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	Editor’s note

	 

	This book comprises material found on discarded electronic storage devices and handwritten notepad pages. Neither format included identifying information and hence the writer or writers remain unknown. Likewise unknown is precisely when the words were written as no text was date-stamped, although subject matter and terms occasionally provide general time markers. All material was contained in a cardboard archive box left aside a waste bin behind a charity shop.

	 

	The organization of content into titled sections as it appears here was not present in the material’s original state and is the result of an editing process. Otherwise, while some passages have been rephrased for clarity the text remains largely as found.

	 

	A word on a word, aphorism. In these pages the term is treated as largely synonymous with other names for a saying or brief observation, notably maxim and dictum, in the understanding the expressions’ meanings may not square exactly yet do not differ substantially. The reader will discern as well the book’s sketches, vignettes, scenarios and ponderings diverge from the aphoristic although do retain its brevity.

	 

	The editor would like to thank everyone who helped make this collection possible but won’t. Sufficient thanks could, by practical necessity, extend back to birth and all preceding events and thus would go against the aphoristic form. Must be quick about things. The kind understanding of those involved, even if pared down, is appreciated.

	 

	Lastly, apart from documentation media the box contained one other object, an oval-shaped and rust-colored volcanic rock, or scoria.

	 

	Ed.: Actual editor here. We did get past the TOC before any editorial intervention, always good, but have to say no to the above. Are you sure you want to dive straight into the artifice, the daftness? Seems to rush things. I think a subtler, slow-release approach might be better

	 

	01: “Actual editor” is it? Well done on the actuality. And “daftness”? Would like to think there’s something more in this.

	 

	Ed.: Sorry, doesn’t seem to be, not so far (btw can still do full read first and it’ll make doing this quicker but adds several hours to fee, let me know if you change your mind). For above, just thinking it might be better to give reader time to cotton on to the ‘collection of fictional aphorisms’ aspect you mentioned the other day, that the book isn’t what it appears to be. Whether same applies to actual author and always has is up to that author

	 

	01: Duly noted but would prefer as is. The book’s beginning I should say not what I appear to be. For the latter any discrepancy you detect between appearance and reality remains unaddressable. Whether that applies to the actual editor because she has always seen things as she wants them to be rather than as they are is up to that editor. And it’s not a collection of fictional aphorisms. It’s a fictional collection of aphorisms. Crucial difference.

	 

	Ed.: How so?

	 

	01: I’m going to give the editor time to cotton on to how so, if that’s all right.

	 

	Ed.: Sure, and to be expected, snide and sarky as always so wouldn’t expect any different in this

	 

	01: Thank you. Thank you for everything.

	 

	Ed.: As ever

	 

	01: Also, actual editor, you likewise will henceforth be known as Actual Ed, though the Ed would have to be short for Edna or maybe Edwina.

	 

	Ed.: Clever but Edwina goes too far, you must be out of your mind

	 

	Back on topic though, and jumping ahead a bit. As far as the no-front-matter-needed part that follows at start of ‘aphorisms on aphorisms’ below (did a quick skim-pass of all chapters before starting), would have to say not clever enough with that. Text amounts to an introduction, it is one, the whole aphorisms on aphorism chapter is one, an introduction, it’s front matter in effect

	 

	01: How about Edith? Has edit in it.

	 

	Ed.: How about what I just said, about the front matter/intro problem? Still with a talent for simultaneously missing the point and ignoring it I see, so no change there. How about what I just said?

	 

	01: Yes will bear it in mind. Thanks very much.

	 

	Ed.: You’ll bear it in mind. That’s something I suppose, and you always did a lot of bearing in mind as I remember. Not much was ever borne of it though, not in the way of improvement

	 

	01: Unkind. Will let it pass however and ask about the job at hand, specifically about these inline comments and the names. You’re Ed., which is editor I suppose. Why am I just a number? Why am I nought one? Which I’ll say doesn’t look good nor does it sound good since it sounds like not one.

	 

	Ed.: I’ll say sounds about right. You can change it though, go to menu, collaboration, inline comments and put what you want to appear before each of your comments, no need to include space

	 

	01: On it. And speaking of spaces, I see that hitting the space bar twice adds a period, or full stop if you like and I know you do. Notice also enter/return doesn’t automatically add a mark, nor does alt+return for sending a comment. All of which seems to explain why there are full stops internally but not at the very end of your comments. Either way, this does mean you’re the only person I know who uses full stops when she isn’t finished and omits them when she is. 

	 

	Ed.: I have a question. May I ask it?

	 

	01: Yes.

	 

	Ed.: Are you all right? Has something happened? Why on earth are you talking about this? How could it matter and is there a problem?

	 

	01: That’s more than one question. But the answer is, there is no problem. No big problem. Just seems a bit slovenly given your line of work, book editor, even if it is a sideline.

	 

	Ed.: I’ll ignore that, all of it, like old times. For now, while you’re in that part of the menu check ‘follow master document scroll’, that way when I scroll up or down your doc will too

	 

	01: Yes master. Wondering though, what if while I’m writing you scroll?

	 

	Ed.: Can’t happen, it won’t scroll and I can’t input anything. My doc will lock during input on your end (times out after a few seconds of no input)

	 

	01: Let me see if I’m understanding things correctly. What you’re telling me is that, while I’m saying something, you can’t say or do anything until I’m done saying whatever it is I’m saying. Is that correct?

	 

	Ed.: Yes

	 

	01: Then must admit I am warming to this technology.

	 

	Ed.: I thought you might do

	 

	01: Also wondering though, why “Ed.” for you and not your name or initials?

	 

	Ed.: Because that’s what I use when doing real editing jobs

	 

	01: I see. Terribly sorry for the trouble, for this unreal job. But I will pay, you know. And at your usual rate as agreed.

	 

	Ed.: I know you will

	 

	01: Not sure if that’s kindly or menacing but no matter. For now back to my dubbing. I’m in settings at Inline Comments. What to put … what should be my handle? What do you think Edith née Actual Ed? I’m supposing “Author”, keep things impersonal, the way you seem to like it. What’s the abbreviation for author?

	 

	Ed.: ‘Auth.’ sometimes though it’s used mostly in legal docs I think

	 

	01: Then how about Au?

	 

	Ed.: That’s gold, symbol for it

	 

	01: Then that’s perfect.

	 

	Ed.: Of course it is. It’s also astronomical unit isn’t it?

	 

	01: That’s even better, astronomical. Immeasurable, vast, fathomless.

	 

	Ed.: Deary me. But why do you have to put anything at all? It doesn’t matter with only two people collaborating, there’s no problem keeping straight who’s who

	 

	01: I think it does. I don’t want to be nought one.

	 

	Ed.: Maybe a feeling to get used to

	 

	01: Keep at it if you want but that kind of thing has zero effect on this one. 

	 

	Ed.: Har har

	 

	01: All right, change made. System not updated yet but I have a new name and will say it’s an improvement. No longer nought one/not one. Call me Au.

	 

	Ed.: Don’t tempt me into finding something else it abbreviates. First letter’s easy, maybe ‘undeniable’ for the second

	 

	Au.: Nice one Edith. Golden.

	 

	 


 

	Aphorisms on aphorism

	 

	 

	 

	Aphorism collections invariably begin with what is not aphorism. The pages will open with preface, biography, historical context and other assorted scene-setting front matter. This however burdens the sayings themselves with the added job of having to refute what the book’s beginning seems to signal. Namely, that a collection of aphorisms – or any other concise, compressed form – could never be enough. A beginning that says aphorisms cannot stand on their own, unsupported, and so require unsightly but necessary scaffolding. Of collections with such preamble it might be said the start does not elucidate but rather misrepresents what follows. This to some extent reverses the process wherein human life begins with a sharp cry followed by unceasing and often frenetic attempts to disprove the initial impression. For at least one such beginning most tries at refutation and disproof will come to nothing and thus no claim of misrepresentation can be made.

	 

	So does this collection begin.

	 

	Ed.: A problem early on, in addition to intro problem already noted. Here and elsewhere you refer to the book as an aphorism collection (‘fictional’ or otherwise) but it’s only partly that, it’s a sort of commonplace book too, or a sketchbook, maybe mostly a sketchbook, one of the parts has ‘sketched’ in the title

	 

	Au.: Acknowledged.

	 

	Ed.: Acknowledged and … what?

	 

	Au.: Acknowledged and not acted upon. 

	 

	Ed.: Fine then, have it your way

	 

	Au.: Not acted upon because I don’t see it as a problem. Thinking para in editor’s note makes plain there’s more than aphorism. And don’t have title but will include subtitle without word “aphorism”, “saying” or similar and use instead something suggesting mixed-bag aspect.

	 

	Ed.: Fine, but to go back to the fictional aphorism thing, which I don’t know if there are any precedents for, maybe aren’t any (not necessarily a compliment), I’m supposing all of these are aphorisms written by someone, a fictional someone, writing a book about aphorism. Is that correct?

	 

	Au.: Not quite. First, it’s not a “thing”. Second, while the book contains aphorisms in a book about a putative someone writing a book about aphorisms, that applies only to this first chapter, “Aphorisms on aphorism”.

	 

	Ed.: Right, plain enough. And afraid that makes clear why it’s certainly not a thing, not a thing to be understood and so maybe one day be read by someone you’re not paying to read it. But all the same, what is this as far as category? Is it fiction or nonfiction? Just wondering

	 

	Au.: It’s both. Or it’s none of it.

	 

	Ed.: Uh-huh. I’m also wondering something else. Is this what you do all day now?

	 

	Au.: Not all day.

	 

	▒

	 

	The aphorism – or apothegm, epigram, maxim, adage, dictum, proverb – by whatever name: thought and reflection either compacted to diamond hardness or left unformed in a mushy heap, either distilled to a fine essence or left unrefined as half-baked glibness. 

	 

	Ed.: Is the reader meant to understand both types will be found here? Diamonds and duff?

	 

	Au.: No.

	 

	Ed.: Wasn’t really a question thicko. When did you get so literal-minded?

	 

	▒

	 

	The arrogance of aphorisms. And their self-contradiction.

	 

	▒

	 

	Take it as axiomatic that to take something as axiomatic often points up a ready-made has been enlisted to suit a purpose.

	 

	▒

	 

	Given that the known often contains or at least implies its own refutation, a dictum will beget, with mechanical regularity, its own rebuttal.

	 

	▒

	 

	The saying “nearly all clichés are true” occupies a special place among aphorisms by being a cliché itself and not true.

	 

	However, if the preceding sentence, another aphorism, should gain widespread familiarity it will then in turn become no less a cliché and be false for being true.

	 

	Such lurking falsity, always up for a scrap with truth, is an inherent peril of the aphoristic form and something every practitioner must bear in mind.

	 

	▒

	 

	The trouble with aphorism: too proclamatory.

	 

	▒

	 

	This is the kind of aphorism to omit from any collection, for it’s the kind of aphorism that draws attention to itself as an aphorism. Nonetheless, for that reason this aphorism is worthy of inclusion. It has a cloying cleverness about it, this aphorism, which almost makes you want to include it solely to indicate its gurning, attention-seeking vulgarity.

	 

	Ed.: As noted re artifice and too much too soon, with additional mention that overdoing the self-referential air can be tiresome

	 

	Au.: Acknowledged, he said out of politeness thinking that’s what an ersatz author would say in response.

	 

	Ed.: OK take it or leave it, but editorial intervention is part of the process

	 

	Au.: There’s that word again. Intervention. Strong whiff of therapy-speak. I’m not self-harming you know.

	 

	Ed.: Can you be sure?

	 

	▒

	 

	The aphorism is suited to everything but itself. Paradox doesn’t change that.

	 

	▒

	 

	What good is an aphorism if the words only inspire extending the thought? An aphorism should be the end of it.

	 

	An aphorist’s work is always done, save for misspellings.

	 

	▒

	 

	Aphorisms that begin with “It is” risk end up adhering to a refrigerator. A truism it is.

	 

	▒

	 

	Aphorisms share with mathematical formulae the quality of useful distortion. Each yield simplified complexity when time and space are limited. Or when you can’t be bothered.
 

	Ed.: Do hope you’re not likening these wee little jottings to certain big-scale sciency things

	 

	Au.: Why not? Allowed isn’t it?

	 

	Ed.: Oh dear

	 

	Au.: “Oh dear” isn’t an assessment or an argument. It’s what you say when you can’t be bothered.

	 

	Ed.: Me2You=GetStuffed3, to infinity

	 

	Au.: I concede solely for the reason you applied subscript and superscript. Outstanding. Although you’d have done better going with infinity symbol, ∞, at end there. But otherwise outstanding.

	 

	Ed.: Stuffed yet?

	 

	▒

	 

	The aphorist’s aim is not a definitive measure of some thing. It’s the pitching of a thought onto the free table at a jumble sale where a note reads: Take what you want. See what you can do with it.

	 

	▒

	 

	Short-form projection.

	 

	An aphorist pens a single, terse aphorism that encapsulates human experience in its entirety. Yet over time the pithy remark inspires commentary totaling thousands, eventually millions of words. The aphorist is left having to pen another aphorism commenting on the excessive commentary.

	 

	▒

	 

	Aphorism collection, to some purpose.

	 

	1. Fragments put down like a spoor, although they lead no one to anything in particular.

	 

	2. Marginalia as main body, thus not unlike life, a body impinged on by incidentals from beginning to end.

	 

	Ed.: Again this part seems to function as an intro, as ‘scene-setting front matter’, especially given the short length compared to other parts

	 

	Au.: All right, will try to lard on some more of same.

	 

	Ed.: And btw is the shared-doc coediting working for you?

	 

	Au.: It’s fine. All new to me though, never collaborated on anything.

	 

	Ed.: Can believe that

	 

	Au.: Prefer this way too, text only. No audio or video distraction.

	 

	Ed.: Regardless though we can do it old style if you like, margin comments by me then your follow-ups, either a section at a time or the whole ms, up to you. But real-time document collab seems better for this kind of writing

	 

	Au.: What do you mean by “this kind of writing”?

	 

	Ed.: Easy boy, jeez, still so tetchy. I meant only for something that isn’t standard narrative exposition with the usual blocks of text. Since there are so many disparate bits and bobs in this could end up being a lot of comments/queries and back-and-forth, might get ungainly so am thinking immediate responses are better

	 

	Au.: What do you mean by “disparate bits and bobs”? And was “whole ms” short for whole mess?

	 

	Ed.: Are you really asking those questions?

	 

	Au.: No, bit of fun. Another bit, another bob. And it’s fine, this way of editing. Fine with me. Thanks for asking Edith.

	 

	Ed.: Are you going to keep on with that, the Edith thing?

	 

	Au.: I might.

	 

	■     ■     ■

	 


Maxims, dicta and other irrelevancies

	 

	 

	 

	The fox knows many things, not one of them pertaining to the trouble with hedgehogs. The hedgehog knows one big thing, yet it signally fails to address the fox problem.

	 

	▒

	 

	We don’t attain to truth. We get better at recognizing falsity.

	 

	▒

	 

	Dueling is a good way to settle an argument only if both duelists simultaneously hit the target.

	 

	▒

	 

	It could be the human animal developed consciousness and thence knowledge so as to convince itself it has good reason to exist.

	 

	▒

	 

	Carpe diem, seize the day. An unavoidable bromide, and most seem to advocate it. Though for any such initiative terms must be defined. Seize in what way? And seize what exactly? The notion suggests a fervent attempt to acquire experience. Yet experience can’t be tracked down, bagged and hauled back home.

	 

	▒

	 

	Start from the understanding you are superfluous until evidence emerges to the contrary.

	 

	▒

	 

	Being in possession of facts, of the verifiable, doesn’t permit you to shout. It allows you to be silent.

	 

	▒

	 

	Those who assert their individuality often reveal a lack of whatever it is they think makes them distinctive. 
 

	▒

	 

	Not to be reductive or to overgeneralize, but any time someone says not to be this or that they then proceed to be precisely this or that.

	 

	The self-refuter’s creed.

	 

	 

	Ed.: You’ve said the same thing in almost the same words, was in the interview. Just pointing it out

	 

	Au.: How do you remember that?

	 

	Ed.: Don’t really, didn’t, had a look at interview before doing this. Can mention I’ve also begun going through your other tome, thought it might help, if that’s possible

	 

	Au.: Into the shimmering mists of time for you. Impressive commitment.

	 

	Ed.: More a foul mist if you must know, a poison haze

	 

	Au.: Even more impressive, if the breathing’s that difficult.

	 

	Ed.: Yes well just pointing out the repetition

	 

	And before you lunge at the keyboard to tap out some repetition-related quip or maybe a justification, asking again if this way of editing is all right, doing it inline and on the fly. Still OK?

	 

	Au.: It’s okay. In fact I look forward to these editing sessions and the back and forth. I like to think of it as an excavation finding long lost ways of knowing and being.

	 

	Ed.: I like to think of it as something I’m contractually obliged to do

	 

	Au.: Contract? There is no contract.

	 

	Ed.: I meant in the informal, verbal sense of contract. I said I’d do it so there’s an obligation

	 

	▒

	 

	The practical dilemma with education is that knowledge isn’t transmissible. It’s merely presentable.

	 

	Supplementary dilemma: education is largely preparation for work, whereas it should be preparation for those times when there’s nothing whatsoever to do.

	 

	▒

	 

	Truth is not a knowledge acquired or a state achieved. It’s a barely discerned emergence. You move alongside it never knowing it, getting only faint sightings or hints of it. That’s enough, will have to be enough. 

	 

	▒

	 

	True believers – in a god, a clan, a plan and so forth – usually muck things up. They are the indefatigable defenders of certitude. 

	 

	▒

	 

	Better to have trouble with the truth of life than to live trouble-free in unknowing.

	 

	Ed.: This restates a widely known remark having to do with pigs and satisfaction. Sorry but nothing new here or sufficiently different, should omit

	 

	Au.: You’ve reminded me of another saying I authored, one having to do with there being not a thing recently appeared beneath the illumination of natural light. Sun, new things under it, something like that. Can’t remember exact wording.

	 

	Ed.: Just trying to help, and get through this part by about 4, have to go out so you’re not helping

	 

	▒

	 

	The paradox of history. In one regard history amounts to little more than well-preserved current events. Yet in another regard everything is history. Every surviving thought, and every object whether human made or already here, yields an account, provides a record of place and time. All things a history unto themselves.

	 

	▒

	 

	Reason presents you with possibilities, their attainment, to a one, an impossibility.

	 

	▒

	 

	Many civilizational problems owe to the individual human being’s need to feel somehow special, to consider itself as anything more than an organism, to stand out, to be noticed now and remembered later.

	 

	▒

	 

	Every failure coincides with the accomplishing of some unknown thing. 

	 

	 

	Ed.: I and the world await your long list of accomplishments

	 

	Au.: Ouch.

	 

	Ed.: Dish it, take it

	 

	Au.: Yes madam.

	 

	Ed.: That’s a good lad

	 

	Au.: By the way was wondering, what do you call this?

	 

	Ed.: I don’t know, insult I suppose. What else would you call it?

	 

	Au.: Nice, a dish well served. But I mean this kind of editing. I know there’s line editing, remember that from back in my proofreading days. Is that what this is?

	 

	Ed.: Good description of it, your proofreading days, another career lark when you thought you might try having one for a change and whose duration could be counted in no more than months, often in weeks, sometimes in actual days. But no it’s definitely not line editing, which isn’t really my thing anyway. This’ll be broader and more conceptual, and it includes going through the pages like we are now plus a write-up I’ll do afterwards. It’s editorial consultation

	 

	Au.: Ah. You’re an editorial consultant now. Is that like management consultant? Would explain the rate, which isn’t exorbitant but still rather pricey. Also would explain line editing not being your thing, as you say, given the frequent comma splices, run-ons and overall slipshod punctuation in these exchanges.

	 

	Ed.: No it’s not like management consultant

	 

	Two things: 1, re the line editing and punctuation snark – piss off, 2, there’s that word again, ‘exchanges’ (yes you have your own noticeable habits, your verbal tics). What an odd way to describe two people who know each other talking about something, even if it is like this as a kind of online chat. People have an ‘exchange’ with someone they just met or in situations like an interview, or maybe when phoning emergency services. Is that how you see conversation with someone you know and have known quite a while, as an exchange?

	 

	Hang on, thought of a third thing. If you don’t like the hourly rate maybe you shouldn’t waste time

	 

	Au.: You started it.

	 

	Ed.: OK OK, crack on

	 

	▒

	 

	Vexation: billions of people each one certain their perspective is from a privileged position.

	 

	▒

	 

	The many theories, suppositions, postulates, the so-called insights and other comforting justifications for being, all these – and you pass through existence straight thorough to its end not having got one scintilla closer to knowing or understanding anything of any consequence in the least. A ground of only follies all well-ornamented but of no discernible purpose.

	 

	▒

	 

	What impels at the species level – survival and whatnot – often has no effect on a single enminded being.

	 

	▒

	 

	Without reason we couldn’t be unreasonable.

	 

	▒

	 

	Those for whom all others are tools to be used, unaware they are but a fool to be endured.

	 

	Ed.: If only people had more self-awareness that kind of thing wouldn’t happen so much

	 

	Au.: Sorry was staring into the mirror, looking for something, anything. You were saying?

	 

	Ed.: Knob

	 

	▒

	 

	No problems are ever solved, only eventually ignored.

	 

	▒

	 

	The zeal for travel departs when you realize that all places and the things people do in them are at once exactly the same and entirely different. Might as well stay put, in the dead draw of where you are.

	 

	▒

	 

	The discursive, its falsity.

	 

	An argument developed at length, a discursive argument, is merely an instance of thought taking a longer route to what eventually will be refuted, by the arguer if not by someone else.

	 

	Know the truth of small draughts. The jotted, the mumbled.

	 

	▒

	 

	Seeking damages.

	 

	The seeker’s dilemma – whether what’s sought is meaning in life or a more ambitious meaning of life – is, unlike the quarry, unhidden and on full view: if you’re seeking it you already know it; if you don’t know it you can’t seek it.

	 

	Both life projects remain widely encouraged and admired though are as flawed as any other way a person might nose about for answers: seekers who don’t find what they’re looking for will invent something they can live by, live with.

	 

	Ed.: If the first line is a pun, a play on the usual meaning of seeking damages, it’s not that it’s a bad pun, not one of the worst anyway, it’s that it is a pun. Puns? Do you want that in this?

	 

	Au.: It is upon puns that I build a larger vessel, not a mere punt but a mighty fleet, a Niña, a Punta and a Santa María. Call them puntoons. As to seeking, does it do damage? Yes it does. Is the plaintiff seeking damages? Yes the plaintiff is, worth a try.

	 

	Ed.: Forget it

	 

	▒

	 

	The trouble with ideas: they turn into beliefs.

	 

	▒

	 

	Given enough time, and it was given it, human civilization became a maddening welter of competing myths.

	 

	▒

	 

	If the Big Bang can be thought of as a process, was it the beginning or end of one? Either way it was meddling. A case of not leaving nothing well enough alone.

	 

	▒

	 

	The world is not unjust. Justice merely remains absent.

	 

	▒

	 

	No idea can survive a walk to the shop.

	 

	▒

	 

	The general inanity: our unceasing attempts to explain the unexplainable, to give meaning to the meaningless, sense to the senseless, significance to the insignificant, substance to the insubstantial. 

	 

	▒

	 

	The futility of existence itself should make the futility of conflict all the more apparent, if not for the self-annihilating belligerent’s inability to value futility and its endless possibilities.

	 

	Ed.: Sorry but a pong of pseudery wafting off that one (to be honest, and apologies again, but should say that applies to more than a few of the preceding ones). Unsure about the directly above only because I don’t know what it could possibly mean

	 

	Au.: It stays. It exists. Or you can blue-pencil it, up to you. I wish to avoid conflict.

	 

	Ed.: Right, but ‘blue-pencil’? What era are you in?

	 

	Au.: You know what I’m saying.

	 

	Ed.: I know where you’re coming from and it does sometimes seem like another time

	 

	▒

	 

	Consolation is deception. You can console someone only by deceiving them.

	 

	▒

	 

	The barbarian is sometimes the future.

	 

	▒

	 

	A species smarter and dumber. Smarter in that there are more people who can at least acknowledge the general unpleasantness of existence, if not the repugnance of being. But dumber insofar as nearly all lack sufficient curiosity and wherewithal to further ponder the conundrum. Instead most choose delusion, choose to shunt unsettling thoughts and initiate their own bamboozlement. A self-con in the usual ways, through optimism or distraction or purpose and other follies. All of which gives rise to a larger problem: the delusional are a highly social organism. They seek and cleave to one another with alacrity. Ergo mass delusion.

	 

	Ed.: No, no and no again. An ill-tempered harangue and not what you want

	 

	Also, there’s far too much ‘species’ stuff (I searched to see just how much, a couple dozen in the ms). It’s all the species this and the species that. Who asked you to size up an entire taxonomic unit, whether your own or another one?

	 

	Au.: It’s not the kind of thing someone asks you to do. Why would they?

	 

	Ed.: Then maybe worth asking yourself why anyone would do it and why anyone would want to read it

	 

	▒

	 

	The human zoo. The problem isn’t being unsure which side of the cage you’re on. It’s that the keepers have fled. That the cages are open and the fences are down.

	 

	▒

	 

	Illusion: a belief that supplies its own facts.

	 

	▒

	 

	Being with another is an exchange of masks. Neither person likes what they see: someone with a dishonest face.

	 

	Ed.: Another exchange, somewhat different sense but there it is again

	 

	▒

	 

	That we think of the natural world as something separate from a peopled world, that we deem it an out-there free from human artifice, is for many lamentable. Yet inevitable. Any separateness is breached at the point of perception, itself an artifice, each sensory apprehension fastening onto the unpeopled places of the world a construction little different from any road or building.

	 

	▒

	 

	Love: giving something you don’t have to someone who doesn’t want it. 

	 

	Au.: Waiting. And waiting. Thought surely the hammer’s head would fall quickly on that one. Must be something from you.

	 

	Ed.: No, nothing. Why, should there be?

	 

	▒

	 

	Best not trust your instincts. They don’t want what you want. They only want you to carry on wanting.

	 

	▒

	 

	While it may be so that anyone who has neither spouse nor family is made emotionally bereft, it likewise may be so that anyone who has them could be left intellectually stunted.

	 

	Ed.: Defies comment

	 

	Au.: Apparently not.

	 

	▒

	 

	Perhaps better to be less interested in what happens than in what patterns emerge, despite our often seeing in many things an order that isn’t there.

	 

	▒

	 

	Rationality and sanity are not siblings. They may not even be related.

	 

	▒

	 

	Existence, the human perception of it, provides no categories, no markers of any kind but only infinite variety amid eternal unrest.

	 

	▒

	 

	Life doesn’t contain problems. It is the problem. Though not one to be solved. By remaining insoluble it stays bearable.

	 

	Ed.: Drunken scribbling? Sorry but even for an undergrad would be overwrought

	 

	Au.: Is “undergrad” a swipe at my uncredentialed state? At my never having attended an institution of higher learning? 

	 

	Ed.: No it’s not you chippy non-u nobody. Always liked you hadn’t gone to uni, even if you always tried to make wee too much a virtue out of it. I’d had enough of collegiate types long before I met you, working in academe will do that to you 

	 

	Au.: What you’re saying, then, is that you were initially attracted to an absence. Is that what you’re saying?

	 

	Ed.: No it’s not. What I’m saying is the above aphorism or whatever you’re calling it is a clanger, it’s crap. Also an up-yourself and swell-headed sort of proclamation, advise against

	 

	Au.: Fine Edith. Swell. Take it out. I’ve got more.

	 

	Ed.: Not of the same I hope

	 

	▒

	 

	Move often, for the anonymity if nothing else. 

	 

	▒

	 

	Medicine’s concern isn’t patients. It’s disease. You and your complaints are mostly a distraction.

	 

	Ed.: Surely a swipe at my father. He wasn’t too keen on you either

	 

	Au.: Didn’t have him in mind but nonetheless a hearty halloo to old doc when you can. And you know, not sure if I ever mentioned it, but always thought he was someone better suited for veterinary medicine. Maybe it’s the vet’s opportunity to put down a patient. I think he would have liked that.

	 

	Ed.: You’ll stop now. I won’t have you talking about him like that

	 

	Au.: Why not? You did, often.

	 

	Ed.: I won’t have it, stop

	 

	Au.: All right. But will say I miss our convos in the conservatory, me and Pops. Such a charming man.

	 

	Ed.: Glass houses and all, if you want to talk charmlessness. I mean really do you self-incriminate on intention? You must

	 

	Au.: Doesn’t quite work, the conservatory/glass houses take. With my mention of conservatory he was already in a glass house, his own.

	 

	Ed.: Whatever, give it up. But he got one diagnosis right, was when he told me I should leave you, spot on with that one old doc was

	 

	Au.: Yes, well done old doc. Was there a post-mortem? A relationship pm. Did he give a cause of death?

	 

	Ed.: Would there need to be one? Why do you think I left you? Same reason or reasons everyone eventually gives you the swerve

	 

	Au.: We have until 4 you said, should crack on.

	 

	▒

	 

	Survivalists make the mistake of thinking the catastrophe hasn’t happened yet.

	 

	▒

	 

	The purposeless often proves useful. And, inevitably, almost by necessity, the purposeful useless.

	 

	▒

	 

	If there’s a reason or cause for sorrow then what’s being experienced is not sorrow. It’s a reaction to an event.

	 

	▒

	 

	We tend to notice change only once it’s been imposed on us. By then it’s too late.

	 

	Ed.: Sorry but refrigerator-magnet material, or more like inspirational business poster, advise against

	 

	Au.: What kind of fridge do you have now? Over-under or side-by-side?

	 

	Ed.: Let’s stay focussed, finish as much of this chapter as possible, unless you’re flagging since had to get out of bed earlier than usual today. What was it, 10-ish instead of noon?

	 

	Au.: Let’s stay focused.

	 

	▒

	 

	Some say humankind’s most profound insight is that everything is connected. If so, the second-most profound is we’d rather things weren’t.

	 

	▒

	 

	Addiction is a failure of the imagination, an inability to make imaginative use of the unaltered state between ingestions and injections.

	 

	▒

	 

	Happiness speaks for itself, despite its not having been asked to say anything.

	 

	▒

	 

	Do you run out of ideas or grow weary of ideas?

	 

	 

	Ed.: Would you like me to answer that for you? I will. I’d say both could be true depending on where you’re sitting and whose ideas

	 

	Au.: Weary and tetchy yourself today, no?

	 

	▒

	 

	To ask what the human heart is for poses a reasonable question. To ask what a human is for, an unreasonable one.

	 

	▒

	 

	Folksy types are known to trot out the horse sense that any fool can be complicated. Often said with a hint of pride, as though the sayer possesses outstanding skill at seeing through the world’s claptrap. But it takes a special kind of fool to mistake the complex for the simple.

	 

	▒

	 

	When you want nothing you can see through everything.

	 

	 

	Ed.: Sounds familiar. Sure you didn’t pinch it?

	 

	Au.: I don’t think I did. Or maybe your father said it, from within glass walls.

	 

	Ed.: You’ve been warned, won’t have it

	 

	▒

	 

	On this planet with its consignment of strange freight, better not to do things. You’ll only end up more enmeshed in the dumb gears of existence. In fact, better not to exist, other than by inference. To exist is to make an inference. It is to wake and look at limbs and hair, at a chine of still-skinned meat, and infer that you exist, your very presence much like a distant, unseeable planet said to be there because of the way it distorts light. A presence surmised.

	 

	Yet a far astronomic body and your own nearby can be easily faked with props and crafty lighting. Once you know there’s nothing to do or to be, nothing there at all – nothing to live for – then you can live.

	 

	▒

	 

	Existence: an accident with reports of fatalities.

	 

	Ed.: Another one, fridge-magnet that is, or maybe worse more like comedy T-shirt. Kill it, end its existence in this ms at least

	 

	Au.: Will do but can’t say the thought won’t live on.

	 

	▒

	 

	All is flux, as the dictum has it. Though with a ring of self-refutation. If all is flux then all is always the same, in flux.

	 

	▒

	 

	The importance of conversation is overstated. Spoken exchanges encourage speakers and hearers to say and hear what’s expected of them. Speakers often say what they suppose should be said though they don’t really mean it, while hearers take what was said as what was meant though they don’t really believe it. Written exchanges prove far better. The delay allows each conversant to misrepresent and misconstrue in much more substantial and meaningful ways.

	 

	Ed.: Speechless

	 

	Au.: Save for one word. But the question now is, can she resist getting in the last word? She rarely could before in conversation. 

	 

	Ed.: She is speechless but not surprised. And two more exchanges to boot

	 

	▒

	 

	The thoughts of one person are nothing except for that one person for whom they’re everything.

	 

	▒

	 

	The denigration if not refutation of rationality may seem a worthwhile and justified project. Until, that is, you run up against the irrationality of others.

	 

	▒

	 

	Yes, as it happens, our suffering does have a purpose. It’s to give later suffering a basis for comparison.

	 

	▒

	 

	Science: a mix of idle curiosity, brief glances and unvetted intuitions all put in a room and not allowed to come out until it has something better to say for itself. Better that however than science’s naysayers, who can’t find the room and so carry on bellowing.

	 

	▒

	 

	People who can’t stand their own company are the world’s ruination.

	 

	Ed.: Are the people who can’t stand your company its saviours? Just wondering

	 

	Au.: More unkindness.

	 

	Ed.: Well I’ve some catching up to do

	 

	▒

	 

	If experience is good for anything it’s to make plain you can’t have one. There’s nothing to be had. There are no experiences, only occurrences that somehow involve you.

	 

	An experience: something you know you have had and know you will have but never know when it is you’re having it.

	 

	▒

	 

	Time cannot be wasted. A person can only give more or less attention to the seconds as they pass.

	 

	You can no more waste time than you can conserve space.

	 

	▒

	 

	The future contains an implied criticism of the past, leaving the present to moderate the exchange.

	 

	 

	Ed.: You’re giving the term ‘rate of exchange’ new meaning

	 

	Au.: All right, all right. I’ll take some out.

	 

	▒

	 

	Someone else’s unhappiness may get our attention but it’s rarely absorbing, despite any earnest looks of concern. Another’s unhappiness is but a variation on the general unhappiness.

	 

	Your own gloom, however… 

	 

	▒

	 

	Diagnoses are more interesting than cures.

	 

	▒

	 

	The phoney repartee learnt from entertainment, from television, film and even theater – it’s the kind of small-scale rudeness that gives rise to an uncivil society. We do like a joke though. Give us a joke.

	 

	 

	Ed.: Maybe a little too chummy with the reader, too in-jokey (sorry)

	 

	Au.: No need, that’s the spirit. Though you must be joking. And who would be in that in-group?

	 

	Ed.: I’m sure you’ll find each other

	 

	▒

	 

	Freedom is more important than happiness. But freedom doesn’t conduce to happiness. In fact it often brings about the opposite. Yet better the unpleasantness of freedom than the chimera of happiness. 

	 

	▒

	 

	Children are already adults in mind – self-centered, attention-seeking, jumped-up with certainty – they just don’t know it yet. On attaining chronological adulthood most will remain as they were, happily untroubled by the thought of not having changed.

	 

	Ed.: When did you become an authority on child psychology? Weren’t exactly keen on having them

	 

	Au.: I once was one and remember what it was like to be one. And then not to be one.

	 

	Ed.: Hmm, yes. Well closely related to that can be added the adolescent, given you’re like one of those sometimes, oftentimes, were before and still are

	 

	Au.: If that’s the way you want it then fine. But there continues to be what would seem a fundamental misunderstanding here. It’s a fictional collection of aphorisms, if you remember. The aphorist is a character. Or, as I prefer, a personage.

	 

	Ed.: A ‘personage’ is it? Maybe so but you’re forgetting something yourself: I know how these things work with you, you’ll have thought of the personage wheeze long after cobbling all this together, in fact you probably thought of it just now, this instant, and so it’s most likely an off-the-cuff explanation/justification for some bad idea or bodge-up of some type

	 

	Au.: Another piercing assessment. You’ve reached me. I’m found out. But again, this is not about me. And it’s not by me, not in the usual sense. It’s about and by the personage. Whatever it is, it’s not me, it’s not mine.

	 

	Ed.: Then why not print out the pages and leave them on a bench for somebody else to claim?

	 

	Au.: I still could do. We’ll see how things go.

	 

	Ed.: Snide bastard. Can we continue?

	 

	Au.: It’s been proved we can’t.

	 

	Ed.: With this, whatever this is, never that

	 

	Au.: We can.

	 

	▒

	 

	Commonly given counsel is to avoid living in the past, where cheap nostalgia holds permanent residence.

	 

	Nostalgia-wallowers and like-minded sentimentalists make a sampling error. Most memories are ho-hum. Reminiscence gives rise to tedium on the whole. Neither bitter without the sweet nor vice versa but rather no flavor to note. Times are remembered mostly for their forgettableness, and sometimes the only reliable memory is a falsified one.

	 

	Let’s return to … let’s revisit … let’s revel in again….

	 

	Let us move along. To the future.

	 

	All the same, to live in the future, for the future, fares only slightly better: while sometimes useful as preparation, casting forward often amounts to wishful thinking.

	 

	Hence nostalgia and anticipation little different. Both are imaginings distorted by imagination.

	 

	And then there’s living in the present – being present – which is deemed very good indeed.

	 

	Yet the present proves no different from other temporal states. It’s an invention and an especially manipulable one. We reconfigure the past until it suits us. We plot a future that may well be folly. The present may be worse for managing to attain self-serving folly in a single concoction.

	 

	 

	▒

	 

	Good fortune is the guarantor of illusion.

	 

	▒

	 

	We say these are strange, interesting, eventful and even unprecedented times. We would. We’re alive now, and so are devotees of interestingness. We want to think there’s something special about this instant – because we think there’s something special about us. We want the times to be as extraordinary as we’re convinced we ourselves are. Yet it could be there’s nothing special about this point in time, about being alive now. In fact these may be especially dull, uninteresting and uneventful times. But we’ll have none of it. That would diminish us, an organism always with an eye to enlargement.

	 

	Ed.: See earlier re ‘species’. You’re doing the same with ‘organism’. Is this how you see all people now, as things to examine like insects pinned to a board?

	 

	Au.: No time to waste, let’s stick at it.

	 

	Ed.: Ha effing ha

	 

	▒

	 

	Virtue is its own reward because virtue is so very satisfied with itself.

	 

	▒

	 

	Betrayal: a construction favored by the chronically put-upon. Usually ascribed to smallish, individual occurrences within a larger inevitability.

	 

	▒

	 

	To become a good thinker you must be a bad listener.

	 

	Ed.: Job done I’d say, last part at least if I remember correctly and I do

	 

	Au.: Sorry, say again. Wasn’t, you know….

	 

	Ed.: Jerk

	 

	▒

	 

	What starts as madness can become the norm, with the opposite holding true just the same.

	 

	▒

	 

	Everyone needs an adversary. The self will do. 

	 

	▒

	 

	Cometh from and goeth to, we know not. And worse than wanting to know, we think we can.

	 

	Ed.: A lot of ‘we’ in here too (sorry homonym unintended, mostly), to go along with the sweeping species and overarching organisms. Makes you come off as someone who’s pontificating on behalf of all humankind. That’s a job not done and probably not doable

	 

	Au.: I think you have in mind the term homophone. And it’s the character who’s doing the pontificating, the personage, the aphorist-personage. Not me.

	 

	Ed.: Righto headmaster but I don’t think you can manoeuvre your way out of it with that. Sounds like somebody blaming an evil twin

	 

	▒

	 

	Declaring yourself unhappy will often fail to convince. If you can make the assessment then you are likely in a happy enough circumstance, one conducive to self-inspection, whereas if you are in dire circumstances you would not be inclined to such rumination. In the latter unhappiness would be a given and need no flagging up.

	 

	Unhappiness is a luxury. You must first have been able to afford happiness. 

	 

	▒

	 

	There inheres little difference between hedonism and asceticism. Both are a kind of negation. 

	 

	▒

	 

	Power, privilege, status – best to treat them not with disdain but with the indifference they deserve.

	 

	▒

	 

	Existence presents the exister with either choosing dishonesty or suffering despair. And no need to choose despair, to make a claim on it. Don’t choose dishonesty and you get despair into the bargain.

	 

	Ed.: Have you tried long walks?

	 

	Au.: Not since I took into employ a driver with coach-and-four (air-conditioned carriage). But you’ve given me something to think about.

	 

	▒

	 

	Most languages make it seem we can “have” things that would seem unpossessable: have a job, have friends, have someone.

	 

	Of the job situation it can be said we put ourselves in one for the sole reason of remaining alive and so been had is more like it. When we’re around others, the friends we have, it is only until you or they tire of it. While when we’re with someone, that special someone, we’re in an even more contingent state.

	 

	Then there’s the broader utterance of saying we “have people” in our life. Among the oddest of assertions. Impertinent of them and unreasonable of us. Each the other’s captor.

	 

	So too do we have a body. It may be nothing more than idiom, a quirk of language we ignore so as to talk. Nevertheless, we say we have a body. But if each of us is a body, how can we have what we are?

	 

	Sometimes languages have it wrong.

	 

	▒

	 

	Wedding anniversary: an attempt to revive something that’s been dead at least a year.

	 

	 

	Ed.: It’s painful doing this with you. So many reminders of what I’m missing

	 

	Au.: Despite communicating this way for many years now, I’m still unsure what responding or not responding means. For instance, if I don’t respond to what you just wrote, does that mean you win? Or do you only win, unequivocally, if I acknowledge that you just played a winner? And another possibility: should I not respond, does that mean, or rather will you take it to mean, that I can’t be bothered one way or the other?

	 

	Ed.: 

	 

	▒

	 

	The myth of reinvention: you succeed only in creating ever more unconvincing versions of yourself.

	 

	▒

	 

	Fortune favors the boldfaced liar.

	 

	▒

	 

	The glad-gamer’s misstep: unwillingness or inability to acknowledge failure as a matter of when, not if. Most expect the clock to never run out on gladness.

	 

	▒

	 

	Setting aside for the moment, in the thickest of square brackets, whether happiness is a dubious aspiration, relationships with others are often said to be a way of attaining it, maybe the only way. However that makes of relationship something instrumental, wherein others exist for the purpose of providing your happiness.

	 

	 

	Ed.: Another comment-defying one. Well done

	 

	Au.: You do see the self-refuting aspect of that, don’t you?

	 

	Ed.: I do and I don’t care, happily

	 

	▒

	 

	Mathematics doesn’t rely on anything outside the human mind. Observable phenomena are irrelevant to mathematics. And it can be done anywhere: the practice of mathematics can be conducted on a sun lounger or an iceberg. It’s all the same to mathematics. But therein, or thereon, lies trouble. Involuted mathematics can be too like religion inasmuch as it can devise elaborate explanations without a constraint to correspond to anything seen, heard or touched. Both religion and mathematics say, Trust us. Put faith in our calculations.

	 

	▒

	 

	Failure is inbuilt in everything. Even the origin of the universe was a failure – of nothingness to stay that way.

	 

	 

	Ed.: Repetition, same thing said at ‘big bang’

	 

	Au.: Bang on, thanks. Will rework.

	 

	Ed.: I also count 16 instances of ‘nothingness’, though don’t know what you can do about that, not on a personal level

	 

	Au.: Wait for it … nothing.

	 

	▒

	 

	It could be the past isn’t fixed. Not if reminiscence can make whatever happened seem worse.

	 

	▒

	 

	If you have no purpose you can’t make mistakes. Whether proceeding from purposelessness at the outset was mistaken may or may not become apparent.

	 

	▒

	 

	The futility of existence is neither arch proclamation nor definitive assessment. It’s more something you’re unable to doubt.

	 

	Ed.: I quote one of your favorite all-purpose comebacks during arguments: ‘Right you are if you say you are’

	 

	Au.: I don’t remember saying that but glad I did. Well done me.

	 

	Ed.: Liar

	 

	▒

	 

	Relying on intuition should be counterintuitive. It’s setting great store in the rightness of what is often wrong.

	 

	▒

	 

	Wrongheaded to think reproducing will give life meaning. It only multiplies meaninglessness since you produce one more person to experience the meaningless.

	 

	Ed.: More about which nothing can be done, with here some meaninglessness to go with the nothingness

	 

	▒

	 

	Competition is not a myth. It’s a hoax. Someone, anyone, anywhere – thinking they’ve won. A prize-winning falsity.

	 

	▒

	 

	The bromide that knowledge is power has given way to the even more vacuous information is power. Yet a surfeit of information means you know less and might mean you’ve got stupid.

	 

	▒

	 

	Even within the same language all communication is translation. We’re translating someone else’s words into our own.

	 

	Ed.: What if, say, a person talks nonsense, is often grumbling some wilfully obscure guff not because they mean it but for effect? How would you go about getting that translated? Asking for a friend

	 

	▒

	 

	In everything you want hides something you don’t.

	 

	▒

	 

	That existence doesn’t rate seems a fair evaluation, although there’s no observable baseline against which to set it.

	 

	▒

	 

	Interpreting history doesn’t produce a better understanding of the present. Nor does pondering the future help ensure an improved present to come. Both only reveal the futility of interpreting and pondering.

	 

	▒

	 

	Additive and subtractive, time, and at wildly disparate measures. Every tick adds to the impressive age of the universe. Every tock subtracts from your paltry time in it.

	 

	▒

	 

	Cleverness is a rung of cruelty’s ladder amid pretty paint up and down the stiles.

	 

	Ed.: See elsewhere, anywhere, and you should be able to see well since you’ve been climbing high up that ladder for ages

	 

	Au.: Careful overextending the metaphor Edith. Might break a rung.

	 

	▒

	 

	It could be language stunts growth. Too many words read, said and heard when you’re young can hold you back.

	 

	▒

	 

	The sentimental life leads to a wall – high and running farther than you can see both ways. At its foot lie your sentiments in a puddle. There’s no place for them to go.

	 

	▒

	 

	The amateur is thought to be not serious, not capable of seriousness. Yet the degree gatherer and credential collector, the seminar attender and symposium frequenter, are often known for their own kind of dilettantism. And at that of professional-caliber, sanction-garnering distinction.

	 

	Ed.: Shouldn’t the autodidact, the self-taught, make as part of his self-education at least some amount of self-awareness? Asking for another friend

	 

	Au.: Always thought you had too many friends. Undiscerning.

	 

	Ed.: Two fingers up your way, or just one, middle, if two’s too many

	 

	▒

	 

	The unmoving nature of commemoration.

	 

	Birthdays and anniversaries are largely self-satisfied celebrations conducted for those whose belief in their own specialness will never fade. While war memorials, with their marshalling of extravagant sentimentality, practically assure the continued need for such remembrance. Both occasions less a marking of what was than what will always be.

	 

	▒

	 

	Disavow destructive nihilism if you like, and you should like, but the conditions giving rise to an annihilationism for thee but not for me will remain.

	 

	Nihilism – useful as theory of pure subjective void and acknowledgement that existence permits of no evaluation. Pure trouble as practice.

	 

	▒

	 

	Homo sapiens. Still the only species to name itself. Sapiens part a little well done us but not out of character.

	 

	Ed.: The species thanks you for your service

	 

	▒

	 

	A culture of impunity arises when children, from an early age, learn to entreat impunity by employing a strategy of obfuscation combined with implausible deniability, the whole of it by turns condescending and cloying.

	 

	“Yes,” says the child, “someone left the refrigerator door open this morning and all the food has spoilt. In that you are undoubtedly right. Someone left the door open, or some thing. There are, you must know, many ways a refrigerator door can be opened, or can come to be standing open. You, as parents, must know this.”

	 

	The exasperated parents tell the child to go outside, go do something, anything. Just get out.

	 

	An important lesson has been learned.

	 

	The child: a larval presence, devilment inchoate.

	 

	Ed.: Reminds me of something, probably shouldn’t mention it but will. Having a dinner party of sorts in a couple weeks at ours and unsure whether to invite you. Priya says yes, I say no. She seems to quite like you for some reason though can’t say why or how after meeting you one time, or maybe she feels sorry for you, I don’t know. Regardless I’d say with the above you just cast the tie-breaking vote

	 

	Au.: I like Priya too. Didn’t mention it, but I knew straightaway after our brief get-together that here was someone of great discernment and keen insight. You’re very lucky.

	 

	Ed.: And you’re an idiot

	 

	Au.: What are you saying?

	 

	Ed.: I’m saying you’re an idiot

	 

	Au.: All right, but I am saying you’re lucky.

	 

	Ed.: Yes, more than you know

	 

	Au.: How old is Priya by the way? Can see she’s younger than you.

	 

	Ed.: Cheers for that, idiot

	 

	Au.: Not saying?

	 

	Ed.: Not saying

	 

	Au.: So she’s someone of a certain ambiguous age, a certain someone and a special someone, younger than you. Will leave it at. A trend continues but will leave it at that.

	 

	Ed.: Best you do

	 

	Au.: Back, then, to the above passage. Have to say your initial comment, what you were reminded of, isn’t what I expected the passage to elicit.

	 

	Ed.: It was children, child. Priya’s kids might come. Regardless how could you not have expected it? Children as ‘larval presence, devilment inchoate’. Though on the other hand maybe that kind of thing shouldn’t be expected to ‘elicit’ something since I doubt you mean most of it

	 

	Au.: You should know by now I don’t mean any of it. As discussed it’s a new genre, the fictional collection of aphorism.

	 

	Ed.: A whole new genre? Bit up yourself

	 

	Au.: I’m not myself, or rather it’s not myself, not me. Not in this.

	 

	Ed.: So you say, got it. Fictional aphorism, new genre, new concept

	 

	Au.: In any case, further to the conceptual aspect and child psychology, do you think this entry should be moved to Glimpsed, sketched and reworked into more of an observation?

	 

	Ed.: Let me get back to you, I’ll have a little think

	 

	Au.: All right. Does same go for the invite?

	 

	Ed.: Yes both

	 

	Au.: No worries, I can wait. In the meantime, who’s going to be there, how many?

	 

	Ed.: What do you care? You haven’t been invited and probably won’t be

	 

	Au.: Let’s say I were.

	 

	Ed.: If you are it’ll be because Priya likes you plus in part your way of clamming up in social situations, a saving grace of sorts. But there won’t be many, another couple, two or three solos, nobody you know. Priya’s ex-husband might be there as well

	 

	Au.: What? Are you joking?

	 

	Ed.: No, why would I joke about that? They’re still friends, they get along

	 

	Au.: Do they? Would be surprised if they really do. Probably play-acting for the kids. Have always been suspicious of couples who remain friends after splitting up. Seems bogus, forced.

	 

	Ed.: I’m in the room you know, virtually anyway, an actual ex or Actual Ex like your little Actual Ed joke. And to child psychologist we can now add relationship expert. Quite the CV you have

	 

	Au.: Good one, very good. Actual ex., as a joke that is. But you know I did fully expect to have no contact with you after we split.

	 

	Ed.: Can be arranged, permanently, never too late, though it seems a working relationship has reunited us until then. Glory be

	 

	Au.: You’re the one who tracked me down. Wouldn’t be happening otherwise.

	 

	Ed.: I didn’t track you down, there was no tracking, same effing number you clod. Besides was drinking too much then and with some medication that doesn’t mix with it so must have been off my head when I rang, don’t remember. Or maybe was hungover. Whichever I certainly must have been feeling really, really bad

	 

	Au.: Happy pills?

	 

	Ed.: Nunya

	 

	Au.: What?

	 

	Ed.: None of your business, NOYB

	 

	Au.: Seems a side effect of the meds is reversion to teenspeak. Never mind though. What’s most important here is not the hows or the whys but the when. I’d have to think three years is well past the cut-off point beyond which a couple cannot reunite and carry on as pals.

	 

	Ed.: Pals? Are there words you use only with me because they’re so toe-curlingly bad?

	 

	Au.: No. I don’t think about your toes much anymore, not usually.

	 

	Ed.: Good

	 

	Au.: But enough of all that. Back to the gathering, at yours, with the exes and the kids and your toes. Have to say it would be splendid if Priya’s ex attends. He and I will have something in common: we each put someone off the menfolk – and all four involved are in the room. It doesn’t get any better than that.

	 

	Ed.: Yes it does, by not happening. You know apart from being an absolute wazzock you also vastly overestimate your influence on every single thing, every time. What makes you think you put me off … won’t repeat the word. But forget it, enough of that too. In connection with your expert insights on ‘the child’ however, as mentioned Priya’s kids will probably be there as well. She has two daughters, twins, not young children, older, starting uni next year, she had them early on

	 

	Au.: I see, interesting. Especially in light of your previous “evil twin” remark. Thought provoking.

	 

	Ed.: No it isn’t, and it isn’t interesting, it’s just a fact, another fact, the way things are. And I mention it because Priya’s ex might also be bringing along his current partner although Priya can’t stand her and they’re in something like negotiations about it. But if it’s both of them and the twins can make it too, along with my friends, then there won’t be room for you. God I hope everyone can make it

	 

	Au.: This keeps getting better and better. And no, I’d have to say the twin stuff is interesting, very interesting indeed, insofar as you finally got the kids you wanted. Though didn’t expect it to be via one of your own kind, womankind.

	 

	Ed.: Drop it

	 

	Au.: And further to ex, as an identifier and your mention of “Actual Ex”, can I get you to change your handle from Ed. to Ex.?

	 

	Ed.: You cannot, drop it, all of it

	 

	▒

	 

	Against people watching.

	 

	Apart from its being the nonelectronic, unmediated form of television channel-hopping and internet website meandering, by watching people you’re either satisfying the need for attention of those who should not be encouraged in their preening, or you’re ogling those who don’t want to be looked at in the first place.

	 

	Further to the latter, bear in mind that people who do not want to be noticed are unlikely to alert you they do not want to be noticed so it is up to you not to notice them.

	 

	▒

	 

	Affluence and penury are little different in the mental disturbances they give rise to: wariness, hostility, fear.

	 

	▒

	 

	Make it known you consider life to be meaningless and you’re either pitied for your despair or laughed at for your self-indulgence. Neither response is called for. Meaningless is no final word on the topic but rather a jumping off point, of one kind or another.
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