself, your own plurality, your own grief, your own constructed reality, with the same attention you owe the other. Young's witnessing is Weil's attention made systemic. It is attention not as an individual ethical act but as a philosophical stance, a way of being in the world that shapes everything the self does and makes and builds.

A political culture organized around the witness would look radically different from what we have. What we have is organized around action: the decisive leader, the transformative policy, the revolution that changes everything, the election that finally gets it right. The political imagination is saturated with the fantasy of arrival. Young's system says: the story does not end. The problem is not the kind of thing that gets solved. The question is the quality of attention brought to the continuing. This does not mean political action is pointless. It means political action that is not grounded in genuine witnessing is dangerous. Every authoritarian movement in history has depended on the refusal of witnessing: the reduction of the complex plural self to a simple sortable category, the replacement of genuine attention with ideology, the decision that what cannot be processed by the frame does not need to be seen.

That is the fourth pillar. Stay in the room. Keep looking. Do not conclude.

Chapter Six: Recursive Construction

The fifth pillar is where Young's philosophy becomes livable.

The first four pillars are descriptions of a world that is genuinely difficult to inhabit: the self is plural and unstable, reality is constructed and contested, grief is permanent, and the only honest ethical stance requires a quality of attention that most of us cannot sustain for long without relief. It would be reasonable, having followed Young this far, to ask what exactly is being offered. If there is no bedrock, no resolution, no arrival, no foundation that holds, then what is the point of building anything at all?

Young's answer is the fifth pillar, and it is the most quietly radical thing her system contains.

You build anyway.

Not because the building will last or because the foundation is solid or because the finished structure will be what you imagined when you started. You build because the recursive attempt is the only form of integrity the system allows. You build because building is what it means to keep going, and keeping going is what the witness does. The building is provisional. That is not a concession. That is the design.

The word recursive is precise here and worth unpacking. A recursive process is one that refers back to itself, that uses its own output as part of its input, that loops through its own structure in order to proceed. A recursive story is one that keeps returning to its own beginning, not to repeat it but to find something new in it on each return, to discover that the beginning contains more than it appeared to the first time through.

Miss MacIntosh, My Darling by Marguerite Young is a recursive novel. It returns to its own images and characters and weathers in the way that a mind returns to what it cannot let go of, finding new layers on each return, deepening rather than resolving. The wig appears and reappears. Grief accumulates rather than processing. Vera's journey circles through itself. The novel does not move from beginning to middle to end in the linear sense. It moves the way memory moves, the way grief moves, the way the plural self moves: returning, deepening, finding that the thing you thought you understood contains more than you thought.

This formal recursion is Young's argument about construction. You do not build once and stand back. You build, and the building reveals what you didn't know when you started, and you build again incorporating what you've learned, and that building reveals more, and you build again. The structure is always under construction. That is not its failure. It is its honesty.

Alfred North Whitehead's process philosophy, developed across a body of work culminating in Process and Reality, is the most rigorous available philosophical framework for the world Young's fiction describes. Whitehead's central claim is that reality is not composed of things but of processes. The fundamental units of existence are not stable objects that persist through time but events, occasions of experience, moments of becoming that perish as soon as they are complete and give rise to the next occasion. What we call things, including persons, are patterns of process, relatively stable configurations of becoming that maintain enough continuity to be recognizable across time without ever being literally the same from moment to moment. This is Young's plural self in the language of metaphysics. The self in Whitehead is not a thing that has experiences. It is a process that is its experiences. The self is not the noun. It is the verb. Young says this through fiction. Whitehead says it through formal metaphysics. They are saying the same thing.

The fifth pillar resolves the apparent
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​Chapter Seven: The Ethics of Incompletion
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​Chapter Twelve: The Architecture of the Full System
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​Chapter Thirteen: The Ten Pillars and Daily Life
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​Chapter Seventeen: What Comes After Witnessing
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