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 What people are saying about




You Die at the End: Meditations on Mortality and the Human Condition




  Rarely do you read someone speaking to you in the second person. Only those in your circle are allowed to address you on that level, and probe your feelings and emotions. Dr. Ferraiolo comes right at you, as if at a table for two, you and he, getting personal. He is into your stuff. Yet you are not intimidated or put off; you do not resent his sudden immediacy. He shows no cockiness, no swagger. He urges you to work harder, but you feel no resentment. He is direct, he does not waste words, yet his prose is gentle, light–but not flippant. He brings no fierceness, he does not preach... or sell. You listen. He tells you about the giants whose high shoulders offer a new vantage. He is not above you nor better than you; he is a fellow traveler.




  Tim McGarvey, author, Only the Days We Danced




  Like Lady Macbeth, I had to “screw my courage to the sticking place,” put on my hair shirt and cilice and take my punishment—modern sinner that I am. This work is no Book of Common Prayer, no visual “diamond” of St. Teresa of Avila’s “interior castle.” Instead, these daily meditations demand a hard look at one’s frailties and a hard shove toward remedy. Ferraiolo pulls no punches, and now bloodied, I am to regard my trouncing as veritable proof of life’s purpose—to make of suffering, a life of gratitude.




  Paula Sheil, Tuleburg Press




  William Ferraiolo is a wise philosopher. I enjoyed his interview on my podcast, and got to learn about his fascinating story and unique perspectives on life. He has learned a lot about human nature and about morals. I liked hearing about his approach to Stoicism and how similar it is to the lessons of non-attachment from the Buddha. I would recommend his book, You Die at the End: Meditations on Mortality and the Human Condition, to anyone looking to learn more about the purpose of life, and how to conduct themselves with respect and honor.




  Jake Guy, host of Mindset Coaching Podcast
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Introduction





  You may have heard that the world is a rough place, and no one gets out alive. This seems to be an accurate claim. In the grand scheme of things, you will be dead fairly soon. The world is going to kill you. Between now and then, you might want to think about who you are, what you are doing, and what, if anything, makes your life worth living. It is advisable to find a compelling reason to persist through this “vale of tears.” Without such a reason, a hollow feeling at your core tends to develop and ripen. Friedrich Nietzsche said, “He who has a why to live can bear almost any how.” Conversely, without a why, a reason to persist, you will find it very difficult to determine how to go on. Reality is going to kick your teeth in time and time again. You will get knocked down repeatedly. When that happens, and it will happen over and over, you had better find a reason to get back up. Otherwise, down is where you will stay. Do you want to stay down?




  Scripture has served humanity as one source of wisdom and inspiration for ages. An excerpt from the Bible accompanies each meditation in this book, and touches on a topic that is either directly or obliquely related to the subject around which the meditation centers. This should not be interpreted as an endorsement, or as a rejection, of the Bible passage quoted in each case or of the lesson contained therein. This approach is merely a matter of this author ruminating about elements of the human condition that were sufficiently interesting to make their way into scripture. The fundamentals of a human life on this planet have not changed so very much over the millennia. The world is large and indifferent to the suffering of its denizens, its inhabitants. Perhaps there is a God who is not indifferent. Perhaps there is no such God. There are, however, people who suffer. Those people sometimes wonder about their suffering, their place in this world, and (forgive the expression) God knows what else. Indeed, the feelings of confusion, frustration, and various forms of psychological and emotional suffering are nearly ubiquitous elements of the human enterprise. Ignorance about such matters is not bliss. This is one author’s attempt to contemplate a few elements of the human condition from the perspective of an individual, middling effort to manage a human life. Perhaps this will prove worthy of the reader’s time and effort. The author hopes to be of service. The author frequently fails. Sometimes, the author blunders into a brief, useful moment of clarity. Read on to find out if this book serves as a useful blunder. Thank you for giving the author’s work a chance.
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   1In the beginning God created the heavens and the earth.




  2Now the earth was formless and void, and darkness was over the surface of the deep. And the Spirit of God was hovering over the surface of the waters.




  The First Day




  3And God said, “Let there be light,” and there was light. 4And seeing that the light was good, God separated the light from the darkness. 5God called the light “day,” and the darkness He called “night.”




    And there was evening, and there was morning—the first day.




  Genesis 1







  Might this not serve as an allusion, for pre-scientific humanity, to what contemporary cosmologists refer to as the Big Bang? From darkness, from a close cousin of nothingness, from a space-time singularity, a burst of electromagnetic energy of unimaginable scale sets the cosmos in motion. Surely, one can be forgiven for imagining God as the first, uncaused cause of the Big Bang and all that has followed. Perhaps, one can equally be forgiven for struggling mightily, and failing, to imagine any viable alternative. It may be that an alternative explanation awaits discovery. You are hereby absolved of the “sin” of doubting that a viable naturalistic explanation hides just beyond the current scientific horizons. Suspicions of something transcendent, something other than natural law, something other than matter and energy, are entirely reasonable. Those who use “faith” as a pejorative are free to do so. You need not concern yourself with their beliefs. They are as entitled to theirs as you are to yours. Let them be. Stand in God’s light, and learn what you can about the human condition. If God does not exist, then the irreligious are correct. Well, bully for them. For now, it seems we have no choice but to place our bets and live accordingly. There is something rather than nothing. We are here. It did not have to be so. Why are you here? The speculation is worth at least a bit of your time, is it not?




 

    1Then the LORD answered Job out of the whirlwind and said:




  2“Who is this who obscures My counsel
by words without knowledge?




  3Now brace yourself like a man;
I will question you, and you shall inform Me!




  4Where were you when I laid the foundations of the earth?
Tell Me, if you have understanding.




  5Who fixed its measurements? Surely you know!
Or who stretched a measuring line across it?




  6On what were its foundations laid,
or who set its core in place—




  7while the morning stars sang together
and all the sons of God shouted for joy?”




  Job 38







  God does not owe Job an explanation. He owes none of us, whether He exists or not, any explanation for anything. The world is as He will have it, or the world is as it is in the absence of intelligent guidance or cosmological engineering. We suffer. What of it? We experience disappointment. Where is the blame properly laid for that? Nothing compels your expectations beyond the confines of your own mind, and the guidance of your cognitive apparatus. If you have allowed yourself to expect events that did not transpire, do not blame the world, and do not blame events, for failing to satisfy your expectations. Events owe you nothing. The world need not conform to your desires. Neither the world, nor its author (if it has an author) owes you a thing. No promises were made, no contract was signed, and no offer was extended. You simply “woke up” in this world. This was not necessary. Counterfactual worlds in which you make no appearance are legion—if not infinite. Do you suffer because of the world as it stands? Do you complain of your suffering? Who are you that you pass judgment against reality and gripe about the way of things? Where were you when the firmament exploded into being? You were not even dust. It is to less than dust that you shall return. Try not to complain along the journey. Try not to make a nuisance of yourself.






  10Luxury is unseemly for a fool—
how much worse for a slave to rule over princes!




  11A man’s insight gives him patience,
and his virtue is to overlook an offense.




  12A king’s rage is like the roar of a lion,
but his favor is like dew on the grass.




  13A foolish son is his father’s ruin,
and a quarrelsome wife is like a constant dripping.




  14Houses and wealth are inherited from fathers,
but a prudent wife is from the LORD.




  Proverbs 19







  What, at this very moment, is your primary concern, and what is the object of your current focus and energies? If you aim at anything other than improving yourself, pause and reflect upon the value of the enterprise in which you find yourself currently engaged. What urge do you seek to satisfy, apart from the urge to become a better and wiser person? Is the satisfaction of that urge more valuable than increasing your wisdom and attaining greater mastery of your character and behavior? Give a name to this alternative achievement that allegedly outstrips the merit of improving yourself as best you are able. If you can name it, and if it is a superior expenditure of your vital energies, then get about it. Be sure, however, that you do not merely join the masses in their collective dissolution and heedlessness of their proper moral purpose. Take care that you do not become what you have beheld with disdain and contempt. Do not join in petty amusement and self-abasement, unless mere survival and comfort strike you as noble goals. If, on the other hand, you reckon that you have the fortitude for pursuing nobility, then desist in small-minded endeavors. Such projects tend to diminish those who indulge in them, do they not? To diminish oneself is a proper goal only for those to whom enlargement of spirit seems too tall a task for the undertaking. Which type do you think you are? The question is entirely in earnest. What is it that you wish to become? If the goal is ennobling, get to it with all of your strength, every iota of resolve you can muster, and every hope that is worthy of a rational agent. Get to work.






   16Do not be overly righteous, and do not make yourself too wise. Why should you destroy yourself? 17Do not be excessively wicked, and do not be a fool. Why should you die before your time? 18It is good to grasp the one and not let the other slip from your hand. For he who fears God will follow both warnings.




  19Wisdom makes the wise man
stronger than ten rulers in a city.




  20Surely there is no righteous man on earth
who does good and never sins.




    Ecclesiastes 7





 

  If there were a God, would He approve of you? Of course, there may well be a God, and He may well disapprove of you, your values, your actions, and He may regard your life as a befouling of His creation. How confident can you be of the contrary? For you, the world may well have been made, and on you, this gift may have been wasted. Are you certain that it is not so? Do you, at least, hope that you are not frittering away a gift beyond measure? Show the accomplishments you have managed with the meager abilities with which you have been endowed and entrusted. Display your greatest and most essential contribution to the unfolding, evolving story of humanity and its struggles. Hold your life up as your “work of art,” your addition to the ongoing enterprise that is the world (possibly God’s world), and stand proudly beneath it. Show yourself! Is the prospect of doing so invigorating, or does it terrify you? A bit of chill makes its way up your spine just now, does it not? How much time you have had, and how little you have achieved in all that time. What a waste. What a shame. Perhaps, your time is nearly at an end. Perhaps, a long life still lies ahead. The time that remains is not up to you. Your use of that time is another matter, altogether. What excuse do you offer for the life you have lived thus far? Should you not at least hope that some excuse might present itself? If not, you had better hope for sufficient time and opportunity to reverse course and make something of the life that remains. If this is the best you can manage, hang your head and know that you have thrown away the only opportunity you are likely to experience. What a waste. What a shame.






  1This is an oracle concerning the Desert by the Sea:




  Like whirlwinds sweeping through the Negev,
an invader comes from the desert, from a land of terror.




  2A dire vision is declared to me:
“The traitor still betrays,
and the destroyer still destroys.




  Go up, O Elam! Lay siege, O Media!




  I will put an end to all her groaning.”




  3Therefore my body is filled with anguish.




  Pain grips me, like the pains of a woman in labor.




  I am bewildered to hear,
I am dismayed to see.




  4My heart staggers;
fear makes me tremble.




  The twilight of my desire
has turned to horror.




   Isaiah 21







  The nagging aches and recurring pains have become so familiar that you struggle to remember what life was like without them. Your back and neck sometimes feel better rather than worse, but neither is ever good. Neither affords you comfort or confidence that your body will not fail you at some crucial moment. Your knees, even on good days, seem like evidence of a design flaw, shoddy workmanship, or a practical joke. A weak hinge joint on the lower half of a bipedal mammal is a mockery of evolutionary adaptation. How did your ancestors survive the brutality of a pre-civilized world with this haphazard hodgepodge of contrivances masquerading as a well-adapted, functioning unity? Yours is a species of weaklings with delusions of grandeur—born of wet, gray meat sloshing about in a thin layer of fluid separating it from a bony skull that has proven all too fragile on all too many occasions. You could add to this list of bodily inadequacies ad nauseam (almost literally). What would the act of producing and enumerating such a list profit you? Whining is a pathetic weakling’s response to difficulties, and a waste of your time. Stop! Drag that carcass wherever you must, by whatever means necessary, and get about the business of decency and honor. Griping is a poor method for the purpose.






  7The memory of the righteous is a blessing,
but the name of the wicked will rot.




  8A wise heart will receive commandments,
but foolish lips will come to ruin.




  9He who walks in integrity walks securely,
but he who perverts his ways will be found out.




  10He who winks the eye causes grief,
and foolish lips will come to ruin.




  11The mouth of the righteous is a fountain of life,
but the mouth of the wicked conceals violence.




  12Hatred stirs up dissension,
but love covers all transgressions.




  13Wisdom is found on the lips of the discerning,
but a rod is for the back of him who lacks judgment.




  Proverbs 10







  You often want nothing to do with your fellow talking primates, and you often struggle to repress the urge to let them hear and feel your contempt in no uncertain terms. Of course, you are no better than the rest of humanity at large. You have no illusions about this. You are not better; you are simply disinclined to share more moments, more energy, more of your limited vitality, with others than is a matter of practical necessity. You understand other people even less than you understand yourself. They seem to understand you at least as poorly as you understand them. The chasm between you and nearly everyone else you encounter seems impossible to bridge—and unworthy of the requisite effort. You must let go of any final vestiges of the urge to be understood or embraced. Are you wiser or more virtuous if someone applauds your work, or seeks to embrace you, or claims to share with you some “common ground” upon which your minds may meet and mutually appreciate each other? Leave them all be. Go your own way. Let them go theirs. Turn away, and ignore the chattering behind you.






  29If these things are not so, what will those do who are baptized for the dead? If the dead are not raised at all, why are people baptized for them? 30And why do we endanger ourselves every hour? 31I face death every day, brothers, as surely as I boast about you in Christ Jesus our Lord. 32If I fought wild beasts in Ephesus for human motives, what did I gain? If the dead are not raised,







  “Let us eat and drink,
for tomorrow we die.”




  33Do not be deceived: “Bad company corrupts good character.”




  34Sober up as you ought, and stop sinning; for some of you are ignorant of God. I say this to your shame.




  1 Corinthians 15




  Oh, how you despise all blather about “the common good” and related, meaningless euphemisms. This poisonous abstraction has been used to justify every form of communalist stupidity and anti-individualist gibberish imaginable—and surely more tripe will be concocted in defense of the herd mentality. You are not some trivial component of an amorphous, infinitely malleable aggregate of humanity in its odoriferous generality. Never embrace any belief, any proposition, any habit, or any part of any worldview merely because you are an alleged part of some supposedly “greater” whole. Secede from any collective that is, by your lights, ignoble, silly, or otherwise unworthy of your allegiance. You need not await anyone’s permission to do so. No mass movement is required. You need not convince anyone else to join your egress. There are no required forms, applications, or petitions necessary. Turn your back and walk away from anyone and anything that stakes illegitimate claims upon you, your allegiance, or your time and energy. Scrape it off. Drop it in your wake. Waste not one more thought on the “common,” but pursue only the good. Those who do not share this goal are unworthy of your company, or even your notice. Their fate is nothing to you. Take no notice of snails.






  9The coming of the lawless one will be accompanied by the working of Satan, with every kind of power, sign, and false wonder, 10and with every wicked deception directed against those who are perishing, because they refused the love of the truth that would have saved them. 11For this reason, God will send them a powerful delusion so that they will believe the lie, 12in order that judgment will come upon all who have disbelieved the truth and delighted in wickedness.


  2 Thessalonians 2







  Politicians pander to the credulous masses. Do you blame the politicians for this? How so? Can one win election to any significant office by telling the truth, the whole truth, and nothing but the truth? The truth about oneself is usually sufficiently off-putting to darken any conversation, and would surely serve to forestall the average voter’s support. How much less felicitous would be the naked, unadorned articulation of the truth about the masses themselves, accurate accounting of future prospects for the nation, the economy, the environment, and the likelihood of warfare and terrorism? Who will cast a vote for the politician who publicly declares that the average voter is an ignoramus, and that political speeches must be delivered so that an addled adolescent mind might find the speech agreeable and comprehensible? A democracy is rarely more virtuous than the voters who select their leaders. Hence, democracy is doomed to an ignominious persistence—unto death and collapse. A tyranny of an obnoxious, oppressive, or moronic majority is a tyranny nonetheless, and ought to be resisted as much as is possible, and also borne with rational, detached indifference in all of those manifestations that lie beyond your capacity to resist. If you find yourself in agreement with the majority, do not interpret that as evidence that you are correct, or that the issue in question is either settled or otherwise uncontroversial. Facts are not subject to plebiscite. The truth is not determined by taking a survey. Think for yourself. Govern yourself. Do not enslave yourself to the whims of the majority.




 

   20Then Job stood up, tore his robe, and shaved his head. He fell to the ground and worshiped, 21saying:




  “Naked I came from my mother’s womb,
and naked I shall return.




  The LORD gave, and the LORD has taken away.




  Blessed be the name of the LORD.”




  22In all this, Job did not sin or charge God with wrongdoing.




   Job 1







  If this experience is “too much” for you, then know that you are too little for this experience. Do you dare declare yourself unable to shoulder a burden that has been borne before, under far less favorable circumstances, by those with far less wherewithal than is available to you? Coward! Weakling! Lie down and die, you useless bag of flesh. Either that, or stand up and face the challenge before you like a warrior, and leave all complaints among the childish things you should have put away a long time ago. You wish to respect yourself, do you not? If so, rise to this challenge and decide that you will die before you will allow yourself to yield, before you will allow yourself to break psychologically or emotionally. Anything less is pusillanimous and degrading. If servility suits you, start crawling. Behave like a recalcitrant dog being dragged by a leash. If you voluntarily enslave yourself, then kneel to the “master” at the business end of the whip. This is not hyperbole. You are not any less subservient than canines crawling on their bellies if you allow circumstances to dictate your attitude, your mood, and to induce discreditable behavior and utterances. Your fear is greater than your courage, is it? Die then. Make room for those who refuse to be broken. There are still some persons who live like rocks against which the waves of life’s vicissitudes break. Are you a rock? Prove it, or shatter. Leave the whimpering to those who can manage no better.




 

   12He pulled down the altars that the kings of Judah had set up on the roof near the upper chamber of Ahaz, and the altars Manasseh had set up in the two courtyards of the house of the LORD. The king pulverized them there and threw their dust into the Kidron Valley.




 13The king also desecrated the high places east of Jerusalem, to the south of the Mount of Corruption, which King Solomon of Israel had built for Ashtoreth the abomination of the Sidonians, for Chemosh the abomination of the Moabites, and for Molech the abomination of the Ammonites. 14He smashed the sacred pillars to pieces, cut down the Asherah poles, and covered the sites with human bones.




 2 Kings 23









  Complaining about corruption is a bit like complaining about gravity, is it not? The latter, to be sure, is a law of nature, but the former is not terribly far removed from the realm of physical necessity. Lord Acton told us “power corrupts,” and mentioned an “absolute” in conjunction with that dictum. He was not wrong, was he? You have encountered very few persons occupying positions of power, or lusting after such positions, or esteem, or fame, who do so with pure hearts and pristine intentions. Perhaps the causal arrow is presented in reverse, though. It may be that only those who are inherently corrupt prove susceptible to the desire to wield power over others. Perhaps the virtuous few are content to govern their own character and behavior, and to leave the realms of politics and business to the devices and artifices of others. Had you ever been afforded the opportunity to wield power over others, what might you have done with it? Can you not imagine yourself misusing your station? Do not even lean in the direction of that delusion. You are not to trust yourself with that kind of power. Do not pursue it. Cleave to what meager virtues you may have. Do not sacrifice the little progress you have made. Maintain some dignity. If you fail to do so, and you attribute your failure to the misdeeds or the corruption of the “powers that be,” you are guilty of a dual perversion. Do not hand your self-governance over to other persons, and then complain about the manner in which those other persons treat you. You are responsible for your character.






  10The workers in cloth will be dejected,
and all the wage earners will be sick at heart. 11The princes of
Zoan are mere fools;




  Pharaoh’s wise counselors give senseless advice.




  How can you say to Pharaoh,
“I am one of the wise,
a son of eastern kings”? 12Where are your wise men now?




  Let them tell you and reveal
what the LORD of Hosts
has planned against Egypt.




   Isaiah 19







  Who are you that you presume to share your thoughts with others? How perverse is this act in which you are currently engaged? You hold your words up to the world as if anyone, anywhere, ought to care about anything that you have ever had to say. There is hubris in that. In your case, it is entirely unearned. Look at the wreckage that is your internal life, your muddy and contaminated stream of consciousness. To whom are you qualified to offer advice? Even Socrates refrained from holding himself up as an idol for emulation. You are certainly no Socrates! Indeed, you are not even the equal of a Meletus, Anytus, or Lycon—who had Socrates martyred to the cause of philosophy, inquiry, and the pursuit of wisdom. What have you accomplished in the name of philosophy? At least those miscreants had a good man executed so that posterity could not forget his life and his deeds. You, on the other hand, have done about as much for posterity as posterity has done for you. Is this twaddle your contribution? Is this the best that you can do? If not, get to work on producing better and more ennobling work. If, however, this is your “great contribution” to humanity, then your life is as sad a story as is this peculiar tale that you currently tell. Something of a pickle, is it not? If you have something worthwhile to communicate about noble character, it ought to be apparent in your conduct. If you feel the need to explain decency, it may be that you fail to embody it properly.




 

   23All this I tested by wisdom, saying, “I resolve to be wise.” But it was beyond me. 24What exists is out of reach and very deep. Who can fathom it?




  25I directed my mind to understand, to explore, to search out wisdom and explanations, and to understand the stupidity of wickedness and the folly of madness. 26And I find more bitter than death the woman who is a snare, whose heart is a net, and whose hands are chains. The man who pleases God will escape her, but the sinner will be ensnared.




  Ecclesiastes 7









  The cultural decay and degeneration proceeds apace, or so it would seem. Incompetence has become so common, so pervasive, and so intense, that its absence causes you surprise and a perverse sort of disappointment. Competence and diligence have a slightly disorienting effect. How does anything get accomplished anywhere? Moreover, how is it that you ever accomplish anything? Face the facts. You are at least as much of an imbecile as those you encounter as you stumble and bumble through your day. Is it possible that just living in the dying West is sufficient to dull your cognitive faculties? Jesus told his followers that the poor would always be with us, but he declined to mention the idiots. Surely, there are more of those than there are persons living in poverty. The wealthy have plenty of nitwits among their number. Where is the charitable organization devoted to stamping out idiocy in our time? No “race for the cure” is worthy in this arena? Baffling. Perhaps stupidity is incorrigibly resistant to all human efforts to cure or manage it. It may well be that humanity is doomed in this regard. After all, this condition may not be particularly unjust. Why does the human race not deserve to suffer the consequences of the rampant, broadly distributed stupidity of its members? Being stupid is hazardous to your health, and detrimental to the well-being of the species, not to mention other conscious, sentient creatures. What did you expect from billions of talking, vaguely psychotic apes? We cannot all be the equivalent of Moses or Shakespeare. You are ample proof of that, are you not?




 

   7For you yourselves know how you ought to imitate us, because we were not undisciplined among you, 8nor did we eat anyone’s food without paying for it. Instead, in labor and toil, we worked night and day so that we would not be a burden to any of you. 9Not that we lack this right, but we wanted to offer ourselves as an example for you to imitate. 10For even while we were with you, we gave you this command: “If anyone is unwilling to work, he shall not eat.”




  11Yet we hear that some of you are leading undisciplined lives and accomplishing nothing but being busybodies. 12We command and urge such people by our Lord Jesus Christ to begin working quietly to earn their own living. 13But as for you, brothers, do not grow weary in well-doing.




  2 Thessalonians 3







  There is work to be done, and you have no business calling yourself an adult if you disdain the work that needs doing. Never look down your nose at a job that requires getting dirty, or immersing yourself in environments that most avoid. A virtuous plumber is no less virtuous for working in sewage, and with the apparatus for moving it about. A virtuous plumber is certainly no less virtuous than is a vicious politician, a crooked banker, or a corrupt business mogul. A skilled carpenter with a happy spouse and family presents far greater evidence of decency than does a celebrity behaving like a child, while their spouse and children look on aghast and suffer needlessly because the “big shot” is addicted to fame. When work presents itself to be done, get about the business of doing it immediately and without complaint. If the job to be done is too much for you, then admit that you are too little for it—and hide your head. Consider the herculean efforts of your forebears, of those who erected massive monuments, of those who built empires, or those who managed to produce works of art that have astonished and inspired the people who have been fortunate enough to encounter them up close and in person. Can you not muster sufficient fortitude to manage far, far lesser endeavors and achievements? How very sad. How very pathetic.






  18If men are quarreling and one strikes the other with a stone or a fist, and he does not die but is confined to bed, 19then the one who struck him shall go unpunished, as long as the other can get up and walk around outside with his staff. Nevertheless, he must compensate the man for his lost work and see that he is completely healed.




  20If a man strikes his manservant or maidservant with a rod, and the servant dies by his hand, he shall surely be punished.




  21However, if the servant gets up after a day or two, the owner shall not be punished, since the servant is his property.




  Exodus 21







  Other persons are free to think what they will and, for the most part, to say and do what they will—provided they do not impinge upon the rights and liberties of their fellow citizens of the world. All of that is precisely none of your business, and all of your attempts to peer into the “hearts and minds” of other persons is worse than a waste of time and energy. There is something perverse about the goings-on in question here. The cognitive states experienced by persons other than yourself are not directly subject to your faculty of deliberation and choice—your will. What is your aim in this bizarre and impotent effort to be clairvoyant or telepathic? What a shame to waste your limited time and energy on endeavors that cannot bear fruit. Direct your attention to your mental states, the rectification of your character, and your habits of thought and behavior. Are your inadequacies not enough to keep you occupied? This simply cannot be. Consider the temerity necessary to regard the faults, foibles, and flaws of others as more worthy of your attention than your own massive and glaring shortcomings. You are like a petulant child, stamping your feet and griping that everyone around you lacks self-control. So, are you going to throw a fit because of it? How mature. When were you appointed Governor of the Masses? When were you relieved of your duty to govern your own behavior? Consider the needless frustration that ensues due to this obsession with other persons and their (alleged) defects of character. Focus where your attention might do some good.




  

    37Babylon will become a heap of rubble,
a haunt of jackals,
an object of horror and scorn,
without inhabitant.




  38They will roar together like young lions;
they will growl like lion cubs.




  39While they are flushed with heat,
I will serve them a feast,
and I will make them drunk
so that they may revel;
then they will fall asleep forever and never wake up,
declares the LORD.




  40I will bring them down like lambs to the slaughter,
like rams with male goats.




 Jeremiah 51







  A lamb cannot be trained to be a lion, or even to function as a vague facsimile of the noble “King of the Jungle.” All efforts to lionize a lamb are, at best, quixotic endeavors and, at worst, perverse exercises in idiocy. Unfortunately, lions can be tamed to behave like submissive, pathetic, servile lambs. If taming a noble beast, and turning it into the equivalent of a house pet is not, in some sense, a sin, your understanding of prowess and flourishing is defective indeed. Lion tamers are doing the world a terrible disservice. What is the good of training the powerful to behave after the fashion of the weak, the timid, or those that serve primarily as prey upon which the predators sustain themselves? There are natural warriors among us, without whom the rest of the population would be helpless and subject to the will of those who seek to destroy them. Those who seek to “tame” the natural warriors among us, do the entire population one of the greatest disservices imaginable. Rough beasts serve purposes to which the gentle cannot even aspire. Are you more lion, more lamb, or are you genuinely uncertain about your level of domestication? That last possibility may be the saddest of the available options. Lions know that they are lions.
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