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Arthur: “Is it far better to be alive than dead?”

Jenny: “Yes, far better.”

Arthur: “If that is so then why do we have wars in which people get killed?”

Jenny: “I don’t know, do you?”

Arthur: “Yes.”

Arthur: “Did I ever tell you how Merlyn taught me how to think?

By changing me into animals…Jenny, I mean by making me believe he had changed me into animals. For example, when a hawk is up there looking down on the world there are no boundaries…Right? Yet boundaries are what somebody always attacks about. And you win by pushing them back across something that doesn’t exist.”

Alan J. Lerner

Spoken by Richard Harris as King Arthur

Vanessa Redgrave as Queen Guinevere

From the script for the film (1967)

“Suffering and loss are the price one pays for the license to spend his time trying to figure out why. I have paid that price. When one has walked the walk, even if it is just by surviving, at a certain point one earns the right to talk the talk.”

Benjamin Saunders

Conversation with the author ca. 1969

“Reality is an unsatisfactory metaphor for Truth.”

Ibid

“On one side, the rich; on the other the destitute. On the one side the powerful, on the other the exploited. The rich are rich because the poor are poor - and the other way around.

If the rich had no one to exploit, nothing would be left of their fortune. Conclusion: the wealth of the rich is just as scandalous as the poverty of the poor.”

Elie Wiesel

The Testament

Bantam Edition May 1982




Preface

I was 16 or 17 years of age when I first saw the film Camelot and the scene that in part I have quoted above. Perhaps I should be embarrassed to admit that this scene in particular, and the film in its entirety, had an immediate and important impact on my life. An impact that continues to this day in profound ways, including synchronistic, that are by themselves irrelevant to this book. An impact that was at the time as profound as any of the many experiences I’ve had confronting any of the great works of art I have experienced on a daily basis for most of my life since. Most importantly this scene confirmed an intuition that had been for years in the back of my mind that there was more going on in the world as to the way we lived it; more than was presented in Reality. A Reality that was more illusionary than I had been led to believe. Perhaps it was growing up on the beach on a barrier island in the Atlantic Ocean, (Long Beach), off the south shore off the coast of Long Island, New York, and being exposed every day to the enormity of the sea and sky above it; that made me wonder. This book is the product of that wonder and the pondering that was inspired by, of all things, a Hollywood musical film. You never know.

The following is in great measure the result of hundreds of hours of conversation with my daughter, Professor Ivana B. Radavic. She is an artist and an art historian who has most recently been teaching at The New School for Social Research in New York City. She has also been a professor at Montclair State University in Montclair, New Jersey and The School of Visual Arts in New York City. She is the author of the book “Robert DeNiro Senior” which accompanied the exhibition of his work at the Musee La Piscine, in Roubaix, France. And she is the author of numerous critical articles on the subject of art that have appeared in many exhibition catalogs, and other media. Her work as an artist has been the subject of a number of one-person exhibitions in New York City, and has been included in various group exhibitions. She has curated exhibitions of the work of any number of artists in different media. Her contribution to this book was invaluable. I could not have written this without her invaluable input. But the writing of this book and conclusions reached herein are totally my own, and I take full responsibility for them or it.

Lawrence B. Salander

Dutchess County, New York




The End at the Beginning

I have just finished writing this book; at least for now. Perhaps it would more accurately be described as a series of essays organized here in chapters like a book would be. Though all of them are recent, they are not presented here in the order in which they were produced. The fact that they were originally essays that were meant to stand alone is the reason they may be, in some parts, repetitious. I have decided to let that stand in the hope that in the end it makes my ideas more comprehensible. I see it as evidence of my personal struggle to get at Truth; a working through of my personal attempt to come to terms with my experience with Truth, and the ecstasy I have experienced in the freedom available in its confrontation.

This has been the product of more than four years of work. It is the direct result of the preparations I made for the philosophy classes I have had the honor to help teach at an east coast university for the past five or six years on the meaning of life, the philosophy of aesthetics, and global religions. I continue to do so at the invitation of a good friend who is a doctor of philosophy and has been a professor of philosophy at this university for about 15 years, and at other universities before then. It was he who unknowingly inspired me to think about organizing my thoughts about life and art, ideas that have been and continue to be in a dynamic state, as are the conclusions I have come to, (as of this date), over more than 75 years of living life. I am pretty certain he would vehemently disagree with many of the conclusions I have presented herein. Conclusions that I reserve the right to change for as long as I live. But since no one lives forever, and I am nearing the end of my life, I thought I’d put this together while I am mentally and physically able. All of this is surmise. Every word in the following should be read with that in mind. Each sentence may be read as beginning with, “I think”, or “I believe’, or”I wonder if”, etc.

The preparation for these classes included a good deal of reading of the work of great, (and not so great) philosophers, past and present. Much of what I read interested me enough to provoke me to read much more than my preparations for class demanded. And that interest extended to spending a great deal of time thinking about those things I read, which in turn engendered much more thought and then extrapolation on the subjects discussed herein. All that has contributed to the conclusions I have reached, (for now at least), about the subjects of the essays included in the following chapters. Conclusions based on whatever I’ve read of others’ ideas, (particularly those of Spinoza, Kant, and Einstein), and my own observations based on more than 75 years of experience. And as the result of the conversations with my daughter as per the preface above. These are the sum total of the credentials I have for writing this book.

I am, as is each one of us, an experience machine. I believe that life is but a long series of experiences, and when one is as old as I, one has experienced a great deal. Though I am now a part-time educator, and while I believe education is necessary because there is only so much one can experience in any lifetime, I have come to the conclusion that we learn much more from direct experience, than we do by being educated about someone else’s. I mean then we learn from the description of someone else’s experience, and often many times removed from the description of the experience by the person who originally experienced it. I have devoted a chapter in this book to the subject and have discussed this in more detail there. Though I am writing this after I have written the chapters that make up this book, I think it makes more sense to begin with it, than to include it as an afterword.

I think it is important to make it clear that I have no formal qualifications in philosophy. I have spent my life as an artist which resulted in the fact that I have spent a great deal of time alone in my studio thinking about everything but the work I was doing. I was also an art dealer for decades. This allowed for me to be (more or less), constantly around works of art, all of which revealed some degree of Truth. A degree of Truth that was directly proportionate to the quality of the work I was confronting. This is another way of saying my experience of Truth was directly related to how good, (or not so good), the work of art I was confronting was. And I was around some very great works of art. My almost constant confrontation with Truth has been a great gift. The result of this is the high level of confidence I have in writing that I know it, (Truth); I mean I recognize it, when I feel it. Although, I will be the first to admit it, I have acted at odds with it far too often.

The following is the result of my effort to put my experience of Truth into some kind of philosophical context. At least I think it is. For it has occurred to me that it may well be only the effort of an old man to understand his own experience, and the reasons why his life, (I mean my life), has turned out the way it has. In looking back on it, my entire life may well have been an effort to make sense of the goings on around me. An attempt to try to figure out why life has been such a struggle for me personally, and for the vast majority of people I have encountered or read about, no matter what their station in life; what they project about it; and how it is perceived to be by other people, and/or even sometimes themselves. This should not be seen as a complaint; we all have our crosses to bear, and mine have been lighter than most.

Many artists spend a lot of time alone. Some spend more time alone than others, depending on the kind of art they make and medium in which they make it. I happen to be a painter and a poet, both of which require a degree of solitude to make, at least for me and every painter or poet I know or know of. Other than those times I’ve painted in a landscape in the vicinity of artist friends, I have never made a painting or written a poem in the presence of another person. I have found that, in my case at least, it is impossible to connect to The Creative Force unless I am alone.

Art, the way I make it, requires solitude; it is not a collaborative process; it is not a team sport. The fact is in the approximately fifty years I have been making art I have spent thousands of hours alone in my studio. When I was fortunate, some of those hours were spent with some kind of connection to The Creative Force, (a subject I have written about extensively in this book and other places). Two of the symptoms of that connection are the diminishment of or the exclusion of conscious thought when so connected, as well as a suspension of the experience of time. In my case the less conscious I was, the less thinking I did in the process of making art, the better the work of art I was making almost always turned out to be. I would add here that though thought was diminished, or eliminated altogether, I was wide awake. And that was proven by the fact that work was accomplished. Something was made manifest that was not there before I entered my studio and closed the door. But the connection to The Creative Force did not always happen, as a matter of fact it did not happen often enough. Sometimes the harder one works to connect to it, the more difficult it is to achieve. And though conscious thought limited the quality of the art I made at the time I was not connected to The Creative Force, by being surrounded by good or great art every day, I have spent more time confronting Truth than most people. I wasn’t always making art. I have spent at least as much time confronting and experiencing the art of others, as I have spent making art.

I spent the greater part of my time surrounded by very good and sometimes great art made by artists from the 12th through 21st centuries. I had a family that I wanted to support, and was lucky enough to stumble on a way to make art the focus of even that. But that required interaction with my fellow human beings in the Reality in which most of us, to some degree, are forced to live. Though it was not a perfect situation while I was so engaged, I loved my life and many of the people in it. But I was always aware that living the life I led was like living in two separate universes. Between the two, and though I had more time to work in solitude than most people, I was almost always preoccupied and somewhat distracted by issues having to do with the goings on in my life in Reality. In the end I had not nearly enough time to think about what it was I thought about either or both of them. I mean as it relates to the life I led around and connected to other people living in Reality day to day, and the time I spent in my studio connected to, or attempting to connect to The Creative Force. I am referring to the time I spent connected to Actuality in which conscious thought was eliminated or greatly diminished; (both in the time I spent thinking, and the quality of my thoughts in Reality). But in that state ideas are born, most often without trying. The following is the result of my attempt to make something of them.

I have come to the inescapable conclusion that I was too busy living in the human construct of Reality, than the much higher state of Actuality. Actuality of which I was constantly reminded by the extensive amount of Truth I was confronted with in the quality works of art I was surrounded by in Reality in which I was forced, or perhaps even chose, to live. A Reality imposed on me by the weight of the 200,000 years of its human construction, and to which I added a bit of my own. It is very difficult to split one’s time between living in the conflicted state that results from aspiring to Actuality; and living in Reality. I chose to live in Reality, seduced as I was by the perks available in doing so, like a wife and kids and the ability to put bread on the table, and the love and self-esteem that resulted from it.

Reality requires compromise when one is aware of Actuality. In the end I failed to be able to do so, though I succeeded for some time. I discovered that the price paid for this failure was and remains very high with the loss of the love I received before from my wife, and contact with four of the children I took part in producing, raising and supporting with her; the oldest of whom was 12 at the time I failed. And along with that excruciating loss of love was the loss of self-esteem and the respect of others in the dynamics of the destruction of the Reality I had constructed for myself. It has been almost more than I can bear.

Like it or not we are all living in Actuality, BECAUSE WE ARE; BECAUSE WE EXIST IN THE UNIVERSE. We are part of Actuality, and therefore every person is attracted to it, whether or not they even know that it exists. But the human construction of Reality is extremely seductive in all it offers up. Like personal relationships, including the kind of emotional love possible between two or more human beings. And that, in addition to the weight of the Reality as lived by all but very few of the more than one hundred fifty billion human beings that have lived before now, has created a kind of ever-increasing momentum for Reality that is almost impossible to resist.

Because Reality is a human construct, Reality is anthropomorphic. We relate to Reality through the conscious self. But I have discovered that the conscious self has no part in Actuality. It is, instead, an anchor fashioned by man and to which every individual who lives in Reality is moored. A chain that keeps us tethered to Reality, and that makes it very difficult to soar or experience the ecstasy of selflessness that I, (and many other people with whom I have spoken), have experienced whilst connected to The Creative Force; the time I’ve spent in Actuality. I believe it is far easier for any person who has been exposed to Truth on a regular basis, like I was lucky enough to have been, to recognize it in whatever form it is presented, than if one relied only on a human being’s inherent attraction to it. And that is due to the layers of lies beneath which Truth has been buried after 200,000 years of living in the fiction that man has continued to create and will, it seems, to the moment of the enlightenment of the entire species. That is if that moment arrives before we cause our own extinction, or we are made extinct as a necessity of the way it is.

Truth is all around us; it is everywhere. But we have made it very difficult to experience for what it is. Having said that, most people are blessed to experience Truth in the glimpses of it revealed to them at some point in their lifetimes. Like when confronting a work of art, walking in untrammeled Nature, witnessing the birth of a child, making love with a person one adores, meditating, and many other kinds of experience. Experiences that for their duration cut the anchor of the conscious self, and that allows for an experience that transcends in which the experiencer may enjoy the ecstasy of the freedom available in the state of the way it is. (I have used, and will continue to use throughout, the words Truth, Actuality, God, and Nature The Creative Force, as well as the phrase the way it is, synonymously).

I have come to the conclusion that it was impossible, for me at least, to successfully navigate the conflict between living or trying to live in both day-to-day Reality, and at the same time experience life in the Actuality of which I was constantly reminded by the Truth revealed in the art that surrounded me. In attempting to do so I compromised my experience of both. And that finally led me to ignore, or remain willfully ignorant, of several of the tenants of the Reality of the society in which I lived. I did so in the attempt to make other people aware of the difference between the fiction almost all of us are forced to live, and the pain that often comes with it; and the ecstasy available in living in sync with the way it is in the vastness of the rest of the universe.

But at the same time I wanted to succeed in Reality as well. I wanted to enjoy the perks of doing so, and for many years I did. But to the extent I did, I came to understand that living in Reality comes with certain rules. Rules that mean nothing in Actuality, but a very great deal in Reality. I discovered the hard way that when one lives in Reality, one must be committed to living in it, and that requires following its rules.

Reality is a jealous lover, and it will impose punishment on those who betray it. It does that by taking away the liberty of those who do. Taken away by those who are so committed to it that they make and enforce the rules of Reality at all costs. Costs that in some way result in the punishment of the person who breaks the rules. In my case this attempt to take away my freedom only succeeded in taking away my liberty. And though they failed in the attempt to take my freedom, in many if not most other cases they succeed. And freedom is the state of Actuality. So when those who enforce the rules of a particular Reality do succeed in that attempt, they are precluding the person punished from the experience of Actuality. When they succeed in denying a person freedom, they are murdering his/her soul. In that way when a society incarcerates a person for any extended period of time, it is if it imposed spiritual capital punishment. The state sponsored murder of the human soul.

I was duly punished, and beginning in 2010 I spent six years as an inmate in the Midstate Correctional Facility at Marcy, New York. It was there that I began to think about my own history of experience, and albeit in a primitive way, to begin to make sense of it. It was there that I discovered that the attempt to kill my soul for breaking the rules of the Reality I chose to participate in, was not necessarily going to succeed. It was there that I came to understand that I could not only maintain my freedom, but increase it. It was there that I became more free than I had ever been. It was there I discovered that freedom is not a physical experience, but a spiritual one. I discovered that no one could deprive me of the freedom of my spirit, which is the part of everyone that connects us to Actuality. I discovered that those who would/could deprive me of my physical liberty, or at least restrict it to the goings on in an eight foot by ten foot cell. And though they greatly circumscribed the Reality I was living in, they made it possible to travel much further in Actuality, and I spent more time experiencing Actuality being so circumscribed, than I had in the entirety of my life before.

I was never more free than when I was incarcerated. My Reality was stripped down to eighty square feet but I traveled light years to the stars in Actuality. I finally had the time to think. I finally realized why certain people who are either searching for enlightenment, or who already are enlightened, voluntarily restrict the Reality in which they live. (A monk in a monastery, for example). For one’s soul is an Actual thing that is incarcerated corporeally; imprisoned in a human form that only exists in Actuality in that it is what it is while it is. They shrunk my world to almost nothing, but they opened a window for me to the rest of the vastness of the universe.

I am a long way from the first person to be enlightened, (to the extent I have been), in this way. I mean I am one of many who found their greatest freedom being incarcerated, or have voluntarily removed themselves from the Reality in which they lived. People like Moses and Jesus, Buddha, Mohamed, Malcolm X and Nelson Mandella, and the many thousands of monks, abbey dwellers, and the nameless others who have chosen or have been forced to step away from their societies in favor of the solitude that served, and still serves, as a catalyst for enlightenment. Like them, though obviously not nearly as enlightened as those I named above and so many others like them, I discovered that enlightenment often comes with a responsibility to at least make as many of our fellow human beings who are not so aware, aware that Actuality exists. This is my attempt at living up to that responsibility, at least as well as I am able.

The fact is that if the cost exacted by Reality in my forced separation from most of the things of my life that mattered and still matter to me, had not been so great, (and in my case were accumulated in having lived mostly in Reality), it would not have been, (as it continues to be), so traumatic and painful. I think it must be like a kind of emotional version of withdrawal from drugs. And at the same time I suffer the pain that comes in the trauma of birth involved in the cycle of metamorphosis of a creature of Actuality, to one of Reality, and back to Actuality at the moment of death.

Being incarcerated may have extended my physical life which was suffering from the physical and mental ramifications that were the result of the years of conflict between choosing to live in Reality, and at the same time being aware and constantly reminded by the works of art that surrounded me, of Truth. With all the unintended benefits to my soul, and with all I have gained in the Actuality in which I mostly live today, I am embarrassed to confess it would have been much easier to live out my existence in the human form in the Reality in which I lived. A Reality that included a great deal of success professionally and personally. I had a great deal of money and professional respect, and many important, (to me at least), relationships with friends and family that were lost. The cost exacted by a Reality that was jealous of my attachment to Actuality, (as compromised as it was and is), and willingness to act as an agent for it, has been very high. To choose to live in Actuality becomes proportionally more difficult as one’s commitments in Reality grow. It required more strength than I possessed to break free of the Reality in which I lived. In the end, Reality broke free of me.

It occurred to me to mention again here what should be obvious; I am not comparing myself qualitatively or in any other way to Moses, or Jesus, or Budda, or Mohamed, or Malcom X, or Nelson Mandela. I mentioned them because I believe my own experience of great freedom in being forced out of the Reality in which I was living; and in the diminishment of the scale of it to eight by ten feet, resulted in my limited enlightenment. And that allowed for me a far greater experience of Actuality than I would have ever had if I had not been incarcerated, that was akin to theirs.

Along with the loss of my liberty, I was stripped of the hubris that made it impossible to live in Truth. And in that way my experience was akin to the great men mentioned above, (albeit at a much lower level of experience). They too were made to pay a great price for their enlightenment. A price much greater than mine because they chose to declare war on Reality in public on a scale much greater than my own attempt which is this book. (Something that at this late stage of my life took very little courage because I

have already lost almost all of my possessions to the point there is not much left to lose). A war that they felt the necessity to wage based on the responsibility they felt to their fellow human beings to make Truth known to those who would never have the opportunity to discover it for themselves. Those who could not because of their investment in the Reality that was imposed on them, and/or cannot because they continue to this day to impose it on themselves. However differently these people have expressed their experience of Truth revealed to them in solitude; (Moses on a mountain top, Jesus in the desert, Buddha’s time under a tree, Mohamed in a cave, Malcom X and Mandela in prison, they spent the rest of their lives making one thing clear to all: that Truth is the way it is, whatever Truth is. And that people need to become aware, (at least), that Truth exists. They need to know that the Reality in which almost every person alive lives, is a fiction. In other words, invented by man. And to live in that Reality always puts a person at odds with Truth. And that living out of sync with Truth; (Actuality), produces conflict and pain and may well ultimately lead to man’s destruction.

Reality is a jealous lover. The people cited above had the courage to devote their lives to making war on it in public. They were motivated to act by love for their fellowman; and the responsibility they felt to their fellow humans that came of it. And that required great sacrifice. Though some of them sacrificed their physical lives in the war they waged against Reality, they all made what I believe the greater sacrifice of choosing to live, to the extent they felt they needed to, in a Reality that they, in their enlightened state, knew was false in order to be able to communicate with, and possibly save, their fellowman.

The pain I feel from all that I have lost, even if the majority of it was the result of the fiction I was living in, has become even more acute over time. It seems as if the cost of attempting to live in Reality and Actuality simultaneously requires a stronger soul than mine. The loss has been almost more than I can stand. But writing this took very little courage because I seriously doubt it will be read by many people, certainly not while I am alive. This book is as public as I have the courage to be on this subject. I see it as my contribution to the war waged at such a cost to so many much higher than I; so much more enlightened and courageous than I will ever be. Some of them were killed in the process. I have already paid an admittedly less severe price exacted by Reality, my old jealous lover, and now know that it is a price I will never stop paying. But I will never again pass up any opportunity that will put me in a position to take advantage of anything that will enable me to communicate with others on the subject, even if it requires biting off considerably more than I can chew. I will live the majority of the life left to me in Actuality as it continues to be revealed to me; and then in the attempt to reveal it to others, to the extent I am able to. And I will do so though I am aware how selfish it might appear from the perspective of those blinded by Reality, and the pain I have caused those people I love the most, and others, in my inability to live in both Actuality and Reality at the same time. I am, in a sense, resigning from Reality; that is as much as I am able to. It seems to me, in that way at least, I can do less harm. In writing this I am, if nothing else, putting myself on record.

Like many people who have spent time in prison I was diagnosed with post-traumatic stress disorder, (P.T.S.D.), after my release. I have come to think it was not something that was caused by the circumstances as they were living day to day in a dangerous and unhealthy environment. I believe that the pain that results from the circumspection of one’s Reality is but a symptom of ending their participation after years of living in it, the years in which they lived a conflicted life. A kind of spiritual soreness one feels, like the physical soreness a football player may feel after a hard-fought game, or more intensely, a drug addict in the withdrawal from drugs. But at the same time the change from living a Reality based life to one of Actuality has resulted in the kind of relief that comes with the end of fear. I discovered that as is the case with most people, my hubris was a symptom of my fear, and that in the humiliation of incarceration I gained a great deal of freedom that came with the end of being constantly afraid

It was in prison that I became aware of what I believe to be the basis of Truth. I have come to think of it as the very definition of Truth, (Actuality, Nature, God, the way it is in the universe).Truth that was revealed to me in prison time and again; not by works of art, and not by the most well known and most highly regarded philosophers; but by the mostly poorly educated but highly experienced inmates with whom I spent, (“stacked” in prison talk), time. (This is akin to the kind of Truth Tolstoy found among his serfs. A profound revelation that took very few words to express, and one that was as simple and obvious as it seems, took some time for me to experience as being as profound as it is. The following approximately three hundred pages may be summed up by it, an examination of all that has been so far revealed to me: IT IS WHAT IT IS.

Thankfully, based on the history of the behavior of man and the destructive choices we make based on the Reality in which we continue to live, there is virtually nothing we, (mankind), can do that will affect the way it is, (negatively or positively), in any meaningful way. It is perfect without and in spite of mankind’s intervention. The best, and thank God the only, thing we can do is our best to live in the form of energy we are temporarily in for so long as we can maintain it, until the moment it is transformed into another form or forms of energy as required to maintain the Cosmic Equilibrium in the way it is; and to do what we can to allow or even facilitate that for others.

And though it is of no effect, and it will never be on the goings on in the vastness of the universe, do what we can to reveal Truth, (or at least that it exists and is a different thing than Reality), to ourselves and others of our species. Because I believe with all my heart that the revelation of Truth will make it easier to live in harmony with the universe. And that will greatly and positively improve the quality of life for every human being on Earth; if only to the extent it diminishes or eliminates the conflict, and the pain that comes of it; the pain of living in a Reality far removed from the way it is in the vastness of the universe of which we are so very small a part.




Apropos

“The individual feels the nothingness of human desires and aims and the sublimity and marvelous order which reveal themselves both in nature and the world of thought. He looks upon individual existence as a sort of prison and wants to experience the universe as a single significant whole”

Albert Einstein

The Way I See It

Reprinted by Snowball Publishing

Abridged edition

2014

“Energy can neither be created nor destroyed.” Rudolph Clausius

The First Law of Thermodynamics

1850

“No servant can serve two masters: for either he will hate the one and love the other, or else he will be loyal to the one and despise the other.

Jesus Christ

Quoted by Saint Paul the Apostle

The Gospel According to Luke 16:13

ca. 70-80 A.D.

“I’m just a soul whose intentions are good

Oh Lord, please don’t let me be misunderstood.”

Horace Ott, Bennie Benjamin, and Sol Marcus

Don’t Let Me Be Misunderstood

Version: Recorded by Eric Burdon and The Animals

(other versions by Nina Simone, Elvis Costello, etc.)

Columbia Records 1964

Released 1965

“It”, [the speed of life], “can be arrested by a thing or two. By art, for instance. The speed is checked, the time is redivided.”

Saul Bellow

Henderson the Rain King

Viking Press;1959

“Can a tribunal of evil have accord with you, [a tribunal] that makes inequity into law?

King David

Psalm 94 Ca. 1000 B.C.E.

“I’ve been around; you know!” Spoken by Al Pacino as Colonel Slade

Bo Goldman / Dino Risi

Scent of a Woman1992

“The Earth has killed itself. It is black, petrified, wizened, poisoned, burst; insanity has blown it rotten and all creatures; joyful, despairing, cruel, kind, dumb, afire, loving, dull….[People] shortly and brutally hunt their days down like enemies on that corrupted face…..They remember places, fears, loves, exaltation, misery, animal joy, ignorance and mysteries, all we know and do not know.

Dylan Thomas

BBC Radio broadcast: September 1951

“Such, oh thou son of man, are the perils and the miseries thou callest down on thee, when, even in a virtuous cause, thou stepest aside from those arbitrary lines of conduct, by which the common world, however base and dastardly, surrounds thee for thy worldly good.”

Herman Melville

Pierre or Ambiguities

Harper, New York 1852

W.W. Norton & Company 2017 Edition

“It would be wise of you to keep this in mind when we talk. It may well be that those things of which a person my age are critical are those things he has wanted and attempted to do, but that he could not achieve. Kind of like when a woman acts like she hates the man who scorned her, whom she still loves”

Benjamin Saunders

Conversation with the author ca. 1973

“You do not see, you experience, you feel.”

Wallace Stevens

Poem For the Morning

The Collected Poems

(1942, 1951)

Vintage Books, (1990 Edition)

“Non sei capace (sic)” Wolfgang Mozart

Note between the staves

Symphony Number 26 In E Flat Major

K. 184/161 ca. 1773

“Hearing you will hear and shall not understand,

And seeing you will see and not perceive;

For the hearts of the people have grown dull.

Their ears are hard of hearing,

And their eyes they have closed;

Lest they should see with their eyes

And hear with their ears,

Lest they should understand with their hearts.”

Jesus Christ

The Gospel According To Saint. Matthew

13:14-15

St. Matthew the Apostle

A.D. 50-60

“Let us put it this way: the position of a star may be important, but the most practical spot for an icebox in the kitchen may be even more important to the budding housewife.

Vladimir Nabokov

Lolita 1955

1st Vintage International Edition 1989

“My God! What does sound have to do with Music?”

Charles Ives

Essays-1920

Edited by Howard Boatwright

W. E. Norton & Company

New York. London 1961

“Confidence is just a hype to keep away the open-ended shakes.”

The Tooth of Crime (A P h M T A)

Sam Shepard (Ca: 1970 - 1971)

Bantam Book Trade Edition May; 1984

“No old housewife goes her daily domestic round with one millionth part the precision of the great planet Jupiter in his stated and unalterable revolutions.”

Herman Melville

Pierre ( Or The Ambiguities

Harper, New York 1852

W.W. Norton & Company2017 Edition

Once more, I felt within me the stirring of a passion for great things. We ought to step outside ourselves from time to time in great and beautiful works of art.”

Eugene Delacroix

JOURNAL: 30 DECEMBRE 1823

Crown (publisher)

1948 and 1965

“The true value of a human being is determined primarily by the measure and the sense in which he has attained to liberation from the self.”

Albert Einstein

The Way I See It (Abridged Edition)

Snowball Publishing 2014

“Nothing, nothing is certain, except the insignificance of everything I can comprehend and the grandeur of something incomprehensible but most important!”

Leo Tolstoy

War and Peace

Circa 1863 - 1868

Translated by Richard Pevear and Larissa Volkhonsky

Vintage Classics Edition

December, 2008

“If we allow that human life can be governed by reason; the possibility of life is annihilated.”

IBID

“There is no death, each of us knows ….”

Anna Akhmatova

Poem Without A Hero (1941)

Translated by Stanley Kunitz with Max Hayward

Houghton Mifflin Company 2003

“There are those who know and those who don’t know. And for every ten thousand who don’t know there’s only one who knows. That’s the miracle of all time, the fact that these millions know so much but they don’t know this. It’s like the fifteenth century when everybody believed the world was flat, and only Columbus and a few other fellows knew the truth. But it’s different in that it took talent to figure that the Earth is round. While this truth is so obvious it’s a miracle of all time that people don’t know. Why has this miracle of ignorance endured?”

Carson McCullers

The Heart Is A Lonely Hunter

Originally published by Houghton Mifflin 1940

Bantam Book

30th Edition

1983

“Do your work, then step back.

The only path to serenity.

Lao Tzu

Tao Te Ching

CIRCA 500 B.C.

Translated by Stephen Mitchell 1988

Francis Lincoln Limited

2015 Edition

“Can He be sex, as the cabalists hint? Is God an orgasm that never ceases?

Isaac Bashevis Singer

A Day At Coney Island

Fawcett Crest, New York 1973

“Mental reflection is so much more interesting than T.V. It’s a shame more people don’t switch over to it.”

Robert M. Pirsig

Zen And The Art Of Motorcycle Maintenance

William R. Morrow 1974

“A man of facts and calculations. A man who proceeds on the principle that two and two are four, and nothing over, and who is not to be talked into allowing for anything over….”

Charles Dickens

Hard Times 1852

Arcturus Publishing Limited 2023




Words

It is necessary for all parties involved in any single attempt at communication using words to be, at least, in general agreement as to the meaning of the words employed in that attempt. Without that general agreement there can be no understanding; communication is not possible without it. Meaning implies intent. The words I will use in the following were not arbitrarily chosen, nor should they be by anyone who wishes to communicate in written or spoken language. The choices of words used here were intended to be understood in a specific way. These essays are not intended to be ambiguous as to what they mean, as they might have been if this was a work of poetry, or some kind of fiction. Without a general agreement about the meaning of the words used in any written or spoken language, (no matter how these words are defined by that agreement), we cannot intelligently communicate with one another. When two or more people agree upon the meaning of the words used in the attempt to communicate, and employ that universe of words in their communication, the words can mean anything agreed upon between those involved; even if they are the only people who would understand them in the way intended by the person who wrote and/or spoke them.

I believe that it has never before been so vitally important to pay attention to the meaning of the words we use to communicate. Aside from the most obvious kinds of effects of the paradigm change that came with what seemed like the overnight ubiquity and use of the personal computer, and the ongoing and quantum increase in the computing power of those machines, there are more subtle and as I see it dangerous ramifications in its now ubiquitous use. My guess is that for the first time in history more communication is done in writing than the spoken word.

For most of the 200,000 years of man’s existence, verbal communication between human beings, (making sounds that have intended meaning), was done in person; face to face. The manner of communication was primarily through speaking and gesturing. As far as I have been able to ascertain, mankind began to communicate in writing as recently as five thousand years ago. And if I am correct, that means that the spoken word and/or the gesture was/were the primary method(s) of communication between human beings for about 97.5% of our existence on this planet.

For the large majority of man’s existence on this planet communication could only be done in person. As time went on the way we communicated slowly changed from primarily spoken in person. It evolved through petroglyphs, paintings on walls of caves, smoke signals, drums and other kinds of sounds that could be heard over long distances, to one in which the written word was used at least as much as the spoken word in letter writing and delivery systems, newspapers, pamphlets and books etc. which were the beginnings of mass communication. And then in turn, in other ingenious ways such as sending sounds in the form of coded signals over the telegraph wire that could then be translated into words by others who knew the code, and eventually through the miracle of the telephone in which the words spoken by someone could be heard by some other person at the other end of a telephone wire, and finally communication in wireless form.

But all that changed in the new paradigm that was initiated with the advent and ubiquitous use of the personal computer as by far the predominant medium of communication, (in whatever form it takes like texting on one’s mobile telephone etc.). It is a medium of communication that relies on written symbols and the written word. I would venture to guess that more people are communicating in writing now, and have been for, at the latest, since the beginning of the 21st century, (only a little more than 24 years as I write this), than in the entire 5000-year history of man since the invention of written language.

It seems to me that until the 21st century the information that was being communicated between the persons involved took place through the spoken word. And that kind of communication was almost always between two or more people who were in the most immediate circle of relatives and personal acquaintances, and who almost always had one another’s best interests in mind. Those involved could confidently attribute the source of the communication, and have some kind of idea about the intentions and/or agendas of those with whom we were communicating. And that was for the most part true even after the written word first became an equally important method of communication. And because communication was face to face, it was almost always more spontaneous, if only because it most often takes more time to write something than say it. Those involved could be less critical than we must be today about those things communicated to us, because they knew from whence they came. They could consider the source as to the value of that which was communicated because for the most part they could attribute it to a specific person, or group of people. Importantly, most of the time whatever was communicated was of a relevance specific to the person to whom the communication was addressed. People did not often wish to expend the energy or thought involved in, or take the time of others but their most immediate family or friends, by making them a party to irrelevant, frivolous, and/or unsolicited communication as some form of entertainment, or as a way to sell something. For example, up to 1847 in America, (and various dates elsewhere), the cost of postage was paid by the party receiving a letter, instead of the way it is today, and has been for the entirety of my life, which would have the postage paid by the sender. In the 19th century the sender of a letter had a responsibility to make the communication worth the cost of receiving it. Unsolicited communication was rare, and those to whom such communication was addressed, if it ever was, had the option to refuse delivery.

With the advent of and ubiquitous use of computers, smartphones and the like, there has been a drastic, sudden, and quantum change to the primacy of the written word. The kind of change that qualifies as revolutionary, but that may have been the way it evolved anyway slowly over time. I mean over hundreds or even thousands of years. That is based on the rate of change from the primacy of the spoken word to more or less equal use of the written and spoken word which began only 5000 years ago. A change that required about 195,000 years of human evolution to begin. In comparison the change to the primacy of the written word happened overnight.

It has come to pass that college age men and women, (born in the 21st century), are the first generation in the history of man that have been raised at a time where the primacy of the written word over the more or less equal use of spoken and written word is the only thing they know. And it is ubiquitous. So they have not the experience to judge the qualitative difference in the information they receive from that which my generation received orally and/or through the written word from those we knew, knew of, or to whom we could attribute responsibility. We almost always knew the person with whom we were communicating, or at least could attribute the information we received to a source. And that put us in the position where we could trust the source enough to ask questions of what was always the human being, or groups of human beings, with whom we were communicating. We knew who they were.

But the current generation of college age students cannot always even be certain whether or not they are communicating with a person. They cannot be certain if they are receiving information from a what or a who, much less the what/who they are communicating with. They cannot take the quality of the information they receive at face value, because they cannot know the intent and/or the agenda of the person or thing, (to the extent the thing is programmed with an agenda), with whom they are in touch. At least they should not.

I believe that for most people in our present state of development, it is much easier to communicate clearly through the spoken word than in writing. In other words the ubiquity of the computer has outpaced our abilities to communicate clearly in writing as well as we have in the past with the spoken word. And that was far from perfect. In order to clearly understand what is communicated in writing, requires the ability to critically read.

Before the invention and ubiquitous use of the telephone all spoken communication took place in person. In person communication allowed for other ways than sound to convey meaning. The spoken word was aided in conveying the meaning of the words used in communication through gesture, facial expression, body language, and inflection. The written word, punctuation and context aside, stands on its own.

But the college age generation of whom I write is communicating with, and being influenced and even educated by, any number of individuals and/or entities, (by which I mean machines programmed with algorithms), they often do not know anything about. And the way they read cannot be said to be critical. Sometimes they are unaware of the fact that they are communicating with a machine when they are. And that ensures misunderstandings, intentional or not, as to the meanings and thus intent of the words used in the communications they are receiving. And because they do not know the person, or the person who programmed the machine that they are communicating with, (or even if it is a person or machine), they cannot know the agenda of the communication, or the quality of the person, if it is a person, with whom they are communicating. All of this has already resulted in bizarre but widely accepted concepts like “Virtual Reality,” which has in turn led to concepts that are even more bizarre, (to me at least), such as “alternate reality”; and now artificial intelligence, which is in my opinion, a contradiction in terms. In retrospect all of that seems to me to have been inevitable.

In my opinion, though an understandable way for early man to deal with his/her fear of the scale of the universe and the power of Nature, the construction of Reality has greatly limited man’s ability to clearly communicate meaning to another person in a way that it was intended to be understood. Now we have made it even more difficult to communicate by removing ourselves further from Actuality than Reality ever was, in the Virtual Reality in which a large portion of the human population of the Earth spends a great deal of their time; and through which most communication is done. Because Actual experience can only take place in Actuality, and Virtual Reality exists on the far side of the Reality that even at its closest point to Actuality is still a human construct.

We are faced with a brand new set of constructs that are the result of the human invention of Reality that has continued, without any meaningful interruption, over the 200,000 years of man’s existence. As individual people we have become able to communicate directly with as many people as have access to and use the computer. By now they number in the billions. And for the most part that communication is in the written form. The problem is this is an example of how our access to technological advances, such as the computer, too often comes before our abilities to use them safely, or to their greatest advantage; (that is if they are advantageous at all). I believe that the great majority of those who use the computer today do not read and/or write at, or even near, the level they must to safely or accurately communicate in writing. It is like handing the keys to our cars to our seven-year-old children.

It is difficult, and perhaps impossible, to predict the future. Attempting such a thing requires an understanding between the foreteller and the foretold from the start. Those who participate in that kind of conversation need to know that whatever the prediction is, it is much more likely to be incorrect than correct. But I believe one must make the attempt when the stakes are high enough, as they certainly are in this case. The point is that since Actual experience can only happen in Actuality, and if, as I believe, communication is the way we describe experience, one must spend time in Actuality to experience anything worth communicating. Reality and Virtual Reality are inherently subjective; words can mean anything.

The time we spend in the man constructed illusion of Reality has limited the time many of us spend experiencing in Actuality, and that limits the universe of things worth communicating about. Communication is both an art and a craft, and quality communication is impossible without some kind of connection to The Creative Force. The Creative Force is the energy of the Universe; God. It is Actuality, not a characteristic of it. Therefore though it cannot exist in Reality, Virtual Reality, or Artificial Intelligence, it can be experienced by a person attached to the Creative Force, because while they are so attached they are experiencing some degree of Actuality (Truth, the way it is). All other animals are connected to the Creative Force because other than the extent to which they are forced into man’s Reality, they exist in Actuality. And I propose that was the natural state of man at the time of his appearance on this planet; before he/she began the construction of Reality.

Based on experience and observation I feel highly confident in saying that on Planet Earth those who live in Reality, which is to say most people, who experience that connection to Actuality in any way, do so in the moments of the act of procreation and transformation: making love; birth; and death. Because most of us live in the human constructs of Reality and/or Virtual Reality, human beings have made it necessary to work to strip them away in order to find the Actuality that is the way it is in the natural world and the rest of the Universe. In other words, anywhere man is not. Because we live in this construct of Reality, a veil which obscures Truth, we must work to connect to the Creative Force by doing what we must to see what is behind it. And we must connect to that force in order to produce anything that is greater than the sum of its parts.

The potential quality of communication begins with the quality of the communicator’s experience in Actuality. More often than not the quality of an Actual experience is much diluted and diminished when it is filtered through the Reality in which most people exist. By now it may be impossible to communicate what one discovers of Actuality even when a person is capable of experience in Actuality because the Virtual Reality in which many spend a significant amount of time in everyday is a delusion which may well, because of its ubiquity, preclude any experience that is not Virtual. A delusion because though it does not actually exist, it seems to, to a person who looks into a machine. It is almost/virtually, Reality. It is a fiction on a fiction; a construct on a construct, an illusion on an illusion.

With the above in mind I offer up the following as it relates to the paradigm change that has taken place in the primary way we communicate. A paradigm change that has emerged as a result of the ubiquitous use of personal computing machines, which has led to the primacy of the written over the spoken word, as the predominant method of communication. I believe it is vitally important to consider the ramifications that may result, and to some extent already have, from this paradigm change. A new paradigm in which information is being communicated primarily in written form. And with the ever changing and geometric increase of the capacities of the personal computer, this communication will continue to be dispersed at ever-increasing rates of speed almost instantaneously over great distances.

I believe all that makes it urgently important that the person that is receiving some kind of information on this machine, (unless they can ascribe the message to a whom or what that sent the message), is aware that there can be no certainty regarding the meaning of the words used in that communication. They must be aware that it is risky to trust in any point of view, or information offered up by these anonymous people or machines. They should not be accepted as accurate, honest and/or Truthful on face value. The recipients of these messages cannot be certain that the words mean what they believe they mean, because there can be no mutual agreement with someone or something one offers up unsolicited and anonymously, much less whether it is genuine in any sense of the word. But this understanding will be very difficult to achieve, (if it is possible at all), because more often than not, the person or machine receiving the communication will not know the person or machine with whom they are communicating in any way, or who programmed the machine trying to communicate with them, or even if it is a machine or a person. And, I think, for all kinds of reasons, (including social, commercial, legal, political, etc.) the words used by the communicator will be, (already are?) intentionally ambiguous. And even if they’re not, they should be read as such for one’s own protection.

There are risks involved in reading such communication in written words because one cannot be certain what the writer wants to communicate, or their motive for doing so. Risks that come with anonymity. Because communication in any form is diminished by the ambiguity inherent in receiving it anonymously; or that was sent by someone or something the recipient knows nothing about. It seems to me that is one of the main benefits to those who often communicate that way intentionally; because that allows for the reader to understand the communication any way they prefer to. Therefore one must be prepared to be very careful in reading and/or writing, or programming a machine engaged in such communication in the attempt to clearly state or understand the intent of the words used in that communication.

I venture to predict that there can be no such understanding unless the person communicating through the written word, or unless the person who programs the machine, makes an effort to clearly present that which they are communicating unambiguously, (unless it is poetry or some other form of written art), and who acknowledges their responsibility for writing them. That is the only meaningful way for the person who receives the communication can read it with any confidence that what they read means what they believe it to mean. The only way to consider the source is to know who or what the source is. One who takes responsibility for what they write may, I think, be trusted more to have at least attempted to clearly communicate, because then they become ethically responsible for the content of the communication. The problem when information is sent anonymously is that the recipient cannot know who or what to question, if one has questions about the things they read.

I believe that in this new paradigm if words are allowed to mean anything, they will in the end mean nothing. Chaos will ensue. I believe it is already happening. Please note: There is a difference, and a big one, between freedom and chaos. The phenomenon of the sudden primacy of written words in mass communication that have no generally agreed upon meaning has already started to turn one into the other; (freedom to chaos). Perhaps that is the intention of those of whom have the most to gain from all of this.




A Bit of History

Philosophy is the love and study of knowledge leading to wisdom. The conclusions reached by philosophers, (formally trained or not), about issues encountered, and/or their ideas about them, are communicated through language. And language is a form of communication that often consists of words that are made by combining the letters of an alphabet. These letters are the symbols that when taken singularly, as in the case of the English letters A and I, or when combined in a certain order, make words. These symbols include smoke, dots and dashes; pictures and/or works of art; drums, horns or other sounds, the written word, and/or gestures. All of which are symbols of words and/or letters of the alphabet employed by that language. Words that have specific meanings to those who make up the community of higher order animals that have a common understanding as to what they mean; though letters, words, symbols, works of art, etc. often have more than one meaning, even in the same language.

It seems to me that there have been only two fundamental pursuits of the human animal. The first of these was/is the pursuit of physical survival which was by far the primary activity of man for all but the very recent past. That is when compared to the approximately 13.8 billion years of the existence of the universe. The other is the desire, (which I believe is more like a psychological/spiritual necessity, and common to all people), to transcend.

This, I think, is the result of a kind of human intuition, common to all people based, perhaps, on their knowledge of the temporary nature of a human life. An intuition that the unique configuration of energy, which is an immortal human soul, is incarcerated in the human body for the period of a human life and experienced as the conscious self. While this energy is so conformed and incarcerated it is restricted and limited, which results and often manifests in various pathologies which add up to a feeling of a kind of psychological heaviness. ENERGY BECOMES WEIGHTLESS AT THE MOMENT OF TRANSCENDENCE.

Freedom is the natural state of all energy, and that freedom is greatly reduced by the conscious self. Ecstasy is the natural state of the human soul, but the body and the conscious-self contain and restrict it. They are the anchors that prevent and/or restrict freedom. And those anchors are made far heavier when confined to a life in Reality. Because it is only in those moments when a person transcends the prison of his/her own Reality, to exist for a time in the experience of Actuality unfettered by their construction that is Reality, that he/she is able to experience the ecstasy of the weightless state that is the way it is. It is, I believe, a human instinct that manifests as a desire to transcend the conscious-self in order to win the freedom required to soar. And most if not all of what
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