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  Live madly when young; later, soberly but creatively. Be serious about your education. Study and learn to appreciate the undisputed important books, and the great works of art; master your pleasures and pains, your particular temptations and fears; train yourself in elegance and nobility of character; cultivate an amiable independence. Experience. Mature. Think.


  Then relax, and believe and do whatever moves you. In brief, trust the inclinations of a refined subjectivity. There may be nothing more to sophia and eudaimonia than this. If there is, it will come to you.

  –MichaelTommasi


  Sum, ergo cogito


  Oh, should’ve worn my jacket. Not too cold though. The walk’ll warm me up. And beautiful. The sky. The leaves. Autumn morning. Autumnal mood.


  “Buongiorno, Scialla! Come va? Stai bene? Hai dormito bene? Brava! Brava, Sciallina! Il tempo fa bello, vero? A little cold, però è bello. Allora, facciamo due passi? A walk down Oakland to Belmont? Sì, dai, let’s go!”


  Empty streets, good. Rising red sun, nostalgic chill. Once as a child cresting Robin Hill Road I looked out on a rolling wood beyond. Miles away but looming. Multi-colored depths blazing, chiaroscuro afternoon. Years gone. Home long gone. I love a sidewalk overhung with trees and blanketed with leaves, melancholic though it is. Like a trellised arbor-way into another time, another world. Augenblick. All things from their opposites.


  …


  Luminous October morning sky, pink cloud banks, red leaves repose. Morning chill, October blue, singular leaf—red-leaf repose. Still a little cold though, but not uncomfortable. Anyway not unbearable. It’s bracing. Invigorating air, shimmering dawn. Brick-brown leaves release, decline, settle on the grass to sleep. To dream.


  Let the dream be. Let the myth be. Against interpretation. Nostalgia is merely unsatisfied desire, he says. I think it’s better altogether to avoid merely here. Subtleties and complications, reverberating nuances of depth.


  But to what end, nostalgia?


  But must it be oriented toward a telos? Must there be a single specific aetiology? Rather, free-floating melancholy infused with cognitive content. Luminous October morning blue. An underground river. Chill. Surfacing at intervals.


  Odysseus’s nostalgia was geographical, proceeding through the present toward home. Ours is temporal, a fruitless longing for the past. Backward-willing. Homelessness. Recurrent suffering’s a brute fact, the periodic ache, to which we provide a meaning through interpretation, the imposition of form. Nostalgia, for example.


  ‘Come back, come back, O glittering and white!’


  A fantasy figure lingers out of sight, around a corner of my lost city, behind a streetlamp on the sidewalk of my youth. Gas flame. Iridescent fog. Augenblick.


  Oh, this guy. Every morning. Alright, here he comes.


  “Aspetta, Scialla, aspetta. Siedeti. Sit, Scialla, sit. Stay. Stai qui. Sì, brava… Morning. Fine, thanks… Brava Scialla! Va bene, andiamo.”


  Interruptions out of my head, attention diverted to my body limbs the external world. Sensory receptors, noise and movement, stimulation excitation of nerves. I experience, even feel, the focused awareness drain from the pit of my mind, rush into my eyes skin and fingertips. From the depths to the surface, so easy to be dragged out of thought.


  And how to dive back in?


  Nostalgia as lamenting the divide between the world’s abundance and the limits of one’s experience. Andy says. Nostalgia epistemic. The longing to feel more than one can feel, be more than one is. Capacious. Oh, I’m back in it now. To encompass the contraries and contradictions. To see everything as it is, infinite.


  Or not. As it is not.


  O glittering and white! Glimmering? Glittering. Glittering? Again, nostalgia as this or that interpretation of a gloom in itself unspecified and undirected. ‘I maintain the phenomenality of the inner world, too.’ Interpretation as falsification, even of the self. So-called ‘self.’


  One’s spiritual atmosphere autumnal dawn. Unaccountable mood. Is it Fall or fall? Lower-case f, I think. A smile for the transient, Being’s glow settling on Becoming. Neither true nor false, good nor bad. Augenblick.


  The problem of the internal world. Epiphenomenon of what, exactly? What’s going on in there? Down there. Flickering illumination, shadows on the wall. The cave in the mind and the self as Theseus, as the labyrinth too, and sometimes as the Minotaur.


  “Tutto bene? Fai la brava, Sciallina? Sì, così fai la brava.”


  Socrates has no time to naturalize the myths. Clever sophistical explanations. Reductive rationalizations. He wants to know himself. γνῶθι σαυτόν. Delphi. Apollo god of light. Reason pilot of the soul. Is he a hundred-headed beast or a simple thing with a share in the divine?


  But these too are mythological, fantastical conceptions.


  For a god to command that a mortal know himself is devious cruel. Dry leaves on the wind, the stirring of winter, stirring of soul. Knowledge is out of reach, and anyway not the objective. Let the myth be. The old man has regrets, longs for return, reunion, the final spiritual homecoming. Reclining by the river, under the trees, barefoot on the grass evokes the state. The mood. Pray Pan we may be good.


  More fantasy, that. Pan and goodness both. Socrates too.


  Reason equals virtue equals happiness. Through the proper activity of intellect, of clear, precise, logical cogitation, one intuits the true the good the beautiful and then, believing the true, doing the good, admiring the beautiful—e voilà! One is happy. Prudent, upright, content. These people really should rake their leaves. The good man and true, splendid to behold, at peace and free of pain, physical and psychic. Reason equals virtue equals happiness. The cure for ills, for melancholia. Align your subjectivity with the nature of the real.


  Nostalgia for the truth.


  Objectivism. The evasion of objectivism. Subjective genitive. Objectivism as evasion. It’s not me; it’s the world. The hierarchy of being and value. It’s not me; it’s the world.


  “Basta, Scialla! Basta! Stai calma.”


  Let the dream be, work its magic, which it’ll do on its own if we resist the urge to interpret it. No need to translate reveries into a foreign tongue, the vocabulary of reason. Even symbolism. The dream employs its own peculiar idiom. Infuses the spirit, colors the soul in the image of its moods. Brick-brown, brown penny.


  “Scialla, basta! Calm down now!”


  I think, and the dream manifest of a thought-world envelops the images and words. An essentializing steam enforming matter. (οὐσία) Seeps inside infusing, instills meaning, reifies.


  But substance is a fiction, and the atom is a shadow of the old God.


  God, it’s still just a little too cold. And snowfall’s a month away, at least. Oh, Scialla, basta!


  “Ascolta, Scialla. Basta! Adesso basta! Mi senti? Dio, Scialla! Dio mio!”


  …


  Relax, breathe…


  …


  I wrote: I believe there is… I believe there may well be an objective hierarchy of being and value, and that to attain our proper good we must align ourselves with it—must align our souls, must, must align ourselves with it. I believe moreover that if there is such a hierarchy, it’s likely best expressed in the Platonic tradition. Philosophy as training for dying and being dead. Purification.


  But I also believe that possibly none of this is so, that Nietzsche’s critique of these and related traditions is sound, and his perspective in general plausible and appealing.


  I incline toward the one or the other perspective depending on my mood. Sometimes a Platonist. Sometimes a Nietzschean. Always both.


  Or neither—contra doctrine, anti-isms. The man before the system.


  I also suspect that even if one aligns oneself with the real objective hierarchy of being and value, still this doesn’t secure happiness. Eudaimonia’s maybe just a word. Wisdom too.


  It really is a bizarre equation, reason equals virtue equals happiness.


  Also wisdom = knowledge.


  Socrates and Aristotle believed these things, maybe. Probably. Plato I think was beyond good and evil, belief and unbelief. The man who has control of himself has no need for beliefs about the true the good or the beautiful.


  “Vero, Scialla? Sì! E ora stai tranquilla. Brava! Brava, Sciallina!”


  Being is said in many ways, but ‘I see nothing other than becoming.’ I love these trees even as they shed their skin, as nature as an ancestor, progenitor, source and cessation of wandering. Repose in the comforting blur of Being. To disappear, to come home. Nostalgia not for death or pre-existence, but for life as pure potential, lingering in the anteroom, innocent anticipation.


  But this is the opposite of capacious. Suffering evinces a constricted perspective, Blake’s narrow chinks. Right? Flight from pain, to correct being, to declare it all unreal. Hinterwelten. Beyond-worlds. So many modes of evasion.


  ‘Come back, come back, O glittering and white!’


  Nostalgic for the experience of nostalgia. When Greece had the power to evoke the Greeks. When I had the spirit to find the Greeks in Greece. Walking naked the Heraion stoa I encountered the ghosts of Kelobis and Biton, counting no man happy before he dies. History haunted Argolid. But that was years ago. Today in Athens the Ilisos is overgrown, the shrines along its banks effaced from time. No frolicking girls, divine winds, no poetry or philosophy. Only the highway hum of traffic, smut and smog and grey sludge, abandoned dogs and men.


  That bird.


  “Cosa c’è, Scialla? Un uccellino? Sì, ma guarda lì! Guarda gli scoiattoli. The squirrels! See?! Vedi? Sì, sei brava! Oh, dio! Sono veloci, vero? Ha! Brava! Brava, Sciallina!”


  …


  He says, ‘My music is the spiritual expression of what I am.’ This is true of philosophy, of science, of religion and myth, of any comprehensive engagement with life, any composition of a thought-world.


  Yet we deny it.


  It’s not me; it’s the world.


  The music shapes character—when the ways of music change, laws change—and the character shapes the music, and cultural patterns shape these, and these shape culture, and trends of thought, down even to the deepest strata of perception and logical structure, shape and are shaped by all this, and so on. These forces merge in various overlapping and mutually interpenetrating ways, a web of continuity of active interacting influences.


  Truth is the whole, the manifold, the all. And the One is the Many, the many the one, being and becoming.


  But we, we isolate that specific particular among the plurality which we prefer, which for various existential, psychological, pragmatic or aesthetic reasons we prefer, are drawn to or at ease with, moved by or ennobled by, and then through sophistic appeals to evidence or argument we contend that this is the cause of all the others, the source of their being or activity, not vice versa or according to any other order of dependence.


  But it’s all mythology.


  In philosophy too. This is the central node from which all else radiates. This is fundamental. This is substance. God. The singular truth.


  Ah, now, finally I’m warm.


  We won’t want to walk mornings when winter comes. But snowfall’s still a month away, at least. If it snows at all.


  We justify, defend, excuse, evade the subjectivity of our own experience and judgment. But really we aren’t after proof, rather plain persuasion, of self and others. We crave fellow-feeling, company and affirmation. Permission to be ourselves. We insist our aim is that our thoughts correspond to the real. To speak as a mouthpiece of the beyond. τὰ ὄντα. It’s the pretense of ontology. In fact our truth is rhetorical flourish, the intellectual residue of falsehoods become conventional, melted snow. Truth drops out and reflective equilibrium, warranted assertibility, or inference to the best—to the plausible—to me, to my own subjectivity—it’s the best we ever get. Justification by our own lights. The web of belief. And our physis is nomos to its roots, logos sprung from mythos.


  Or so it appears to me now. Ha!


  The mask of objectivism. It’s not me! It’s the world!


  The fancy of the real. It’s not me! It’s the world!


  “Il mondo, Scialla. Vero? Non noi; il mondo. Noi siamo bravi, vero? Ha! Magari!”


  …


  God, I imagine these trees would speak to me, or are me speaking. To myself. Projections of the psyche I mistake for external objects, independently existent things. (In which case you should rake your own leaves!) Or maybe the mistake runs the opposite way and ‘I’ am really just the world, falsely perceiving and conceiving me as independent of itself. The self as nature contemplating nature as a field of symbols, of signs—no, of it knows not what. Even what it appears to be as mysterious as what it is, or rather might be, assuming it’s anything at all.


  Which it isn’t.


  Or is.


  And if nature itself is manifest through divine self-contemplation, a self-reflective self-portrait of the One? Then I’m at a third remove from the real, the dream of a dream. Plato’s least real artifact, least valuable. And what then about my intellect, my reason?


  Unreasonable.


  Including even this chain of reasoning?


  Looped in the loops of a brown-penny mind.


  Infinite self-reflection.


  And Plato, I think, was unwell…


  …


  Well, and the Buddha replied that that is the greatest possible question and this is the greatest possible answer.


  The greatest? That and this, and—


  So: Is there a problem of the universe, and, if so, what is it, and what is the solution?


  Yes, and that was it, and this is the solution.


  Wait.


  Is there a problem of the universe, and, if so, what is it, and what is the solution?


  Yes, and that was it, and this is the solution.


  Alright, so:


  One: Yes, there is a problem of the universe.


  Two: The problem of the universe is: Is there a problem of the universe, and, if so, what is it, and what is the solution?


  Three: The Solution is: Yes, there is a problem of the universe, and that (two) was it, and this (three) is the solution.


  Is there a problem of the universe, and, if so, what is it, and what is the solution?


  The problem of the universe is the problem whether there is a problem of the universe; and the solution is, yes, that.
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