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Enroute to the Final Solution

By R.B.C. Walters

Abandon your sick joy, Kansas City,

These tears of mine you see

Speak not to coup d 'etat

But are as mist on wintry seas

I must forever sail.

I came to you as refugee,

A stranger in your midst

But in your towers that so search the sky,

There is no place for me,

Nor in your modern streets.

I'll dream of you, 

I'll dream of you,

The beauty of your hills.

But when I wake I'll wake to Truth

And walk away from you

(Though not entirely free)

For I'll be guided to the Compassion Zone

By Compassion Zone police.
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I pulled up stakes in Honolulu and flew to Kansas City, Missouri, in the winter of 2003 to attend to my ailing father in downtown Kansas City. My father, who had a penchant for writing poetry, inspired me to write when I was a youngster, and while in Kansas City I took up writing on library computers and at a downtown cafe that provided computers to its customers. I had always admired Theodore Dreiser, so I imagined I could prove my abilities to write good stories and become a reporter at The Kansas City Star or the Village Voice's Pitch. Such was not the case. The Star was not hiring, and the Pitch editor responded to my application with insults. My friends who read my stories said I had fallen in love with Kansas City and should find some way to stay there, perhaps share an apartment with my father. I had many years of experience in small business accounting and management, but my applications for employment at various Kansas City businesses were rejected. I got my father resituated into a fine place downtown and parted with his blessing in 2004. This book contains the reports written while I was there but for my reports on Jonathan Kemper's salvation of the downtown library.

David Arthur Walters  
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The Security Chief's Compassion Zone
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The Compassion Zone, an unofficial sanctuary for vagrants, has existed for several years on the northeastern corner of downtown Kansas City, Missouri. The sanctuary includes Kansas City's historic Civic Center, wherein are located city hall, police headquarters, various courts and jails. An assortment of half-way houses, shelters, missions, and main library buildings have always been located within the civic complex until very recently; the main branch is now being relocated to a renovated historic building a few blocks west, where it will be the centerpiece of the commercial real estate development named the 'Library District.

Kansas City's only daily newspaper reported that one of the main reasons for moving the main library was that the building had become a fetid zone infested with vagrants.

Now the unpatrolled, unofficial city of refuge was recently named the 'Compassion Zone' by one Sean O'Byrne, a former real estate agent who is the current head of an organization of "safety and maintenance ambassadors" formed by downtown landlords and business persons; they refer to their organization as the Downtown Community Improvement District.

People downtown call the ambassadors "Kemper's Yellow Jackets" because they wear yellow jackets and because the dominant and reportedly arrogant power behind the scenes is one Jonathan Kemper, president of the historic Commerce Bank, aka The Boss.

Kemper's Yellow Jackets are frequently scoffed at by conservative old-timers for being nothing but a make-work outfit, and they are sometimes jestingly associated with the old fascist Brown Shirts and Black Shirts; but they have in fact done a great job of cleaning up and patrolling the streets - there are seldom any cops to be seen around town unless someone really worth protecting like Dick Cheney shows up at the Muehlebach Hotel. The Yellow Jackets are not paid much but they have an excellent attitude and they help everybody. They call ambulances and the police; direct greenhorns away from unsafe places; advise people not to give handouts to panhandlers; and, most importantly just lately, they direct vagrants away from private real estate to the Compassion Zone.

The grand opening of the new, virtually privatized public library is coming up soon. The civic leaders would rather not have vagrants around the building loitering, drinking, urinating, defecating, using drugs, so on and so forth, wherefore efforts are already underway to train same to behave themselves or else, and to direct them to the Compassion Zone.

Yellow Jacket Chief Sean O'Byrne realizes fully well that people in general need a place to hang out, some place where they can let everything hang out and do those things they would be ashamed to do in public, such as sit around naked with drinks, fornicate and scream at each other and the like. He knows there is no place like a private house for that, and of course he would like every houseless person to have a house or at least an apartment or a room in a flophouse. But of course houseless people whose home is in the Heart of America have no houses; even flophouses are few and far between.

Chief O'Byrne does not have the wherewithal to buy them housing, so they hang on the streets when not working; and of course that poses certain unsightly problems for Chief O'Byrne's public safety and maintenance crew. Mind you, dearest Alter Ego, that he has a heart as well as a brain, wherefore not only does he think that the community should do something to houseless people, like keep them penned up in the Compassion Zone, he sometimes feels that the community should something for them.

For instance, hungry indigents leave the Compassion Zone and walk a few blocks west to the Grace and Holy Trinity Cathedral to get the most excellent free meals in town; six-hundred gourmet meals, some with wild game, are served each day. Now Chief O'Byrne's heart bleeds to see poor folk "parading" cross town over the uncompassionate downtown area with their blankets and garbage-bag suitcases and such in hand. He believes charitable services should be consolidated within the Compassion Zone. To that end he has suggested a day care center for "homeless" people.

I have good cause to believe that Chief O'Byrne plagiarized my suggestion to build a day care center in what he dubbed the Compassion Zone. However, in my several articles on the subject, I stated that laws and regulations should be equally enforced everywhere; that it would be plainly wrong to identify "homelessness" with criminality; that it would be wrong to banish poor people or even convicted criminals from the historic Kemper Business Campus - now the eight-block Library District. You, beloved Alter Ego, my most intimate associate, know very well that I said that and sent copies to Kemper's Yellow Jackets.

If the civic leaders want to take away the library from people who patronize it as a homeless shelter, instead of providing adequate services and security to that end, I told recommended that some alternate facility should be provided, where vagrants, tramps, vagabonds, indigents, and runaways can hang out on hot and cold days, clean up, learn things, read and write, find jobs, eat a hot venison sandwich, get a shower and shave and massage, stuff like that.

My recommendation was not acknowledged. The tendency of the leadership is to ignore naysayers drifting through the Compassion Zone. The civic leaders believe they are always right; they do not realize that they are at the root of the blight on downtown Kansas City. If only Boss Pendergast were still around to remind people that there is more than one or two sides to a story: "There is my side, your side, and the right side.”
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Downtown Parolees
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I have lately encountered many parolees chatting in the back of a bus that goes up and down Main Street in Kansas City, Missouri I was listening in on a lively discussion just yesterday, and heard an ex-convict say that he did not like the "honor system" very much, that prison-life was better than living in the half-way house.

Another fellow said that was nonsense, because if a man serves his whole time and has no place to go when he gets out, he is dumped on the street in the cold with nothing but a few bucks, and when that is gone, he has no choice but to steal, maybe mug some old man or woman walking out of the convenience store, or hold up the store itself. But if he is in the honor system, he has a place to stay, and some help with finding work.

"That's right," remarked another fellow, "and don't run away, because that will get you a couple more years on your sentence."

Although I have never served time, I joined the discussion. I said I was running into a lot of parolees downtown, and I wondered why there were so many.

A parolee declared that the prison business and the honor system business are very profitable businesses. He said lots of legitimate companies feed off crime. The state has twenty-some prisons, he figured, and in this state you can get thrown into prison for almost anything - lots of people are sent up for some minor first offense. He said he drew a four-year sentence after his estranged wife called him up and told him to come get his property out of the house. After he did just that, he claimed that he was arrested for violating the restraining order prohibiting him from coming within so many feet of her. She testified for him at the trial, to no avail. It was his first offense, but he mouthed off to the judge, and he was sent up. What upset him the most was the loss of his $50,000 job as a computer programmer - the company will not take him back. At least that was his story.

"Well, what are some of the rules for parole?" I asked him/

"First of all, you can't leave the state."

"Even worse," chimed in another man, "you can't drink or do drugs."

"What? Not even a beer?" I asked.

"There's a way to work it, a way to have a drink once in a while, but better not do drugs," a heavily tattooed man chimed in. "The tests vary to pick up different kinds of drugs. If you have been smoking or otherwise using nicotine, you have to take cessation classes."

"You're kidding!" I said.

"No, that's the God's truth, but smoking cigarettes can be worked into the schedule."

"Is there any help getting jobs?"

"Yeah."

"Housing?"

"There are half-way houses at first, then housing assistance if you qualify."

"Good grief!" I exclaimed. "I think I qualify for parole. I don't drink, don't smoke, don't do any drugs except caffeine, can't seem to get out of the state, could use some shelter and work - so where do I apply?"

"You have to commit a crime first, get busted, serve some time, then you can get benefits."

"Aw Shucks!"



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Marie Antoinette Would Love Kansas City
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A Kansas City acquaintance of mine is amused by my keen interest in Marie Antoinette as of late. She thinks I am infatuated with the lady whom many prominent men including Thomas Jefferson believed to be the cause of the French Revolution. What in the world does she have to do with Kansas City?” she asked me after she saw my article entitled, “Marie Antoinette, An Average Woman in The Heart of America,

If Queen Marie Antoinette were really an average woman as well as the queen of superficial rococo and a goddess of bourgeois culture, as Stefan Zweig claimed she was in his pot-boiling biography, she might have much to do with Kansas City, Missouri, about which one French author, Andre Maurois, said, "Who in Europe, or in America for that matter, knows that Kansas City is one of the loveliest cities on Earth?" Who indeed!

Of course the Queen would love the shops at the Country Club Plaza, such as Victoria's Secret and Sak's Fifth Avenue. Given her liking for artificial estates, she might enjoy Crown Center, the Hall Dynasty's planned mini-city, although she might not like the vulgar crowds, and certain parts of it, such as the crack house in one of the apartment buildings, would be too gauche for her taste. Nonetheless, neoclassical Union Station nearby as well as the male monument to liberty should please her eyes.

A suite at the downtown Marriott might not be regal enough for a queen to reside in, but the Muehlebach Hotel across the street, slept in by many potentates, would do quite nicely. And she might enjoy a ball at the Muehlebach's Royal Ballroom above the Trianon Rooms (the Hotel Muehlebach was leased to Trianon Hotel Company). Trianon near Versailles was the queen's retreat; 'Trianon' connotes a pleasing place to most of us, and a national disaster to Hungarians who lost their nation in a treaty signed at Trianon-Versailles. The 'neoclassical' style of the new downtown Kansas City Library might please Marie Antoinette, but she would be disappointed to learn from a disgruntled scholar that Emil Ludwig's The Torch of Freedom (biographies of twenty exiles including her Jewish biographer Stefan Zweig) has been withdrawn from the collection for some unexplained reason, and the record of its withdrawal purged. Nonetheless, the eight-block Library District development surrounding the library might make sense to her, although she would probably prefer to feed her chickens at the eight model bucolic residences at Trianon, each with its well-groomed cows and peasants and tidy dung mound. However, it would be best to keep the queen away from the casinos and apart from big bankers and the real estate gamblers. Perhaps the Country Club Bank branch at the Muehlebach could handle her financial needs while she is in town. And if she deigned to visit the Country Club Cafe in the bank's lobby, she would find a revolution brewing and might become the favored friend of the people in their struggle with the local bourgeois dynasties. All in all, she might believe that Kansas City is more beautiful than the Paris she was a prisoner of.

Suffice it to say for now that the embourgeoisement of Kansas City has its roots in Europe, where France led the way for some time, therefore the queen would not be a stranger to America. While France mentioned property in its Rights of Man, the United States deleted the term and declared for the pursuit of happiness. Of course life, liberty, and happiness requires the possession of private property and the accumulation of a great deal of capital in a few hands, hence to mention property would be an understatement.

Indeed, whatever 'happiness' means, it is a key term in the United States Declaration of Independence. Happiness is more fundamental than Liberty in some quarters. Some folks are happiest when Liberty is enchained. We find a few happy prisoners in jails, happy monks in monasteries, happy cogs in fast-paced corporate machines; - they prefer their freedom in order. Liberty constrained pleases the powers that be most of all, for they tend to fear people running amok under Anarchy's banner.

Hedonistic utilitarians want their happiness rooted in pleasure rather than in pain. For utilitarians of all sorts the object of society is the greatest happiness of the greatest number however happiness is defined. Of course many people will have to sacrifice quite a bit of happiness and a few people must have a great deal more of it than others to keep the average naturally high; otherwise the whole system would run down, flatten out, then, kaput! In any case, members of the bulging-belly class, the self-centered, materialistic, conforming bourgeoisie, certainly are not ascetics who regret the original sin of being born into this sorry world and who would fain renounce its bonds to achieve supreme happiness in that place funeral preachers call "a better place." Most of us middling persons would like our happiness served up on a platter here and now, today, thank you very much!

That is not to say that Marie Antoinette was obsessed with happiness or that she necessarily identified it with physical pleasure, and that we Americans have followed suit. Marie Antoinette was engaged in the vain pursuit of trivial happiness only during her younger years, up until she bore her children; alas, the people who had loved her wildly when she came to France never forgave her for ignoring them. After all was said and done, she said that the only thing she associated with 'happiness' were her children. In any event, as the Revolution picked up steam, Marie Antoinette, according to Stefan Zweig, "grasped in the very depths of her soul that she was destined to become an historical figure, and this need for transcending the limitations of her own time intensified her forces to the extreme."

"We have seen too much horror and bloodshed ever to be happy again," wrote the Queen. "How with such a heart can one live in such a world!"

After some of her bodyguard were murdered at Versailles, and the royal family was escorted to Paris by the mob, she declared: "As far as we are personally concerned, happiness is over and done with whatever the course of events may be. I know that it is the duty of one king to suffer on behalf of the others, and we are fulfilling that duty well. I hope that someday the fact may be recognized by them all."

Well, Marie Antoinette's sacrifice for her indecisive, good-natured king, as well as the prior sacrifice of his life under the national razor, was virtually ignored by European royalty. Ignorance is bliss and bliss is death, for in bliss a person is fearless. Regicide came into vogue with a vengeance a century hence. Assassinations, terrorism, world wars, the kings are dead, may they rest in peace. But they will not rest. They assume different forms and titles and inherit high offices wherein they believe they deserve their fortune and grow increasingly arrogant in their educated stupidity. It is high time for the little bourgeois kings and queens to come down from their offices and find out what is really going on. Marie Antoinette would have been loved by millions of her subjects if only she had embraced them. The same can be said of certain prominent Kansas Citians.
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Optimism Despite Sins
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I have received many email from people who want to know what I did on New Year's Eve. People for the most part want to know if I went out and partied with my new Kansas City friends.

No, I did not go out and party. I have met quite a few Kansas Citians, and ninety-seven percent of them are warm and friendly people, but they do not consider me as their friend yet, just as a stranger. After all, I have been here for a very short period of time, and it takes a lifetime to make a few good friends. Besides, I did not follow the rules for making friends and influencing people.

I was home alone, or rather in a guest room without a television, radio, or phone, on New Year's Eve. I reread a great deal of Stefan Zweig's biography of Marie Antoinette, laughing out loud at the absurd manner of the royal flight from Paris; for instance, the conspicuous coach carrying twelve people, replete with a royal toilet and wine cellar. Then I practiced staring at the floor - I had noticed some senior citizens doing that at length and wanted to try it. I read an old book of Pascal's musings - I found it in a closet. Then I got out the whips and chains, as every optimistic pessimist should do on crucial occasions. I meditated on the truth about myself and whipped myself for those sins committed since I arrived in Kansas City. I hoped my negations would have a positive effect on my new year.

I had hoped to win friends and influence people while visiting my father in Kansas City. Dale Carnegie advises us to admit our faults quickly, to mention our mistakes first of all. My first mistake - I violated Carnegie's first commandment: Don't criticize, condemn, or complain.

Those of you who have read my latest piece, 'H&R Block Beats Around the Block', and who have noticed my comments about the character of The Kansas City Star, know what I mean. Not only did I call H&R Block's CEO a prevaricator, and the Star the voice of the power elite, I said that the corporate best and brightest were not really the best and brightest people higher civilization has to offer. I meant no insult by that; I just am leery of big corporations - I believe they are becoming state machines manned by pinheads and blockheads. My attitude was perverted from right-wing authoritarian thinking long ago by a few liberals. Here is a note from Mill:

"The worth of a state in the long run is the worth of the individuals composing it; and a state which postpones the interests of their mental expansion and elevation to a little more administrative skill, or of that semblance of it which practice of it gives, in the details of its business; a state which dwarfs its men, in order that they may be more docile instruments in its hands even for beneficial purposes, will find that with small men no great thing can really be accomplished; and that the perfection of machinery to which it has sacrificed everything will in the end avail it nothing, for want of the vital power, which, in order that the machine might work more smoothly, it has preferred to banish." J.S. Mill, On Liberty

Returning to Carnegie, I committed venial sins incidental to the mortal sin; for instance, I failed to make the subjects of my criticism feel important; I failed to point out their mistakes indirectly; I failed to give them a fine reputation to live up to; I failed to praise and appreciate them; I failed to make their faults seem easy to correct; I failed to let them save face; I failed to praise their every improvement; I failed to let them do most of the talking; I failed to sympathize with their desires and ideas.

As a consequence, given the power and influence of the persons whose burgeoning bourgeois culture I complained of, no doubt any career that I might want in Kansas City is foreclosed to me: "You will never work in this town," is how one suburbie put it.

I have no legitimate excuse for my sins; however, the powers might not be so harsh on me if they know that I am in fact innocent of the gist of my critical inditements: as a matter of fact, I merely repeated what I had heard from people in the street, people from several walks of life who claim to be in the know about what is really going on in Kansas City.

After all, I am new here, so what do I know? Only what I am told, and most of what I have heard on the street happened to be at variance with the general gist of the establishment's propaganda organ. Again, I was corrupted by liberals in my youth. I was misled to believe that habitual dissent, that shooting one's mouth off until corrected, is necessary to the historical progress of liberty. Alas, I was not told that we have been fully liberated by science and high technology, therefore dissent is no longer politically correct.

Ironically, the hearsay I reported was also contrary to the rhetoric of the so-called independent paper whose editor told me that the conversations I had honestly yet anonymously reported were "fake"; hence, according to him, I really do not know what is going on downtown. My response to the editor perhaps forever ruined my slim chance to be an independent contributor to independent reporting: I said the conversations actually occurred, and that he is the one who is not aware of what is really going on because he is only talking to jerks like himself.

On such sins I did meditate on New Year's Eve, and I meted out punishment from time to time with a flick of the wrist, where it was due, then resolved to amend my ways. Reform is especially required since I am getting lonely for dollars. Thank Carnegie, it is never too late to win friends and influence people in order to become rich and famous. I resolved to be a good hypocrite and prevaricator, to steamroll right over negative people with my positive mental attitude, perhaps even run for office.

Sadly, I have little faith in New Year's Resolutions because I have never kept one for very long. Still, if one does not succeed the first or second or third time and so on, one must try again and again, and again and so forth. I must go around and say something nice about powerful people who can advance my career - that includes "the masses", of course. Which brings to mind one of Alexis de Tocqueville's letters which I have carried around with me for years.

Tocqueville, in his April 22, 1838 letter to Gustave de Beaumont, said that, while putting the finishing stroke on Democracy, he had been reading and thinking about what he had read much more than usual. He said he would say nothing about politics in his letter, yet he went on to bemoan the ambitious climbing of the administration's enemies, whom he said might eventually make him a friend of the administration. Of course he was referring to the bourgeois monarchy and the usual climbing and scraping for fame and fortune that has gone on since time immemorial under every form of government.

"I cannot tell you, my dear friend, the disgust I feel in watching the public men of our day traffic, according to the smallest interests of the moment, in things as serious and sacred to my eyes as principles.... They frighten me sometimes and make me ask myself whether there are only interests in the world, and whether what one takes for sentiments and ideas are not in fact interests that are acting and speaking. What reconciles me to my century, however, is that I see something analogous to what we see now as far back as the most beautiful times of antiquity, thanks to my indiscreet and gossipy Plutarch, This raises my contemporaries a little, but lowers man in general. But this final idea I retract: one must not despise man, if one wants to obtain great efforts from others and from oneself.

"I was reflecting the other day: going over in my mind the works of the human spirit which have most seized the imagination of the human race and which possesses the most duration and brilliance, I found that in the great majority of cases it was those books in which the great principles of the beautiful and the good, as well as the high and salutary theories of the existence of God and the immortality of the soul have penetrated the most profoundly; those great works have best put in relief and exhibited those principles and those theories. There one finds, then, the most durable and the most efficient cause of the great literary successes, which proves that after all it is in that direction that the heart of mankind tends in the most energetic and most continuous manner."

Nicolas Berdyaev, unorthodox Marxist and Christian existentialist, most famous Russian emigre' in France in his time, had much to say on this subject in Slavery and Freedom; for instance:

"The idea of the existence of eternal principles of life has a double significance. It has a positive significance when freedom, justice, the brotherhood of men, the supreme value of human personality as that which must not be turned into a means to an end, are acknowledged as eternal principles. And it has negative significance when relative historical social and political forms are made absolute, when concrete historical institutions, represented as organic, are given the prestige and authority of sacred things, as for example, monarchy or some particular form of property. It can be expressed otherwise in this way, that the eternal principles of social life are values which can be realized in subjective spirit and not concrete forms which can be realized in the objectification of history. The conservative tendency of the organic theory of society which defends the sacred character of concrete historical institutions, cannot be recognized as Christian, not only because it contradicts Christian personalism, but also because it contradicts Christian eschatology. In the objectivized historical world there are no sacred things which might be transferred to eternal life, and for this reason there exists a moral obligation that the world should come to an end and be judged by a higher judgment. Organic theories of society are anti-eschatological; there is a false optimism, a reactionary optimism in them."

I do not want to sound negative, but after reading such astute authors, although I had difficulty telling the difference between an atheist and an iconoclast, I eventually began to have faith in Nothing.

Do not such subjects as the Good, the Beautiful, the Personal God and Immortal Soul, endure in our minds because such things do not in fact exist as things, yet we love to flatter ourselves and delude ourselves that they do, simply because our organism would live forever if it could, as a real god brooking no resistance whatsoever? Since the physical evidence is against it, would we not, at least in our imaginations, outlast the material universe, which will undoubtedly persist eons after the human race and its ephemeral personalities have vanished into dust and nothingness? I believe so, and I have a positive mental attitude about human life as far as it goes; yet I also believe that it is wise to sound negative sometimes for the sake of another idol, called truth, to follow Carnegie's advice to confess one's own mistakes, quickly and firstly. And, since we are really all one - I owe even my "independence" to society - why not directly point out other people's fatal defects to them?

"It is doubtless an evil to be full of defects," Blaise Pascal said, "but it is a still greater evil to be full of them and be unwilling to acknowledge them, since this is adding to them the further evil of voluntary illusion. We are unwilling that others should deceive us; we do not regard it as just that they should wish to be esteemed by us more than they deserve; it is equally unjust then that we should deceive them, and that we should wish them to esteem us more than we deserve.

"Thus, when they refer us to the imperfections and vices that we have in fact, it is evident that they do us no wrong, since they are not the cause of them; and that they do us a good since the aid us in delivering ourselves from an evil, which is ignorance of these imperfections. We ought not to be displeased that we know them, and that they despise us, it being just that they should know us for what we are, and that they should despise us, if we are despicable.

"Such are the sentiments that would spring from a heart full of equity and justice. What ought we then to say of ours, seeing in it a wholly contrary disposition? For is it not true that we hate the truth and those who tell it to us, and that we love to have men deceive themselves in our favor, and that we wish to be esteemed by them other than we are in reality?"

No doubt Carnegie would agree if he knew the truth and were an honest man, even if he were an advocate of professional hypocrisy. We lie to each other, and we know why. People have delicate feelings, do they not? What liar would dare to call a liar a liar? or go about pointing out everyone's defects? A hypocrite of course, and who is not defective? Who is not a hypocrite? Who does not possess the underlying crisis between is and ought? Wherefore let us not step on people's toes too much or we will pay dearly for it. Criticism, therefore, should always be constructive, indirect, delivered after compliments, and so on.

"It is this wretched delicacy that obliges those who are under the necessity of reproving others," says Pascal, "to use so many circumlocutions and palliating expressions in order to avoid shocking them. It is necessary that they should diminish our defects, that they should seem to excuse them, that they should mix them with praises, and protestations of affection and esteem...."

And this is Pascal's judgment on the matter: "Man is therefore only dissimulation, only falsehood, and hypocrisy, both in himself and in regard to others. He does not wish that the truth be told to him, he avoid telling it to others; and all these dispositions, so far removed from justice and reason, have a natural root in his heart."

Of course the inventor of the modern theory of probability and the discoverer of the principle of the hydraulic press is talking about original sin; man is born defective, wherefore the Causeless Cause might even have occasion to kill innocent babies to prove a point; just what that point is a mystery. Pascal the Christian apologist wrote a famous defense of Jansenism against the Jesuits. The Jansenists were Catholics who were sick and tired of Scholastic rationalism and dogma, therefore relying on a one-sided interpretation of Paul and Augustine, they adopted certain irrational protestant ideas such as, Faith, not works, saves; and, in any event, only the gratuitously elected are saved - Pascal might calculate the probability therefor.

Nietzsche, who detested Platonic idealism as pre-Christian humbuggery, preferring Thucydides and the realistic Sophists thereto, protested against Christianity, which he called a slave religion of pity, complaining that it had made a devil out of the truly virtuous man, whose happiness is the feeling of power increasing, who recognizes only power as good and its lack as weakness. He held up Pascal as the worst example of Christian defect:

"Christianity has sided with everything weak, low, and botched; it has made an ideal out of antagonism towards all the self-preservation instincts of strong life: it has corrupted even the reason of the strongest intellects, by teaching that the highest values of intellectuals are sinful, misleading and full of temptations. The most lamentable example of this was the corruption of Pascal, who believed in the perversion of his reason through original sin, whereas it has only been perverted by his Christianity." (Twilight of the Idols)

At this point I am reminded of something Gustave Flaubert wrote to his beautiful muse, Louise Colet, on September 4, 1852:

"If the sense of man's imperfections, of the meaningless of life, were to perish... we would be more stupid than birds, who at least perch on trees."

That being said, I still love humankind and the world, don't you? And with the negative in mind, I feel positively optimistic about the new year.

Sources Quoted:

The Thoughts, Letters, and Opuscules of Blaise Pascal, transl. O.W. Wright, Boston: Houghton & Mifflin 1884

Slavery and Freedom by Nicolas Berdyaev, New York: Scribner's 1944
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The Meaning of Fatwa
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A rumor is going around to the effect that the best and brightest, most creative and talented people in America, many of whom live in Kansas City, are in fact being misled by their noses, beyond which they cannot see a thing. That is to imply that Kansas Citians, loosely speaking, are morons; to wit: fools.

In fact, Kansas Citians can see well beyond their parochial proboscises. A number of them were peering from pallid faces into the depths of The Wall Street Journal on Thursday, January 22, 2004, and were duly appalled to read Sheikh Qasem Hashemi's statement, as follows:

"Ayatollah Sistani has the last word. He is above any president, and his words are above the law."

As everyone in the Heart of America knows very well, the current government of the United States wants to make the world safe for its brand of democracy, wherefore it has resorted to undemocratic means to accomplish that end in some parts of the world, particularly in Iraq. The Shias and the Sunnis are not exactly kissing cousins; if a democratic election were held in Iraq, the Shia majority would rule, with devastating effect, some believe, on the Sunnis, who ruthlessly suppressed them for so many years. The American brand of democracy is supposed to protect all minorities, wherefore the U.S. administration does not believe Iraq is ready for popular elections. Furthermore, there are certain logistical difficulties standing in the way. Most importantly, a rule of law for all parties should be firmly established before popular elections are held. The best rule of law would provide for a clear separation of church and state; despite its spurious claim of being a "Christian nation", the United States would hate to see a theocracy established in Iraq by popular election.

Therefore Americans have called for election by caucuses of appointed community leaders. Ayatollah Sistani has due cause to believe a government elected in that manner would be an American-led puppet government. Of course Kansas Citians do not know precisely what he believes or what he is going to do about it since he has not invited them into his humble abode. They are very much worried, however, about Sheikh Qasem Hashemi's representation, that Ayatollah Sistani is above the law, for it reminds them of Ayatollah Khomeini's infamous fatwa in Iran several years past.

Ayatollah Khomeini initially said that the Shi'ite clergy should be kept out of politics in order to preserve traditional Shia independence from politics, but he wound up proclaiming himself de facto absolute authority in his fatwa, 'Absolute Authority of the Faqih', pursuant to his novel theory, valeyat-e faqih ("guardianship of the jurist"), that his authority was the same as the Prophet's! That is, he, Ayatollah Khomeini, answered only to Allah; therefore he was above the law and any interpretations of same. He had the power, for instance, to declare war and revoke contracts, even against the people's will and apparent best interest, because the Faqih (arbiter) knows best. He is above and beyond good and evil. He is the ultimate arbitrator or arbitrary judge.

Wherefore, Ayatollah Khomeini, contrary to his own Shia tradition, rose from being a legal consultant responsible for the appointment of top office holders, to being supreme leader with power to resolve all disputes. Again, according to his doctrine his judgments were legitimate even if they were against the will of the people and contrary to the sharia (law).

Power like money grows on a person when he gets a certain amount of it, perhaps until he is absolutely corrupted by it. Ayatollah Khomeini or the East did not invent "oriental" or despotic rule. According to the early "Western" theory of sovereignty, the monarch was the supreme, uncommanded commander above the law - he answered not to the people but to the one-god in whose awesome image he was made.

We like to say that "The People" of the United States are sovereign. Perhaps they are, ideally, but not really, not under "positive" law: the power elite rule, and, if ever The People tried to employ their ideal power, for instance, to establish a socialist government, revolution would probably result for the power elite would not stand for it. United States presidents still enjoy some arbitrary power, as if they were temporary monarchs: the presidential pardon is a vestige of royal power; the power to lead or mislead a nation into war - supposedly but not effectively limited by Congress since people generally love organized violence - is another, even more dangerous power. The sovereignty of the monarch eventually devolved onto the legislature: the U.S. Senate, when it sits as the High Court of Impeachment, answers to no higher power except the one-god mentioned in the oath it takes before sitting as a court - it used to be the King's Court.

Speaking of impeachment, the English monarchs could not be impeached. However, the king's officers could be impeached in order to blunt the royal power. Khomeini's appointees could not be impeached against his will. He enjoyed an absolute dictatorship over the revolution in Iran. And that is why the statement about another ayatollah, Ayatollah Sistani, that "He is above any president, and his words are above the law," caused many faces in the Heart of America to turn pale as thoughts turned to the sons and daughters who enlisted for the benefits and are now fighting to make the world free for American democracy.

Ayatollah Sistani has been a friend to the United States - sort of. He is intimate with Iranian clerics. Kansas Citians I know doubt whether he loves the American brand of democracy very much. No, ma'am, they are not morons, loosely speaking, or fools.
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The Star & Justice in Journalism
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A New Yorker asked why I bother criticizing The Kansas City Star, a paper whose prejudices are already very well known.

"Why bother with them? Nobody with half a brain trusts them, anyway, at least not since the Texas interests took over. Forget about them, it's a waste of your talent. Get out of Kansas City, come back to the Big Apple."

I bother because I am keenly interested in justice in journalism. The Star certainly has its merits, it does a great job in some areas, but it falls down in those areas where its prejudices and selfish institutional interests are concerned. The editors and reporters of the Star all too often forget the difference between news and advertising or propaganda.

Of course people do not have the right to know from the private press any more than what they are told, and an editor or the owners are the final arbiter of what gets printed in a particular paper. But people do have a duty to expect some semblance of the truth from the press and other media. Not only should the facts actually reported be accurate, but the facts on both sides of every controversial issue should be reported. Then all sorts of opinions and commentary on the facts can be formulated by everyone concerned. And those opinions should also be fairly aired so that the public may have the full benefit of the debate, in a mirror, as it were.

It is only just that all sides of an issue be brought forward; otherwise the cause necessary for liberty of the press will be subverted. When control of the media falls into a few hands and the very reason for liberty of press, namely justice, is ignored, revolution might become necessary to restore the balanced reporting that could have saved the peace in the first place.

Witness for instance how the media let the American people down in its disgraceful turn towards right-wing authoritarian politics and the hysterical rush to war. The manipulation of opinion was almost as disgraceful as the credulity of people who responded to the pandering to their brute instincts. I was called a traitor for denouncing the pretexts, the lies, and the bigotry of the thuggee organization; yet I was not ashamed of anything but the media and my fellow countrymen who panicked and stampeded, in a direction contrary to enlightened principles, while the prevaricators and hypocrites gave lip-service to those principles, referring them to the founding fathers as if all those fathers were of one mind.

It is reasonable to expect just reporting from the press and other media. Without justice the state will perish. Justice is the virtue that civilization cannot do without; therefore everyone has a duty to not only to express his or her opinion on important subjects but to give some quiet audience to the opinions of those who disagree. I say nothing new here - I embellish ancient platitudes and hackneyed maxims. Plato's Protagoras broached the subject in mythical form, referring to the myth of Prometheus and Epimetheus, or forethought and afterthought.

The gods fashioned mortal creatures out of the elements and commanded Prometheus and Epimetheus to provide qualities to them. Prometheus agreed to allow Epimetheus to distribute the qualities. Prometheus, in turn, would inspect the creatures when his brother finished. Thus did the animals get their respective attributes. When Prometheus inspected them, he found them suitably furnished except for the humans, who were naked and had no means of survival. Alas, Epimetheus had no more qualities to distribute to humans - the other animals got the lion's share. Wherefore Prometheus stole the wisdom of Hephaestus and Athena, so that man could invent his own means of survival and defend himself. Now I presume that the famous divine "fire" Prometheus stole from the gods is wisdom, for none of the arts may be practiced without it.

Plato's Protagoras narrates the progress of human beings through the invention of language, clothing, shelter, agriculture and the like. At first they did not live in cities; they were weak and were the prey of stronger animals, but they applied Prometheus's gift and by means of arts and crafts learned to make war on the brutes. But they did not fully develop the art of government, which includes the art of war, until they gathered together in cities.

'When they gathered together, having no art of government, they dealt unjustly with one another, and were again in process of dispersion and destruction. Zeus feared that our entire race would be exterminated, and so he sent Hermes to mankind, bearing reverence and justice among men: 

"Shall I distribute them as the arts are distributed: that is to say, to a few only, one specialist in the art of medicine or in any other art being sufficient for a large number of laymen? Shall this be the manner in which I am to distribute justice and reverence among men, or shall I give them to all?"

"To all," said Zeus, "I should like them all to have a share; for cities cannot exist if a few only share in justice and reverence, as in the arts. And further, make a law by my order that he who has no part in reverence and justice shall be put to death, for he is a plague of the state."
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The Nature of The Absurd
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Before boarding the bus to Country Club Plaza, it struck me that life in Kansas City as reported is Absurd! For instance, our civic leaders go around chanting, "What we are doing is the right thing to do because it is right and it fits and it works." That reminds me of the game we played as children: "Why? Because! Why? Because! Why? Because! Why? Because!" 

In any case, how can something not done work? And what is deemed right simply because someone wants it done never perfectly fits or works in fact.

Life is incongruous, or so I thought, then I laughed out loud from my bouncing seat in the back of the bus. In life's incongruity we can find a great deal of amusement; of course it is up to the individual to weep over the tragedy or laugh at the comedy of it all. Hence my latest twist on life, which will no doubt lead to Absurdism if I can figure it out.

Of course I did not invent the Absurd. First of all, everyone knows that one Albert Camus deliberately used the Absurd as a point of departure for all sorts of observations into the apparent meaninglessness of life. God is dead. Nature could care less about human beings. The Descartes "I" does not really exist, hence I am nothing at all, for how can there be any existent without being?

That is, God is dead, Nature is dead, Nothing exists. How absurd!

Whatever we presume exists is tainted by our subjectivism, is an illusion, is merely relative. For every truth there is an equal and opposite truth. Of course anything goes. In the final analysis, might makes right. Absolute power is everything if not the worshiped one-god or the world-power-state. Everything and anything is permitted. Take a hammer to everything; anything left is good because it remains to be destroyed. Hitler almost proved that Nihilism really works.

But Camus personally loved the particular beauty of a hot, humid, sunny day, even if the impersonal day cared not for him. Furthermore, he found his meaning of life in morality. Abstractions kill, so Camus would be physical: he would dance, play soccer, enjoy the day. Most importantly, he would find solidarity with others in rebelling against human injustice: "I rebel against injustice, therefore we exist in justice."

Plato's Protagoras spoke of justice as the fundamental social virtue universally practiced in contrast to flute-playing. Injustice wins the traditional death penalty. Resist injustice. Camus was a member of the Resistance. Totalitarian schemes must be resisted even though a small mistake or chance event could result in torture, imprisonment, death. Rebels feel their solidarity in taking their chances with justice in mind. Limited violence is all right when directed against totalitarian violence, providing that the reason for rebellion, the totalitarian injustice, is kept in mind. A rebel must remember why he rebels. Memory is the most important weapon against the rise of brain-washing totalitarianism, for both the "I" and its societies are memories. We certainly do not want to lose our I's again in the brutal herd and be subjected to ethnic cleansing. It is all right then to kill unjust enemies like Hitler. Camus, I remembered, rejected abstract, utopian justice, which has no limits and leads to murder: his justice was rooted in concrete actions that make people happy.

Camus noticed that bourgeois society is plagued by selfishness, carelessness, moral indifference, demoralizing love of money, inordinate fear of poverty. We notice that "better" people often secretly hate poor, weak, homeless, and old people because they fear poverty, homelessness, death. They have forgotten, wherefore the plague has infected them again. They did not notice the dead pigeons in the streets of downtown Kansas City last winter, I observed. They do not know what they are in for, for their town is not as sterile as it seems. Few people appreciate nature's beauty any more. They want to kill the natural world.

The bourgeoisie prefer the artificial world, the machined world; they have manufactured society itself into an autonomous machine. Individuals have turned inward, society has dissolved into monadic automatons rules by the social machine which cares not for its disposable cogs. The social world is ab-Surd, deaf to its social animals. Nature is ab-surd. But we want to live anyway. And our life is not necessarily meaningless simply because the gods, the world, nature does not care for us. We can turn off the absurd noise and abstractions we use to distract us from the horror of the meaninglessness world and the inanity of our selves, then communicate with each other in more concrete, physical terms. In caring for each other, we can find our meaning as individuals and social beings - as persons. At least Camus thought so, if my memory serves me correctly.

As for the individual standing alone, he has a terrible problem with the Absurd. We recall that Camus chose a condemned criminal, Sisyphus, to illustrate the point that leading an apparently futile and absurd life can be moral and meaningful. Sisyphus was the wisest sophist who ever lived. He appears in many forms, but I thought only of Camus' Sisyphus when I took the bus to Country Club Plaza today. Sisyphus wanted to find some absolute, ultimate value for living, I recalled, but he found none. He rolls the Stone up the hill, but it rolls right back down again, I recounted to myself, whomever that may be. What a futile task. How depressing. How absurd the vicious cycle is: man is born to die, the sun rises to fall, there is no end to the contradictions, the ambiguity of it all.

Sisyphus had a choice. Suicide, or he could accept the Absurd and live on unto death doth part him from his Stone. The Stone is not absurd in itself, nor is Sisyphus; but the relation of the two, of Nature and Man, is absurd. Physical suicide might be avoided by means of metaphysical or mental suicide: an abandonment of the rational or logical search for truth, a leap to blind faith in something transcendental, something beyond, say God, or the indefinite All, or, if one prefers, the void, or Nothing. Whatever - man certainly has an almost overpowering will to live, hence any straw might do.

But no, Sisyphus will not take the suicidal leap, for there is no escape in either physical or mental suicide. Suicide destroys only one of two terms, leaving the other term behind. A woman kills herself because she cannot bear the world, yet the world persists after her death. The sage cries, "Vanity of vanity, everything perishes," commits metaphysical suicide and confines himself to a monastery cell or ivory tower, where he may or may not live the "good death", the living death. Yet the world persists without him, in spite of him, and the world will outlast even humankind by untold eons. Again, no, suicide in the form of leaps off clips and leaps to faith is itself is absurd!

Sisyphus accepted the Absurd, I reflected as the bus passed by Union Station and the huge phallic war memorial. He accepts the fact that the conditions of life will always be contradictory and ambiguous. In fact as long as humankind persists the human being will be subject to an underlying crisis, a hypo-krisis, for man is a natural born hypocrite. Man dies, but outside of that simple fatality of death, happiness and joy remains, for man is the sole master of the world. His happiness is in that mastery providing that he knows his limits. Sisyphus has some latitude in his fate, he has a say in his destiny. He heaves the Stone up the hill, and when it rolls back down again, he runs joyfully after it, sets his hands and shoulder to the Stone again, and laughs - he laughs at the gods, by the way, who have sentenced him to his seemingly futile task.

Gods? Sisyphus is not alone! Of course not. Sisyphus was the wisest sophist of all. Maybe the gods in Hades are coconuts that he painted faces on in order to have a little company, I thought. Maybe Sisyphus created the gods so he would have something to do. Man as such is never alone. He always has company. One man alone cannot be the all-one. That would be absurd. I might ponder on this further.
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The Angry Janitor
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I went downstairs to the resident library of my apartment building Sunday afternoon to write a short story. The library used to be filled with seniors and students until late at night in the old days. Nowadays there is seldom anyone there to chat with, so I get quite a bit done. The janitor came along at five o'clock and turned off the lights on me.

"Hello! I am in here!" I yelled.

He very well knew I was there, but he was locking me in anyway as an expression of his hostility. I went to the door and pounded on the glass, so he opened it. He did not apologize like any gentleman would do.

"I'm locking up the library because someone will steal the clock," he said with a malicious grin. "Since you're here to watch it, I suppose you can stay awhile, until I get off at seven."

I went back to the table and sat down to finish my work. He strode over, started talking, bringing up the race card in the second sentence out of his mouth.

"White people are keeping me down, you know, because of my color. The racism in Kansas City is really terrible."

"For example?"

"A security guard followed me around in a store, suspecting me of being a thief just because of my color and dreads or whatever."

"That may be, but maybe you are projecting."

"What?"

"Maybe you're laying your own prejudice on him. Look at it this way...."

He interrupted me and started going on and on about the racism back east, in New Jersey, how a relative was killed by whites in Georgia and he had considered going back and killing them.

"Do you think I am stupid? Do you think I am dangerous? Are you afraid of me?" he asked, as an afterthought, and glowered at me.

I gave a "no" to all three questions. I felt his hate and believed he would do me violence just because I am white and he is a racist. I excused myself, gathered my things, and left in a hurry.
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The Bull Dike
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As I sipped my coffee in a Kansas City coffee house and bar, a tough looking woman, dressed shabbily in male attire and sporting a crew cut, entered the premises, sat down next to me, and asked the waitress for a glass of water, with which she was courteously served.

"The root of all evil is here in the Heart of America," she proclaimed for the benefit of everyone in the room, glaring fiercely at me, the only man in the room. The poor woman was obviously disturbed, depressed and angry, probably homeless. I got the impression from her demeanor that she was trying to be what she hated the most - a man.

"Oh, no," I said, "I don’t want to pull up that awful evil root."

"Prostitutes are being murdered by a policeman," she claimed, "and I know who he is. I had to swim the Missouri River to get away from him." She proceeded with an activist monologue on prostitution as she stared at me with murderous countenance.

"Hey, I don't want to hurt prostitutes," I said. "My first love was a prostitute, a stripper who worked for the mob in Cal City. I loved that girl and wanted to marry her, but she refused because she had a girlfriend."

That was a big mistake. I spoke the truth but she thought I was making light of her plea, especially when others, who had entered the coffee house, started laughing. Her feelings were hurt; she got up and sat down across the room for a while. She returned and sat down next to me again when she overheard me tell the waitress that I had attended military school as a boy.

"Rumsfeld has intercourse with his men at night and takes it up the - - -," she loudly declared.

"How do you know about that?"

"I read the papers. Sociologists know all about it, about the homosexuals in the military."

"Are you aware of the fifty-five gallon drums of petroleum jelly?" I asked.

At that she spewed a series of personal insults and threatened to beat me up. I told her that I knew what I would do if she were really a man. She shouted that that was a threat, and threatened to call the police. In turn, figuring there was probably a warrant out on her, I told her to go ahead and call the cops.

Jill, the owner of the coffee shop, appeared and accused me of provoking the poor woman, with whom she exchanged sweet words, then took her away to the bar next door and bought her a drink.

Boy, was that coffee ever strong! By the way, The River Killer was eventually apprehended, and he was not a policeman.
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A Jayhawk is Hatched
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I feel like philosophizing this holiday morning because I am definitely lacking something important although I don't know quite what it is. If only I knew what the good life is, I would get up and go after it. Of course I could find something to do, something to divert my attention from my lack, but this morning I remain behind on my behind to wonder what a full life is and why I have missed out on it. I would reflect on what has been rather than on the present that cannot be known until it is gone, or on some unforeseen future which is nothing. I seek some clue I must have overlooked, some vital prey that slipped out of my clutches, or perchance one I did not even espy as it scrambled across the experiential field; something I should have swooped down upon. Maybe from my former blue jay perspective I did not espy my natural enemy who outflies me, the wise old owl perched sedately below: he might have fed me with the right stuff. I really don't know what is eating me but I must look into it before it is too late, lest I become another casualty of the platitude that it is too late for a man to do anything with wisdom by the time he becomes wise. And the same can be said of civilizations, hence philosophy has been and shall always be a colossal failure spanning infinity as the prehistoric torch is handed from generation to generation and cave to cave. Civilization has the apparent advantage of the relay until it too crosses the finish line. A more immediate heavenly Nothing is this flyer's fate. Once there, there is no looking back, not for those of us who are truly freed.

Wherefore I would fly backwards this morning, ignoring Nothing while the opportunities dwindle. After all, or rather, before all, I am bound by the necessity of existence to never stop moving to my end. And will my end justify the means? Will it be a happy ending, the end of my little history variously interpreted during my flight? Is not happiness the summum bonum, is it not Good? Will I die an agonizing death with insufficient Social Security to cover the purchase of sympathetic caretakers and potent pain-relieving drugs? Will some orderly beat me for spitting out my oatmeal because I am too feeble to otherwise oppose his malice? Even so, I suppose I may not know if my life has been worth the effort until the final instant of my last day; in the interim I have comfort knowing there is some comfort for everybody in heavenly eternity.

Surely the right and inevitable end of all means is good, thus Nothing is good. The last interpretation of history: death is good; there is no good life without it, just as there would be no god without death. But for the moment allow me to turn my back on all that and keep searching for goods as if I did not see the Good of goods coming of its own accord. Where, then, should I look?

Like the curious Jayhawk, I fly backwards because everything I know is past. Since I do not know where I shall finally land after my feral foraging, this flight is a continuous trial. Well, is that not the very meaning of the word, essai? Therefore I attend to the past and I don't give a damn where I am going!

Thus does the past grow on me, and I shall soon see whether this adventuresome essay succeeds or will be just another failed effort to be wadded up and tossed out; just as society tossed me out because it would not afford my literary peregrinations; just as my body might be tossed out into a potter's grave or be conveniently cremated to save good society the trouble and expense. So be it, for if the essay fails, there is still the compensation of the void: Nothing is good.

Besides, someday even my trash might be someone's cash, so my discarded essay might retrieved from the rubbish heap and sold; hope for personal immortality is immortal if not downright immoral: rest assured, I am thinking altruistically, for I will need no cash in heavenly Nothing. Alter Ego, thank you for flying so far backwards with Jayhawk Air. I have no flight plan or known destination. Heaven is above and before me, call it Utopia if you will, with the double-meaning of Good Place and No Place.

Yes, there is no place like a good place, for sweet Nothing is Good. And what stands out behind and below me, in the beloved past where even bad times seem like good times when Nothing looms ahead? Yes, indeed, the World stands out. How remarkable! The World is most prominent, no matter how nebulous it was at first, or how distinctive its features became as I gradually distinguished myself from it by the various definitions I learned to apply to it, none of which were that mysterious "I".

Perchance in the final analysis I shall discover that "I" am the Nothing of nothingness; just as the novice, after the umpteenth course of wisdom from the calabash bowl on the table of life, discovers his individuation in utter socialization, eats his master for supper, then sits nearly paralyzed on his master's mat meditating on Nothing until he literally drops dead into the utopian State of Absolute Rest.

Oh, yes, I remember, the World! It is the vessel upon which I, a hurtling, have been hurtling, the very basis of my philosophizing this morning. When I speak of the World, I mean the human world, for what other world can we really know? I realize there exists a world without me, but it is not mine or ours to which I give priority for our sake.

Of course I speak figuratively from time to time; this world I know is not a jay's world or a sparrow hawk’s or prairie falcon's world. This world of which I speak is not a dog's or an atom's or a quark's world; it is my weird world, and I am a human, albeit my raiding clan is akin to its totemic Jayhawk. My world is my world, and, if you understand me, it is our world, or our mutual flight - do you have reservations?

Shall I rephrase that? What? Never mind. All I know for a fact is past, and what has transpired, no matter how insignificant, including the grandeur of my own insignificance, cannot be erased but shall forever endure. Yet there is an infinity prior to my unalterable record in time. My history then is an infinite class within infinity, as there are an infinite number of even numbers within the infinite series of even and odd.

I beg your pardon for the flawed analogy. I leave it for the logicians, one of whom said reason must have an end, and that that end is belief; thus when the answer is believed, only immature thinkers continue to entertain the question. Is that is a fact? Then I'll be glad to know it as I proceed. Perhaps if my life's essay is successful, the world will turn on my axis, and time, divided by Me, shall be universally known as Before Me and After Me.

So here I am at the helm grasping this little wheel, with my back toward the headwind, peering into the past: no matter what I do I shall go forward looking backwards. Shall I preach platitudes from the flight manual someone else left on the deck? and call the gross plagiary mine? Even the lowest bookworm in the archives might personally profit from a rephrase. So let the captain of the enterprise speak on his own capitalized authority without references or quotations, as follows:

Ladies and Gentleman, our world is ours because it is for us. It awaits our action including that symbolic action called thinking. Our world is translated by mysterious means from an unconscious language. Whatever the world is, whatever the major thing-in-itself might be or whether we know it a priori or not, it is transformed by us; it is an interpreted and reinterpreted world, a mental or moral world. The world may be indifferent or deaf to us, but even crudely informed perceptions are at the same time moral judgments and will be recognized as such when the professed indifference and apathy is cleared away to lay bare the moral presuppositions at the core of human existence.

But I have already elaborated these crucial issues in my forthcoming book - and may Fortuna Puta smile on me and my publisher, Nothing, Ltd. dba The Nothing Company. Right now, this Monday Morning - Moon Day - something is nagging me, like some wooden sabot cast tossed into the psychological works - wooden shoes are on sale at City Market by the way. Or is it a bug? Deanna Jones' infernal Evil Virus? - but now she thinks evil is an enzyme, so what am I to believe do? What does the flight manual say? Ah, here it is, in a word:
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