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Battle Hymn of the Defeated

 

Deceived with Ornament

 

It was not that long ago that I began writing Pythagoras’ Prison. It was the first essay in this series, at once an introduction and a spinoff, and with it, I hoped to address what I perceived has been the unspoken maxim of the time, which, in the nature of unspoken maxims, makes up the contemporary fallacy – not by itself, but first as a symptom, and, in the vicious cycle of deception, as a major contributor: the worship of numbers. Indeed, numbers have come to dominate science, politics, and the things we value: not only are the humanities disregarded because they have little concern for numbers, but they have tried to cope with this by forcing quantitative studies at the expense of their theoretical wealth; in business, statistics are the be-all and the end-all of decisions, humanity be damned; in regards to human values, it is the measurable dimension, i.e. measurable on a scalar system, that takes precedence over anything else: success is the money a man makes, beauty is the size of a woman’s bust, right and wrong are mob-inheritance. If space is the final frontier, then numbers are the final authority: mysterious and imposing and at the same time malleable to the whims of whoever gets to count, they are the ideal god of our godless world – impersonal, amoral, yet infinite: infinitely plentiful, infinitely impressive, and infinitely vague. If you have read Pythagoras’ Prison, you already understand the unflattering nature of the problem.  

It is in consistency with this that I now concede what a failure it must have been, my essay. Its poor sales never a concern, for numbers mean little to me in regards to success, I had to accept that my message must not have inspired the kind of thought it ought to have, as I saw, just before beginning this chapter, a woman, a young and prosperous gorgeous woman with tastefully applied makeup and meticulously styled hair, talking, in an attractive a manner as the subject warrants, about the oppression of womankind in patriarchal modernity, bring up the argument that research has proven, time and again, that women are more competent statesmen than men. She followed this up with a tangent, claiming that it is pointless for men to argue that, though some men may be chauvinists or rapists or racists, most of us are none of those things, for we do nothing to alter the fact that, regardless of the civilized majority,1

 members of the feminine gender are nonetheless treated as second-class citizens. The statistics on the matter, she said, were irrefutable. This was a conversation broadcast (on television) across the nation. I take it that what she had to say must have been a subject deemed worthy of the ears of this same unfortunate nation. I think the reader can now see why, at the moment of writing this, I consider Pythagoras’ Prison to have been unsuccessful in its purpose – no minds have been changed, at least to no level worthy of public consideration. Not only did our nascent intellectual mount a chiefly numeric assault, but, to make things worse, it was somewhat of a middle finger to my central essay, thus turning two out of two published essays into flops, seeing as her subject of choice was as intellectually cheap as it has been conversationally exhausted. Long past sincere interest, the gender-wars rage without a sign of stopping, and it is statistics that are to determine the victor – consenting or otherwise.  

Now, I write this with the self-consciousness of a melodramatic wannabe: I understand that there is no reason for me to expect anybody, let alone a public intellectual such as herself, to have read my books or to have agreed with their message or to ever know that there exists such a thing as a Youngman (or his books). Being the second-class citizen that she obviously is, our modern prodigy has more important things on her mind, like her makeup and her appearance on television, not to mention she has her hands full with her NGO. But I also say these things with the conviction that there is nothing immorally melodramatic in arguing that such a state of affairs is a problem. It is a double standard that, though I should feel ashamed for expecting anybody to entertain my thoughts, given the multitudes of people in the world and the multitudes of problems they face (none of them related to what I have to say), I should also feel ashamed for not entertaining the thoughts of people like her – of attractive, successful second-class citizens with rather sonorous last names, that tell me things quite unrelated to the problems that I face. It goes for anybody and everybody: it is considered normal that we remain ignored; we are even encouraged to ignore one another – however, we must not dare be ignorant of specific people, whose interests, though uninteresting, have been proclaimed as superior to our own.

Men are being marginalized. Society is fine with that. Individual women are also being marginalized. Society is generally fine with that as well. There are too many of us for everybody to care about anybody. Did I not write that “It is extinction most mandatory / that one means but one in seven billion” (Chapbooks 105)? Just a bit earlier, I had written that, unable to become the 1%, we try to imitate the 1% – that our aspirations have to do with  

 

being a smaller percentage within the multitude, and thus achieving a uniqueness by proxy – a degradation of the 99% such that they became but a set of unrelated digits, singular ones scattered across ninety-nine places, united in misery and kept separate by ambition (Playwright 16).  

 

Nobody matters to anybody; each man an atom upon himself, floating around in the cluster of methane we collectively make up, never noticing the dung to which our essence restrains us. And yet, despite this mutual indifference, assumed as another unspoken social contract, there are successful and attractive men and successful and attractive second-class citizens every day on the news, there being behind every one of them another successful and attractive man or successful and attractive second-class citizen, speaking boldly and assuredly and (do not be mistaken) correctly and justly and without any possibility to err, regarding whom ignorance is a sin, and regarding whom criticism is in all cases projection, a side effect of frustration (no doubt at one’s underachievement – no doubt deserved). Criticism of people not quite as prevalent in the media, by contrast, is a mere matter-of-fact, being unwashed as they fancy we must be, and as unpopular as we are destined to remain. We have been denied historical recognition as individual persons with individual personalities by the men and the second-class citizens that govern us, culminating, as far as I can see, in a retroactive oblivion: to live as if we never were. This, we are told, we must accept; the opposite is an ego-problem.

Joke aside, this ought to be discouraging: one cannot be heard unless one’s voice has been approved by an authority, be it an authority with wealth or an authority rich in decibels, of which the former have tastes of peculiar character, and the latter have no taste at all; the privilege of being heard is reserved but for the spineless and the incult. And yet, I interpret this as a fundamentally good sign: to encounter opposition of this scope, opposition that, to one’s advances responds with the harshest of intellectual penalties – isolation – cannot be but proof of fighting the right battle: the battle for the most heavily fortified stronghold, and so of a disproportionally powerful enemy; one willing to govern who gets to be heard and what gets to be uttered and at last agreed upon. To add to my conviction, there is the fact that what I speak of is a battle waged, in all likelihood, since history has been there to record it. 

In Bassanio’s speech in Act III by which he wins Portia’s hand in marriage, a speech that, if you are interested in autobiographical trivia, earned me that same nickname in my freshman year, Shakespeare’s side-character begins his iconic lines like so: “So may the outward shows be least themselves / The world is still deceived with ornament” (3.2 75-76). The ornament in question is anything that holds no truth in itself but fancy makes appear important – wealth, rhetoric (77-82), status, tradition (85-90), beauty (90-98), you name it. “There is no vice so simple but assumes / Some mark of virtue on his outward parts” (83-84). Written over four hundred years before the present day, this speech records deception by ornament as an ongoing affair – something out of which, according to its sixteenth-century narrator, the world should have long since grown out. It is a historically correct use of the adverb, in as far as it is a problem of which Socrates and his peers were also well-aware. Diogenes Laertius mentions, on the subject of physical beauty, that “Aristotle… defined good looks as the gift of god, Socrates as a short-lived reign, Plato as natural superiority, Theophrastus as a mute deception, Theocritus as an evil in an ivory setting, Carneades as a monarchy that needs no bodyguard.” Moreover, you do not need me to tell you that elitism was common when nepotism was a virtue. Evidently, the deception Shakespeare poeticized can be traced all the way back to antiquity. It can also be traced to modernity. The key word remains still.  

All this leads me to conclude that I am fighting a fight that, as boring as it is on the surface, is really epic in both its scope and its agelessness. If it was a problem for Shakespeare and if it was a problem for Socrates, then there is something over which both myself and my indifferent critic (not even bothering to address me directly) should feel ashamed to some degree: myself, that I ever hoped to circumvent a problem that proved an obstacle to people much wiser than myself, and my critic, that he should ever call my displeasure at this state of affairs reactionary rage or a coping mechanism or an egoic delusion or any other pseudointellectual slur, when it has been a perfectly real conflict between the privileged and the marginalized long before either myself or my disinterested critic came into existence – whatever my reaction, it is neither contrived nor fallacious; the world remains deceived by ornament. To think this a minor affair is to live in ignorance not just of an angry individual in the present day, but to be ignorant of a continuous struggle in history.

I am not sure exactly what the critic should do to address this – except change his attitude entirely, which I doubt he will. Myself, however, I know exactly what it means for me: as I write, and as you read (Dear Reader, this applies to you no less than it applies to me), I must allow that, though my initial motive has been the satisfaction of an urge to intellectualize, whatever frustration I have set out to vent, arguably selfishly at first, has led us to the field of an ageless struggle. It is only moral, now that we’re here, to join the ranks of the good side – the one that does not believe in such a thing as a my place or your place that is any different from the place of any other honest citizen.  

Lacking any guarantee of success, my decision is at once reckless and bold, but not exactly self-flattering, as the labor needed to write non-fiction is not at all welcoming to a self-serving character. Nor am I deterred by labor without guaranteed payment. Payment is also a bad ornament if we confuse it for the ultimate goal of our legacy. I persist in what I do, sharing a conviction with those minds whose opinions I respect. It is the only nourishment my cause requires, and a kind of reward not at all appealing to the careless or the spineless or their enablers. I would rather partake in the aspirations of the men I value than chase after the ornaments of men with no concern for value. 

 

G.K. Chesterton – a Daymare

 

One of my Bill and Ted fantasies revolves around a man large enough, in metaphor and in girth, to have his own gravitational pull, and so have many things revolve around him. The irony being that there are very few things that do revolve around that uncheated prophet of modernity; most people, even most well-read people, have never heard of him or his works, though they know many other writers of significantly lesser talent. This is a consequence of the circularity that plagues formal literary schooling, but that is a subject for another chapter. 

Chesterton was an English writer, known for his controversial views regarding common sense, namely the extreme position that it is an important thing on which to rely. Throughout his opus, like an outspoken conservative mind, he emphasizes his theistic worldview, and, like a revolutionary liberal mind, he expresses his disgust with capitalism. This has disqualified him from both camps. One might be tempted to call him a rebel as a result, however, I would warn against it, for he appears to have disliked that designation.2

 Now that I have established a basic identity for our protagonist, I will conclude the paragraph with a reminder to the reader that part of the fun of a Bill and Ted fantasy is the fish-out-of-water effect concerning the historical figure of choice, and it is precisely for this reason that I hold Chesterton an ideal candidate for an evocation in modernity: a man from the past must experience the future with a degree of disagreement, else it is no fun.  

Regarding Chesterton, I used to wonder if he would be so happy at seeing the future, that he would pay little mind to the crises that have emerged in the meantime. I know I would in his place. There would be too much culture to ponder on its downfall. Then again, in order to understand much of it, he would need to know the history of everything that has happened between his time and the present, and, with that, acute outrage sounds like the likelier reaction. This is especially true if one considers how much of Chesterton’s work contains criticism of western economy and eugenics, which seem to have developed exactly as he predicted. This raises yet another possibility, and that is the reaction of prophetic pride: he called it as he saw it, and he saw it as it was bound to happen; it is a flattering thought, to have the privilege of a century-enduring I-told-you-so in an intellectual matter.  

But I suspect I have been overthinking things again. I have been looking at it from the wrong perspective. Remember, it is important that the character should approach the future with a fish-out-of-water mentality. Perhaps Mr. Chesterton would not be quite as interested in the socio-political climate of the present day, nor in the history that followed his time on Earth, but rather, his immediate inquiry would be of something regarding his immediate surroundings. In this sense, it is perhaps best to assume that his first opinion on modernity would be an opinion on the visible differences between then and now. To the modern mind, this is no doubt technology.

If it were up to me, I would first show him the good side of our gizmos and gadgets. I would not like him to get the impression that it is all bad, only to see that I own all of it – this thing that is all bad. It is with this intention that I would first let him know about the dictionary application on my phone, the reading app, with which I am allowed a library of classics at my fingertips, all the beautiful music on the device, the contacts I have been able to keep, and the camera with which I have captured many memorable moments – made all the livelier with the quality of the pictures, not least their sharing and the compliments they have received online. That the dictionary has made me less interested in learning new words as I can easily look them up now, that I seldom use the device to read, that all that beautiful music is of the past, that most of my contacts I do not contact, and that most of those shared pictures are not of especially sincere moments, are things of which I would inform him only after he has become acquainted with the benefits of technology. 

My interest in his opinion on this matter in particular, I should note, is because I am almost positive it would not be what most of us tend to comment on the subject. We all peddle the same genre of wisdom: technology is neither good nor bad, but a neutral (or amoral) collection of inventions that can be either directed to one end or twisted to another, and it is up to us as individuals to decide whether a smartphone is a learning device or an ego-machine. But not Chesterton. Our hero’s reply would be a unique contribution, that is at once a common-sense truism and a truth hidden from the true commoner, senseless as he is. 

It is according to my most reliable imagination that this prophet of an Englishman would consider the device, pretend to be taken aback by how much things have changed, and at last conclude that it is proof that nothing has changed at all. People now carry the world in their pockets, he might say, and yet they are as simple as ever. Why wouldn’t they be? To fit the world in your trousers is not a triumph of invention, but a triumph of ignorance – you have made the big small, and so, you have made all there is to learn into so little that needs learning. I back this up with what he has said earlier regarding the shrinkage of the world.3

 The lines he utters next would be no less intelligent, and just as subversive for the normative thinker. But how is this technology proof of change when the only thing it has proven is that nothing that actually matters is at all susceptible to change? You say that, on your mobile device, you can learn and read and photograph your happy moments, listen to good music and interact with your friends, which is good, and yet, it has made people lazy and vain and fake, which is bad. Is this supposed to be a novel development? For all it serves, it is to confirm that learning and camaraderie and good music are good things, and that laziness and fakery and ignorance are not. Show me something that has successfully argued to the contrary, and I will call your future a future marking a significant deviation from the past. Until then, we remain in antiquity, and it seems that it is where mankind is destined to remain: good is good, evil is evil, and it will always be so. He would conclude this with an argument that attests for the reason he is disliked by self-proclaimed liberals and western conservatives alike. Evil will always be evil, he would repeat, and as such, there is no such thing as a lesser evil, though you have convinced yourselves that some evil is necessary for goodness. There is no such thing as an evil committed in the name of the good. Do not misinterpret medicine to prove me wrong. It is in bad taste. Painful medical procedures are not an evil endured for the sake of the good – they are rather good for the sake of the good, with pain being but an unpleasant side-effect, itself in no way evil, let alone a necessary evil. The only creatures I know to consider evil a necessity are subjects of demonology. To drop bombs on people in the name of securing peace is a wicked contradiction, not a tough decision – as if there is any toughness in having somebody else die in your stead. To the people you have killed, you will have inflicted the opposite of peace, and you will have become no less of a monster for whatever story you tell yourself to justify it. Evil, meaning corruption – meaning decay, has it in its nature to spread until it rots away with the foundation it infects; an evil allowed to take place will grow, by many factors (such as normalization and legislation and social inertia) and, even if it seems lesser in scope at the moment, it will become, uncontested as it is, the ultimate rot. Chesterton has become somewhat acquainted with modern history as he rounds off his argument. I admit, his lexicon contains words he may not have normally used, though, keep in mind, he might have picked them up looking at my phone. 

 

*

 

I like to believe that we are not quite so far gone as to continue sinking, along with our costly fallacy. I write these books with the intention of putting my labor where my mouth is, seeing as I do not have the funds to do it without the written pages. Good, Dear Reader, however you choose to define it, will remain good. Evil will remain evil as long as it is allowed to exist. Please do not dismiss my essay (the tolerance of which is, I believe, a litmus test for the receptivity of the reader’s mind) on account that I have begun (and will probably proceed) with ideas you may find disagreeable. There is a line between misunderstanding and hostility, and, as leniently as I like to reinterpret the latter, an iron curtain against a civil thought is an unmistakable sign of enmity. 

Is it not a perverse tragedy that there is enmity between men on account of ideas? That brother turns against brother in the name of an exclusively speculative dimension? What idea could possibly be important enough to shut off one man from another, as if whatever its cause, no doubt, according to them, of noble conviction, is not cancelled out by the dismissal of one’s own kin, reimagining oneself an alienating brute, regardless of the fantasy supporting the decision? Yet is it not borderline comedic, that if you are the kind to think in terms of left and right, you have no idea which side I am describing? To align to any idea so passionately as to place it above honest human interaction is not only a fallacy, but lunacy. We are meant to learn – not to convince ourselves that we have already learned all there is, that our opposition is evil, that our opponents are deceived, or that there is any enemy to reason other than the enemy to sincerity – which is true of any ideology by the way, when one mistakes it for the truth. 

These are essays on human misunderstanding. That entails such a thing as the possibility to understand. Indeed, the positive has gone awry, but that is no excuse to let it remain that way. There is yet a chance to make things right. Never give in to an imposed narrative of fate. We have an obligation to oppose determinism. It is a moral duty for which discovery we are indebted to literary critics, for they have pointed to tragic predetermination as an essential motif in tragedy, which, not an external imposition upon the protagonists, stems from their tragic flaws. It is among the major characteristics by which the genre differs from both its highbrow opposite in comedy and its lowbrow complement in melodrama. Therefore, if we are to avoid either apocalyptic culpability or tastelessness, I stress, no matter the tyranny of fate, it is up to us to ensure we are not the characters that enable it. To let things unwind according to our imperfections is only to comply with the unhappy end of the world – the same that we all oppose with each breath, whether we know it or not. 

It helps the indifferent reader little to say that he does not care about the world. To address him directly: the very fact that you live enrolls you in the project of existence – and you are in it for life. Your only choice right now is to either be good at it or prove useless in it. If that is a prospect that does not stir you to fight, I would not call you evil or stupid or anything quite as rude. I would only make note of you as a very determined liar – though a rather poor one, now that I think about it, being in your own deception the first to fall for it.

 

To the defeatists, if you have retained your interest in autobiographical tidbits, let me quickly quote from my sophomore nickname, and ask you whether, even if we allowed that “Let Hercules himself do what he may, / The cat will mew, and the dog will have his day” (5.1. 315), there is anybody among us who would rather be a canine or a feline instead of that mythic hero, futile though his feats may seem in retrospect? I would not be surprised if there are people who would. But let us not forget, there were at least two cats that did not mew after Hercules himself had done “what he may.” One was at Cathaeron. The other was the Nemean lion. Therefore, the feats of Hercules, that mightiest of heroes, at once a vicious imbecile and a hero to boys worldwide, cannot have been entirely without merit. And neither are our own.

If even the Nemean lion’s impenetrable skin eventually became ornamental hide, then an impenetrably thick skull must be somewhat receptive after all. No mind is perfectly immune to intelligent touch. Conversely, a Nemean scalp would only be good as ornamental hide – metaphorically, of course, to decorate with hair on one side and makeup on the other and carry around with the pride of a good catch. But if the latter is true of anyone, how little value must such a person hold, I fear to speculate publically. At least the lion’s hide was supposed to have a practical use for Hercules, and it was impervious to the ravages of time. Its timelessness was, of course, because that incredible hide was a myth. In this world, things are not so: beauty is fleeting; status is temporary, and a trophy is just an unimaginative toy. The ornament one makes out of a thick head is not at all a quality ornament. Which is one reason I think that aging is a blessing. Advancing in age grants us access to two truths: first, that there is no permanence in fashionable values, and second, that there is yet a permanence to be observed in this life. And my imaginary time-travelling Chesterton has told us all about it. 

In that sense, let us consider what stands in our way: misunderstanding. Now, let us study it and map it and determine what to do with it. I promise, it is surprisingly easy to overcome, once you have learned the difference between a dam and a buoy.

 

Two Types of Misunderstanding

 

I divide the sum of human misunderstandings in two great categories: misunderstandings of whim and misunderstandings of choice. I am only concerned with people struggling with the latter, as the former is a demographic of which I do not expect lasting results. Of the latter, I emphasize, this is only for people who struggle with it – those already entrenched in a misunderstanding of choice are impossible to dissuade. 

The difference between misunderstandings of whim and misunderstandings of choice explains lapses in discipline, calculation, and personal accountability, and so not by positing the two expressions as a pair of moral antonyms, i.e. one presenting an absence of these attributes and the other their reclamation, but rather, as with diagnosing a medical condition, whether the issue is to be called chronic or acute.

I will ask the reader to consider the kind of friend who, upon conversing on a subject appears perfectly attentive, and so not because of his acting skills, but because he is genuinely interested in what you have to say; a subject on which he has paid little mind, but now hears elaborated with arguments he had until then not considered at all – he is surprised it is even possible to speak this way on the matter. And while the first time around he agrees with what you have to say and seems to undergo the kind of enlightenment you have yourself experienced upon first hearing the theory you are presently relaying, within the month, or whenever you see him again, you find him repeating his previous lines, word for word, not suggesting that he has retrieved his old conviction by means of fresh reconsideration, but that he has altogether forgotten the conversation the two of you had originally had – I repeat: citing maxims on which refutation he had previously agreed. And as you wonder at his faulty memory, and so think it a good idea to repeat your previous line of reasoning, you discover that his memory was not in fact the problem; for as you begin saying the things to which he had previously listened, attentively and affirmatively, you see him wave them off, this time, with confidence that they can’t be right or they do not interest him or he is beyond all that, and no discussion to the contrary can take place. 

We may call this phenomenon an intellectual relapse. Those who read the Bible might call it a dog returning to his vomit (Prov. 26.11). The less eloquent among us would jot it down to stupidity. I think all three are correct in that they are more or less the same, the differences being in their salience rather than their diagnoses: for intellectual relapse is the failure to recognize stupidity, as is a dog’s diet failure to understand the concept of vomit as a human would. Whatever your preferred expression, do note the complexity of the confusion, that being its two dimensions. The initial conversation revealed a misunderstanding of whim. The reason its resolution did not hold is misunderstanding of choice. 

If you have not encountered this kind of person, I will ask you to indulge me: writing the example above, despite its generalized presentation, I had specific referents in mind, so I assure you that we are dealing with real-world phenomena. Moreover, it is not intellectual convictions alone that this lapse in judgment is known to affect, for which I also assure you that you have certainly met many people manifesting the two kinds of misunderstanding, in effect identical to the intellectual instantiation, but in practice a matter of behavior rather than propositional content. Keep in mind, the dog returning to his vomit is not about intellectual relapse, but spiritual relapse: not so much a stupid man failing to see stupidity as much as a foolish man (aren’t we all) failing to recognize errancy. If you are a theist, you have no doubt seen many such instances (in yourself not least). If totally secular, then you have seen the same manifestation (in yourself not least) in secular fields of self-improvement, exercise, discipline, order, routine, mental health – you get the picture. 

This is the paragraph on misunderstandings of whim. Intellectually, a whim is any belief you hold at a given moment. Conditioned as it is by the moment, it is liable to change for all kinds of reasons. You may hold firmly to the belief that taking a bribe is wrong, but you may also reconsider your position when exposed to the chance of actually profiting from a bribe, shrugging off your former conviction on a whim – as the whim that it has always been, the sudden influx of relativism or pragmatism that replaces it being also just another whim. We consider ourselves incorruptible (at least some of us), and though we may be factually incorruptible in fiscal regards, there are things for which we all potentially fall, be it material social or spiritual or somewhere in between; long-term or for a fleeting moment or just long enough for us to make the wrong decision. It is all whim, the beliefs we carry around, down to the particularities for which we stand. Friends who agree with you at one moment only to appear to have completely forgotten it all the next are prime examples of this – the favorable whim enabled by the setting, upon that initial conversation, allowed for open-mindedness, and the allure of whatever the opposite belief, lacking, for the moment, its usual pull, were the enablers of change – a good change, but not one without the possibility (or rather the guarantee) of reversal. 

Given the chance and the circumstance, any whim can change into another. Yes, we are patriotic when we listen to the right kind of music, in the right setting we are militantly so, and in a sentimental mood we are sentimental; but change the music to a hymn to hedonism, and watch the tear-rending passion for one’s country become a howl for wine women and song; a real-world war makes patriots turn pacifist, and good Christian sentiment goes out the window when our neighbor happens to annoy us – Ares is ever the preferable deity. There might be some readers preparing to voice disagreement with what I have just said – this does nothing to change the fact that there is virtue in incorruption patriotism or sentiment or whatever! and I agree, but what good is the virtue in sentiment patriotism or incorruption if it is a virtue that is present one moment and absent the next? Like a sentry sleeping on the job, it does not promise security against invaders; on the contrary, its sole promise is but an invader clever enough to sneak during snooze hours.  

Cunning manipulators use this to the fullest; they can get a compliant nation shouting freedom! with a movie about courageous freedom fighters, only to turn this same audience tyrannous with a movie about a heroic military fighting a band of crazy rebels. They will get Christians to weep with joy at the sublimity that is our universal brotherhood in Christ, only to later threaten non-Christians to GET OUT! of the country they ruin with their reckless voting, those godless vermin, hellbound and irredeemable through all of eternity, that scum of the Earth they had just a little earlier accepted as the neighbors they are instructed to love. The manipulative prodigy will get hippies to hate conservatively minded people for their oppressive ways, and later sic these same hippies against oppressed people, acting in favor of the corporations that oppress them. Such is the mechanism of whim, and so dictates whoever controls it. It is for this reason that I do not care to address any misunderstandings of whim. Even if such a reader agreed with me on individual matters, he would change his mind just as easily given the circumstance. For coming to an agreement on any subject is, in such cases, also a mere agreement of whim, not choice; it is quasi-understanding. 

On first glance, one might ask, isn’t choice a whim on its own? Not quite. In our nomenclature, a choice is a conviction a person adopts as an intermediary between unconscious whim and conscious belief, between desire and action, or between impulse and decision. It is meant to be a safeguard against the inconsistency of whim. In a sense, an intellectual choice can be made whimsically, however, that would not be much of a choice – just a whim parading as one. We can explain the two in an analogy presenting a dam and a river: the purpose of the former is to hold back the river; if the dam is in structure anything like the water behind it, it makes for a rather poor dam (and if it is entirely water, then it is not a dam at all). Yes, it is possible that even a good dam leaks from time to time, but the better the build-quality, the less this is likely to happen. I suppose another analogy would be that of a virtual private network: it protects some of the user’s privacy, but this is far from protecting the user entirely – even his IP address might become vulnerable, though it is the only information the VPN is supposed to keep safe. Therefore, a good choice must not be whimsical in its origin, and, even when it does work as intended, it does not provide total security from whim – not without maintenance.  
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