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PROLOGUE

 


From various
dictionaries we will find many definitions of the noun ‘protégé’.
They all articulate the idea that a protégé is a young person,
possibly an intellectually gifted person, who is taught or helped
by someone who possesses an advance level of knowledge and
experience, and who may also happen to be a gifted mentor or
intellectual midwife. The role of mentorship may be conferred on
someone by pure accident. Someone may find themselves cast quite
inadventently into the role of a mentor, possibly even in the role
of a gifted mentor. The relation beween mentor and protégé could be
akin to the meeting or even merging of two minds. It is possible
that a meeting of minds, say between a gifted protégé and a gifted
mentor, is indeed a reoccurring event, especially within the
setting of the academy, always giving rise to ‘an affair of the
mind’ between two people. Such a meeting of minds could be the
spark that ignites the fuse in which an imagined possibility
becomes an actuality. We read that Theodor Adorno as a teenager
studied Kant with a certain Siegfried Kracuer, a friend of the
Adorno family. Apparently Einstein read Kant's Critique
of Pure Reason as a teenager. What about the existence of
child prodigies or teenage prodigies? What kind of an individual
would a teenage prodigy be like? How does an individual
metamorphosize into an intellectual prodigy. Such a metamorphosis
of the mind needs to be explained. There must be triggers or
predisposing factors. You may wonder about the possibility of such
a metamorphosis of the mind in a young person. Of course it is
possible! The occurrence of rapid and extraordinary cognitive
development in a young person is well documented. Given that this
kind of intellectual development in a young person is possible,
what would it be like or what would it feel like to be an
intellectual prodigy. In my own line of work as a psychiatrist I
have realized that a child or teenage prodigy may not know or even
be self-consciously aware that they actually fit the bill of being
a prodigy or even being especially gifted or unusually talented.
They actually feel perfectly normal in their own way. We may even
find them fairly mundane and ordinary. It was on a flight back from
Durban to Johannesburg that I met such a person. He was no longer a
young person. He was well into his sixties. Sitting next to me he
seemed very preoccupied. He started writing something in his diary
or journal. I am still not completely sure if we can clearly
demarcate the difference between a diary and a journal. When he had
finished with his writing he closed the thick hardcover notebook,
leant back in the seat, and closed his eyes. The book slipped off
his lap and dropped on the floor next to my feet. I reached down
and gave it back to him. He said: ‘Thank you.’ I must have had a
quizzical expression on my face. He smiled at me, I could see he
needed to talk. ‘I have had the most amazing experiences,
mindblowing in fact, I don’t know what to make of them.’ Anyway we
began talking. As it turned out we both came from Boskburg, we both
grew up on the ERPM gold mine properties, we both went to Boksburg
High School and we were both graduates of the University of the
Witwatersrand (Wits), and we were both Catholics. We clicked
immediately. We became firm friends. I decided to write his story.
During our high school years he was two standards ahead of me, but
with Boksburg being a village in those days, nothing remained a
secret for very long, stories get around, and they become embedded
in the community. My brother was a close friend of Aaron, so I
heard a lot of stuff about Aaron. Anyway, if you are an asute
reader you may suspect that I am indulging in an exercise of
metafiction. Well it can’t be helped. You may even guess that
Aaron’s journal eventually came into my possession and as a
psychiatrist I took a special interest in its contents. Well you
are half-right. You may feel that some of the contents or passages
of this book represent a lot of high-faluting humbug or are bogged
down in an over-description of detail (in Updikean fashion if you
wish). With regard to the latter you may find the use of strings of
adjectives irritating to your literary sensibilities. My response:
I don’t really care if you do. If there are rules to writing a
novel, I say lets break them, lets be lyrical, lets speak the
unspeakable, lets stretch the limits of description! But if you do
have a philosophical or poetic or even a theological turn of mind
then I assure you that in all likelihood you will enjoy the journey
as much as I have enjoyed it. Read on!

 


 


 



CHAPTER
1


On Friday the
17th of January 1964, Boksburg was in the grip of an unusually
intense and sweltering heat wave. Temperatures soared well above
37oC. As Aaron Finnegan changed from his school uniform
into a T-shirt and shorts he could clearly hear through the open
bedroom windows one of Hillary’s university friends, Gillian,
making some point or other on the true meaning of Platonic
love.

“The very
heavenly realm of Platonic love is for men only, women don’t
feature. Anyway, neo-Platonism is so passé. It makes me think of E.
M. Foster’s indolent male Edwardian world of vague homoerotism, a
world inoculated against tragedy. A world of emerald green cricket
pitches, where the quietness of endless summer days are punctuated
by the sporadic loud crack of a cricket bat against a ball, where
muffled shouts from the pitch stir one out of a dreamy torpor,
where a solitary umpire in his silly floppy white hat and white
knee length jacket stands sphinx-like as wickets tumble about him.
I hate cricket. I think it’s such a stupid game. Anyway where were
we?”

Hillary and her
Wits University friends were relaxing around the pool. Her
transistor wireless tuned into LM Radio was blaring out almost at
full volume the Beatles latest hit I want to hold your hand.
Aaron could only just catch the general drift of the pool-side
conversations floating through the air to his open bedroom window.
Nathan and his friends were splashing around in the pool. Aaron
glanced at his watch, it was half past one and he was undecided
what to do for the rest of the afternoon.

Over the past
four years, ever since he had become a teenager, Aaron had listened
intently with undiminished interest to the pool-side banter of
Hillary and her university friends. It was the kind of effervescent
banter that bubbled and sparkled like the frivolous fizz of a
freshly uncorked bottle of champagne. Over the past four years the
lazy carefree summer days, that stretched like a sleepy yawn over
December and January, interrupted only by the mandatory two week
December holiday at the sea, were usually spent with friends in the
warm Highveld sun around the Finnegans large swimming pool in its
park-like idyllic setting of manicured lawns, colourful gardens in
full summer bloom and tall leafy trees that had been growing for
more than seventy years.

Nathan referred
to the social gatherings at the Finnegan residence as the ‘holiday
club’, Rachel called it ‘Plato’s Academy for young women’ and not
to be out done, Max referred to Hillary and her friends camping at
the swimming pool as the ‘Paris Commune in Boksburg’.

Aaron had
always enjoyed having Hillary’s circle of friends around. Unlike
Nathan and his rowdy bunch of friends the girls had their own way
of livening up things around the swimming pool without causing a
single splash. His interest in philosophy, especially Plato,
Socrates and the Greeks had been stirred, ignited and then stoked
and kindled by the formidably articulate feminist tongues of the
delectable intellectual amazons lounging at the pool side in their
bikinis while sipping tall glasses of ice cold passion fruit. It
had lately transpired that they had become feminists and were all
into women’s liberation in a big way.

They had become
cerebrally and at the same also politically galvanized by Simone de
Beauvoir’s book, The Second Sex and Betty Friedan’s book,
The Feminine Mystique. They were definitely not going to
conform to the typical stereotypic housewife roles that had been
assigned to white South African women, especially as depicted in
the domestic appliance ads in most of the popular women’s magazines
of the stifling 1950s. Anyway the stifling fifties was a thing of
the past. With the coming of the sixties, a new dawn had broken and
things would never be the same again. How could the world possibly
ever be the same again following the relentless assault of gigantic
tidal waves of rock music exploding on the radio channels following
the quite inexplicable and sudden emergence of a new cultural
phenomenon in the form of rock bands? One such popular rock band
had quite mysteriously hatched itself after 10 000 hours of
gestation and incubation in the obscurity of a dark dive buried in
a dodgy pub whose doors opened to the feeble Northern sunlight that
bathed the rundown wharfs of a bleak European harbour.

Other things
were also happening on the more local scene in South Africa.

With the raid
on the Liliesleaf farm by the security police on the 11th of July,
1963, and the start of the Rivonia Trial in October 1963, Hillary
and her friends began to speak more and more openly about political
topics that had never been broached before in the Finnegan
household.

While his
father Max and his mother Rachel supported the United Party,
Hillary and her friends argued that there was no difference in
essence between the United Party and the Nationalist Party, they
were practically the same.

Hillary was
very dismissive of the politics of her parents, Max and Rachel, and
Aaron sided silently with Hillary.

Rachel, a
devout Catholic mother, had done all she could to bring up Hillary,
Aaron and Nathan as God-fearing Roman Catholics despaired silently
in her heart when she heard the kinds of things Hillary was saying
after being exposed to all the goings on at the University of the
Witwatersrand. She and her friends spoke about Darwin, Freud and
Marx as if they were saints of the Church. She was also angry with
a certain Irish Dominican nun who went by the name of Sister Alice
and who had played not an insignificant role in the politicisation
of Hillary and Gillian who both went to St Dominic’s Convent. She
was also upset with the Dominican friars especially those who
worked in the locations and who to her dismay had started showing
all the signs of becoming too overtly political. While she didn’t
agree with Apartheid, she also felt a strong gut reaction antipathy
to any kind of left-wing political radicalism. And it was precisely
this kind of far left radicalism that was being supported by
Hillary, Gillian and the Dominican Friars, and also by Sister
Alice, who was referred to as the ‘red nun.’ It was Sister Alice
who had first put all kinds of strange ideas into Hillary and
Gillian’s heads when they were still in high school. All Rachel
wanted was for Hillary to receive a decent education in a Roman
Catholic convent and to be a good Catholic daughter.

Aaron had
overhead Rachel expressing her concerns privately to Max. She was
worried that Hillary had made friends with a circle of Bolsheviks
at Wits. She was convinced that Gillian was a Bolshevik communist.
Gillian’s flippant remarks that it was definitely considered chic
to be a communist did little to allay Rachel’s fears. Hillary and
her friends had lately expressed an inordinate interest in Karl
Marx’s Das Kapital. It seemed that there was some substance
to Rachel’s belief that her daughter was being exposed to all kinds
of bad influences at Wits.

Unknown to
Rachel, Aaron had absorbed like a sponge everything that Hillary
and Gillian had spoken about. Contrary to what Rachel thought, he
knew that Hillary and Gillian were not real communists. However to
the average white South African, the kind of things that Gillian
said would have been taken as communist inspired. Gillian stated
bluntly that the majority of white South Africans were living quite
blissfully in a phantasmagorical world. That was the word she used,
‘phantasmagorical.’ It was one of those words that stuck in Aaron’s
mind.

Maybe Gillian
was right, in South Africa it was chic be a communist and to read
Das Kapital. Maybe to be a communist and to read Das
Kapital was a way of finding absolution in South Africa if you
happened to have a pale skin.

Gillian had a
tendency to say things that would shock the average white South
African. Aaron found her outspoken manner very appealing. But there
was more to Gillian than her outspokenness that he found
magnetically appealing.

Two years ago
he had become awkwardly infatuated with Gillian even though she was
four years older than him. His infatuation proved to be incurable;
it had steadily grown into something far more serious, more
full-blown. Over the past couple of months he had fallen
secretively and hopelessly in love with Gillian.

Everything that
Gillian had spoken about became fixed in his mind. Thanks to
Gillian, he always had some or other topic to reflect on. He would
distil things in his mind extracting the essence of each point,
each idea, and each argument. Gradually he had become aware that he
had changed. It had also become noticeable to others that he had
become intellectually quite precocious. One could have an
interesting conversation with him on quite highbrow stuff. Gillian
was especially very much aware of the changes that Aaron had
undergone. She had known him for most of her life. And now she
realized that she was no longer only Aaron’s big sisters best
friend. She had also quite unintentionally become Aaron’s mentor,
and Aaron in turn had unwittingly become her protégée. It had
become quite a complicated business and she was well aware of that,
but she did nothing to discourage the relationship that had started
to grow between her and Aaron.

So, because of
Gillian, he had come to see the world in a different way, and this
was clearly evident to her. In a way she was proud of the role that
she had played in his life. Like a female version of Socrates, she
had not only been a gadfly or intellectual nuisance around the
swimming pool, but also a midwife of wisdom and knowledge. She had
helped Aaron give birth to wisdom. Aaron had become her very own
special version of a Theaetetus project. As a woman, the
thought of this made her smile.

The Greeks and
especially Socrates had invented the fine educational tradition of
relational pedagogy for boys only. In ancient Athens there was no
relational pedagogy for girls. It was their fate to be married off
at an early age and to manage like a good wife the domestic affairs
in the home, while the men debated politics and philosophy in the
Agora.

Gillian agreed
with Socrates that all pedagogy was relational. But she frowned on
the ancient Greek practice in which the pedagogical relationship
was mainly between a male adult mentor and a boy, a relationship
that often involved more than mere pedagogical activities. Reading
between the lines of Lysias' famous speech in Plato’s
Phaedrus gives some substance to this possibility. Anyway,
there had been a long philosophical tradition among the Greeks in
which pedagogical midwifery between a man and a boy gave birth to
knowledge and truth.

She knew that
the ancient Greeks and especially Socrates were big on this
business of pedagogical matchmaking and midwifery in the education
of boys in ancient Athens. Of course without pedagogical
matchmaking and midwifery there would not be any Eros.

It was at the
crack of dawn when Hippocrates woke Socrates up in Plato’s
Protagoras, begging Socrates to introduce him to Protagoras,
the teacher who had just arrived in Athens. Like Hippocrates people
often consulted Socrates for pedagogical matchmaking advice both
for themselves and for their sons. In Plato’s Theaetetus,
Socrates offers the following opinion about matchmakers, ‘There’s
another thing too. Have you noticed this thing about [midwives]
that they are the cleverest of matchmakers [promneistriai],
because they possess marvellous predictive insight and intuitive
knowledge about the kind of couples whose marriage will produce the
best kind of children?’

Was she and
Aaron becoming that kind of erotic pedagogical couple whose
‘marriage’ would articulate the best kind of wisdom? She laughed
inwardly at the erotic thought. What could be more erotic than
pedagogical engagement in philosophy? Well, maybe there was some
truth to Socrates’ insight that wisdom was meant to flow from a
genuine and authentic ‘erotic union’ between teacher and student,
between mentor and protégée. Was not this an example of true love,
the proper goal of erotic desire? Anyway what does it mean to know
someone in a truly erotic fashion? The whole notion of carnal
knowledge seems to be filled with all kinds of surprising and
delightful ambiguity.

“Have I become
brainwashed? Or have I become critically enlightened?” Aaron
wondered.

He meditated
over this thought as he listened to Gillian from behind the drawn
lace curtain in his room. He stood for a while by the window
watching her. She was parading in her black bikini at the
pool-side, speaking while moving her hands about in sweeping
gestures as if she were conducting an orchestra.

He shook his
head and shrugged his shoulders at the thought of whether he had
become enlightened or brainwashed. It was precisely the way Gillian
would have posed the question. Brainwashed or critically
enlightened, what was the difference? Was he becoming like her?

He stood at the
open window, still staring through the lace curtains. He could see
Gillian in her sunglasses and black bikini still holding forth
while the others laughed at the dazzling brilliance of her dramatic
verbal acrobatics. Like Hillary she was 21 years old and had also
completed her BA in English and Philosophy. She was now going into
the second year of her LLB degree. Hillary had also done her BA and
was also going into the second year of her LLB. In fact, all of
Hillary’s university friends were law students; they were all in
the second year of their LLB. The LLB seemed to be the most sought
after degree. They all wanted to become advocates.

Gillian had
once said that in order for womankind to genuinely fulfil their
role as the true representation of the Imago Dei, they had
to become the genuine exemplification of Homo juridicus. She
also spoke about the irony of a woman been depicted as the
personification of justice in a patriarchal world. The image of the
blind-folded woman balancing the scales in one hand and carrying
the sword in the other was a supreme example of the iconography of
irony. The goddess Themis, the ancient Greek Titaness, the
personification of law including natural law, and justice and the
divine order, was the greatest gift of the gods to mankind. It was
she who made civilized existence possible for all men. According to
Gillian, it was ultimately Themis, a female goddess, who bequeath
humankind with the Western Idea that in the divine order of things,
all people have been given the social and political status of legal
persons or legal personalities, and it has always been the supreme
goal of all tyrants, of all authoritarian or totalitarian regimes
to erase or kill the juridical person and destroy the rule of
law.

Aaron decided
he would not join them at the pool because he was not in the mood
for any verbal sparring and mental arm-wrestling in a bout of
mutual teasing, especially with the Gillian. Instead he listened to
them for a while, catching snatches of Gillian’s conversation, when
it was not being drowned out by the shouts of Nathan and his
friends who were playing in the pool.

“Tell me, why
would Plato create Diotima, a fictitious woman, to teach Socrates
who was accused of being a seducer of young men, all about Eros?
Why would he use her, an inferior woman, to justify the superiority
of the love that certain kinds of men in Athens felt for boys,
especially when there is nothing reciprocal about Platonic love
between males, whatever their age differences?” she said.

“Was Socrates
really a corrupter of young boys?” Someone asked, someone who Aaron
could not see.

“No, I was just
exaggerating. But he did corrupt their minds,” Gillian said, after
taking a sip of ice cold passion fruit, leaving bright red lipstick
stains on the glass.

“Plato invented
Diotima because he was clever; he needed to appropriate certain
features of female sexuality which he could use in his male-only
theory of Eros. Without an understanding of female sexuality he
would not have had any meaningful ideas that he could use in his
version of Eros,” Hillary said.

“Yeah but his
ideas of female sexuality were based on gross distortions,” Gillian
said.

“Well Plato’s
views on the subject of women were based on female stereotypes that
were typically held by most men in ancient Greece,” Hillary
said.

“I know what
you mean, the Greeks thought that all women could not resist any
form of erotic temptation because they were such slaves to their
insatiable sexual appetites,” Rosemary said.

“This is
exactly what all men would like to believe about women, it is their
greatest fantasy,” Hillary said.

“Well apart
from our inability to resist the temptations of sensual pleasures,
our other faults and short-comings as the weaker sex include
amongst other things a total lack of interest in the higher pursuit
of noble and beautiful ideas. Apparently we are completely
disinterested in acquiring knowledge for its own sake or for
self-improvement. We have no interest in the life of the mind. We
are preoccupied solely with purely physical and bodily things;
things that are always linked to sensual desires that are screaming
out for immediate gratification and when we are eventually
gratified we inevitably become pregnant. The main goal of our
obsession with the non-intellectual mindless pursuit of sensual
physical pleasures seems to spring from our desire for procreating.
In order to procreate we are consumed by an irrepressible and
uncontrollable lust for the life giving fluids which only men
possess, and which we need to draw into our bodies like some weird
alien creatures or blood thirsty vampires.” Gillian said, amidst an
eruption of much female gaiety around the pool.

“Well said
sister! But you forgot about the small matter of reciprocity. There
cannot be any meaningful Eros or eroticism without mutual intimate
reciprocity, and genuine reciprocity is only authentically
exemplified in male-female or women-women relationships. Only women
are capable of reciprocating in a genuinely intimate manner. Men
fear mutual reciprocal intimacy. Plato fails to demonstrate the
achievement of authentic mutually reciprocal intimacy in male-male
erotic relationships,” Brenda said.

“You are
absolutely right sister! Plato fails to produce an erotic theory
that incorporates mutually reciprocal intimacy, which comes so
naturally to us women. In fact all male philosophers have failed to
understand what genuine intimacy and reciprocity in relationships
actually entails. Men fear genuine intimacy. This comes out in
Plato’s Symposium especially with respect to the
relationship between Socrates and Alcibiades. Erotic relationships
between men and boys or between men and men are dogged by
intractable problems regarding the different roles each partner is
forced to play since they happen to share the same kind of sexual
apparatus,” Gillian said, triggering another round of
uncontrollable mirth and eye-weeping hilarity.

“Please don’t
get me wrong. I am not against homosexuality per se, I am only
insisting that if the logic is consistently applied in the theory
of male superiority, then Plato must be right, the highest form of
passionate love, which is Platonic love, can only be realized
between men, so all genuine men, especially our macho men in South
Africa, who feel that they are naturally and also inherently
superior to women, should by default be homosexual,” Gillian said,
with a mocking smile on her face.

Still standing
behind the lace curtain at the open window, Aaron remained
undecided on what he was going to do next. At that moment he did
not feel any strong impulse to do anything specific, other than
enjoying the libidinous pleasure derived from his secretive
self-indulgent voyeuristic gazing at the shapely silhouette of
Gillian’s body as she stood by the pool side.

If he decided
to join Hillary and her friends at the pool, he would be drawn into
their arguments, and given the sweltering heat this was not his
idea of relaxation. He began to feel slightly drowsy, his bedroom
was the coolest room in the house, so he decided that he would have
a bit of a siesta, and when everyone was gone he would then go for
a swim. And after the swim, what will he do? Well it was going to
be another boring Friday night, unless the girls invited him along
to see some film.

Before Aaron
could stretch out on his bed and relax, especially after escaping
another hot tedious January day at school, Rachel called him to set
up the large beach umbrella at the pool for her bridge club because
it was too hot in the house to play bridge in either the lounge or
dining room. After organizing the umbrella, Aaron decided that it
was going to be impossible for him to have his siesta. It seemed a
good time to escape to the Costa de Sol Vegetable Shop before
heading off anyway but home. He couldn’t think of anything else to
do.

On the way to
the shop he wondered whether Platonism could ever become passé. If
anyone thought that they could dismiss the works of Plato as
outmoded, obsolete, defunct or even old fashioned, then surely that
person does not belong to Western Civilization.

In philosophy
there was nothing new under the sun that Plato and all the Greeks
philosophers, including the pre-Socratic philosophers, the Socratic
philosophers and Aristotle, had not already considered. Every
possible kind of philosophical question had exercised their minds.
Every possible kind of philosophical problem that could have been
dreamt up had already been considered by the ancient Greeks. In
this sense there was nothing new under the sun that could surprise
the Western Mind, philosophically speaking.

In spite of
philosophy’s incredibly long, tortuous and tumultuous history, he
had learnt from Gillian, that no serious philosophical problem had
yet been solved to everyone’s satisfaction. There existed no
consensus on truth or on the ‘theory of truth.’ No one had been
able to put any of the most important philosophical worries to
rest, worries that had burdened the Western Mind for millennia.
Now, in spite of a massive exertion of the collective mind of
Western Man for over two and a half millennia, it appeared that no
one was able to convincingly distinguish the real from the unreal,
the true from the false, and the good from evil.

A few weeks ago
Gillian had expressed the opinion that it was difficult not to feel
like an incorrigible con artist when defending a particular
philosophical thesis. With a deliberately whimsical toss of her
loose, thick, dark glossy sensual coiffure, followed by a
flirtatious smile playing on her face, she explained to a bashful
Aaron, while they sat alone at the swimming pool, that in
philosophy there really was no certainty about anything.

When she saw
that a worried frown had begun to knit and crease Aaron’s brow, she
laughed her infectious laugh. She was beginning to enjoy her role
as his mentor.

“This whole
thing about the impossibility of ever achieving complete certainty
on any matter is often just a consequence of the eccentric way that
philosophers look at things. I suppose that is the whole point of
doing philosophy, to look at things differently, in ways that we
are not normally accustomed to, and it is when philosophers do this
that we start experiencing all kinds of logical and empirical
uncertainties that refuse to go away. This is the source of all our
doubts, the soil from which scepticism grows and takes root. It
boils down to just the way you look at things, the perspective you
happen to prefer.”

She continued
to elaborate eloquently with great aplomb on various logical and
empirical uncertainties that plagued all thinking. She spoke while
smiling that coquettish smile; she spoke with her eyes hidden
behind her dark glasses.

Taking off her
sunglasses, she gazed at him in an appraising fashion, and then she
continued after pushing her sunglasses up onto her head:

“However, at
the end of the day when all has been said and done, absence of
certainty in philosophy does not really matter, we can still
continue to live out our normal dreary lives, irrespective of what
philosophers have said or believed,” she said, “but then again,
philosophy can be a mild palliative, it can provide a kind of
useful remedy in the form of distraction and relief from the tedium
of a dull life. Maybe this explains the attraction of philosophy.
Maybe this is what kept Socrates going, who knows?”

She took a sip
of her ice cold passion fruit, waved away a bee with her hand that
had been buzzing around their cool drinks.

“I suppose
nowadays, when it comes to philosophy no one really cares what you
believe. Today, like two thousand years ago, it is still
intellectually permissible to hold any philosophical point of view
that happens to tickle your fancy. You could if you like, become a
nominalist or otherwise a believer in universals without losing
your self-respect or being excluded from respectable company. You
could be a relativist or non-relativist; you could also be an
idealist or even some kind of realist, without anyone raising an
eyebrow or even batting an eyelid. You may accept or reject the
semantic concept of truth, and no one would think you that were odd
or something. You may believe that the distinction between good and
evil depends on contingent and shifting social conventions, or you
may with the utmost sincerely and conviction believe that the
difference between good and evil is somehow embedded in the very
order of the Universe, without seeming to be a freak in polite
society or something like that. No one will spit on the ground in
front of you and treat you like some weirdo if you express doubts
about whether law like generalizations can support counterfactual
conditions,” she said.

He gazed at the
serene tableau, the light playing on the surface of the swimming
pool, the dragon flies hovering over the pool, the dappled spots of
sun flashing off the large mobile shiny poplar leaves, the
butterflies dancing randomly over the flower beds.

“And what do
you believe?” He asked her after trying to digest what she had just
said.

She looked at
him, raising a curious eyebrow. His question had come out of the
blue and it carried with it the ring of intimacy.

What Hillary
had said in passing to the others was true. She realized that Aaron
had over the past four years become intellectually precocious while
hanging out with them; she knew that she couldn’t fob him off.
Furthermore, she had grown to like him, she enjoyed flirting with
him, and recently she had started to become attracted to him. She
noticed that he had become incredibly good-looking. She had even
admitted secretly to herself that it was actually a great pity that
he was so much younger. She looked at his lips, his broad
shoulders, his well-proportioned body, his skin tight water polo
speedo and felt like kissing his lips. He was so innocent, so
trusting, he did not even know what a huge turn-on he had become
for her. She knew that he admired her intellectually and that he
was also attracted to her. She took pleasure in the way he looked
at her. He had not been very successful in hiding his infatuation
for her. She took pleasure in that too. It was undeniably enjoyable
to be loved, especially by someone who was so attractive. And why
not, all women love to be loved. So she enjoyed basking in the love
that radiated from this teenage boy who could not hide his feelings
from her. Her acutely discerning female antennae were too alert and
sharp for her to miss all the giveaway signals of what was going
through Aaron’s mind when he was with her.

Sighing
inwardly she remembered the story of Potiphar’s wife. Now Joseph
was well-built and handsome, and after a while his master’s wife
took notice of Joseph.

“What do you
think I believe?” She replied with a question, inclining her head
as she looked at him with her lips curled in a playful smile.

“I have no
idea,” he said.

“What would you
like me to believe?” She asked while looking at him intently. A
smile of forbidden fruit and temptation played on her lips, and an
amused twinkle began to also play in her appraising eyes. He felt
an incredible urge to lean over and kiss her.

“The truth,”
Aaron replied.

Throwing back
her head, she laughed.

“You are such a
sweet boy, Aaron.”

He hated it
when she spoke to him in this manner. He felt she was not taking
him seriously, and he wanted to be taken seriously, especially by
her.

She intuitively
sensed this.

“It was Pontius
Pilate who asked the question: what is truth? He asked this
question when the ultimate truth of Universe was staring him in the
face. I suppose there are many kinds of truth. According to Plato,
Socrates said that we can’t learn the truth. The only way we can
come to know the truth, is by remembering the truth we once knew in
a previous life, when the soul wondered about in heaven among the
Forms in the glorious company of the pantheon of the immortal gods.
It so happened that we forgot the truth that we once knew, we
forgot everything that we once knew after we were born. Because of
this Socrates also argued that truth is already in us, even if we
do not know that. It was also his idea that by questioning, we can
recall the forgotten truth lying dormant within us, by questioning
things the truth will eventually dawn within us like some inner
light of remembrance.”

He continued to
pressure her about what she believed, philosophically speaking that
is. And she continued to reply to his prodding in a playful
parrying manner with counter questions. It felt as if she was
prolonging the suspense, intentionally postponing her answer to his
searching question.

“What would you
like me to believe?”

This became her
standard reply, always with that teasing and mysteriously
suggestive smile playing on her lips, even when he became
persistent. The words on her lips seemed to embody an invitation,
an enigmatic covert kind of invitation which made his heart pound
with excitement. There was something extremely erotic in her
question, ‘what would you like me to believe?’

“Do you want me
to believe in the correspondence theory of truth; do want me to
believe in the power of reason, do want me to believe in the power
of the senses, do want me to believe in the reliability of sense
perception?” She asked, raising her beautiful dark eyebrows.

She searched
his face with her big brown eyes, while she probed him with
counter-questions, with questions about reason and sense
perception, questions which by their tone seemed to carry a freight
loaded with reciprocating intimacy. Her eyes become soft and
doe-like. Filled with an elusive invitation of intimacy they seemed
to suggest a willingness to acquiesce to his promptings, to what he
really desired from her.

She paused, her
raised eyebrows changed from an expression of intimate questioning
and playful probing, to one of expectant anticipation. Her raised
eyebrows now filled her demeanour with heightened curiosity, her
eyebrows became question marks. Pressing thoughts flashed through
her mind. ‘How is he going to reply to my counter questions, to my
covert solicitations, to my obvious flirtatious teasing, is he
going to say yes or no?’

She waited.

What if he
called her bluff and said yes? What would she say in reply? Would
she wantonly and seductively confirm that she believes what he
would want her to believe? It would be an open consent to his
desire: ‘do you want me to’?

Would she
reply: ‘Yes I believe in the correspondence theory of truth, yes I
believe in the power of reason, yes I believe in the reliability of
sense perception, yes I love you, yes I want to kiss you, yes I
want to hold you, yes I want you to touch me, yes I want you to
caress me, yes I want to make love to you, yes I am a woman filled
with desire for you, yes, yes, yes.’

He caught a
tantalizing whiff of the sensual fragrance of her perfume. She
started to speak again before he could say yes or no. She began to
pose her own counter-questions in more detail this time round. She
remembered that she was the midwife of wisdom.

“Have you ever
really thought deeply about what human reason is actually capable
of with regard to knowing the truth? What can we ultimately know
and believe with certainty with the aid of reason alone? This was
Kant’s problem in his Critique of Pure Reason.”

He heard the
girls talking about Immanuel Kant. Apparently unlike Socrates he
was a non-erotic philosopher, this was what he remembered.

“Going back to
the other issue, that is, the issue of sense perception or sense
experience, what can we claim to know with certainty through the
power of our senses when they are operating in full cooperation
with the power of reason? This was a major preoccupation of Kant in
his Critique of Pure Reason.”

Again she
paused, giving him a chance to response. He waited for her to
continue.

“What is
reason? Is it a faculty or a mental ability or a cognitive
capacity? What is the answer? Reason is all of these things. Now
for the next question, is reason a reliable faculty, is reason a
reliable mental capacity, is reason a reliable cognitive ability? I
think all of these questions are asking the same thing. I think all
of these questions assume that the mind possesses a facility or
ability to exercise a process of logical inference, which we call
REASON, for want of a better word.”

“Does reason
provide us with an innate faculty or innate capacity or innate
power that makes it possible for us to reliably infer something, to
reliably justify something, to reliably comprehend something, to
reliably understand something, to reliably explain something, to
reliably substantiate something, to reliably grasp the meaning,
significance and sense of something? All of these actions or mental
activities involve logical inference. What is the job of reason? In
plain words reason represents our capacity or power to a make sense
of our sense experiences or to make sense of the ideas that we
manage to think up or imagine. To make sense of something is to
infer, comprehend, understand and explain something, and so on. And
if we think that have succeeded in making sense of our sense
perception, or of the ideas in our thoughts, then we should be able
to communicate this, and this is where language comes into play,”
She elaborated.

“We usually
equate making sense of something when we understand or comprehend
its meaning, and I know you will eventually ask me what is the
‘meaning’ of meaning?” She said with a laugh.

“We assume or
believe that meaning can only be communicated or grasped or
understood or comprehended through the medium of language or
through various kinds of signs or symbols, which stand for
something or which indicate something. For a word or sign or symbol
to have meaning must it stand for something that is intelligible?
We cannot image a language without words. We are supposed to be
able to express our thoughts in words. Can we think thoughts
without the help of words? Can there be thought without language?
Can there be Mind without words or language? We are also supposed
to be able to make the internal world of our private thoughts
intelligible to others with the aid of words. We are also supposed
to be able to make the external reality of the world meaningful or
intelligible to ourselves, and to others with the aid of words. Do
words convey meaning? Can words do the job that we want them to do?
What are words and how or why are they meaningful? How do words
make things intelligible? If something is intelligible does this
mean it is meaningful. What does it mean for something to be
intelligible? What does it mean for something to be unintelligible?
What is a thing? What does it mean for something to be a thing?
Surely the opposite of a thing is nothing. Nothing can only be
nothing, it cannot be something,” she said, elaborating on meaning
and intelligibility, speaking words with an expression of
thoughtfulness on her face.

Aaron listening
with rapt attention absorbed everything she said.

“Does reason
possess the power to justify our beliefs, does it possess the power
to substantiate our beliefs, does it possess the power to provide
the necessary warrant for our beliefs? Maybe our unquestioning
trust in the power of reason to solve all philosophical problems
and to provide answers to all of our philosophical questions is
actually nothing more than an article of faith, nothing more than
just another one of our many beliefs. We depend on our faculty of
reason for many everyday practical purposes. We can get by
perfectly fine in our daily lives without ever bothering to
question the reliability of reason, especially with respect to the
exercise of common sense.”

The sun
suddenly seemed to be very bright. She put on her sunglasses. She
had become as brown as a berry. There was a healthy glow to her
toned skin. A black masked weaver bird in the poplar tree stopped
making its sizzling sounds. It began to snip off leaves. They
watched the leaves fall one by one. He asked if he should open an
umbrella. She said no, don’t worry, she did not mind the sun. She
continued:

“As an article
of faith, the trust or faith in the reliability or power of reason
remains one of our most important basic beliefs, but this does not
mean that as a belief it does not need to be substantiated or
justified.”

The leaves
continued to fall as the weaver stripped the branches, snip, snip,
the leaves fell. The leaves fell, leafs that were fresh, green,
healthy and shiny, the leaves fell, the leaves continued to fall,
some gliding, some looping, some zigzagging, some floating, some
drifting, some spiralling in wide circles, others spun about an
invisible axis, spinning round and round like the rotor of a
helicopter. Snip, snip, the leaves fell. Aaron and Gillian watched
the busy weaver. Some leaves fell into the swimming pool, floating
on the surface like boats.

Gillian watched
the falling leaves while she spoke, she spoke without looking at
Aaron, and he listened while watching the weaver.


“Philosophically speaking the reliability of reason needs to be
justified just like any of the other basic beliefs which underlie
any of our claims to know something to be the case with
certainty.”

“If the
conscious exercise of reason plays an obligatory and fundamental
role with respect to the answering of all our questions regarding
the truth of various matters, can we also use reason to decide
whether reason itself is indeed a reliable faculty for acquiring
knowledge? Here we have an example of a vicious circle from which
there is no possibility of escape in philosophy or logic. Is there
any logical or empirical way to untangle reason from this vicious
circle? Can we establish any truth independently of reason,
including the reliability of reason?”

“Here we have
an insoluble paradox, an insoluble riddle. It may suggest that we
are unable to know the ultimum of all things, in other
words, we are unable to have ultimate knowledge of anything,
because all attempts to acquire certain knowledge of the ultimate
meaning and significance of the Universe will only end in vicious
circles or infinite regressions.”

She paused for
moment to think about what she wanted to say next.

“So, this
brings me back to your question: ‘What do I believe?’ ”

She took off
her sunglasses and turned onto her side, facing Aaron.

“Hmmm….what do
I really believe without any doubt? What do I really know with
absolute certainty without the faintest shadow of doubt? How can I
know that I do indeed know something with complete certainty. Is
there anything that I can claim to know with complete certainty?
How do I know that I know? This is the fundamental problem of
epistemology. What can I know? It seems to be the same as asking
what do I believe to be the truth with absolute certainty.” She
asked herself in the spirit of Descartes’ famous
Meditations.

Her demeanour
was intense and serious.

“Whatever it is
that I believe, I must have compelling, infallible, unassailable,
indubitable, incorrigible grounds or reasons for holding that
belief,” she said.

Her demeanour
became passionate; she gave Aaron a deep, intense and intimately
searching look, as if he held the answers in his eyes. She suddenly
seemed unsure of herself. He could sense her vulnerability; the
vulnerability of someone who was in love, the vulnerability of
someone who was uncertain about that love, yet felt the incredible
desire to give herself over to that love. Being close to Aaron she
felt the vulnerability of someone like Socrates who confessed that
the only thing he knew was Eros, the only thing he knew was Love,
which was ultimately a confession that he knows that he knows
nothing. This admission of Socrates remains a puzzling riddle, a
paradox. Eros is ultimately the love of wisdom and the love of
wisdom occurs within the erotic intertwining of the sensual bonds
between two lovers. Could she confess that loving Aaron was the
only thing that she was certain of? Would her truth be that the
only love she would ever know was what she felt for Aaron at that
moment?

“Could it ever
be possible to find infallible, indubitable and incorrigible
grounds for holding any kind of belief? Can that ever be possible?”
She asked.

“Can we really
know the truth about anything without having to also assume the
truth of something else as well? Is it possible for us to claim to
know that something is true independently of any unjustified
assumptions?”

“No, we
cannot!” she said, firmly answering her own question.

“In reality
this means that we have actually conceded that we can know nothing
with absolute certainty. Maybe we unconsciously assume too much
when we think that we know the truth about something? Maybe we
falsely believe to know the truth because we are not aware of any
veiled or hidden assumptions which we have failed to recognize or
failed to be aware of. Any exercise in wanting to establish the
truth is actually an exercise in making all the hidden assumptions
explicit. Inevitability the search for knowledge or the search for
truth, which is the same thing, ends up being an interrogation of
the evidence, and the interrogation of evidence always ends up in
an attempt to justify or rationalize our most basic beliefs,
beliefs about sense experience, beliefs about the power of reason,
and so on, even our gut reactions,” she elaborated.

She regained
her composure. Her face became playful and indulgent again.

“Can we ever be
absolutely sure about our most basic beliefs such as the power of
reason and the reliability of sense perception? How do we justify
or substantiate these two beliefs. Do we just accept them as being
simply true without any supporting evidence, without any kind of
supporting chain of inferences from more fundamental self-evident
or self-grounded premises or axioms? Are there any self-evident
grounds; are there any self-evident unshakeable foundations that
are capable of justifying or supporting our belief in the
reliability of sense-experience and the power of reason? Can we
ever escape an infinite regression once we go down the road in
search of secure foundations to support our philosophical or
scientific beliefs?”

“Can we justify
any claim that we are capable of acquiring meaningful knowledge
when our most basic beliefs such as the reliability of sense
experience and the reliability of our faculty for reasoning
actually rest on very shaky grounds or even bogus grounds? Kant
thought we could. That was why he could talk about a priori
knowledge or analytic or necessary truths, which can supposedly be
known independently of any kind of empirical experience. But this
claim may also be invalid, maybe it could be shown to be false.
Maybe there are instances which will show that this is a false
belief. If we can prove for example that an a priori truth
can be established only through experience, then there would be an
inconsistency in Kant’s notion of a priori truths.”

After a pause
she continued.

“Now I am sure
that it can be logically demonstrated that we cannot know
everything, within the so called a priori realm of knowledge
to be a priori true and certain, independently of any kind
of sense experience. This means that some kind of empirical
experience may be necessary to establish the certainty and truth of
what we thought we could know a priori. I am sure that this
would be a great shock to everyone!”

“It is
generally thought that anything which belongs to the a
priori realm of knowledge cannot be known empirically, but this
may not be true.”

“There are also
other problems, logical problems blocking the way to certainty. For
example, intractable and insoluble logical snags prevent us from
having certainty by means of inductive reasoning. This means that
we are faced with serious logical problems, when we try to
establish the truth of any a posteriori claims to
truthfulness, simply because logically there would never be
sufficient empirical evidence to validate any such claim. On the
grounds of pure logic we may be denied from having any
unproblematic access to any meaningful kinds of truth. Reason may
be its own constraint, its own undoing in its unassisted search for
truth,” she explained.

She smiled a
mischievous playful smile at Aaron.

“Do you still
want to know what I believe?” she asked, with a subtle flash of
sudden wantonness veiled in the play of her eyes, in the arch of
her eyebrows, in curl of her lips, in the movement of her hand
through her hair.

“Yes.”

“Why?” She
asked.

“I am curious,”
he said.

“Would you like
me to agree to the principle that ‘to see is to believe’? Have you
ever thought about what you actually see when you believe that you
are seeing something? According to Plato true knowledge of anything
or the ultimate truth in other words, as opposed to mere opinion,
can only be of immutable things that exist in a state of eternal
perfection beyond the domain of the phenomenal world of sense
experience and time.”

“True knowledge
of the essential nature of things cannot be discovered in the
temporal world of sensible phenomena. True knowledge can only be
found in the atemporal heavenly realm beyond the world of sensible
phenomena. True knowledge as opposed to the illusions of sense
perception can only be acquired in a dimension of reality that
exists beyond the reach of sense perception. The real objects of
true knowledge are the perfect things that are unchanging, things
which are immutable, which is to say things that are eternal beyond
or outside time.”

“All these
perfect objects or perfect things or perfect qualities of things
constitute the Forms or Ideas that Plato speaks about. The Platonic
immutable, eternal and perfect Forms or Ideas are things or
entities that exist in a world that is inaccessible to sense
perception; we cannot see the Forms with our naked eyes. The
invisible Ideas or Forms which are the objects of true knowledge
constitute what has been called the ONE.”

“Plato strongly
rejected the idea that genuine, meaningful and authentic knowledge
could be acquired through sense perception. Temporal entities or
things or qualities of things which exist in time are not immutable
or perfect, they are constantly undergoing change and because they
are changing all the time they are not real like the Ideas or
Forms. If they are not real then they cannot be objects of true
knowledge. They are too illusionary for that. Temporal entities or
properties of temporal entities which can only exist in the
changing world of phenomena constitute what has been called the
MANY.”

“According to
Plato everything that exists in time in the sensible realm which
constitutes the observable Universe cannot provide genuine
knowledge of the true and real nature of things. Everything we see
or perceive with the aid of the senses represents an imperfect copy
of the Platonic Forms or an imperfect copy of the Platonic Idea of
that thing which we may happen to be looking at,” she said.

He listened to
Gillian with an expression of attentive fascination on his face
that always made her laughed good-naturedly.

“You can spend
your entire lifetime analysing the contents of the so-called
evidence of sense perception in defence of one or other theory
about what you think you were actually perceiving when looking at
some external object out there in the world. Plato was defending
his own particular theory of sense-perception, and his conclusions
were that sensory based experiences of external objects in the
world can never provide meaningful, genuine and authentic knowledge
about the real and essential nature of things. For Plato, all
knowledge based on sense experience, which basically boils down to
the perceptions of the sensible external objects that make up the
time bound phenomenal world, was fundamentally unreliable. All
observable phenomena, everything that we see around us in the
sensible Universe consists mostly of fleeting impressions of
mutable things that are continually changing. In Plato’s view,
observable temporal things which have an ephemeral ghostly form of
existence are like vapours or drifting clouds, they are
insubstantial,” she said.

She looked at
him with an ironical smile on her face, and asked:

“Do you still
believe that ‘seeing is believing’? Do you believe like Theaetetus,
that knowledge is perception, that knowledge is perceiving whatever
happens to be sensible, and that all knowledge is ultimately rooted
in sensuous seeing, hearing, tasting, smelling, feeling or
touching? Do you believe that all sensuous perceiving is knowing
and that all knowing is perceiving, and therefore all knowledge is
ultimately erotic because it has its roots in the sensual world of
the senses?” She asked.

“How can you
justify this belief? If the source of all knowledge is sense
perception or sense experience and all certainty about what is
knowable is rooted in the immediate consciousness of sensual
awareness, which is what sense experience is all about, then
Protagoras was right, man is the measure of all things. I suppose
we can say that sensual man or erotic man is the measure of all
things, and I suppose also that Eros is the beginning of all
knowledge. Do you still believe that ‘seeing is believing’ and that
sense perception is the ultimate source of all our knowledge?” She
inquired.

He thought for
a while about what she had said, and decided to stick to his
guns.

“Yeah, in a
sense I do, I believe that knowing is perceiving,” he insisted, in
spite of what she had previously said about the dialogues in
Plato’s Theaetetus and Protagoras, both books which he had also
read .

She laughed
generously: “So ‘seeing is believing’ and ‘knowing is perceiving’?
Indeed cowboy!”

“English is a
very slippery kind of language because most of its words,
especially words like verbs used to describe various kinds of
sensory perception, like looking, seeing, hearing, tasting,
smelling and feeling or touching, carry a lot of surplus luggage.
Verbs such as looking, seeing, hearing, tasting, smelling and
feeling only really have a literal meaning if we believe that when
we use them we are actually making verifiable perceptual claims
about the nature of the external world and not just about mere
subjective appearances or impressions,” she explained, responding
to the whole issue of ‘seeing is believing.’

She continued
to elaborate.

“Verbs such as
looking, seeing, hearing, smelling, tasting or feeling also refer
to the responses of our various sense organs which are involved in
our sensuous acts of perceiving. In the context of the technical
language of English philosophy, verbs of perception are often used
to refer to very specific kinds of sensations which have been
called sense-impressions. Some English philosophers have made the
incredible claim that what we are sensing in all our seeing,
hearing, smelling, tasting and feeling, are not the actual
properties of external objects existing out there in the world, but
rather some ghostly thing which is thought to be the stand-in actor
for all external objects. You may have guessed that this ghostly
thing that we supposedly perceive is nothing more than some
transient temporal evanescent ephemeral thing called an impression.
How un-erotic is that! The naked verbs of our language first
enunciated in the Garden of Eden have been eviscerated and bled to
death. What has happened to the refrain from Genesis, ‘and God saw
that it was good.’ Anyway we have got Plato to thank for this.” She
said.

“Are sense
impressions only phantoms of the mind?” Aaron asked.

“Until recently
that was the conventional thinking in English philosophy. But the
idea is losing its grip. It is no longer as persuasive as it used
to be,” she answered.

“You know about
Plato’s allegory or parable of the cave?”

“Yes, I have
read it several times,” he answered.

“Well then I
can ask you, have you ever wondered what could be the decisive
interpretation of Plato’s allegory of the cave? It deals with
seeing, do you agree?” She asked.

“I do. I agree
that it does deal with seeing, but I think it deals with the
possibility that what we think we see could be nothing but a
complete illusion,” he said.

“In a way the
parable also deals with the nature of truth. The parable seems to
suggest that the essence of truth or the essential nature of truth
could be about what is hidden from view. The hidden reality in
other words. Discovering the essential nature of truth depends on
an unconcealing or the revealing of the real state of affairs of
things. It is this revealing or unconcealing which shows us how
things really are in the Universe. To become unhidden involves a
revealing, which takes place through an unconcealing, a disclosing,
an unveiling, an uncovering and all that kind of stuff, if you can
appreciate what I am getting at. To be hidden means to be concealed
from view. We are back to the problem of seeing clearly. Seeing
clearly is seeing the thing in itself, unveiled, without the
covering mantle which hides from view the real nature of the
external objects which lie behind the world of appearances. I know
that this does seem to be an unsatisfactory, woolly metaphorical
way of talking about what constitutes truth,” she said.

“Are you
suggesting that the essence of truth is really theological in
nature?” He asked.

“Well, maybe,
it is an interesting idea; maybe all questions eventually terminate
at the doorstep of God, and end up having a theological character.
It has been the dream of twentieth Century English philosophy to
escape from metaphysics, to free the philosophical endeavour of any
clinging or contaminating residue of metaphysics, but this has
proved impossible. No philosophy can free itself from becoming
entangled in what we call ‘metaphysics,’ every philosophy has its
own metaphysics,” she said.

“I wanted to
say something about the issue of theology, but our little detour
into metaphysics drove it from my mind,” she said.

She was silent
for a while as she gazed at the leaves fluttering in a light
breeze. The weaver had stopped snipping leaves from the branches
overhanging its woven nests.

“I remember now
what I wanted to say. There could even be a connection between
Plato’s idea of Eros and the theological nature of the quest for
ultimate truth,” she admitted.

“The idea of
Eros as a form of compulsion occurs frequently in Plato’s Republic
and the philosopher is often depicted as someone who acts out the
role of a compulsive erotic in his philosophic quest for knowledge
and truth, which as you may have guessed, is driven by an erotic
yearning or an erotic desire for truth. Maybe a better verb than
‘yearning’ in this case would be ‘desire’. The word Eros as both
noun and verb does appear strange and bewildering to our modern
ears, but the words ‘Eros’ and ‘erotic’ crops up so often in
Plato’s writings that we cannot ignore their significance or
meaning for Plato. I must say, his use of the word Eros is also
counterintuitive to the modern ear. What does Eros ultimately mean
for Plato? This is an important question for all philosophy. The
search for truth, in the case of Kant, involved an aversion for the
sensuous. Plato in the end also seems to have developed an aversion
and suspicion towards the sensuous which all too readily becomes
associated with physical pleasure. Physical pleasure is really an
extension of the sensuous sensibility of the body, a body with
sense organs? Did you know that the human skin is our most potent
sense organ? Anyway, let me get back to what I was saying.
Unfortunately the quest for truth for Plato and Descartes and Kant
and all the others has followed the path of denying the flesh,
which means the body and its sense organs,” she commented.

She put on her
dark sunglasses and laid back in the reclining pool deck chair.
Aaron eyes roved over her body as he waited for her to complete
whatever she wanted to say.

“However, in
spite of the philosopher’s supposed aversion to the sensual
physical pleasures of the eye and the body, the true philosopher is
still someone who is driven by an erotic desire for truth.
Obviously, the meaning of Eros undergoes a fundamental change of
meaning in the hands of Plato. It is erotic desire that drives the
ascent of the prisoner from Plato’s cave into the light and again
it is an erotic desire that also drives his descend back down into
the dark depths of the cave, it is also erotic desire that drives
the ascent of the soul to heaven,” she said.

Under the
pressure of Aaron persistent questioning and his determination to
know what she actually believed, philosophically speaking, she
eventually relented, and hinted that she believed in the existence
of Universals and that she found herself leaning towards a realist
position, mainly because she was still a Catholic, in spite of
everything else, or what other people thought.

“You can tell
your mom that I am not a Bolshevik,” she said after a moment of
silence following her confession of belief.

Aaron took
immense pleasure, not only in her playful flirting with him, but
also in her spell-bounding commentary on all things philosophical.
If she was going to become an advocate specializing in litigation,
he would fear to be her adversary.

While he
dreaded to be her adversary he yearned to be her lover, even though
she was older than him. It was Aaron’s turn to heave a sigh of
longing filled with unrequited desire as erotic images of Gillian
filled his head as he thought of her. But then he had to accept
that she was much too old for him.

It was time to
let go.

He sighed again
inwardly. He felt that he would never get over his love for
her.

The theory of
Universals fascinated him ever since he had first heard about it
from Gillian. The theory was concerned with the relationships
between the One and the Many. Was the One in the Many, or did the
Many participate in the One, or did the Many share in the One? Did
the One somehow cause the phenomena; bring them into existence so
that they may become the Many, the objects of perception? The
theory was one of the enduring legacies of Plato. Even Plato, the
First Philosopher, the Father of Western Philosophy was not always
clear, consistent and precise about the relationship between the
One and the Many. A point which Gillian had made in her love and
hate intellectual relationship that she felt compelled to endure
with respect to Plato.

It puzzled
Aaron how she blew hot and cold in her views on Plato. It was a
women-thing he concluded.

In Plato’s
Euthyphro, the Forms somehow cause the manifestations of the
Many.

“It is by
virtue of the Forms being ‘in’ things that things have their
properties, their characteristics, their qualities. In this sense
the Many exemplify the Forms, which play the role of the One,” he
remembered her saying.

Then again in
Plato’s Phaedo, the Forms, somehow by being immanent in the
Many enable all things in the World to possess
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