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Introduction
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I have always loved to write for the sake of writing because I always learned a great deal in the process. I aspired to be a journalist instead of an academic writer and short story teller after I moved to Kansas City to take care of my ailing father, and then on to Miami Beach. The newspaper editors in the Heart of America and in the Miami Area were not interested in hiring self-taught journalists no matter how good or promising they might be, nor were city officials interested in making official use of my skills.

That is, with the exception of a little free sidewalk paper in Miami Beach, called the SunPost, whose editor published a great deal of my work on official negligence and moral if not criminal corruption in the construction industry until she got an email from the city attorney defaming me and insisting I be blackballed. She complied for political reasons, saying I was a “wild card.”  Oh, yes, there was an online news outlet whose editor wanted to take me on with the condition I did not write anything about certain sensitive subjects he was involved in. I was mad but undaunted by rejection.

No local disorder has been too insignificant to be unworthy of the application of my talent for research and reporting, starting with unpermitted signs, unleashed dogs, and unruly bicycling. This is a collection of some of my work on those subjects. Although I was an instrument of some reform in those minor areas, I think, now that I reflect on this collection near the end of my life, that I may have gone quite mad, or that I have always been mad, obsessed with studying and writing instead of leading what is called a “productive” life.  Therefore the title, Signs of Madness.
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Signs of Impending Doom
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Our high civilization suffers a mortal infectious disease transmitted and aggravated by mass communication based on the fetish for dead objects and the pernicious perseveration of vicious imagery taken out of context. As social animals we have a tendency to imitate, and the media is our main guide.

Ironically, the media executives and lobbyists who deny the harmful consequences of violent communications rely for success on positive affirmations and attitudes, on mottoes and slogans, visions, mission statements, success stories and other prayers. Of course, the petitions are for net profit, thus the vicious cycle is perpetuated.

One sort of prosperity, such as net profit or savings, pursued as the purpose of life, constitutes the worst kind of spiritual poverty. "Stocks" were once sticks on which accounts were kept. Now too many of us have become economic ants carrying our stocks on our backs up the wall of financial worry, a wall where our big gun, that is, our collective defense, Humpty Dumpty, uselessly awaits us.

The period of sustained economic growth that appears to satisfy the few, but does not fully satiate their desires is a horrible hell to others who need viable alternatives to check the waves of random violence that are bound to encircle the insane global pursuit of dead objects and the mutual contempt of competitors.

Observe the obsession with violent images thrown with wanton disregard into the pool of life. The rebounding waves of virtual, redundant violence are amassing at that critical point where image is converted into accelerating action, threatening to destroy us in an orgy of mass murder-suicide.

What other signs do we have of the coming cataclysm besides raving prophets, lying leaders, school and church and nightclub shootings, terrorist acts including the mass murder of civilians in wars, and mounting prison populations? When shall we be sure that the end time is near, that the final period is upon us? There are many signs everywhere, creeping up on us through the cracks in all walks of life. We are unaware that the doom of our civilization is nigh because many of us have been persuaded that history is merely the evolution of technology.

The fact that our democracy is now an economic dictatorship feeding on the carcass of the spiritual body is seldom mentioned by professionals; what counts is that the colossal maggot feeds efficiently. Technology preachers presume to tell us what we will want next; efficiency is the idol, so everyone must have a personal digital assistant to distract him from his slavery with an illusion of freedom, and have a life otherwise bemused and bewitched by gimmicks and gadgets.

The efficient exploitation of public opinion reigns supreme; there are no longer leaders of public opinion; there are only imitators and exploiters of it. Techno-capitalists produce the circumstances of our lives, which we live out as zombies under a coercive technological totalitarianism sponsored by the big business state.

Voters idolize rich candidates, imagining they can make their dreams come true no matter how contradictory the promises may be. Consciences are sold cheaply at market prices.

When the government, which is supposed to have a monopoly on violent means, does not use its power to disarm individuals for the public good or protect them from nuclear attack, it seems that private firearms will indeed be needed to protect us, not so much from the usual suspects, but from governments that are organized crime legalized.

Yes, many are the signs of the impending doom. Some seem rather trivial. When the distances between periods diminishes; when sentences get shorter and shorter; when word processing programs dictate sentence length and otherwise shrink consciousness into mechanical definitions of good grammar; when attention spans are so short that only sound bites will do; when conversations sound like machine guns spitting out uniform bullets; when delightful romantic discourse can no longer be carried on; and when everyone talks technology: these are just a few of the incidental signs along the fast road to doom.

What we observe in the prophecies of doom and in the popular movies about natural disasters and random violence is not only a death wish; it is a dying plea for the restoration of a proper balance between fear and love. Between fear and love there must be the faith that there is a greater good, a higher good than state or society, regardless of its denomination. The progress from fear through faith to love may be contemplated, in the form of a convenient over-simplification, in terms of ages.

The age of fear is the rule of law under the state. The age of faith is the beneficence of grace within the church. The age of love is the intercourse of free society. The progression is from slavery to voluntary obedience to freedom; under the objective forms of monarchy, aristocracy, and democracy; as personalized by the relations of father, mother, and children; the relatives are essentially one family. All are one and one is all. The differences perceived are perspectival.

If we do not broaden our perspectives and restore the proper relation of fear, faith, and love, if restitution is not forthcoming soon, the prophet will keep ranting that the violent images before us are self-fulfilling prophecies, that our death wish will come true sooner than we think, and that we will surely receive what we ask for. Doom.
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Signs of Madness

[image: ]




[image: image]

The few friends I have left, if there are any left, may think that I have gone completely mad given my recent obsession with violations of the city’s signage ordinances. For weeks now I have been perambulating the city, taking pictures of unpermitted signs, and sending them along to city officials, insisting that the fact that sign laws are going unenforced is a sign of a permissive regulatory culture that is bound to doom the city absent an immediate crackdown.

If anything, I am a victim of obsessive compulsive signage disorder (OCSD). The city attorney believes that I am delusional, that I suffer from what the Soviet psychiatrists called “sluggish schizophrenia” for not realizing that I live under the best of all city governments: a weak-mayor, strong city manager, fascistic government. He does not appreciate my struggle for truth and honesty in government, which was the only obvious sign of the Soviet disease. Indeed, he has publicly pronounced me a signal moron or town fool. Not that he believes I am unintelligent, or that I am not a genius, but that I am a damn fool for not understanding how things are best done in his town. That is why he told me twice that I would not be around his town for long.

Yes, I am from out of town. So is he, but southern Florida is the northern province of his motherland, Cuba, whereas I am a gringo or foreigner in my own nation, a damn Yankee and resented Americano in a state Uncle Sam grabbed from Spain and Indians. I am dumb in the dumb sense that Hawaiians called haoles dumb after the foreigners settled in the islands, and haoles likewise called Hawaiians “dumb Hawaiians.”

However, if I become fluent in Spanish and fit into the local culture, no one will be the any wiser in these parts. Northerners think we are all stupid down here, and they may be right. I used to call locals stupid until I started doing stupid things and realized that stupidity is contagious. Thankfully, the more we realize how stupid we are, the wiser we shall be, at least according to Socrates.

The city manager, according to a Parks Department employee, did not call me stupid but he declared me “crazy” shortly after I arrived in his paradise, because I criticized what he called a few bad blades of grass in his great lawn, and wrote a story about a hole in the ground in South Pointe Park beside Government Cut, a big hole that had been covered by an overgrowth of weeds. A scantily dressed young lady with a hangover and a Blackberry, whom I had met on the beach very early in the morning after the Food Fair, and whose name I shall not disclose because she was the runaway daughter of a high state official, nearly broke her leg when it plunged into the hole up to her hip.

I capitalized the hole as ‘The Hole,’ and reported on the incident because, in the Big Apple at least, when a hole is reported and someone else gets hurt by it, the city is liable for damages. After The Hole was filled some months later, the filling mysteriously disappeared, and I speculated in my follow-up report that it was one end of a tunnel used by chupacabras in Puerto Rico to visit South Beach. It was more probably the work of crabs.

A tourist drowned in a hole right off the beach at Lincoln Road in broad daylight not long thereafter, on a holiday when the beach was crowded with tourists. His little children stood by dumbfounded as Beach Rescue tried to save their dad to no avail. Mom was waiting in a hotel room for their return. Local media rejected my story on the incident and it was not otherwise reported. I called a lawyer for the plaintiff in a drowning that had occurred further up the beach. He said the legislature had changed the rules on governmental liability because he was winning, and a lot of taxpayer money was at stake due to drownings along the Florida coastline.

A lifeguard contacted me to say that the city manager’s office had advised lifeguards not to talk to the “crazy” journalist, namely me. The lifeguard attributed the tragedy I had witnessed to a blind spot between lifeguard stations, which I capitalized as ‘The Blind Spot’ in my subsequent report.

Furthermore, some stations along “chic” South Beach had been damaged by storms, and were being used nightly as shooting galleries and toilets. Lifeguards rebuilt one destroyed station from scrap wood. He said taking up the issue with the city manager would be to no avail because the city manager was stingy and did not want to build and staff another lifeguard station. He asked me to deliver a copy of my report to the only commissioner whom he said really cared about regular people—she would become mayor and the manager’s best friend.

Several lifeguard stations were repaired or replaced. One of them, at the south end of the beach, built in the form of a lighthouse, has become a national sign for South Beach. However, during a visit to the Planning Department at the end of the year, I was informed that it and the other stations were soon to be replaced by structures designed by the same architect who designed the original structures destroyed in the storms.

[image: image]

I forewarned the foremost South Pointe activist of the alleged plan so that he could organize a Save the Lifeguard Lighthouse movement, but he did not respond, perhaps because he is more interested in trash on the beach than sending out a signal to tourists that could be interpreted as a warning that they might be shipwrecked and drowned unless they steer clear of the beach. Flooding is in fact a big issue in these parts, and Miami Beach could be the first to realize Al Gore’s inconvenient truth that the overbuilt Florida coast is doomed because of the stolen presidency.

I accepted the new Lifeguard Lighthouse within the park because I found my long-lost sister and she loves lighthouses, but I really do not care much for change. President Clinton said we should all Welcome Change, and President Obama advocated a big CHANGE, but I do not want to be a welcome mat for other people’s changes. I prefer Plato’s permanent ideas to the ephemeral things of this best of all possible worlds, and think most things are best left alone once food, shelter, mates, and Internet access are obtained. Why must we insist on filling the world with more and more trash, junk, and garbage to increase gross production and consumption?

So I did not approve of the rehabilitation of South Pointe Park at first. I made an exception for the Lifeguard Lighthouse on the beach, but I did not care for the staggered column of the lighthouse sculpture now surrounded by dog waste in the park. Ironically, my father’s ashes were scattered in the water nearby before it became a protested dog park. He did not care much for dogs himself; he said they should be canned and shipped to the Philippines to feed the poor.

As for the iceberg sculptures capping off the restrooms the park, I thought they represented the frozen hearts of politicians who forced the renovation down the throats of frustrated conservatives.

However, I have had a change of heart. I even recommended to the mayor that the park be renamed after the city manager who oversaw the project. Sadly, that cannot be done until he is dead and permanent gone—his return is feared by the current regime, faux reformists who advocated welcome changes, some of whom may have secretly wished him dead. I have often enjoyed South Pointe Park since his departure even though the walkway has become too crowded during my Sunday morning walks. But its popularity among the gentility, who are better off than the gentuza who fished there before, has provided me with the opportunity to cover two robberies around the icebergs in the last three Sundays. Of course there is always a story to be told about something wherever I go.

I espied two women photographing a model in his blue underpants on the iceberg deck last Sunday. It was suitably icy on the deck so all but he were warmly clad. He lacked the prerequisite of barbarian comeliness: a hirsute physique notwithstanding a bald pate evidencing abundant testosterone.

Barbarians, as we know, hail from the north, where they were created by the iceberg gods. Most men, since they left jungle and forest, prefer their females rather hairless, and small for the sake of portability, hence evolution has rendered them relatively small and hairless in comparison to males, whose brute power gave them no cause to shed their own hair but to flaunt it and grow in stature. Conservative men certainly do not remove from their bodies what little hair they may have been blessed with, a fact that is greatly appreciated by a tactile Cherokee woman I met on a train from Chicago to New York City back in the good old days when I let my undergrowth run wild.

“Do you ladies need a model with a hairy chest, hairy legs, and hairy belly?” I asked the photographers, but they demurred, and their model giggled. What is this world coming to?

Maybe I complain too much. I admit that I have complained a lot about the present state of many things, therefore my objections to change unless they are my changes are hypocritical. I have learned from the admission of my own hypocrisy in comparison to others that hypocrisy is the underlying crisis of human nature. We are not all that we would be, and we are moved to lie about who we are and to complain about what other people do or do not do.

In fact, complaining is the lever of human progress, so people are welcome to blame me for complaining, especially about government, and to send me one dollar each. My dad said, understandingly, that I had a “conflict with authority.” We all have a bit of that, without which we would not be a people destined for freedom in order.

Now in the old days, those of the Athenian democracy, there were no regular public prosecutors. Citizens could volunteer to file complaints on behalf of the public. It was said private wrongs resulted in public goods. We democrats have not changed much since Athens. Now that an official sniveler has threatened to slap me with a defamation suit for doing what he has done to me, I sympathize with the predicament Aeschines spoke of in his speech against Timarchus, and am fain to defend myself:

“I have never, fellow citizens, brought indictment against any Athenian, nor vexed any man when he was rendering account of his office; but in all such matters I have, as I believe, shown myself a quiet and modest man. But when I saw that the city was being seriously injured by the defendant, Timarchus, who, though disqualified by law, was speaking in your assemblies [he later argues that Timarchus should have been disqualified by unethical behavior from practicing law], and when I myself was made a victim of his blackmailing attack the nature of the attack I will show in the course of my speech, I decided that it would be a most shameful thing if 1 failed to come to the defense of the whole city and its laws, and to your defense and my own; and knowing that he was liable to the accusations that you heard read a moment ago by the clerk of the court, I instituted this suit, challenging him to official scrutiny. Thus it appears, fellow citizens, that what is so frequently said of public suits is no mistake, namely, that very often private enmities correct public abuses.”

In any case, if someone simply had a grudge against someone back then for which there was no civil remedy, he could sue him for some crime or the other. Of course that process was abused by informers called “sycophants” for giving the finger or “showing the fig” to someone while flattering the public that they were taking action for its good.

Now I admit that I have shown the fig to various authorities including local officials of the City of Miami Beach, lately in the form of sign code violations on every block, but not because I consider any official in particular as an enemy with whom I must get even. Mind you that it is they who have threatened to bring frivolous and malicious suits against me to shut me up.

The public naturally suspected that sycophants had ulterior motives, that they were wont to bring frivolous and malicious suits against their personal enemies. Aristophanes took them to task in his comedy named after the god of wealth, Plutus, in dialogue between Good Man and Informer.

Informer admitted to Good Man that he had no occupation other than being the caretaker of public and private affairs by informing the public of wrongdoing. My own version of Good Man, the city attorney or city sphinx who guards the city walls with sophisms, publicly compared me to an unemployed, unlicensed watchdog that stalks public officials and urinates in city-hall’s hallways.

Yet I, like the ancient comic poet’s Informer, naturally perceive myself to be one of the more honest and patriotic citizens of my cosmos. Just Man asks how Informer can be of any benefit by meddling in other people’s business, and Informer replies that he does not meddle but rather benefits the public by supporting enacted laws by not permitting them to be broken. Well, are not judges appointed to handle litigation? Yes, but anyone who wishes can prosecute, answers our sycophant, and that person is me because I am concerned with affairs of state. Good Man then concludes that the state has a bad patron.

The modern state saved itself from such bad patrons by providing cooperative sycophants with a monopoly on the practice of law. Lawyers are licensed to extort and blackmail and defame people at will, and it is nearly impossible to hold them liable for abuse of process and malicious prosecution, provided that they flatter the public with their noble pretensions to save it from perdition with their sophistry.

#
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One thing that really gripes me about Florida law is that lawyers are not required to put their license numbers on their signs and other advertisements like contractors, architects, and interior designers. Neither are engineers, but at least engineers must have official seals. Another pet peeve is that state officials do not enforce the license number requirement unless someone complains about the violations. The same goes for the temporary construction and real estate signage laws in the City of Miami Beach. Code enforcement officers ignore countless violations in front of their faces. Perhaps over half of the signs have no permits, and what is permitted often constitutes violations of signage design criteria. In fact, the signage scofflaws make walking down the street a horror for law-abiding citizens who happen to know what the laws are.

In fine, the disorder in signage advertisements in the City of Miami Beach is yet another sign of the general official negligence and permissiveness and money-mongering contempt for culture that is working The Decline of the West voluminously referred to by Oswald Arnold Gottfried Spengler

“There is a city-point, in which the whole life of broad regions is collecting while the rest dries up. In place of a type-true people, born of and grown on the soil, there is a new sort of nomad, cohering unstably in fluid masses, the parasitical city dweller, tradition-less, utterly matter-of-fact, irreligious, clever, unfruitful, and deeply contemptuous of the countryman. This is a very great stride towards the inorganic, towards the end.”

Spengler recalls that “It was in the conception of money as an inorganic and abstract magnitude, entirely disconnected from the notion of the fruitful earth and the primitive values, that the Romans had the advantage of the Greeks. Thenceforward any high ideal of life becomes largely a question of money.”

Of course those who count me mad believe that the impermissible signs and I find fault with and which blight nearly every city block are insignificant , not to mention the officials who tolerate them, They believe I am indeed obsessed with trivia, while I believe they are the signs of a decadent culture the likes of which has not been seen before the Flood, and which should give cause to intuitive denizens to recall the ancient warning of Gilgamesh to tear down the houses and use the wood to build rafts to save themselves from the inevitable.
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