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[Introduction]

A Philosophical Life

To: Mr. James,  Teacher, Trinidad W.I - 1964 -1967.

Notlimah Hsineved  Rev. 22/09/2024

=====================================================================================





Mr. James, a teacher, in the truest sense of the word. He made an immeasurable difference in my life by the dint of Fate that intersected our lives at that juncture in time.



Civil formality of the times dictated that we, young masters and mistresses, must refer to those who were our elders - at all times - as Mister, Mistress or Miss. As such, Mr. James had no first name, other than perhaps, Sir. Whether he was married or had children of his own are unknown to me.



Throughout all the years since that teacher/student relationship he has often crossed my mind where I recall him as being the first (and, perhaps?) and only teacher who fired and fed my youthful thirst for the realm of escapism – comic books mostly. I recall, as well, my mother often and harshly chastising me for ‘wasting my time and money on such trash’ (comic books). It was Mr. James who introduced me to the world of literature – the first of which was Black Beauty by Anna Sewell. 



From then on, there was no longer any need to sneak and hide – in search of moments for escapism in comic books - or risk chastisement if caught. I now openly did my reading without parental oversight. Reading assumed the aura of respectability when Mr. James made it a class requirement that we spend several hours a day (at school or at ‘play’) reading ‘fine literature’. 



What my Dear mother had not recongised in my earlier years of over-indulgence in or attraction to comics was that I read them, not because I needed to fantasise or escape, because I enjoyed reading anything I could find – newspapers, magazines, brochures, etc. Textbooks, of course, were more of an exception since they didn’t quite fire the imagination as much: schoolbooks equaled schoolwork. When not at school, which child really and truly wants to or enjoys doing ‘schoolwork’? We now have social names and labels for such people - Geeks).



Often, in order for me to satisfy my thirst for comic books, I’d pester mom for the ‘few pennies’ needed to acquire the latest edition or new series; and being a ‘mere child’, I had no other source of income – other than if I resorted to selling or trading my beloved collection of comics to feed that hunger. At some point I must have pestered enough ‘cause newspapers with comics began appearing on a regular basis. Which, of course, fed the hunger – More! More! More!



The shift away from comics as a ‘cheap’ source of writing for the masses started for me as the world of newspapers began to unfold in a world where two local radio and one television stations provided the definition and the extent of the mass media of my time. Most of the content provided mostly through BBC World or Voice of America competing with radio stations from places in South America, Belize in Central America and other Caribbean and Latin American countries of the region. Interestingly, languages, music, news and views filled the airwaves all around. Sure there was political content but I would have been too young or naïve to receognise it as such.

Mr. James’ main task as a teacher, as I recall, was to prep the pupils for final exams which were, at the time, at least three years away. How hard a job could that be? All I knew back then was that I hated (or did not have an affinity for) math and poetry. I enjoyed history classes, once you get past the ‘names, dates and places’ aspect of it. But, in a narrative sense, ‘if no in-depth or background to an analysis is given’ historical accounts devolve into meaningless streams of information. Might as well sit and read an encyclopedia for fun. Boooring!

 

Mr. James, somehow, made history lessons interesting by assigning groups within the class to focus on various areas around the world. Learning to explore the world that’s was at our finger-tips via the globe brought the realization that here’s more to the world than what’s portrayed by colour coding and apparent relative mass or size of Earth’s various land masses. It also allowed us to learn about the people and their individual cultures.

 

In addition, Mr. James was a teacher who spoke my own language (in a manner of speaking – we clicked as teacher and student) and that made me pay particular attention to the effect and importance of juxtaposing linguistic symbols in a skillful manner. It brought to me the realization that the means of expressing innermost thoughts during times of communication rest with the skilful use of symbols. Later on I’d also come to learn that the power of symbols did not reside simply within linguistics. 



Tangent

Historically, Christopher Columbus may have been a hero to his sponsors, his crew and country. To some people, revisionists, in my opinion, the historical recording of life is not so clear-cut or black/white. It’s suffused with varying shades of grey and hues of colour. So, I was not taken by surprise to learn that Marshall McLuhan, in what must have been a moment of lucidity, stated the obvious: The Medium Is The Message. Of course, it is! But the meaning of the message itself still lends itself to interpretation; and interpretation requires that there be symbols. From these we can then infer meaning and/or definition which is external to the symbols themselves. So, who assigns meaning to the symbols that are used in communication? How does it all come about to be commonly agreed upon?



Of course, that’s not exactly what I was thinking at that age. It would have been more along the lines of … Wow! Just my luck, my group was assigned the Middle-East, Arabian areas and I had just finished reading Sewell’s book, Black Beauty – about an Arabian horse. 



The internet was not even a gleam in some mad scientist’s eye even in the comic books I read back then. Computers were only some vague notions about machines that could, possibly, perform tasks beneficial or detrimental to humans, in some future time. So while the future entices, the past always hold sway over the imagination of the present and future actions and behaviour of all humanity, since time immemorial.



When I ask myself what is it about what I do for a living that I enjoy, as someone in the field of Information Technology, the answer to such questions often appear, to me, as being obvious or self-evident - you separate the thinkers from the non (or lazy) thinkers. 









History is replete with examples of those who were willing and able to go beyond the ‘conventional thinking of the day’. From one perspective, they are non-conformers, individuals who are dissatisfied with the status-quo. And so, to my mind, Mr. James revealed to me that History (names, dates, places and events) or Geography, presented as dry and boring academic subjects to be studied in isolation of each other can become rather boring to enquiring minds. Poetry may be the sign of a ‘cultured’ mind but if you don’t know of or understand the nature of that culture or the basis from which it is derived then cultural meanings become diluted as they are dependent upon interpretation of symbols.]
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[Who Am I?]

It's complicated

Notlimah Hsineved  Rev. 21/09/2024





The What and When are easily answered. It's the Who that beguiles. A simple question does not, necessarily, result in a simple answer. 



The who  complicates things.The names we are given at birth (or those we choose to use) create the canvass upon which you are are displayed. Like sketches that display individual aspects. That which we are is shaped by our individual life and experiences. 



Powered by An Idea. Driven To Distractions

The notion of an autobiography, I’ve often thought, balances somewhere between the finer points of self-delusion, self-importance, pomposity and self-aggrandisement.



Intellectually, if one accepts that biographies have the potential of becoming valuable cultural sources to draw upon when analyzing the macro or micro levels of societal development, their importance become less clear when not placed in proper context.  



This becomes increasingly clear in this Information Age that currently grips a large portion of the 21st Century world of ours. Information generation and gathering, on a global scale, has become the engine that drives  most human activity. The Industrial Revolution of yore has been kicked into high-gear as humans discover or develop newer means of generating, gathering, processing, distributing and monetizing the aggregated bits and bytes of our lives. 



This represents not a social revolution but rather an evolution. To quote:



In the beginning was the Word, and the Word was with God, and the Word was God. Gen 1:1



And the Word became flesh, and dwelt among us, and we saw His glory, glory as of the only begotten from the Father, full of grace and truth. John 1:14



In other news, 



Scientists, quantum physicists, continue to seek An Answer to the questions that surround the origin or initiator of The Big Bang Theory; and if all things are indeed relative as Einstein has shown, then once the initiator is discovered Everything else would become clear.



What started it all? What was or who is the initiator? 



If there was previously only Darkness, and God did not or does not Exist, from whence did the first spark of light that emerged from the Dark Hole of Nothingness originate? 



Is Dark Matter the source of All Life? Does it matter one iota, in the Grand Scheme of Life - as we know it to be, whether we (as self-aware, sentient and individual entities) represent anything more than a cosmic mote in the Creator/Initiator’s eye? 

“Such a Theory would give us the ability to "read the mind of God," says Cambridge cosmologist Stephen Hawking. And in Hawking's opinion, there's a 50-50 chance that someone will discover the Holy Grail of physics within the next 20 years.

 

It won't be easy, though: The discoverer would have to find the harmony underlying two themes as discordant as light Bach and heavy rock.   



That said, and getting back to the subject at hand – auto-biographical writings, historians and philosophers are not the only ones that ought to be counted as expert biographers. The same measure can be applied to musicians, poets, artists and artistes, etc. In fact, it can be argued that Alexander Pope and William Shakespeare, as wordsmiths, excelled at their respective art.



For,



All the world's a stage

And all the men and women merely players:

They have their exits and their entrances;

And one man in his time plays many parts ... William Shakespeare (1564-1616)



To some, the art of writing evolves quite naturally. If fluency in a given language is pursued as an art it then requires little more than minimal effort to give expression to the thoughts. Writing, however, begins to border on the edge of being work when it’s task oriented instead of time spent in quite introspection and giving thoughts body, life, expression.



Contrasted with such fundamental questions about humanity’s precarious existence upon this galaxtic speck in our universe - the emerging generation of YouTuber / Facebookers (the current darlings of Data Miners) pale in comparison or importance. Yet, even such unprofessional attempts to leave for posterity a record of the ‘passage through time’ represent biographical data in the Global pool of information that is mined with growing ease. Any unease over such development may find its roots in the slow erasure of the boundaries between the societal constructs of the Private and Public spheres, the individual and the group relationships



In my view, it’s doubtful that auto-biographies are being written primarily for noble purposes. Posterity should be left to biographers; and, in this regard, I give Marcus Aurelius the nod and salute for the imposing the Stoic philosophical imprint on the art of biographers/historians. 



"Of the life of man the duration is but a point, its substance streaming away, its perception dim, the fabric of the entire body prone to decay, and the soul a vortex, and fortune incalculable, and fame uncertain. In a word all things of the body are as a river, and the things of the soul as a dream and a vapour; and life is a warfare and a pilgrim's sojourn, and fame after death is only forgetfulness."  Marcus Aurelius



Facing up to the fact that while we consciously make every attempt to remain in the background of just about every situation which we find ourselves in on a daily basis, largely on a subconscious level, sense that people around often come for advice on a variety of subjects - time and again; and sometimes it scares the hell out of me at the thought that others look to me for stability and sensibility. It matters not what path I take or choice I make - there are invariably others whose life I influence. These are almost daily moments that I live with. All of which make life interesting; and at times downright depressing.



Writing then becomes a way of dealing with what I consider from my world view a constant non-stop information dissemination process. Providing a way of slowing things down long enough to sort and catergorise the numerous bits and pieces. Unable to tell exactly how it is all managed at all.



Like shots in the dark - epiphanies. ( understanding the irony one must first understand the position of the confirmed or avowed agnostic confronting the religious notion of Divine Revelation as not being so far outside the realm possibility. Always the chameleon.



Knowing what you're going to write about or say next makes the art enjoyable. Knowing that 'this saga's going to get to some conclusion often serves as a rude compass by which one navigates to completion. Knowing exactly what  attracts and pulls in one direction or another. Understanding the how and the 



whys of it all play their role in the final composition. Pride flows from being resistant to somethings; saddened when fallen prey to others less ejoyable. Thankful that it can at least be, finally, said that something always matters and makes a difference; and having never faltered in that respect communicate the enjoyment to others. Which essentially amounts to attempting to influence.



Silence



Sometimes it can be so easy to choose or seek the easy path. Total and blind acceptance in being led by others sometime come with painful consequences. Ground-breakers can attest that it is often a result of their desire to strike out on their own and take control which eventually yield results. And so, because of and not in spite of this, there are some who cannot and would not change who and what we are. The only beacon which can be steadfastly looked upon for stability and directions is within ourselves. Full trust in who we are - me. I must, and always, will have to live with me. 



So, we live with the highs and lows, the boring and the dull, the insightful and awfully stupid or insipid. The good and the bad. The beautiful and the ugly. Point made? These are all moments we experience together and separately. But because we each see and interpret them all differently we would not be who we are without one another's point of view. We exist, in spite of ourselves. Priorities plied upon priorities.



Be surprise and shocked! Don't expect your world to be shaken and rocked at every turn that you make! Expect to be doubted and be skeptical in turn! Question! Knock and be knocked out of complacencies! Be aware that while you don't always know where you are going you can nevertheless be conscious of where you are being led. 



We live and die each passing moment of each and every day. There are times when we feel or need to be renewed. Alive. The world exists around you; and you soar to previously unimaginable hieghts. A sensation similar to knowing just when another part of you no longer exist. The Key, however, is knowing When and How.







Learning those are not easy in any shape or form. So you can't explain everything? You don't have an answer for every question and every possibility. Thank you disillusionment! At last, an escape from 'IT' all. Peace, quiet and solitude. Developy our individual form of relaxation, diversions and little moments where you can shed the worn and tattered shell of the public-self. Escape to wherever the mood of the moment takes you. Seek answers while others seek escape. And in the seeking both search after the same thing - identity. There will always somewhere be that question, Who am I? Some want to be lulled and suckled - rather than face the realities.



Be seduced by the lure of Knowledge and Self-awareness. They are certified non-fattening and more filling. There's never a dull moment. Oh! .... don't forget to bring along the raybans!



We use language to describe ourselves, define our identity. But it varies as it becomes   reflective of our socio-economic status. After years of being immersed in intellectual pursuits introduce ideas and concepts that teach us about the application of Power or Privilege; and how they can facilitate change in the world. It generate new ways of thinking and expressing those thoughts. Education, then, is what makes the difference in how th are expressed. 



So, Who Am I?



Well, off the bat, self-consciousness prevents me from being at ease when placed in a position of impromptu expression. That is, I choke  (become thoughtful of a response). And the expression in that moment can be, lets say - misleading. Put another way, I'm not an open book; and never jusdge a book by its cover. Might have well asked about the weather at that point (while I look about for indicators of the weather conditions. Looks fine, to me.  I don't do well at chit-chats.



I, at times, find it difficult to finish what I've started (often driven by distraction) rather than proscrastination. That I do well at, as well.  



What Am I?



I am not an empath. Though other often say that I'm a 'good listener', with a quick-wit 



I enjoy reading and the beauty of nature, the peace and relaxation in outdoor activities. I'm very individualistic and  independent-minded. I live within my own thoughts (don't we all? If not, then you don't want me to settle in yours). 



Acquaintances or strangers, tend to think I'm too reticent and reserved. I'm often told that I don't speak much. That I'm a man of few word (which isn't exactly true - I choose my words carefuly). Learnt at a young age that you should 'put your mouth in gear before speaking'. It helps with foot-in-mouth moments. 





They are never sure  whether they will find me charming,, pissy or lost in thought. I'm seldom unhappy, disappointed or become morose. Which simply means that I can be moody and temperamental. That is, normal - like everyone else. 



From a 'Half-full or Half Empty' perspective, my approach is 'Surprise me!' since more often than not others disappoint. The key is setting the beam on the balance between sensitivities, correctly. Especially if your'e one of th overly nervous / high-strung sensitive types (which require 'mommy or daddy's little helpers' to feel normal. Fortunately, I well-balanced. If not, I'll be a mental-health therapist (pick your favourite) nightmare or 'special project'. 



So. Tell me about your problem? 



Oooh! Mind games. I love them! Someone wants to play mind games. Want to see what makes me tick? Show and Tell. 



While I'm thinking, “Isn't that what you're being paid to do: to tell me what my problem is? It's like going to the optometrist who, after seating you in the chair (like a Hannibal Lecter guest), begins his chit-chat routine with, So. What is the problem? 



Role reversals are not really my speciality. Imagine, if you can, the numerous snarky responses I quickly sift through before condensing it down into something palatable (for the moronic) or civil in response. 



Some people say that I'm sensitive, which I take as a compliment. Not for the reasons they may think: I don't emote well. Many fail to distinguish between Empathy and Sympathy. 



I can empathise with but not necessarily condone or enable any or all acts. I will sympathise with the pedestrian who is knocked over by the cyclist who ignores the bicycle lanes (that they have campaingned for 'cyclists safety features on city streets'). I have no empathy or sympathy for the careless cyclists, if apprehended, who whines about the fine and that the bike lanes are now over-run by all manner of mobility vehicles and users. 



Call me judgemental.



I may go out of my way to help others; or find it difficult to say No, and mean it. Which, at times, means others impose on my kind-heartedness. But, don't take my kindness for weakness. I'm a scorpio. 





Then there's Popeye the sailor man, who so eloquently expressed it as, I am who I am. Or the scorpion's response to the aligator's  startled Why?!  'It's my nature', the scorpion responds.
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[Family Matters]

Please to meet you

Notlimah Hsineved  Rev. 22/09/2024



For many, the family is organic For me it was more like a graft-job.



The earliest years of my childhood consists of vague recollections of having lived gypsie-like prior to being introduced to my mother's and the extended Family. I attribute that vagueness to the passage of time; and perhaps, an unremarkable period of my life. There is no sense of belonging. Nor did I feel like an outsider. Perhaps it was innocence? I had a normal, happy childhood. Being introduced to my Family around 6 years old was truly an experience. 



What I do recall is that being introduced to family was a time in which men and women were addressed in a distinctly different ways. There was the formality of it all. 



Males and Females 'of a certain age' were addressed either as Mr. (surname) or Sir. Females were Mrs. (surname/). Younger females were addressed as Misses. Generally,  children called each other by either first names or nick-names.  



Suddenly immersed in a group that consisted of a mix of, at least, fourteen strangers, ranked in age from 'old' to similar or close in age. Most of whom lived in a multi-generational home in which the adults all worked, the younger women who were not working or attending school looked after the younger children. 



In addition, children were to be seen, not heard. Discipline and Order were entrenched during those years. And, as it turned out, I wanted neither to be seen, nor heard. 



What I do recall from that point onward (meeting Family) is that one of the most memorable (not in a good way) experiences was discovering that everyone talked over each other. Noisy and  undisciplined, the loudest eventually 'won'. 



Unused to boisterous places, I simply retreated to 'Speak when spoken to; and answer when you're called'. From then on I, apparently, developed the label of The Queit One. A trait that has followed me to this day. It became a  state of mind mantra over the years.



Go placidly among the noise and haste. And remember what peace there is in silence.' -  Desiderata









I have also developed a quick wit that allows me to make pithy comments that cut to the quick and leave others either amused, bemused or confused. Knowing the audience is important; and, yes, I can be an utter prick at times.



In hindsight, it occured to me that the people with whom my mother had lived with during the gypsy years were about the same age as my Grandparents would have been at the time. In other words, they were 'some kind souls who took in and sheltered a single mother and her two children'. 



During this point of my life, there was no sense of family. There was no not having a father around' angst. That is, I never thought of who he might be; or why he was not  around. Blissfully unaware or uncurious about an orign story. Life began and ended with my Mother. A matriachal anchor. That all changed or evolved as I becme family.  Like the prodigal-son returning home. Eventually, I came to realise that I was actually the Black Sheep of the Family. 



Imagine that! Bedeviled and a Black Sheep!



In this instance, it was the prodigal daughter and her children. Every one appeared to know who I was. While I had no clue as to who they all were, relationally. As I learnt about the pecking order, Grampa and Gramma.  Apparently, Gramma ruled the roost while Pa wasn't around. 



The rest of the family dynamics were determined, not so much by gender but, largely, by birth order. And, out of a family group (including nephews, neices or cousins) of seventeen, just six were males (myself now included). This is where my sense of family, beyond the stricture of my mother-centric perspective, began to develop. 



Anchored by a Matriach, while connected to a Patriach. There appeared to be no conflicts about roles, status or responsibilities. However, the ultimate authority over myself remained my Mom. I could defy them all (even grand-parents). It's mom that I answered to, at the end of the day. She represnted Discipline. There was no 'wait 'til your father gets home' excape hatch.



As the First-born, unattached to a father figure, my mother's male siblings always appeared as being self-reliant. While the females nutured and protected the roost. Speaking of roosts, I have worked in henhouses. I, intimately, know about hens, clucks and clucking. 



In a female dominated environment, I experienced female voices dominating, almost, all group interaction - preening and clucking over each other. Each sought attention even when there were not any roosters around. 

Being soft-spoken I ended up sounding like I yelled, when I 'spoke up'. Some would even say, sounded angry. Which, ironically, led many to describe me as being either 'a man of few words'. Or when I speak, I sound professorial, preachy or intellectual. Which I interpret to mean is 'they don't get me'. Essentially, I felt little need to engage in social chit-chats about banalities.



Home versus Roost

When I think of Home, it's centered in Trinidad. My grandparents' place was not home but an important marker of the past. 



Home may be where the heart is, but for me it begins with the plot of Family land upon which my mother and her new hasband (I acquired a step-father) built a new house - into which the immediate family - my brother, myself and my step-father moved into upon its completion. Until I emigrated, at 18 years old, it is the physical place where I lived. A period during which my sense of family took shape. 



I had not previously experienced, what some refer to as a 'crisis of identity' - having always known who I am: My mother's son (what I have become, that's a whole other question). When my mom married, we moved homes, which became my family - siblings and parents. My three sisters were all born while we lived in that house. Their home, as well.



The Trauma Years

For the record, we are often given characterisations of Step-mothers as being shrrews and mean-spirited hags (I'm being nice. Disney-like). Perhaps, in some people's experience it's close to being the truth. But in my experience, it was the step-father who was the bastard. He was outright abusive - physically and emotionally. 



My brother and I both endured his rage-fuelled parenting behaviour. Neither Anger-management nor Spousal-abuse were yet in vogue. He did a number on my mom. Big Boys didn't cry, so I didn't. Took it all, like a man; and sucked it up. The 'stiff upper lip' approach. His biological children, my sisters, were clearly treated differently by him. 



To this day, while being cordial with him, I still have resentments about his mis-treatment of my mother during those years. My mother (unfairly?) leaned on me for emotional support during those times. Times when she attempted suicide or was battered and bruised, clinging to an 8-9 year old for support. Watching as your enraged step-father, holding a machete, threatens your mother. 'I'll chop you up!'. 



The plaintive singing of my mother's voice still haunts - Just a closer walk with Thee, Grant it, Jesus, is my plea, Daily walking close to Thee, Let it be, dear Lord, let it be.



Later in life, married and then dealing with my own marital issues, after my mom had separated, with adult eyes, I came to the realisation that (in hindsight) my mom, often times, instigated the resulting abuse she recived. That is neither an excuse or defence of his behaviour. He beat and bloodied my mom! Numerous Times! 



But my mom didn't seem to know when to walk away from the fight. There was no 'Crisis Hotline'. That side of their marriage, through adult eyes, meant that I watched them verbally prick and poke each other. Increasing so as they rushed toward eventual separation.  



Giving the devil his due

That said, resentment aside, as a Father-figure, I did learn to appreciate by handy, mechanical and adept with tools. I learnt about auto parts helping him when he stripped and rebuilt engines with me along as a helper. 



I may not be able to construct an entire house but I do know how to go about laying out the foundation and then building the structure using tools of the trade. Those are skills that make me a handyman about the home. Experts are required only for major repairs. 



In retrospect, it seems that what eventually 'saved' my mother was the decision to emigrate to Canada. A country where there were progressive and liberal social systems under-pinned with, enforeceable, laws that dealt with issues such spousal abuse or even alcoholism. 



It is, often, argued that males exposed to abusive male figures in their formative years are, more likely, to develop abusive attitudes, especially toward females. Possible and likely. But what if that is not really a determinant of attitudes and behaviour displayed later in life?



It was the availablity of safety nets for abused women, such as my mother, that restrained my step-father's behaviour. The threat of punishment for his abuses tamed his tendencies. The Big Man didn't want to end up in the Big House, as a guest of Her Majesty.   Facetiously, Mom did take a few lickings. And she kept on ticking. 



Interestingly, though I can outline my mom's religious or spiritual background through her family, when it comes to my step-father it's a black hole. Largely because I just did not care enough about him and his family to develop any interest. Beyond the occassions I have met and interacted with his family members, I know very little about his background. Particulary when it's comes to religious affiliation.



Apart from the times my step-father attended evangelical services, along with the rest of us, I can't erecal him ever expressing any type of religious or spiritual beliefs. It's the same with the rest of the family I've met.



And, it is the fact that he'd attend the evangelical and then return home and physically or verbally abuse my mother for some perceived slight that was so hypocritical. All of which helped to make me cynical about religions and their disciples.



The Times

Say what you will about the British and their colonial policies (comparatively, better than the remaining colonial powers of the era), but looking at the post-colonial remnants it is quite easy to identify the civilising influeneces of the British Commonwealth from that of the other colonialising powers of the times. 



Not much is made of the colonising influences of the U.S.A - especially that of the American Christian Evangelicals. They have made Mega-Churches (really huge tents with concession areas) a global method of fleecing sheep. Not just on Sunday mornings.



Catholicism and the Vatican continue to tread water with the Faithful, dispensing tidings of comfort and joy. Which it can afford to do - it has its own banking system, its own country, 'offices, embassies and representatives' diffused near-globally. Tithing is seen as an 'Opt-In' option. 



And, atop it all is The Pope.



Unlike the Catholics, Evangelical Christians and their various Ministries is dependent on Tithes (10% -  Leviticus 27:30) as their business model. Money is the root of all that is evil? Methink not. Man is the Root of all Evils.



God is Good. God made Man - in his image and likeness. So man should also be good. 



But Man made a golden calf (which, apparently, was Bad - recall the shit-fit Moses had about that? How about, Thou shall have no other god before Me! God, the Almighty Creator of all Things.



So, is it's the image he's pissed about? Or was it because the attempt at replication devalued God? Put another way, when did money (shekels) acquire its negative (evil) value? Adam and Eve had already set the valuation bar by being ejected from The Garden. 



Seriously? An apple, a Fig leaf and a serpent conversing about the 'possible' keys to The Book of knowledge? Was that before or after Lucifer, a fallen angel, got his arse tossed to earth, Hell? (Heaven is a place called Earth -Belinda Carlisle).









With evangelicals, there is no central figurehead like the Pope. There is no 'shared' wealth collection and distribution system. Compared to the Vatican, it's a free-for-all environment of big fishes going after the smaller fishes. Jesus original disciples were, after all, recruited around the sea of Galilee; and so, were more likely to be fishermen. Independent workers, trying to make a living. Which wasn't a 9 to 5 gig. .



So, when I catch evangelicals on television, I usually watch for the entertainment value as they gather the sheep for the Sweet by and by (and I'm not talking about the Dolly Parton version here). To say that I'm prone to introspection is an understatent.
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[Sum of The Parts]

Unadorned

Notlimah Hsineved  Rev. 22/09/2024







   Who are you?�   I am me.�   Yes, but who is, me?

 

What am I may be a better question to begin with. 



I am a man, a member of the species - Human. I am known by many identiiers. I am he -  a formal designation which links me from cradle to grave. I am that person, who has acquired various labels over the years since I first became conscious of my existence.

 

I am primarily referred to by an official identifier, name, moniker, handle or combinations and variations thereof. At times, I am assigned, or pick up additional labels, given by those who hate, respect, despise or even fear me . This chest full of labels has been given to me by strangers, friends, foes, acquantances and family alike.  I bear them with pride, one and all.  

 

Yes, but which of those are you?

 

I identify as having roles and responsibilities., hopes and dreams. Fears, aspirations, loathings or desires. Expectations. Sometimes a hard shell. At other times there are glaring weaknesses and vulnerabilities. Together they all serve the purpose of identifying and defining who I am. Some can be dispensed with. No more, no less. I am who I have always been.

 

I can tell you that I am but mere nothingness being blown here and there across the vast expanse of interstellar space. Currently, I seem to be perched atop this apparently huge speck of dust which appears to be teeming with a variety of life forms. Fascinating to stop and study the surface appearance of seemingly random activity all around.

�And, what does that make you?

 

An observer.  I am who I was then, who I am now and who I'll become tomorrow. [says the muse]. Perhaps an artist or an art critic. Many a cloak or mask abound. Perhaps you cannot perceive me or as I see myself?  I can be many things or nothing at all. 



I can be optimistic or hopeful while also being a pessimist. Or a cynical optimistic. When, in fact, I am a realist who favours pragmatism, interlaced with the hope that, in the end, it has not been solely for the purpose of becoming another source of bug-food or pretty daises.  



Hope's springs Eternal.



I'm an idealist, I appreciate beauty, grace, majesty. Principles such as integrity, trust, truth, justice, divinity. But, we exist in a world in which acts of simple kindness are often overshadowed or trampled underfoot by base levels of selfishness, ignorances, prejudices, intense navel-gazing or short-sightedness.

 

Chide you those who are dreamers? Admonish those who dream? 



Without constraints, there will always be possibilities, probabilities, predictability, random chance. The variability of minutae. So, why not stop and smell the roses, savour the experiences, live in the moments. Why not enjoy the sights and sounds, kick back and relax. We all dream. 

 

Of what?

 

How, as a specie, there are those among us who consciously sit and plot of ways in which they can and will hurt, destroy and even kill us. Should we be made aware of the methods and means so that we can better prepare ourselves against such attacks? Or should we be left in the dark to face our unimaginable fears and horrors in relative ignorance? 



Perhaps locking ourselves away in some armed underground bunker worrying and planning - hour after hour, day after day - of ways to thwart any attempt at attack? Who's the inmate and who's the guard? Should all our whims and fancies be catered to with total indifference to the cares, worries and concerns of others? Perhaps we already have too much on our plates unable to spare a mere moment to the plights of others?  Some priorities do over-ride.

 

I don't dislike details. But I do demand structure and order  to the chaos. Labels don't define me. I am not beholden to The Idea upon all is then created, projected and pursued. 



I construct and deconstruct the basis upon which Ideas are founded, validates purpose, usefulness, implementation and consequences. Mindfully rational.  Or I may examine, polish and shine with wild abandon ideas. Then simply pour bits of dirt, sand or rocks over, without afore-thought. A defender or champion on one hand. A detractor or critic on the other. A mirror held up to the innocent and the depraved alike. 

 

And, who did you say you are?

 

I am,  who I've always been.



(Shout-out to Neil Diamond - I Am. I Said.)
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[The Narrator Muses]

Enigmatic

Notlimah Hsineved  Rev. 22/09/2024



I have always enjoyed the Furies in literature. Especially Shakespeare's furies, as literary devices. I, however, think of the Furies as comments being made by a muse (as in The Moppets' Peanut Gallery characters). That is, it the writer's 'inner dialogue', in his own voice, seeping through the scene. The Narrator. More to the point. it is the voice in my head - a muse or muses (in a side conversations).



On a more serious note, I will begin with a glib reference to Steve Miller Band and The Joker - Some call me the space cowboy .... I'm a joker, I'm a smoker. I'm a midnight toker. Which doesn't answer the question of which of those represents me, either.



Allegedly, born under the astrological sign of Scorpio. ascendant or descendent,  I know not which. But, when the shoe fits, I can be comfortable in the wearing or comfort. So, yes, I subscribe to (some of) the astrological notions that are out-there. Who doesn’t engage in a bit of introspection, wishful-thinking or self-analysis?



Apparently, my Scorpio affinity has overtones of Sagittarius. Considering that life is not composed of mere black or white, summaries my personality traits.



What is the significance, if there is any, of these words beyond the fact that they simply represent some personal experiences and represent personal moments in my time-line. Beats me!



I have long enjoyed clipping and saving news or magazine articles that tickle my fancy. While, over the years I have accumulated, and lost, numerous pieces of those scraps, a sizeable amount still surrounds me in hand-written scribbles on various notepads and books. Some so old, I'll probably require a brain transplant to determine the appropiate contents in which it ought to be inserted in any of what I Narratives - the sum of the collection of random thoughts or insights that have been noted as I lived my life. Not as a biography or to be auto-biographical.



The under-pinnng link here is that I've observed and noted passing events, with added obserational commentary. These entries were, decidedl,y not meant for others. Nonetheless, entries of a personal nuture are often obscured in the narration. That is, I try to be impersonal in the telling, while creating a narrative that leads from one comment or passing observation to another that, in the sum becomes a story. 







As I sit here, numerous books on various subjects sitt on the shelves behind me (fiction/non-fiction, philosophy, science, social and political sciences, religions, mythologies, etc.). Many of which contain numerous highlighted passages and personal comments in the margins, often cross-referencing subjects or comments about ideas in fields and areas of interest, authors, books or ideas as they occur to me. There are lots of scribbled notes laying about that, at some point, I need to ‘digitise’. A task that has fallen behind, as I’m prone to distractions as I now work primarily online.



So I have amassed another collection of collection of scraps and notes that are in digital formats. At this point, the Who Am I question posed above attempts to weave a project - curate all that is currently time-stamped to a particular Zero-date. So, in essence, while I am the narrator, author (writer) and editor of this series of personal essays in the form of a Diarist.



Ultimately (aside from the digital copy that I will eventually release into the ethers of the Internet and its massive digital archives of The World Wide Web) my Hope is that if ever discovered and read by any one who personally knows me will recognise the totality of Who I was. And have always been.



I am the narrator, the  author (writer) and editor of a series of personal essays. A diarist who sees such a, seemingly, simple question as one that requires a simple respone as being complicated. Why? I have never been comfortable talking about myself. What others refer to as 'opening up', when prompted to share the personal or private-self becomes a chokepoint to dialogue. 



Who I am becomes,  well, at this momonet I may not be who was I earlier. Self-labelling is such a chore!



The mere question poses another question that begs the question - can you step in the same river twice? Or, would you like a snapshot or a feature-length production? In short, don't ask silly questions. You're likely to receive silly responses. 



In time, I learnt that, Grampa wasn't mom's natural father. She is only Gramma's daughter.Though Ma and Pa were married, the man I came to know and call Pa is my mother's step-father. My maternal Grand-father is of East-Indian descent. Gramma is of negroid ancestry. And within that ancestral branch of Our Family, we are coloured along a pantone greyscale swatch. All from black (midnight in a tunnel) to all the way to 'whitish skin hues'. Facial features enough o fill a book of mugshots of random individuals. Yet, all ancestrally Black.







Turns out that being First-born burdened me with other labels later on. Such as, First to enter and complete high school; go to university. Then there is the First grandson to marry, first to have children who were deemed, Legitimate (they both carry the Father's surname). 



Being the First-born, apparently, came with a heafty package of Roles and Responsibilities. And, with no distinct male model to emulate. No pressure. I won't be the first to screw up in that area. Thankfully, the sins of the father didn't matter much. It was the mother's cross to bear.



I have, been twice married. I have two adult children, male and female. One childless, by choice. Two grand children, young adults, male and female, as well. Both currently, unmarried and childress. 



Currently, I am with my second wife. The first marriage (hindsight: right reasons with wrong person. Youth and naivety). So a family-branch is not really illustrative of the tree as the focus. From my perspective, it is more like a branch or limb.

Amusingly, I'm not the first grandson to divorce. That mantle goes to my younger brother.





======  # 04  @ 06:33 Est. ======











































[Diarist or Journalist]

Hindsight can be truly be revealing

Notlimah Hsineved  Rev. 22/09/2024





In my pre-teen years, having developed a reluctance to engage or participate in the competition of vocalisng my thoughts, I found myself engaging in the 'quaint' practice of pen-palling. It allowed the freedom that came from expressing and journaling those thoughts; and provided the space needed to freely express myself. Obviously, the practical aspect of gathering your thoughts and expressing them in that manner removed irritating interruptions. Which suited me well. 



Without the presence of instant-communication, responses and commentary were time-delayed by the snail pace of communication. This allowed time for thoughtful responses that encapsulated a variety of nuanced subjects. Unlike 'Like' replies, a thoughtful letter was worthy of the expense of the sender or receiver. That is, a 'No Reply' was oftern sufficient to convey a message.



This was an activity I persued into my early twenties. And it also led me to philately as I communicated with several pen-pals around the globe. Coin collecting, on my part,  emerged during this period as well. Those interests changed (or disappeared, stamp and coin collecting); as did Pen-palling - which sifted to online communities with the dawn of dial-up modems and Bulletin Boards. 



The World Wide Web and Social Media were not even gleams in the eyes of the Tech-giants that rule today's Digital Spaces and communication networks. I have been Online and have had a digital presence and footprint for at lest the past 50 years. Yet, I am but a cypher in the the 21st century digital world.



I recently read a statement online (providing some context to the time period this is being written) that involved U.S nominate V.P candidate, Tim Walz. He was quoted as saying -as it related to one of his former students -“Sometimes people who don’t speak have the most to say.” 



All of which is to say that it expresses who I am: In plain sight. Yet invisible.

Some call it keeping a diary. I have not engaged in the Dear Diary format that most perceive a diary to be.  And so, I am often conflicted about whether I 'm a journaler, or am I a diarist. Semantics (splitting hairs) perhaps? 





======  # 05 @ 06:39 Est.  ====== 















[Orators - Sophists - Rhetoric]

Ramblings of A Moron
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I have often tried to explain why I'm reluctant to particpate in public or groups conversations. It all boils down to a childhood incident when I was between 8 or 9 years ols. The class was set to do a production of Shakespeare's Julius Caesar. I was given the role of Marc Antony and the eulogy. Thrilled! 



I practiced and memorised the speech, enjoying the many ways in which inflection and intonation alters the messages within the words. I understood he was calling them traitors and back-stabbers. And I eagerly looked forward to  seeing if I could evoke those feelings. 



Of course, at the time, I was unaware of rhetoric, irony oratory or any of the numerous skills or  tools used to speak eloquently. it was simply a feel good vibe or affinity I felt about the speech.



Then came the fateful night. There I am, onstage. The lights so blinding that after the first few rows - beyond is just darkness. I knew there were close to 200 people in attendance. So I began .....



Friends, Romans, countrymen, lend me your ears;

I come to bury Caesar, not to praise him.

The evil that men do lives after them;

The good is oft interred with their bones;

So let it be with Caesar. 



And out of the darkness I heard a voice. "Can you speak louder. We can't hear you!"



'Mom? Is that you?'



Disconcerted, I then tried to 'raise my voice to reach further back  -  ended up sounding like I was shouting. Needless to say (Ha!), I then hurriedly rattled off the speach, devoid of any 'cadance'. A star crashed and burned that night.



A similar incident happened in Highschool. A Catholic school. The debate subject: Creation vs Evolution - discuss. Needless to say, I choose the Evolutionists' position. When it was my turn to present (seated in the small lab amphitheatre, with around 30 students.), the teacher seated at the podium.  After what seemed like a minute or two into my presentation, I'm interrupted by the teacher.



"Can you speak a bit louder ..." 



Again, I hurriedly finished off the presentation (to get out of the spotlight.). Those incidents have been the bane of my attempts at public speaking. I have never divulged to anyone before is that the person who interrupted during my Marc Antony's  eulogy speach was my Dear Mom.





All of which is to say, I'm not in the least bit comfortable speechfying to any group of people. I, literally hate being interrupted when I speak. Interrupt me, too many times, and I'll simply trail off and let the subject die. And, since vocalising my thoughts is not 'my thing', I spend my time making notations, at my own pace.



However, if or when, it feels like work rather than time spent in quiet introspection, then it’s no longer fun. Writing gives body and life to thoughts. It’s become a way of dealing with the  constant, non-stop information gathering and dissemination process we find ourselves in today.



Writing provides a way of to sort, catergorise and index the numerous bits and bytes of information that we find ourselves immersed on a daily basis. And, that has turned me into being an observer, a people-watcher of nteractions among others, especially in group settings. 



I'd sit, listen, observe as others speak past each other. Each either not hearing or listening to what the other is saying - as hey vie for dominance in the interaction. In settings, such as a restaurant or public place, to quickly profile these interactions and personality types. Often, in team meetings or discussions, I'd listen in on all the cross-talk then summarise it in a paragraph or two that dispenses with the 'irrelevant stuff'. 



I cut to the chaste.
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Beliefs versus Reason

The difference rests in what is not expressed on a subject. More importantly, it is how it is expressed. That is, I see myself, primarily, as an essayist. What I attempt to do is weave a thread that connects each essay, written at different times and with different themes in mind, to organically create, at best, a Narrative.





Since my early-teens, I have been a 'scrap-booker'. That passion followed me over the years as the technologies of communication evolved from the stone-age pen-and-pencil, cursive notation scribbled on sheets or peieces of paper. 



Unfortunately, much that I have written or made notes about has been lost for a variety of reasons. Most gallingly, even as a self-described computer-geek, even my backup media or devices have failed to retain all of my data. 



So, now I'm working with what is still available, medium-wise - still existing hand written notes and commentaries, numerious digitally created (distributed and available online, so, technically published. Some pursue such things as Likes and Thumbs-up - as signs of validation. I strive only for the creation of an Archive that ends up being part of posterity. Regardless of the value assigned to its signifcance or relevance. 



I'm more in the Big-Bang Theory explanation for one simple reason (there are many more!): 



In the Begining  ... There was Nothing. Then God said, 'Let there be light'. A switch was flipped. There was a big bang. Then, Everything came into existence or appeared within the Light of the creator. 



Seriously? Seven days and nights? Wow!



Hmmm? Lets check the blueprints. Who flipped the switch? So, there was actually Something that (became something-else) when this mysterious Initiator of All Things acted upon something. What was that Thing that caused the Bang?



Nothing



Oh, yeah! Is that why we all, often, appear to be fervently staring intently and persistently into the balck hole of the past? Hoping, wishing or praying that we'll eventually come to the realisation that it's muck like staring at you navel (black,white or multi-hued holes) to devine your origin-story.



Look away from your navel-gazing fixations, long enough to get a grasp of the present state of affairs. God, The Big Bang(s) or Prime Mover happened eons ago. Long before Humanity became a thing - like dust in the wind. A mote in God's eye. (For the believers or spiritual types). 





I'm partial to the reincarnation concept of Life. Hopefully, we get to keep retrying until perfection or something is achived, a bell goes off somewhere; and you get to step off the conveyor of life. At some point. Or it would have been all for nothing. The Circle of Life.



We go around in circles ...
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[Ole Time Religions]

It was good for the Hebrew children! 

Notlimah Hsineved  Rev. 22409/2024





I find my voice when I set my thoughts to words. I think of it as listening to my muses. The challenge, it seems, is how to seamlessly meld the various snippets without appearing wildly disjointed.



Consider, I have been, religiously, agnostic since my teens (largely because my Cultural Roots begins with The Family.



After years of wandering around in my mother's wake (in search of what I know not) - now, being in constant interaction and mingling with my brother (and now extended) family members, neighbours, froming friendships meant that I needed anchors. They have become  the 'Ties that bind' us to who we are. They inform us of who we have become: community.



With family came intoduction of, and understanding of, belonging. Bonds. Friendships. Who we were was not, singularly, bound to a colour but a place and time. 



Everyone either declared themselves to be either Catholic, Anglican, Presbyterianism, Hindu, Muslim, Seven Days Advents or Jehovah Witnesses (to name the major ones). There was a melange of faiths and beliefs which later became infused with with the Evangelical wave that swept around the globe. To save the heathens and the Great Unwashed who worshipped (and/or) attended religious or cultural events in churches, mosques, temples. 



To the Evangelists, the flocks of sheep needing Shepherds required the skills of Fishers of Men. Every sunday morning. Brining in the sheep. Red and Yellow. Black or White. 



Why? Jesus loved little children .... This is the guy that had been nailed to a wooden cross a while back? 



Evangelicals Travelling Salvation Shows

When did Jesus get into the redemption business. Remember, he 'tore a strip off of the Pharisee' who defiled the Temple with their Greed and Self-indulgences. But, after his protests about Wealth Distribution (communistic or socialistic) projects fell apart (Feeding a crowd with 12 loaves and some fish along the shores of Galilee could be seen as being a Fast-food idea - fish and chips with franchises), further in-land - like on the road to Damascus? 



Well, feeding the multitudes an unsustainable diet of love, hope and prayers? He was abandoned by his Father to be tried, convicted and nailed to a wooden cross with nail spikes and a Crown of Thorns. Yes, He paid the price of Sacrifice. 



Now others Break bread, drink his blood, repent (in His name) ... over and over again .... Amen.







My mother, like most people at this point, attended Catholic services during the high events - Christmas, Easter, christenings, weddings or funerals, etc. How and when she 'found Jesus' is outside of my purview of her conversion. Saul, did have his 'come to Jesus' moment' on the road to Damascus. What is clear that, with the presence of family and friends as a central social reference, and among the melange of communal faith and belief systems, my mom 'found redemption' around this time that the travelling evangelicals (Billy Graham) and the large tent revival rallies to convert the heathens came to town. 



The Big Tent circuses came to town as well. They just came less often than the bible-thumping come-to-Jesus hawkers who, somehow, measured success in the number of souls saved from the demon Satan. All in the name of the Annointed One. The tithe cups became indicators of the degree of separation between the supplicants and the supplicated.



What I discovered, later in life, is that - while fire-and-brimstone bible-thumpers and hawkers were offering redemption and salvation as a pathway to Heaven - we were already living in Hell (on Earth). Look up or Down. Or are we in Purgatory? And we are to sacrifice what little pleasures Life offers in return for what?



Remember, Salvation is a sellout event. Seating capacity, 144,000 (Revelation 14:3-4) redeemed from the earth. All tied-in with the Tweleve Tribes of Israel. "Not everyone who says to me Lord, Lord, will enter the kingdom of heaven... but only the one who does the will of my Father". (Matthew 7:21-23)



Have you checked out the world's population recently? Seems that there's going to be a seating issue in Club Paradise, which will be an exclusive enclave. Hell, on the other hand, seems to have no seating restrictions – designed to handle the overflow.



And, lets not the Chosen People; and their special status and place in line to Paradise.



Innocent Until Proven Guilty? Ha! A little knowledge can be a dangerous thing.



'Man was born in sin' {Psalm 51:5  / Ephesians 2:3) tells us that Men are gulity of Sin from birth. Remember that power couple in the Garden of Eden who got a bit too 'jiggy' and inquisitive for God's liking? 

Catholicism, on the other hand, offers a get-out-of-jail card option: Confession and Absolution. And if you're fortunate enough, even pre-purchase your heavenly residence. A catholic's way to Salvation begins with Sin - which we are burdened with because of Adam and Eve's little indiscretion in the Garden. 



Next, Repent (aski for forgiveness), say a couple of Hail Marys, the Lord's prayer or a combination thereof. Engage in genuflections (piety does not require, nor mean, showmanship) which results in being absolved and released of past deeds. Free to return to living until the next Confession of Sins is needed.



Of course, other religions or philosophies offer a variety of options to attain Nirvana, ascend to Valhalla or merge with The Singularity. All good options. 





Beats the one that offers Virgins as the reward for blowing your dumb arses to smithereens. What else is left to be said about that? They are, indeed, fucked! Even the idea of being reincarnated  in the form of some random creature or thing seems like a via option. 



But, I preferred the Catholic options. it's like accumalting points, with a bigger cash-out at redemption time.  Heaven's Gate seems to be an immigration processing station. 



We already know that there is an Entry Quota system in place to evaluate applications from across regions and demographics. I wonder if the Saints who have already ascended is counted as being part of the 144,000 to be adjudged by He Himself? 



What's the Max? Need to check with St. Peter - he's been at the job for what seems like eternity, thumbing through the pages of the heavenly guest lists. Or, perhaps, with access to the World Wide Web, he has immediate access to everyone's history. Doubtful that privacy concerns are an issue at that point. 



He already cross-correlates with good old Saint Nicholas who knows if you've been bad or good.



Job for Eternity. It's not like it's a punishment! Wonder if there is a retirement plan option available? 



Lucifer, on the other hand, offers wide-open borders. With little chance that health and welfare breaks. There is no 'To Hell and Back'pathway available.  Ask Lucifer - he's been at the job since he got kicked out of Heaven.



Further apart, yet connected, there's Voodoo - a religion that is based on African ancestral worship. Practiced chiefly in Haiti. Then there's Santa Maria - a religion that is not Voodoo but combines aspects of West African and Christian religions. The tree-huggers (like all worshipers of the spiritual or other airy-fairiy beliefs and imaginings) habour the same notions of The Big Guy in the sky. 



Lucifer is a side show. A warm-up act.



Superstitions, the Unknown, surely must be at the heart of our fantasing and phantasms and other imaginings. They trick the mind about what is Real. 



My grandmother, practiced Shangoism, herself was a disciple. She also, regularly, perhaps not religiously, attended church and other events  (Catholic, Anglican , Presbyterian) as we all did. 



During a shango or voodoo ceremony there were no iPhones to 'capture the experience'. No option to re-live, in hi-definition, trillions of pixels that allows you to scare-yourself-shitless in glorious butt-puckering detail. Pause and rewind is available in all modes. For convenience and/or pleasure. No, you were scared in real time. In the moment. No re-do. 



Sure, I saw the light. Or was tempted, at times, during my grandmother's circle of (friends) Shango rituals, ceremonies or gatherings. (For context, see the Yoruba of Southwestern Nigeria).





So, those American Southern Baptists folks, well they sure do ring the chimes and reach the rafters in their vocal expression of spiritual love. But, Speaking in tongues? Amateurs! Though, I must say, making the infirm whole or able to walk again? Seriously? 



Culturally, a stake in the ground - what it means to be a Baptist in America is to distinguish yourself between the White and Black Southern Baptist congregation. Who be they? 

The baptists that I know and grew up with were, by and largely, the black folks. The negroes and darkies. And lordie! Africans and their descendants seem to pop-into-the-world, powered by a dance and rhythm genes. There was no need to affix Black to Baptist.



I later discovered that there's apparently a Rock-gene. As well as blue jeans. (I'm old enough to still appreciate being described as being negroid instead the hyphenated variants that have since emerged.



Like Coloured come in one tone and without a standard pantone swatch kit. Some even try to pretend that they are, socially, colour-blind. Are blind people truly incapable of discerning a transitional shift of darkness/blackness/nothingness/lightness if a high-intensity halogen beam of light is flashed across closed eyelids? 



I have seen Alien, several times. none have been scarier that the very first experience. Compared to that level of fear and horror, those who have experienced those inexplicable moments of 'voodoo-like' embrace, know what luke heard that voice. Use the Force.







............  #  @ 19:37 Est.  ...........





































[Prologue]
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It was not until many years later that I was able to sum it up as, 'My mom was a gypsy / couch-surfer' when I was a child. A Single mother'. The nuances of her parental identity/cachet were not made clear until my early teens. What an eye-opener that was! Literacy helps.



Up to this point in my life I had never sat and pondered the question, 'Who is daddy? Life was uncomplicated: mother and son. Life goes on. Yes, there was mentions of storks and such nonsense at times. Around the time my eldest sister arrive. Out of the blue!  Okay, mommy, step-father, baby appears. It was like (after discovering the christmas gifts under the bed while playing hide-go-seek) there's no Santa Claus! I kept my mouth zipped - I was getting what I has begged for!



So, Who is the father? What? Like who's da daddy? What does Illigitmate mean? 



Have you ever really seen a Black Woman blush? Welome to the Real World Honey. 

Until then, becing called a bastard was just a common epithet people threw around in conversations. Much like a child uses a cuss-word without understanding its meaning. On the day that I realised that bastard and illigitimate are interchangeable, I became a proud black bastard. Attitude became 'my game'. 



Sympathy For the Devil

Later, having being accepted as a student (beang the sins of the mother) by the grace of the very same priest, Father Foley - he called me, Devilish, during a religious studies (close reading the text) class. I had dared to question a particular reading of Jesus trip on the way to Calvary; while dragging the cross.  It had to do with accounting for Saint Simon of Assisi's role played when he gave the beleagured Jesaus a 'helping hand', on the way up Calvary Hill. Forgive them, father. They know not what they do.



It's a badge of honour, Father. He may have well called me The Devil's spawn. Five years of interaction with him taught me how not to let bastards get you down. But, I'm getting ahead of myself. 



My single-mom, around the time I was about 5-6 years old, settled down in what I always think of as Home. It's where I root myself. It is a time and a place when I was introduced to my uncles, aunts, nephews, neices and first-cousins. It was Home, up until I was around eighteen and emigrated. 



Interestingly enough, I have just vague recollections of having lived in four distincts areas by the time I had turned six years old. It is a time in which I was unaware of my mom's parents or siblings. It was not until the 'prodigal daughter' returned home that I became aware of her family. And, so, it is when I began to develop a sense of being at Home and with Family. All that I indentify as being who I am (or perceive myself to be now) evolved through that lens of Self.





I, sometimes, say to those who, indelicately, enquire about my 'orinin-story or narrative' with a - Where did you come from? 



Well, it all began on a hot and steamy tropical night .... Lightning crashes a new mother cries ... (by Live)



The fact is that I was not introduced to my father until after the Good Father enquired about the other side of the Eden fig leaf equation. Apparently, biological fathers were absolved of their role and responsibilities in 'sowing the seeds. .. like the sands of the seas'. The sons and daughters, however, bear the sins of the father. Mothers are offered the fig leaf of shame.



No acrimony ever existed between my biological father and myself. A bond never quite developed. During the occasional get-togethers I met my paternal relatives and half-siblings. Fun times? Sure! Absence did not make the heart grow fonder. 



All connection dropped when, after informing him of the birth of my son - his grandson, there was nothing but static in response. So, now the Past becomes prologue.



Although having developed an aversion to 'being in the spotlight', I enjoyed being in the choirs (mid-teens). The B-boys years meant that, at times the quirks of male puberty came with choices to be made:. I smoked, drank, dealt with vocal changes as they happened. It became a periond when friends and other relationships involved the use of nick-manes. Indicators of belonging or brotherhood. Even those with whom we felt no particular comraderie were assigned monikers. You were either In or Out. Learn to laugh, or the world laughs at you. Or you can do both. 



Once a Mama's boy, always a mama's boy? 



Well, not quite. It has made me a certifiable cynic, with a quick wit and cutting retorts. In highschool, I was not quite the 'class clown'. Though, I did have my moments in 'punkin' the slow or dimwitted' (as I prerceived them to be). 



You can say that I have a quick-wit.



A frequent refrain I heard as I became a part of The Family, as well as among  friends or acquaintances - as I recall, was - 'You were born old.' Never sensed any malice. In fact, it often felt like whimsical self-pitying on their part. 



But to me, it sounded more like, 'the innocence of a child with the wisdom of an old man'.  Which, essentially was the more common 'Out of the mouth of babies'. Or, perhaps, there was no need for me to Grow-up? 



When the first patch of gray hairs appeared on my head in my mid-teens, it became - 'the wise man'.



After a group of classmates and I had seen Yul Brynner and Deborah Kerr in The King and I on the bigscreen one weekend, five of us 'pledged' to show up in class the following Monday - clean shaven as Yul . 



On that fateful Monday morning so many years ago, just one other classmate and myself followed through with the 'pledge'. We stood in front of our classmates, righteously proud and defiant - and clearly dismissive of the lack of solidarity to our Word. Which is our Bond.



Some now call it manliness. We just loved the look. (like Sheena Easton in Prince's You Got The Look). But who got the hook? The Purple Prince who chanelled none other than Jimi Hendrix. And, lord, Yes. I'm am experienced!



To this day (accounting for the 'ravages of Time' - my hair has thinned to the point that shaving my head is not a statement but an esthetic necessity. Simply put, I've never freaked about the loss or growth or hair on my body. Are we not all, Great Apes?



Meanwhile, I picture myself (at this age - attempting) sitting cross-legged with the Dalai Lama or some Eastern-style Yogi or Buddist hanging about talking about the meaning of Life. Like accademics discussing the meaning of Is or Being. While Rome burnt; as Caesar fiddled. 



Perspective, as Einstein (if not clearly) mathtematically expressed - Everything is Relative.. Which was not actually a 'new' thought, concept or notion. The Greek, Herodotus has that corner covered. As does Aristotle and a few other Greeks of antiquity.
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[In the Beginning ]

There was Nothing

Notlimah Hsineved  Rev. 22/09/2024  





In the beginning .... God said, 'Let there be light'. A switch flipped; there was a Big Bang. And, Everything came into existence or appeared within the Light of the Creator. 



Hmmm? Time to check the blueprints, no? Who flipped the switch? 



So, there was actually Something (that became something-else) when this mysterious Initiator of All Things acted upon something that initiated It All?



What was that Thing that caused the Bang?



It's Nothing.



Oh, yeah! Is tha why we all appear to be, fervently, staring, hoping, wishing or praying, that if we peer intently and persistently enough into the Black Hole of the past we'll, eventually (perhaps) come to the realisation that it's muck like staring at you navel (black,white or multi-hued holes) to devine your origin-story.



If you look away, from your navel-gazing fixations, long enough to get a grasp of the present state of affairs, God (or the Big Bang(s) happened over imagined eons ago. Long before Humanity became a Thing (like a mote) 
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[Shade It Black]
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What a rvelation it was, in fact it was downright interesting to discover, after I emigrated, that there was such a thing as Black people and White music.



Sure, we distinguished between English music (self explanatory), Hindi (pre-Bolluwood), Chinese or Spanish/latin style music. You listened to whatever gorroved you. Big Band, Benny Goodman, Armstrong, Brass bands. Even classical. There were no black or other coloured radion stations. Tune in or tune out.



Learning of such a divide during my early years as an immigrant meant if I want to hear some 'black (soul) music' that was not on the sanctioned playlists of the local stations, I'll have to tune in with my rabbit-ears to catch soul music drifting across the border from Buffalo (WBLK). Played by a Black radio station Dj, promoting black acts (at times, even non-black artists). 



In progressive Toronto, the White radion station did not air Black musicic as a genre. Jimi didn't even qualify to be aired along with Armstrong, Etta, Shirley Bassey or Dionne.    



Then there was the introduction of White or black cooking. Soul food - as opposed to souless and or bland?). Before there were etchnic food sections in main grocery chains, black food stores were, indeed, a thing. Same with trying to get a haircut. 'We don't do black hair'. So, along with such things, it meant that if you wanted some home-style meal and get a trim and shave while up and about - you had to plan travelling to a particular part of the city.



Plenty of McDs and other convenient fast-food franchises abounded. Seemingly on almost every few blocks. No longer hunters.; just gatherers.



I enjoy fried chicken. I also enjoy watermelon. Both have their merits. Neither is either a Black or White food. Yet, publicly, I will not be seen pairing and eating the two together. In one sitting. I'd much rather put on a happy face and bust out a rendition of Al Jolson's My Mammy, wearing white face paint. Like the Watermelon Man.



Being agnostic in outlook does not only apply to things religious. It is just another way of indicating you have an open mind; and is willing to be convinced.



During a vacation my wife and I made to Dublin, Ireland, we gathered with a group at a museum presentation/tour. After the presenter introduced himself, he pointed around the room and asked us to briefly identify where we're visiting from to give a sense of the composition of the audience. A resaonable approach to 'getting to know each other, a bit, gesture.



As he went around the room, before he got to me (Aaaargh! Centre of attention moment!), I had learnt that there were people from Lisbon, Berlin; and various cities or towns around the world. My wife and I both identified as being from Toronto (no need to add, Canada, is there?). I actually heard a European looking couple of women who stated that they were visiting from Croatia. (Their specific locality, irrelevant to the general question of 'travelling to or from?'.

What actually stood out to be about the American tourists was the older couple, around my age, who simply stated that they were visiting from Boston. The rest identified as being from states such as Texas, California, Michigan, etc. Of course, those of us, non-Americans, generally, knew who The Americans in the room were.



Another observation, I was the only Black person in the room; and I had come from Toronto  to visit an Irish museum about world famous Irish musicians - from Dublin.

Being asked, 'where are you from' or 'who are you' is not a clear cut question. But Americans, generally, fail to notice the nuance(s) of the question. Context seems to elude them: Being American seems to be a political statement. Some may say it's patritiotism (one can then assume that non-Americans cannot be patriotic without the flag-waving and chest thumping demonstrations.
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[Lollygagger]

Wool-gathering
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Have you ever lain out on your back, in the grass or some field on a bright, sunny and cloudless day? Eyes tightly closed against the piercing rays of sunlight? 



Who has not seen imprints on the inside of their eyelids that (but captured and displayed with a high-powered instrument such as the James Webb or Hubble telescopes) reminds you of the 'after-images' you experiencd then. Imagine that! 



Once there were pin-hole cameras that captured the world around them.  Today, the mass plebian of society carry around devices that have the ability to (attempt) explain the Meaning of Life (not in a Monty Pythonesue display. And by the way, the answer is 42 - ask the Hitchhiker crowd)



As the clouds languidly flow across the azure sky, besetted with fading gloden rays of the setting sun. The sparkling but dying rays valiantly attempting to shine for that one last instance; and then seeping away into nothingness. The cool evening breeze ruffles through the trees, slowly turning autumn leaves into multi-coloured hues of the rainbow. Birds flitter and chirp, flicking from branch to branch, tree to tree. In the background can be heard the distant and occasional automobile that passes by, momentarily attracting ones attention - easily discarded as a mere distraction. 



The smell of burning wood within the firepit contains the pungent aromas of the surrounding forest of oaks, birches, pine, and so forth. The shadows thrown by the overhead branches lazily plays tricks with the last remaining rays of sunlight and absorbs the attention.



What?!

Sorry, it's my day off.

Yes, it's a beautiful evening. Great for communing with nature. Fall is one of the most beautiful seasons of the year.

 No, I live in the city. Used to live here but moved away.

Oh, really?!

Hey! Look at that the size of that tree house........



Your attention goes back to the sky. But now twilight has already fallen. The think dark mask of night is already slipping into place. Just barely discernable against this backdrop are the magical forms of the clouds. And if you looked carefully you'd spot the briefest glimpse of the distant moon. Playing hide and seek or attempting to break through? The game is entered.



A radio suddenly blares on, spewing out a discordant round of clashing musical instruments clamouring for superiority. All of which is counter-weighted by the sound of raw voices, angry voices, sad voices, dazed voices emanating from the throats of individuals who apparently have not yet learnt how to find their identities. 



A voice in the crowd eventually intercedes and asks one of the children to change the radio station. This is momentarily followed by the distinctive static that one hears when swiftly twirling the tuning knob through the various radio frequencies. Disjointed communication. Then, just as quickly clear sound once again breaks forth from the speakers. The children slowly and subtly disperse off in various directions.



Looking back up at the sky one notices that the stars are starting to sparkle through the occasional breaks of the now silver-lined clouds. The sky is scanned for the moon which now seemed to be completely obscured by the clouds. The earlier breeze seems to have died off somewhat and is now gently caressing the shadowed and framed branches all around with nightsky. The bumps and indentations of the ground under the carpet of cushioning grass seem to mould themselves to your back and the pleasure of their individual presence lulls you into a deep sense of relaxation.



The big husky dog strolls over and lies beside you, hunched on its forelegs, eyes and ears alert to the sounds and dangers of the night; as well as the children wandering and playing amongst themselves. The guardian of the night on watch.



You're slowly slipping under .... holding on to nothing. 



Voices dissipates. Sounds meld into nothingness. The song comes on at that precise moment. The imagination takes flight. The senses sharpen. And I am drifting away from the shore .... swimming out to what's out there, where it all begins. That is where it all comes together. The beauty of the infinite. The unknown. Tomorrow. Now. Yesterday. You feel alive.



Grey mornings. Blue skies. Red evenings. It doesn't matter who's around to feel alive. All you've got to do is crawl out of that hole that you've dug for yourself. If you stay the night would not give you up. And if you want, the morning would keep its trust. The demons would get their battles and you can be assured that the voice of reassurance would reach out from close-by to steady you. Some days just slip by.



Want another beer?

Sure, thanks.

Look what you made me wear! I look and feel like a peacock. everyone one else here is so casual. 

Don't worry about it. No one here will say anything to you. Besides, you look good.

But you said that we were going to a party? (There is petulence and accusation in the tone and the words).

Well, we'll say that we're going to a party over at ........



The conversation is whispered between the man and woman going by. People are clustered in random groups and engaged in various conversations around the bristling flames among the logs in the pit. Introductions are made all around. Jokes are shared. Personal and intimate news are exchanged. Social issues are discussed and commentaries are made. Music appreciation and the hopes of mothers and fathers are given vocal expression. The atmosphere overall is quite easy-going.







The tongues of the flames hungrily licking at the cords of wood with the fire pit have their own magic. Whipped here and there by the passing breeze. Sculpted by the random positioning the upright and fallen logs. Fuelled on occasion by the still fresh sap that would burst forth from within the heart of the stumps as the outer layer of bark is scorched and reduced to smoldering ashes. The radiant heat of the flames reaches out in waves across the open expanse of space that surrounds the pit and makes its presence felt to all those within its radius. 



Beautiful things, flames are. Their unbridled form and energy. A panorama of liquid colours contained within those elemental gases. And, at the same time, deadly to the unwary and uninitiated. Death and rebirth - dancing and weaving they are entwined from spark to dust. Insignificance to brillance. 



Looking back up at the sky it can be seen that the stars are more clearly seen; and they are also out in greater numbers. The sliver of the moon is clearly visible overhead as the cloud cover slowly dissolves away to expose the majesty and beauty of the heavens and the night sky. A new sense of moisture is detected within the featherly touches of the breeze. Sounds in the night take on a new tone and generates new perceptions. Voices do not appear to simply disappear into the nothingness of the surrounding landscape. Instead they appear to be contained within the somewhat intangible boundaries created by the blanket of the night.



What do you think about the Clinton and Lewinsky scandal?



The opinions, pros and cons are bandied about all around. No side comes down clearly on either side of the subject. But there is a concensus that Clinton is a disgrace to the Presidency of the U.S and to men in particular. Monica, both the men and women agreed, was a little too naive and was used by everyone involved in the incidents and ensuing investigations. 



When do you think the teacher's strike is going to end? I say that it is time the government legislates the striking teachers back to the classrooms. We are, after all, their employers?



The teachers fared no better than Clinton and Monica.



The radio, forgotten in the distant background, is turned off and everyone realises that it is quite late. The beer, fire and conversations are slowly fading away. The dog rises and goes off in search of the children, most of whom have by now disappeared into the house. The dying embers of the fire are beyond the attempts of the ever-present breeze. The black and vast canvass of the night sky is now clearly awashed with sparkling stars. The silver crescent of the moon begining to dip toward the western horizon - the whisper of another dawn waiting in the wings of the eastern horizon.



Day and night. They will and always have been with us from the very begining. Tomorrow is just another day. Tonight is the night. And then there are days that are just better than others.
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[Annoyingly Serious] 

Voice Of a Muse 
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"If one begins with the big questions of 'Who am I?' and 'Why am I here?', the understanding of the roads back in history seem as important as the ones forward, whether or not it pertains to the individual or collective, to the subject of love or the control of information."    Loreena McKennitt� 

Music, it has been said, can soothe a savage beast - as truism go. Truism, hmmm?! Now, there is an interesting word! Like a life lived in parentheses?

 

If it is true, can it not also be said that: music can also awaken the slumbering beast? How do we distinguish between the two: which are essentially two sides to the same coin?

 

Tuning in to various radio signals one locks on to a particular song, singer, group, artist, style, instrumental arrangement, chord, note, mood that, somehow, resonates with the particular mood or momentary frame of mind. 

 

Sometimes such state of being can last for extended periods. But, somehow, we all know when they end more than when they first started: referenced by the person, persons, artist, musical styles or themes that we favour at a particular moment.

 

However, should you find yourself questioning such changes, resign yourself to the fact that you blinked; you’re on a different plane of consciousness. The hook of the particular song or singer, instrumental or instrumentalist will not penetrate or permeate your consciousness until the earth, sun, moon and stars (etc., etc.) are all in alignment.

 

In other words: Another Place or Another Time, and it would have fallen under the classification of just so much more shit! Or so much background noise which we instinctively filter out.  

When we do focus or take notice it’s because something in the constant of background noises has jarred our attention by being out of place: either a strident or subtle change in the "white noise". 

 

When that resonance is perfectly aligned (through that pesky conjunction of the stars and moon, (facetiously put), there is no person or argument persuasive enough to convince you that what you’re listening to is noise generated by an individual/group wielding an instrument with notions of being artistes. Artistes attempting to spread their message through the form/medium they feel is suited to their style, message and audience.

 

One would think that a different strategy or product becomes necessary should you find yourself working in Alaska after being in refrigerator sales in New Mexico. That is, you don’t hawk pork as an appetiser to the Adventists, beef to the Muslims, non-kosher meats to the Jews or the benefits of no-smoking environments to smokers. Preaching to the converts seldom bring with it fresh ideas.
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Looking back in time, it's difficult to say just when, in my childhood, the habit began. I , now, realise that I've long engaged in clipping and collecting articles from newspapers and magazines whenever I found them to be overly interesting. As a voracious reader, by the time I started highschool I had quite a collection of paper-clippings that went along with my stamp and coin collections.



People of a certain age demographic may recall names such as Roy Roger, Alan Ladd, Pernell Roberts, Victor Mature, Doris Day, John Wayne, Gary Cooper, William Holden, James Garner, Ross Martin, Tab Hunter, Tony Curtis, Lee Van Cleef, Carroll Baker, Dan Blocker, Deborah Kerr, Lauren Bacall, Joanne Woodward, Debbie Reynolds, etc. While some grew up collecting baseball or hockey cards I collected celebrity/movie stars cards that were then packaged with chewing gum of the era. 



I've long been an "information junkie". Throughout my life, I've devoured and consumed the contents of books and newspapers at every every opportunity. I used to haunt public libraries. While reading novels (not all) I'd hightlight passages or make notes in the margins as certain ideas or phrases grab my interest. 



Watching televised news is something that I find to be generally dissatisfying. The often shallowness and brevity of the 'news item' coverages and presentations seems to like 'small-talk news'. The type that is suitable to those who populate the twitterverse. None-the-less, I'm also a politics junkie. Not in the partisan way of what now passes for public or political discourse. My interests are more aligned with the social, philosophical and political aspects of the discourses themselves. The science of it all.



It was not until my introduction to university-level Humanity courses that I discovered a joy for History and Literature: Man The  Social Animal. 



The ready availability of the World Wide Web has made it easy to pursue in-depth analysis of events and issues around the globe. The answers to questions were all around. As I recall, I did not particularly enjoy previous history classses. Especially the rote learning of names, dates and places with the objective of getting a passing grade on the subject. All the intriguing and colourful stuff were mostly glossed over and without much context.



The Humanities provide the keys to understanding the Social Animal.



The everyday application of political ideals has its place in the social (political) aspects of our social lives - entertainment, for example. But I'm interested in the Machiavellis, the Mark Antonys, the Macbeths or Medicis of 21st. century societies. 



It matters not whether you self-label or identify as being a Liberal or Conservative, Democrat or Republican, Marxist, Socialist or  Communist. Whether Democratic, Autocratic or Theocratic, individuals who seek and wield political power (even in the case of religions) are all guided by baser instincts and self-interests.  

Jacques Rousseau (The Social Contract) addressed the legitimacy of the Authority of the State over the Individual in Civil Society. He  prosited 'The Social Contract' as the basis upon which all individual self-interests are subsumed to those of the State which are  encapsulated in the Social Compact between individuals. In current terms, Individual Rights and Freedoms are enshrined in State Constitutions. The Law is what The State deems as being Legal or a Civil Right. 



There is no Opt-In choice. Opting-Out is certainly available to any individual who chooses to exercise their 'Natural' right to leave the constitutional confines of Civil group, the state. That is, self-exile. And, as has been clearly articulated by Thomas Hobbes (Leviathan), such individuals can expect that life, at best, outside the social construct of Civil Society would likely consist of  "continual fear and danger of violent death; and the life of man, solitary, poor, nasty, brutish and short."



In short, theoretically -  the Individual does not give up his 'Natural Rights' as a condition of being an equal member of the collective - The State. He or she merely assents to allow their personal self-interests to be governed by that of the Collective or The State. 



John Locke, in considering the degree or extent to which an Individual in Civil Society can expect to freely exercise his 'natural rights' within the strictures that will be imposed by the State's Law or Constitution, addresses the question of Civil Liberties. 



Liberalism, or the exercise of civil liberties, as John Stuart Mill pointed out, comes with attached costs. John Locke, also had much to say about liberalism. That is not to say that others have not opined or put forth their thoughts and observations of the human condition in what we (should) all accept as social conditions to modern or civil societies. 



The Greek historians and philosophers have left their indelible marks on Western societies. Just as the Marxists, the Leninists, Stalinists, Maoists or Islamists have done in their times. Yet, in spite of the literature and bodies of work that exist on the nature of politics, good and bad, the sciences that are utilised to analyse and evaluate the progress of human history [admittedly, there's no other type of history!) or evolution - it's fair to say that today's public discourses have become mired in navel-gazing subjects such as identity-politics.
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[Art of Relevance]
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Autobiography. The essential definition of pretentiousness, egoism, arrogance, boastfulness … autobiographical – the self-preening of an egotistical arse.



As I sit here and began this ‘opus’ of mine – hopefully, appropriately titled? I’m thinking about Peter Gabriel’s song, In Your Eyes. What does that say about my social anchor? Where do my social references originate?



The reality is that I’m actually listening to one of my favourite set of musicians – U2.

Dependent upon either the sacred or profane, nothing that is asserted about the history of Man can ever be complete without answering the question …. so, where did it all begin?



This is nothing new or radical of thought. Greater historical minds than mine have pondered that question. The lore-keepers and recorders of Time are extensive, generally well -known and well documented. The Masters have enquired and responded, each in their time. As a student of their works, all I have to add is but mere commentary in the annals of Time’s passage.



Feel free to apply labels as needed. If the eyes are, indeed, windows to the soul then one need to be prepared for a maelstrom. Man is simple; Men are not. History tells us so.



I’ve often thought that an auto-biography belongs to the ‘the self-delusional, self-important, pompous and self-aggrandising sort among men’; and, yet, here I am. So, choose your weapon and stance carefully. Who is Man (or Who Am I?) is not open to question.



According to one’s choice of (insert your preferred or favourite) Source of Authority, that is a question that raises a host of questions about such things as Truth. Validity. Veracity. Bias, Independence and so forth. In the end, what it really amounts to is navel-gazing introspection. Show me another creature on planet Earth that gazes upon his world, choses to create a world of its own ‘within that reality’ then spends the rest of its existence questioning which of the ‘real or imagined’ worlds is in fact Reality?



I imagine that the last thing that goes through a bug’s head as it smashes into a autombile’s windshield at highway speed is its arse. The bug’s as real as the windshield (or vehicle) that it smashes into. Does the ‘grand designer’ notice or care that the bug ‘dies’ (among millions of other ‘bugs’) in such a manner and on a constant basis?



There are those who will want to interject about determinism, fatalism, fate, destiny …. ad nauseam. But in any imagined ‘verse’ the chronology of creation or ‘coming into being’ is dependent upon one constant – Time, the equaliser. And, if Time is the determinant of (past and present) events as related or recorded by Lore-Keepers (Historians) then, clearly, auto-biographers have lost sight of the purpose of Lore-Keeping: it’s not about the author. Rather, it should always be about the ‘world around you’. Perception is reality; and that requires documented evidence, unadorned, clinical and as unbiased as is possible.



I can also imagine and believe in both the scientific and the magical. The fantasy and the reality. If the world around me is an illusionary creation of my own, what does that then make me? Master of my domain? Big Bang or Creationism are but the skin of the onion that we perceive as reality.



Rationalism, for the most part, prevails when confronted by skeptical enquiries.



That, in itself, is not problematic; but it’s when reductive scepticism is applied to all thing and in all areas of life. The substitution of ‘feelings’ in place of ‘deductive reasoning’ has invariably led us – as a specie (remember, the rational ones?).



Accepting that biographies contain the kernels that may, potentially, become notable reference sources at either the macro or micro levels of human societies, their importance at a societal level is less clear (outside of their cultural contexts). The sacred or the profane are both dependent upon the dispensation of some external actor or factor.



This becomes increasingly clear in this Information Age of the 21st Century world where global information generation and collection has given wings to data-mining – the engine that drives most human activity since the Industrial Revolution of yore. It has been kicked into high-gear as humans discover or develop newer means of generating, gathering, processing, distributing (and monetizing) the aggregated bits and bytes of human activities.



This represents not a social revolution but rather an evolution.



In the beginning was the Word, and the Word was with God, and the Word was God. (Gen 1:1) And the Word became flesh, and dwelt among us, and we saw His glory, glory as of the only begotten from the Father, full of grace and truth. (John 1:14)



It says right there in the scriptures, … God created Man in his own image and likeness (Genesis 1:27); and I believe in both magic and science – both ‘godly’ sources of power.



And, in other news, scientists, quantum physicists, continue to seek The Answer to the questions that surround the origin or initiation of The Big Bang. Who or what started the first spark?; If all things are indeed relative (as Einstein has mathematically shown) then once the initiator is discovered all else should become crystal clear.



Previously only darkness, null, a Void existed, no god exists. So, from whence did the first spark of light emerge? From what dark hole of nothingness did being and time originate? Is Dark Matter the source of Life?



Does it matter. one iota, in the Grand Scheme (Life) whether we are self-aware, sentient and individual entities. Does any of it mean anything more than a cosmic mote in the eye of the Creator/Initiator? Does God even have his eye(?) on Humanity, considering his domain to be so stupenfyingly immense - to even be a mote in his eyes? 



We have been scanning the Heavens, increasingly so, searching for the source of that initial Thing that started this entire Timeless machine. And, multitudes of his creations have been lifting up their voices and arms, hoping, singing and praying that He will reveal himself. 



Remember, Man was created in His image and likeness. Spin that any way you choose. Perhaps it is that Black Hole that is blinding us to the fact that This is it. Reality is not itself a problem – it is what it is.



Problems arise when Men attempt to define what reality is for All; and in so doing humans end up constructing realities that collide with what can be called The Collective Reality. If you can’t always get what you want, then, why not try and try again, huh?



Darwin observed, documented and then concluded that life on Earth evolves; that the fittest survives during the process. And, in the grand scheme of Life, Man has found himself sitting atop the Tree-of-Life. The food chain, if you like. God apparently gave some of its creations (by most accounts) dominion over the rest of his Creation. The question that is left to be answered is, what makes us so ‘special’ in the eyes of the creator..



Protagoras (he surely was not the first nor will he be the last) pointed out that ‘all is relative’; the veracity of which has been demonstrated by Einstein’s Theory of Relativity [ E=mc2 ]. Even if you believe in miracles, its sublimeness cannot be denied. Who are the Chosen Ones?
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[Heart Of The Matter]

Cogito, ergo sum (I am thinking, therefore I exist) René Descartes
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All this (whatever THIS is) began as a pet project. That is, what you find here is the result of want to create a local database that could be used for quick-referencing. Like using a highlighter to (mentally note) hard-copy texts, while reading.



Keep in mind that I began this as an after-work; and when online search engines were not as pervasive as they are today with the likes of Google, Bing (among others); nor was it as authoritative as Wikipedia has become (again, among many others). I’m speaking about a period of internet time whensites like Site Crawler, Ask Jeeves and Netscape constituted a part of that evolvingdigital footprint that online search now encompass.



My objective has been far more modest in conception. I sought to provide (local) access to reference sources via my personal network. In the process, as with the Internet and in the process of doing so, it has grown and taken on a life of its own.



The maintenance of my pet project has evolved to the point where considerable amounts of time is required for its upkeep – especially since the contents were not originally intended to be dynamic in structure. Then there’s the rest of it – the security, backups, updates.



Then BAM! It’s a web, dummy! Hyperlinks are the keys to the World Wide Web). My, once side-project, has become a full-time endeavour; it helps that I’m now ‘retired’. Wait!, that then makes me one of those ‘ole Baby Boomers’ that some among us think ought to be put out to pasture or set adrift on ice floes – like a certain recent ‘retiree‘ should have been. Bite me!



I like my externally attached keyboard, mouse (a precision that touchscreens don’t provide), 32inch flat-screen monitor, all the computing power (Ghz) and storage (Terabytes) that my custom-built computing workhorses provide. Laptops and other mobiles with their tiny screens (seriously, HD on a 7 -10" screen? There’s a reason why computer visual displays have evolved into what we have today.



Squished keyboards with ‘touch-pads’ don’t move me. Mobile devices are for convenience. Nothing more. Even though they’re capable of massive digital storage and (near-instantaneous) communication with anyone who has access to a corresponding ‘receiving device’ in (almost) any part of the world.



We’re not talking about Dick Tracy’s wrist-watch radio or Get Smart shoe-phone gadgets here. Selfies, anyone?



If you feel the need to attach an external keyboard, mouse or monitor then you might as well go all the way and get yourself a big-boy, that is my position.







Taking into account the tasks involved with maintaining all the devices connecting locally to the single point-of-access to the Internet [gateway] – Anti-virus, Firewall configurations, user-access, hackers, etc, etc., has made me a Home Network Administrator. Sans expectation of fee. Of course. it’s what I do, in my free time – maintain the utility.



Think about that the next time you go ask your buddy or neighbour to ‘help you out’ with something that’s in their field of work, interest(s) or specialty. Geeks like the buddy who loves fishing, automobiles or electronics, for example. Geeks ‘R Us. A geek’s work is never done. Geek, you say? A badge of honour!



For some, modern computing is on par with public utilities. For other, it’s a passion. 
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[The Satire Is Intentional]
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Culturally, American and Canadian are mostly indistinguishable but yet distinct from one another. In much the same way as British, German, French, Spanish, Greek, Italian, Asian, Middle-Eastern, African (including all sub-groups - like Congolese, Nigerian, Egyptian, .....). That is, all cultures are similar but distinct from one another. (Put that in your crack-pipe and smoke it!)



As I set about settling and working in Toronto in the 1970's, assimilating meant that I became aware of buzz words such as multi-culturalism, melting pots and cultural mosaics (as the social scientists and politicians strove to understand, explain and define the social shifts from heterogeneous societies to ones in which different cultures mixed but remain distinct).



At some sub-conscious level, I became aware of the societal perpensity to use metaphors or labels to describe (or categorise) the fusings of national tendencies (stereotypes, cultures and ethnicities) into what we perceive as national identities. Calling a spade a spade.



An aside, in certain circles it is said that money is the root of all that's 'Evil' in the world (as we know it). Perhaps. But tribalism is right up there with that 'evil' as a blight on societies.



Cosmopolitan was the word I was accustomed to as I grew up, lived with and generally socialized with the people of different ethnic and/or religious backgrounds around me. Yes, there was a time when I was blissfully unaware and naïve of the political tensions that exist in all societies. Being 'of dark skin pigmentation' BLACK was a mere acknowledgement of a reality. Not a political statement but a statement of fact that was observable and verifiable. And, it is for that reason that I cannot relate to the Black political 'struggles' of what I perceive as being a ' black North American thing'. 



I am black and proud but don't for a second think that equates me with the likes of Martin Luther King, Jesse Jackson, Louis Farrakhan, Stokely Carmichael,  Malcolm X or the Black Power movement of the '60s and 70's. Black was beautiful and all that ... rah! rah! rah! Super-heroes were more 'my thing'; as well as those around me. Meanwhile, Castro and El Che were standing in the ring with the Americans, duking it out mano-a-mano. Not all superheroes come equipped with capes. There's Captain America and the Green Berets.



And so, the social experiences of my youth were not that of a homogeneous society melting into one. None-the-less, it was heterogeneous in that we all had a national sense of identity that derived from place of birth. 



Multiculturalism, on the other hand,  tugged at various political touch-points in an attempt to attach values to each that would result in some form of egalitarian rule of the competing forces within a multi-cultural society. A holy grail of peace and harmony. Those hippies!! 



I'd like to teach the world to sing in perfect harmony ....



In addition, even after having emigrated to Canada, I still experienced a common bond of commonality, connectivity and identity. As a West-Indian and citizen of the British Commonwealth, Canadian or not, I was part of the British Empire (not during its bulldog years). Familar with it's History, Laws, Customs, institutions and Traditions. Experiencing its manifestation in the Canadian context (a former British colony) I too understood the impulse of the British loyalists to shout out Rule Britannia in support of Her Majesty, The Queen. And I still do.



That perspective (that of the English (Anglo) Canadian) has, over the many years of living in Canada, has been tempered by the political (constitutional) and cultural dicothomies as it relates to the British and French



This sense of belonging, of being a part of a cultural identity - British/English - is no different from self-identifying ones-self as being European, Asian, African, Oriental, American, Canadian, Latin American, etc.
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[Welcome to My World]
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As Jim Reeves intoned so many years ago (in my youth) - Welcome To My World!



Although I have travelled a bit, I don't consider myself to be a seasoned traveler; and so,  none of this should be taken as travel advice. Usually, when I travel I do so from the perspective of the outsider (truly the tourist) observing the 'natives in their natural habitats'. You can say that I'm a people watcher.



But, I enjoy travelling for the pleasure that I derive from exposing myself to the variety of social and cultural experiences that is available to us (shed a tear for the less fortunate of the world, if you must. Now let's move on).



After my completion of high-school, I emigrated to a major Canadian city in South Western Ontario - Toronto. This was the early 1970's; and also the first time I had literally left Home (You know, that place you always refer to as an indicator or nexus of all that defines you as a person or individual and used as a beacon that leads back to the invariable question "from whence do you come? Hither or thither?"



The culture shocks were enormous.



Though I have lived in Canada for 40+ years, I still see myself as the 'Outsider Looking In' vis-a-vis Canadian or North American culture(s). After all these years of being embedded within) it's as though Toronto has not really changed all that much. By that I mean it may appear so to the unobservant Torontonian or occasional 'visitor to the city' 
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[Politics – An Introductions]

Apolitical
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For reason that it will take too long to unpack, one of the things that stands out is that within the Family, my early elementary school years, there was always reading material around – books, newspapers, magazines (mostly foreign like the Farmers Almanac). 



At that time, if recollection serves me right – the highest level of education in the family would have been between Grade 5 and 6. Two aunts, one a grade school teacher and the other a nurse held the distinction of being 'most eductaed of the family. The other is an uncle who also completed Grade 6. 



Yet, there was this abundance of reading material available. One explanation, is perhaps linked to the fact that my Grandfather was employed as the overseer/mamager of a large  agricultural / farming operation And the house we lived in, at one point, was situated on the farm – owned by the foreign owner. A Canadian, I believe, who lived with his family in a bungalowa short distance from the farming property.



Which would explain the  collection of past-issues of the Farmers Almanac, which  had no apparent relevance to the tropical climate. But it was fun to browse through and pick up tid-bits of information about a country called Canada. National Geographic was another. Interesting pictures about other cultures, such as the pigmies or the Zulus. 



And, of course, there were those of the Serengeti  , the Egyptian  pyramids or the lost tribes of the Amazon jungle and awesome photos of Niagara Falls, Canada or Victoria Falls, Africa. The Sahara desert which spans across North Africa with the Bedouins; and other indigenous peoples.



The availablity of (and, I guess my curiousity) led me to being able to enjoy reading and learning – outside the strictures of a curriculum. Seriously, which child looks forward to going home from school  and reads or learns outside of assigned homework assignments. Who reads Moby Dick or about Thomas Becket of Canterbury - just for the fun?



I did. 



That is, if I wasn't hidden away, out of sight (not wanting to be caught or disturbed) reading my comics and other pulp fiction i came across. King James Bible I read in highschool, 5 years of religious studies; and I enjoy narratives. Especially the fanciful types. 



But I had not connected History to Politics. It was not until my introduction to university-level Humanity courses that I discovered a joy for History and Literature. The Humanities provide keys to understanding and unravelling the Social Animal.



The ready availability of the World Wide Web has made it easy to pursue in-depth analysis of events and issues around the globe. The answers to questions were all around. As I recall, I did not particularly enjoy previous history classes. Especially the rote learning of names, dates and places with the objective of getting a passing grade on the subject. All the intriguing and colourful stuff were mostly glossed over and without much context.



I’ve long been an “information junkie”. Throughout my life, I’ve devoured and consumed the contents of books and newspapers at every every opportunity. I used to haunt public libraries. While reading novels (not all) I’d hightlight passages or make notes in the margins as certain ideas or phrases grab my interest.



Watching televised news is something that I find to be generally dissatisfying. The often shallowness and brevity of the ‘news item’ coverages and presentations seems to like ‘small-talk news’. The type that is suitable to those who populate the twitterverse. None-the-less, I’m also a politics junkie. Not in the partisan way of what now passes for public or political discourse. My interests are more aligned with the social, philosophical and political aspects of the discourses themselves. The science of it all.



The everyday application of political ideals has its place in the social (political) aspects of our social lives – entertainment, for example. But I’m interested in the Machiavellis, the Mark Antonys, the Macbeths or Medicis of 21st. century societies.



It matters not whether you self-label or identify as being a Liberal or Conservative, Democrat or Republican, Marxist, Socialist or Communist. Whether Democratic, Autocratic or Theocratic, individuals who seek and wield political power (even in the case of religions) are all guided by baser instincts and self-interests.



Jacques Rousseau (The Social Contract) addressed the legitimacy of the Authority of the State over the Individual in Civil Society. He prosited ‘The Social Contract’ as the basis upon which all individual self-interests are subsumed to those of the State which are encapsulated in the Social Compact between individuals. In current terms, Individual Rights and Freedoms are enshrined in State Constitutions. The Law is what The State deems as being Legal or a Civil Right.



There is no Opt-In choice. Opting-Out is certainly available to any individual who chooses to exercise their ‘Natural’ right to leave the constitutional confines of Civil group, the state. That is, self-exile. And, as has been clearly articulated by Thomas Hobbes (Leviathan), such individuals can expect that life, at best, outside the social construct of Civil Society would likely consist of “continual fear and danger of violent death; and the life of man, solitary, poor, nasty, brutish and short.”



In short, theoretically – the Individual does not give up his ‘Natural Rights’ as a condition of being an equal member of the collective – The State. He or she merely assents to allow their personal self-interests to be governed by that of the Collective or The State.



John Locke, in considering the degree or extent to which an Individual in Civil Society can expect to freely exercise his ‘natural rights’ within the strictures that will be imposed by the State’s Law or Constitution, addresses the question of Civil Liberties.









Liberalism, or the exercise of civil liberties, as John Stuart Mill pointed out, comes with attached costs. John Locke, also had much to say about liberalism. That is not to say that others have not opined or put forth their thoughts and observations of the human condition in what we (should) all accept as social conditions to modern or civil societies.



The Greek historians and philosophers have left their indelible marks on Western societies. 



Just as the Marxists, the Leninists, Stalinists, Maoists or Islamists have done in their times. Yet, in spite of the literature and bodies of work that exist on the nature of politics, good and bad, the sciences that are utilised to analyse and evaluate the progress of human history [admittedly, there’s no other type of history!) or evolution – it’s fair to say that today’s public discourses have become mired in navel-gazing subjects such as identity-politics.
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[Decidedly Older]

A Life Lived Unexamined Is Not One Worth Having Experienced; And Other Such Thoughts
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If wisdom comes with age, then clearly the inference is that Wisdom comes in measurable degrees and is quantifiable - just as aging is Age, after all, is but just one unit of Time. But just how is wisdom or knowledge measured?



The question that comes to mind, along with the notion that Men have lost sight of the need for or utility of technology as they've become immersed in the minutae science and its purpose. That is, it's useful to be able to reference to Time as a measurable unit, in a general sense. But knowing the scientific underpinnings of Man's notion of Time - borders on the cusp of ludicrous as it relates to day-to-day activities and events. If one's attempting to locate a distant speck of cosmic dust quad-trillions of light-years away such knowledge is useful or necessary. But closer to home, finding or hitting a target with any degree of accuracy depends on whether one is using a BB gun or a ballistic missile. 



Do you need or use a BB gun to bring down an elephant and a shotgun to kill a flea? All answers can become subjective. But if logic suggests alternatives to achieve greater efficiencies or results why is it so often necessary to point out the 'obvious' through the use of structured logical reasoning? Does this suggest that the Obvious is not necessarily so; thus making it a logical paradox? That is, you cannot learn that which you already know. So, if something is known or obvious it must be so for a particular reason that's available to general and/or common knowledge. If it does not then the implication is that specialised knowledge is required to make the knowledge obviousness. Thus, that which is generally unknown remains, generally, unknown - not necessarily unknowable.



All human means of communication posit that there exist a reason for the activity or exercise. That is, it serves a purpose. However, there appear to exist no definitive answer as to what that purpose Is. Or, it can be asserted that many purposes can be attributed to any communication, since answers become dependent upon context: subjective or objective. Historical records are never objective - history's written by the victors? - since the recounting take on a hue of subjectivity by the account's recorder POV. There's fact, fiction, politics and propaganda to contend with in any retelling of past events, which is why eyewitnesses often offer differing views to the same event.



Being of modest means, tastes and aspirations, autobiographical accounts that detail every (almost all) aspect of one's life seems to be somewhat like vain-glory, conceit, self-importance, self-aggrandisement. That is, apart from one's particular POV on any aspect of that life, the question of importance or relevance in the Grand Scheme of live beggars the question: what makes you more particularly special than anyone else ... in the microcosm that's life?



As I said, modest. biographies, auto or otherwise, amount to self portraits that places the focus on the integrity of the observer or recorder of past events.







Reality Tv



Recently watched a Reality-Tv show - Black and White in which the apparent thesis is that 'if you walk a mile in my shoes then you'd learn to appreciate particular cultural perspective or world view'. Interesting but glossed over the reality that an observer to an event, scientific 



or not, is, in the final analysis, always makes a subjective report of the matter under study. As such, the objective of the observer is always open to interpretation by second or third party observers. In much the same way that the existence or non-existence of God fragments into a variety of debates posited that amounts to POVs informed by the human experience factor. 



That is, any scientific, dispassionate or clinical (objective) attempt to give validity to underlying assumptions or suppositions will fail to convince those who don't share a similar POV - since their assumptions are subjective. How can this not be so when the objective of the exercise is to prove a notion is clearly subjective to any observer? The question as to whether God exists or not becomes irrelevant to any enquiry since the mere expression of the existence of such a being validates that God does, in fact, exist. The question, really, should be - does God exist outside the Realm of the Believers?



As an observer of the debate over the question of God, in this particular case, I'm agnostic so attempt to maintain a veneer of objectivity that's informed by the fence sitting. The agnostic (observer) does have a vested interest in the outcome of the question being debated; and to date the score (proof) reads Believers 1, dis-believers (atheists) 0. The skeptical meter may waver every (once in a while) in either direction but no definitive result has been acquired, to date. No shock, awe or wow of significance has been forthcoming from either side of the philosophical fence, so far. 
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[On Reflection]

You May Want Your MTV. I Want My Flying Car
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When I first wrote this I had been recently packaged into early retirement by the corporation that I had worked for the last 21+ years as an IT employee.



While the actuality of the termination of employment was not totally unexpected – one would have been completely blind or totally oblivious to the trend of employee reductions within the corporation over the previous years. The writing on the wall was plain for all to see. Each fresh announcement of ‘work-force reductions’ came to be viewed like a lottery. The difference being – the lucky ones were those whose number was not chosen.



Yet, it’s still a jarring realization that I had made the list.



Perspective being relevant, there was also a sense of relief  that the soul-sapping uncertainty of not knowing when your number will bubble up into the ‘layoffs lottery‘ was finally over

.

So, after 44+ years of employment, I was being put out to pasture. My current skill sets,  apparently, not good enough to aid the corporation’s attempts to pivot and capitalise on the quick-changing trends in technologies (in particular) and society (in general).



Like those worker-drones before me who had worked on the assembly lines, in the steel mills and other factories (before those jobs were automated, off-shored, outsourced, downsized  or out-right eliminated)  – in an era of break-neck pace technological (digital) innovations and break-throughs, I now joined the ranks of the dinosaurs. 



Like workers of previous generations who were encouraged to upgrade their education, to specialize, to re-train or learn new skills to face emerging social realities, I too had heeded that advice and specialized in Information Technologies.



Problem is, I.T is not what it used to be when I entered the field; and today, specialization in various fields of employments has the potential to make one redundant or obsolete within the time-frame of a generation.



My interests in computers and its underlaying technologies did not evolve out of the need to find employment. I grew up consuming huge doses of science-fiction writings all the way from Jules Verne, reading Dick Tracy comic strips (loved the wrist-watch radio!) – The Robert A. Heinlein‘s science fiction novel Space Cadet, T.V shows such as Doctor Who – Day_of_the_Daleks, Star Trek , Isaac Asimov – The Naked Sun,  Arthur C. Clarke‘s  2001: A Space Odyssey, etc.



When Texas Instruments, in1979, released its TI modes I was excited as I was when The Jetsons was being aired on T.V.



I’m still waiting for my Flying-Car.



I’m now used to seeing and using ‘moving sidewalks‘ or watching space-crafts being launched into space and people living on a space station in Earth’s orbit.



Ray Bradbury‘s The Martian Chronicles and current talk and speculation about dispatching colonisers (some day) to Mars still interest me. And I still see the relevance of The Illustrated Man, Asimov’s Foundation series, Clarke’s Expedition To Earth or Asimov’s I Robot.  



All of that to say, by the time that the MAC and the PC verged on becoming mainstream, I had been an enthusiast for a technological/digital future that some are just now realizing is actually taking place all around us.



It is a transformation that, literally, informs us all (in the general sense that the technologies are being utilized by us to define who we are and how we relate to each other in our daily interactions) – as well as informs on (as in keeping track of) our individual and collective habits and tendencies.

 

So, I can’t help but note the irony: I have worked in the IT field for over two decades installing, maintaining and managing the very same machines that are now being utilised to eliminate thousands (if not millions) of employees from the workplace as digital technologies and their advancements (A.I and machine learning) drive the digital economies of the 21st century.



The lesson that I, obviously, didn’t learn or pay attention to in all of this is – one can get so close to the forest that you can no longer see the trees. I got into I.T, as a career choice, after attending a trade show that demonstrated how ‘computers’ could (would and did)  replace the traditional and largely mechanical process of typesetting, word-processing and lithographic printing  with a computerized process.



This, obviously, was before terms like ‘outsourcing’, desktop-publishing, social media or internet were a common part of the daily lexicons and jargons. A time when Bill Gates is reputed to have said “640K of memory should be enough”, IBM, apparently, marketed the Personal Computer as a ‘loss-leader‘ (to the point that by the time they realized the mis-judgement it was too late for them to, profitably, penetrate and dominate as had been done in the Main-Frame (Big Iron) realm.  



All of this was plain to see when, unable to be competitive with the leaders in the PC-compatible marketplace, cut its losses by selling off the PC business to Lenovo and the x86 processors foundry  to GlobalFoundries. 



This is when the die was cast; and it would,  eventually, lead back to me becoming obsolete.



I got started at BIG BLUE because of Microsoft: my first IBM PC-Compatible  was an x86  running MS-DOS 2.0; and I followed that MS path over they years all the way to today where I work and deal with multi-core processors, Terabytes of  memory and storage; and I can connect and communicate with just about anyone (that I choose to) around the globe. (almost) – instantaneously.







The PC, for me, has been a hobby that led to a job where I have worked with generations of Intel-based hardware architectures and Microsoft Operating Systems and Applications. The Second and Third-party O/S and applications I have worked with over the years can be mind-boggling. 



**  see footnote  - [Foot note]



I’m now at peace with Linux and their Open-Source concept. After all, even Microsoft has been playing nice with Linus Torvalds (after IBM made big overtures to the Open-source community of software developers; and after the DOJ smacked Microsoft down hard for play at being a monopoly – long before Google and Amazon came along to challenge Microsoft’s dominance of the PC consumer market.



The game’s afoot in the A.I and mobile markets. Yet, I now find mobile computers and computing to be too instrusive. Futuristic science-fiction writers – such as Arthur C. Clarke, Isaac Asimov, Robert Heinlein, Ray Bradbury, Philip K. Dick, Gene Roddenberry , George Orwell (and others) were quite a perceptive bunch of visionaries.

Oh!

For the Apple ‘fan-boys and girls‘ out there that may come across this and read to the end … NEVER!! I’d rather chew both arms off or be forced to learn Esperanto before I become an owner/user of an Apple product!
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[Lorekeepers]
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Several years ago, waiting around at the airport for a flight to a vacation at a beach resort (browsing around for a novel to take on the flight) I stumbled across the Sci-Fantasy genre of Dungeon and Dragons. At the time, a big fan of science fiction, I also enjoyed an indulgence for fantasy wizardry novels such as The Sword of Shannara. A fair amount has been spent keeping up with the tales and adventures in that particular ‘verse..



The Dragonlance universe (as envisioned by the writing team of Laura and Tracy Hickman) then became a similar self-indulgence..



Like Tasselhoff Furrfoot, I tripped into the realm of dragon lore; and (as someone who had grown up with magical lores that included elves, wizards, warlocks, witches, faeries, gnomes, goblins, Merlin, etc) it felt like a familiar blanket. kindred spirit. Not the watered-down, sanitised pap that Disney has been spoon feeding the public for several generations.



I started my Dragonlance adventurers smack-dab someplace in the middle of the chronicles – Dragons of Summer Flame. By the time I came to the realisation that I needed to start at the beginning of the Dragonlance ‘Histories’ I was far too deep into the lore to stop (plus, being on beach vacation resort with nothing more compelling to do) myself from being enchanted by the tales of lorekeeper.



A testament is not the same as The Testament



Not being a religious person, mysticism / spiritualism intrigues me at a certain level. Sprinkle in some scepticism and cynicism and I’m likely to say that I am a rationalist (with the tendency to have ‘irrational thoughts and ideas’ on existential or metaphysical matters). Or, if you prefer, the Ying and Yang, the Warp and Woof of Life are all intriguing. Who Am I, is as clear to me as is What Am I and When Am I? Questions that beguiles and drives us all.



Why?



It’s, perhaps, the fundamental question that drives us as humans to profess a belief in an ever-present, omnipotent Supreme Being (GOD) behind the veil of life. It’s similar to that which drives others to believe in tales of magic and mythical faeries, dragons, gnomes, dwarfs, elves, wizards, warlocks? All seek to establish the basis for certainty. To explain away the present, whether perceived as being either Order or Chaos.





Which is not altogether different than those who profess a belief in an ever-present Super-Evil Being (Devil) who works in tandem God to maintain the balance of the fulcrum that we call Life. Reality.



I’m familiar with the type of individuals who, in their mind or world-view, will fall to their knees in paroxysms of unintelligible babble at the tale of Moses heading into the hills, alone and unaccompanied; and with his account of his encounter with the burning bushes while up in the hills.



Oh! And while he was there he did manage to find time to think and put into writing ‘stone’ the ‘The Ten Principles To Having A Good Life’ – famously known as the 10 Commandments in some circles (I must add, Cecil B. DeMille and cast did a masterful interpretation of the events of that particular lore and recommend this version).



And, right there in the scriptures, the Devil is also an Angel. A fallen angel, it is stated. who walks among the believers. Belief in one necessitates the other.



And what about that Divine Tree of Life and all the lesser dieties/angels/demons, spirits and other minor players that spring to mind with such regularity? A cornucopia of Human imaginings.



To each their own. Fantasies or Beliefs. Heaven, Hell, Valhalla, Zeus – all imaginary human inventions. All of which amounts to records of the past as seen through they eyes of earlier ‘lore-keepers’. Historians.



We also know that ‘cast in stone’ doesn’t mean the same as it may have in the days of Moses and his wandering tribe. And, I suspect, that minstrels of the period would have wanted to know more about the burning bushes than the stone-age PDA ( Who needs 640KB?). But, hey, power to the people!



As an aside, Marley too saw burning bushes ( called them ‘erbs) and wrote some damn good music during his time here on Earth. Jah mon!



Since my initial introduction Dragons of A Summer Flame, countless hours immersed in the Dragonlance anthologies, if there are any conclusions I have drawn it is, The Lorekeeper, Astinus of Palanthas is the key to the entire narrative; and. Tasselhoff is the perfect foil (serendipity with a topknot and unbridled curiousity) to the machinations of Immortals. The Ultimate Historian (of any chronology I’ve ever encountered) is the ‘recorder-keeper’ of ‘Time’ [aka – Astinus the Lore Keeper)



Fancying myself as merely a ‘recorder’ of past events, viewed from the perspective of reviewing a collection of accumulated documents on a variety of subjects/topics is the result of what I (personally and modestly) consider to be a ‘database of cross-indexed publicly published views, comments, opinions or conjectures, etc, etc..All, (intent) content that is not exclusively my own (personal) is provided with as much attribution as [I] consider adequate – so as not to incur claims of [ ] ‘copyright’ infringement.



Acknowledging that ‘ignorance’ of the Law or ‘intentions’ is not a sufficiently valid basis of Defence – any perception of ‘violation or infringement – My self-serving intent is to provide my alternative sources of ‘referenced’ views, comments, opinions or conjectures that I ‘perceive’ as being Historical:The Present Through the Past..



The White Rabbit throughout the dialogues is (none other than) Tasselhoff. Hell of a guy!!



Go ask Alice …..
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[Mandala]

No, That's not a typo
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When reading the daily newspapers, magazines, watching television or browsing the web these days it is very easy to come to the conclusion that there are far too many professional people out there in the world with way too much time on their hands. Research papers and articles by the hundreds are being published, stating the obvious and exposing the depth of the navel-gazing abilities of the researchers themselves.



The latest that I have come across is that prolong web surfing results in the development of socially deficient individuals; or are the results of individuals who are socially dys-functional. This from the same people who brought us the enlightening news that sex can prolong your life. That the chief cause of divorce is marriage (Okay. So I made that one up. I take it, however, that you see my point.)



But let's start off with the latest earth-shattering research into internet use and its impact on the individual and social pysche. According to the articles, research has indicated that individuals who for one reason or another do not fit into the researchers definition and perception of "socially well-adjusted" spend an inordinate amount of time surfing the Web, joining on-line chat rooms and playing computer-based games. These, they claim, are individuals who, apparently, have difficulty making friends and joining groups that require face-to-face human interaction - the under-pinings of human social development.



I find this research interesting for several reasons. The first being, the internet and the World Wide Web are being hailed as communication breakthroughs of the late 20th century, bringing countries and cultures closer together and breaking the boundaries of time, distance and languages down. The Global village is the mantra of the visioneers of the World Wide Web. 



The easier it is for us to communicate with one another the better are the chances of mankind understanding our individual differences and similarities and achieving global peace. How much more difficult it has become to teach hate, expound discrimination and advocate war against Juan, Omar, John, Abdul, Mosamboa, Pierre, Ho Li, Petrovich, Gruber, etc., when the soldiers being trained and deployed have some personal link with the countries being targeted for attack.



Is this a growing concern for military strategists?



The second reason being, take away the scientific veneer with which this research wants to cloak itself. In the final analysis it is only so much more 'wives tales'. No different than, 'masturbation would make you go blind or grow hair in the palm of the hands'. 



Nowadays, conventional wisdom is that masturbation, in men and women, is healthy and normal. Who'd of thunk it? Up until recently, there was a concerted push to outlaw parents from physically punishing their dis-obedient children. Conventional wisdom being, physical punishment engenders violent tendencies in the children so punished;  and in turn is manisfested as such as they grew older. 

Now the courts, social engineers and society in general is experiencing a backlash of unprecedented undisciplined, morally bankrupt and violent youths in its midst. Youths, who by and large, have grown up in a social environment wherein morality and values are fluid and flexible.



Then the parents whose hands were tied are now are now being told that the onus is on them as parents to instill discipline and moral values in their children; failure to do so and the courts and society would severely reprimand them as parents and hold them responsible for the actions of the children. This coming from people who are attempting to suck and blow simultaneously.



Bear these in mind as we approach the lastest pronouncement about internet usage and its dysfuntional powers.



I use the internet. I communicate via the internet. I have made friends through the internet. Yet I still hang out with my friends, go to bars and parties, ball games, camping, auto-racing. I read, write, watch television, listen to music and news. I do things that just about any average person does in their free time. So do my friends and their friends. Yes, we all find computers fascinating - as a tool. And yes, we do know of people who lives, breathes and dreams of computers and the technologies. 



But such individuals have never been part of our circle to begin with. Like everyone of us, we develop our circle of friends based on shared interests. The computer 'geek' is as out of place amongst us as we're among his/her friends. To each his own.



Where is the research that shows that those who are fascinated by automobiles, rockets, sports, art, gardening, law, government, science, literature, etc., tend to become socially dysfunctional because of their perpensity to gravitate towards that and those who share interests similar to theirs? If society was meant to be so homogeneous then it follows that we'd not have so many choices. As it is, it is these diversities that provide life with its vitality.



Bingo halls exist because there is a need for their existence: a segment of society who take pleasure playing they game of bingo. Are these people socially dysfunctional when not playing bingo? Apply this same logic on all conceivable human past-times, productive activities. Then ask yourself these simple questions: do we not all group and gravitate towards those of like minds and similar interests? Do we not sometimes feel out of place in environments and situations where familarity and confidence eludes us? And don't we all treasure those things and people that give us identity?



There are doctors, nurses, lawyers, politicians, factory workers, airline pilots, farmers and people from every imaginable walk of life who sometimes long for the moment in their lives when they can briefly stop thinking about his or her lot in life. And it is at that precise moment that they'll dread running into someone with a similar background. Shop talk can be downright depressing at times. And so we all seek those elusive moments of relaxation.



That's is why people golf. And yet sometimes you don't want to be around golfers. Or mechanics, Cooks, men or women. Animals become companions and confidants. Solitude becomes a haven. Silence becomes unbearable. Voices become thunderous. 



We all need our moments. And I don't need to spend millions of dollars and months staring at my navel looking for illumination and insight into the obvious.



What is that statement, kill all the lawyers? Maybe we should expand the scope a wee bit to include researchers?
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[Beauty of Language]

Labyrinths, Parallels and Deconstruction

Notlimah Hsineved  Rev. 21/09/2024



The one who follows the crowd will usually get no further than the crowd. The one who walks alone is likely to discover places no one has ever been before. Creativity in living is not without its attendant difficulties; For peculiarity breed contempt. ��And the unfortunate thing about being ahead of your time is that when people finally realize you were right, they'll say it was obvious all along.You have two choices in life: you can dissolve into the mainstream or you can be distinct. To be distinct, you must be different. To be different, you must strive to be what no one else but you can be ........      Unknown Author 





A a mid-life crisis is in the making, suggesting some time be taken off from work. A vacation even, preferably to some place where you have always wanted visit. Get away from it all, refresh the mind by mingling about in a different environment.



Yet another responded via e-mail "........ this is so true. Where did you find this stuff ......? "

�Another stated that he was touched by the statement that, " ...... the absence of moments whereby we perceive Our Reality is, essentially, Death". Overall, however, he  ... ' felt himself moved by the imagery, the highs and lows; the sudden and sometimes subtle changes in direction being laid out.'  Would be interested in reading a bit more when they become available. 



Months later ...... 



Just when the previous sense of drifting aimlessly about had abated - watching an auto race with some friends, during a commercial break you find yourself being drawn into a spot that's plugging a collection of '70s disco music. The  words 'Retro' and 'deja vu' spring easily and quite adequately describes the moment.



And as the commercials meld from one to another often indisguishable other ad ..... 

 

.... the voices of the race commentators pushes the thinking along the line that everything which is experienced is eventually reduced to some infinitisimal 'nothing' through our innate desire to label and explain that which impinges on our senses. 



The race has long ceased being merely a competition between men to determine who can get from point A to point B the quickest, and possibly the safest as well - using a mechanised or motorised mechanism or mode of transportation. The objective of each participant always remains at an assumed constant while the means and methods reduce themselves to scientific observation and analysis. 



Analyses of the impact of track surface conditions against the interaction of the specially produced rubber compounds which are used to mould specially designed tires. Which, in turn, contain special instruments which constantly provide up-to-the-nanosecond metrical data about tire pressures, temperatures, g-forces and overall integrity from within and without to determine optimal points of efficiency and usefulness. The tires no longer serve as mere rounded objects upon which to ride in getting from point A to pont B..



All information which is instantaneously collected, analyzed and datazied by computers which accumaltes and analyses real-time data about the engine's performance against projected operating conditions,  factors and variables based upon calculated norms and means. Factoring in atmospheric pressures against the vehicle's manufactured exo-skeleton resillency; the accumulation and distillation of  variables including external factors such as air and metal temperatures and stress-points, aerodynamic backdraft , airfoil dynamics, upward, sideways and downward stresses against vehicles and drivers. 



Pitted against the ever elusive but always present shadow of  TIME, analyses are instantly completed, reports generated and human intervention interjected when required and necessary. Just to determine who can travel quickest from A to B within the known Space/Time continum as discernible by man's limited, and often fallable, faculties.�

Men and women pour over the streams of new data, absorbing and shifting as it all undergoes another round of 'instantaneous analyses' in the brain, at times prompting the driver to perform tasks for which he has trained. These tasks each having a ripple effect upon the driver of the vehicle who for the next hour or so nust make trillions of instantaneous analyzes and decisions as he hurtles around a track of asphalt at 230mph while covered with layers of protective materials, encased in a sheet of almost paper-thin metal.



The only control which he has over the vehicle being the steering mechanisms and a razor sharp dependence on his eye-sight and reflexes - natural and acquired as he guides his motorised bullet. His connection with reality as he hurtles about are the rubber tires which are in constant but tenuous touch with the asphalt pavement. And at the end of the race, in the final analysis, what determines how, where and when he finishes the race are his reflexes and trillions of on-the-spot decisions and the degree of thrill that he experiences as he speeds across the hot asphalt ensconced in the nose of a metal bullet



The on-the-spot analyzes of the race commentators and the flurry of activity of the support staff, hundreds of scientists, diluted across various fields of specialty and tons of technological instruments behind the design, building and monitoring of the actual vehicle, pales into significance to the driver as he races. His sole focus during the entire event being - staying in control of the vehicle as he reacts to stimuli in the here-and-now. 



The only time when everything else becomes relevant to him is at the post-race meetings where he inputs his personal experiences of the ride. His personal data is then assimilated, inputted and analyzed anew as they begin preparations anew for the next race. 



And that is why it is such a spectator sport. 



The spectators vicariously participating in the driver's eye-of-the-storm experience. The commentators, engineers, designers, mechanics, physicists, chemists, sponsors, etc. are simply nothing more than spectators. Spectators with race related specialties. 





Their voyeurism during the actual race is not limited to the actual performance of the driver and the race car but rather by a specific aspect of the entire event. The race itself is nothing more than a means to an end, piggy-backed on the shoulders of the driver. 



The other level of voyeurs are those who have an indirect connection to the racing team, owners or sponsors. These are the people employed in the various industries that assist in the production of the products that are 'race tested'.



This group is then followed by those who eventually mass produce "replica-toys" for the consumer market. And in the automotive mass markets there are literally thousands of wanna-be Mario Andretti's, Jacques Villenueves, Michael Schumacher and other "speed-demons" to make the enormous time and efforts of testing, lucrative enough to attract potential drivers. �

To paraphrase Marshall McLuhan, "Speed is the medium".



But, one can and should ask, what other areas of our lives is this tendency to reductionism prevalent? ��Back to the commercial 

�...... lately there has been a spread of activity as broadcasters agitate and compete for the opportunity to provide specialty channels. What is driving this new craze? On one hand we have this push for the information superhighway,  sustained by computer technology innovations. But powered by what? 



And on the other hand ..... 



There is a counter-push, fuelled by the availability of these very same technological advances in the minitaurisation, fractalisation of knowledge and thoughts, ideas and perceptions. To the point where galactic insignificance is constantly evolving at an equally rapid pace of advancement. 



One relentlessly foraging forward while the other is constantly looking back. One group wanting and pushing to move ahead as pioneers while the other looks back as settlers; criticising the here - even while peeking ahead with apprehension and longing for the familiarity of days long gone. 



There was a time when there were those who were ashamed to admit that they were once participants of the "Disco-era". 



Then, again .... 



.... there were those who were proud to proclaim that they were "rockers"; and spared no moment poking fun at the disco kings and queens. 



Secure in the knowledge that they were head-bangers, metal-heads and rockers. These groups were eventually find themselves supplanted by the new-agers, rappers, alternaters, punk-rockers, industrialists, etc., All of whom would eventually be replaced just as their progenitors were in the not so distant past. 

But guess what? Musical innovation and style appears to have peaked (all of which should have been apparent when the rappers resorted to sampling the music of their predecessors - they really didn't have anything new or innovative to contribute to the musical scene!). The new-agers came closest to developing a new musical style. But they too are being crowded out by the novelty of the other pretenders for air-play time. 



And the real rockers got stuck in a time-warp? 



.... Now the pendulum is back in motion once again. 



But it's on the back stroke. And the scramble to repackage the past is in full swing. Not just in music but also the television eras of yester-year. A whole generation of techno-babies and pioneers of the super info-bahn are being prepped to be spoon-fed huge doses of what used to be referred to as brain-candy, mindless pap, etc. 



The lowly television that was once roundly reviled as being nothing more than a boob-tube by sociologists and other social critics is now being touted as being a window to the super information highway. Few, if anyone, are raising their voices regarding this new trend. 



Not only will you soon be able to 'wither your mind away' by being glued to the 'boob-tube' of yester-year .... Thanks to emerging technologies ...... the future, or promises of a future-based orientation as perceived by the technological visioneers, dangle like treats before our eyes. The empowerment of being able to interact with the new appliances. The opiate will now be self-administered rather than be communal. 



Why? 



Because the ones doing the repackaging and promotions are the very ones who once felt that they were unfairly picked on and criticized for their mis-understood fascination with the medium. Their time has come and they intend to milk it for everything that it's worth, while they have the chance; and advantage is on their side.



Who can really blame them: life is essentially about the survival of the fittest in a dog-eat-dog world of ideas and ideologies. 



And, that is what this entire collection of essays is all about: Labyrinths, Parallels and Deconstruction.
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[Mating Dances]
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Superstition, which is widespread among the nations, has taken advantage of human weakness to cast its spell over the mind of almost every man. (Cicero, De Divinatione) 



When the Church became the primary celebrant and administrator of the wedding ceremony its priests performed their duties by blessing the union of the newly-wed and the objects that were used to symbolize the melding of the two families. It was not until later that they began to administer the sacrament that is now so common a part of the nuptial ceremony.



The original purpose of the Church in the performance of the ritual was to add the Church's 'sacred' powers to the consent of the couple and that of the families. This was in stark contrast to the popular form which was magical in nature and served the social function of marking the passage of an individual from youth to adulthood; the passing from one family group to another.

 

In the religious form, a judicial tone was interjected into the rite. The priests judged the legality of the contractual agreement; and by means of a public gesture made the contract irrevocable. For example, the priests only sanctified the marriage as the couple held hands or kissed: either gesture made the union binding upon both parties. The administration of the sacrament symbolized that the couple are to share bread and pot in the conjugal sense. 

 

Symbolisms such as these were adopted and adapted by the Church in a condensed form. Thus, in a traditional wedding the rings are blessed. The bride and groom must vocally express their voluntary consent to the proceedings; and the objects that symbolizes their union are exchanged. The priests become, for all intents and purposes, the symbolic representative of the secular and the divine.

 

It is because of the dual nature of the nuptial rites that the ceremony is performed in the sanctuary of the Church. In the eyes of the community the union must last a lifetime. But in the eyes of the divine it is for eternity. The wedding is also a way of promoting the notion that the joining in Holy Matrimony is the only divine sanctioned and morally acceptable form of communal life. Even the blessing of the wedding rings has moral overtones: symbolically, they represent Christ's rejection of polygamy.

 

In the popular form of the mid 17th century, following the rites, the wife was temporarily separated from her husband by the youths of the village. This was especially true when the bride was an outsider to the community. 



A few days later she was returned to her new home. The temporary separation was intended to integrate her into the social milieu. One can say that this is akin to a group "try-before-you-buy" by the community, especially all the hot-horny-and- ready-to-explode men and the busting-out-of-their-jeans fillies (who look at every new such intrusions of their stomping grounds with daggered eyes), cost vs. price analysis at its basics.





The modern day traditional 'honeymoon' is but a variation of this practice. Both the bride and groom experience a separation from the community; namely, the friends and families to whom they are expected to return with a better understanding of each other so that they can then set about fulfilling their roles as new members of the 'adult' group. 

 

In general, the traditional Western wedding ceremony has changed very little over the years in terms of its ritualistic significance. Indeed, changes have been constantly incorporated into the basic ceremonial rites.

 

This ought not be surprising since, historically, the Western matrimonial rites emerged through a process of adoption and adaptation. Recent and future changes only reflect the Church's desire to remain relevant amidst the ever-changing social forces. 

 To assume that in a few more decades or so the ritual would completely disappear is irrational in light of the ceremony's adaptive nature.Superstition, which is widespread among the nations, has taken advantage of human weakness to cast its spell over the mind of almost every man. (Cicero, De Divinatione) 

 

When the Church became the primary celebrant and administrator of the wedding ceremony its priests performed their duties by blessing the union of the newly-wed and the objects that were used to symbolize the melding of the two families. It was not until later that they began to administer the sacrament that is now so common a part of the nuptial ceremony.



The original purpose of the Church in the performance of the ritual was to add the Church's 'sacred' powers to the consent of the couple and that of the families. This was in stark contrast to the popular form which was magical in nature and served the social function of marking the passage of an individual from youth to adulthood; the passing from one family group to another.

 

In the religious form, a judicial tone was interjected into the rite. The priests judged the legality of the contractual agreement; and by means of a public gesture made the contract irrevocable. For example, the priests only sanctified the marriage as the couple held hands or kissed: either gesture made the union binding upon both parties. The administration of the sacrament symbolized that the couple are to share bread and pot in the conjugal sense. 

 

Symbolisms such as these were adopted and adapted by the Church in a condensed form. Thus, in a traditional wedding the rings are blessed. The bride and groom must vocally express their voluntary consent to the proceedings; and the objects that symbolizes their union are exchanged. The priests become, for all intents and purposes, the symbolic representative of the secular and the divine.

 

It is because of the dual nature of the nuptial rites that the ceremony is performed in the sanctuary of the Church. In the eyes of the community the union must last a lifetime. But in the eyes of the divine it is for eternity. The wedding is also a way of promoting the notion that the joining in Holy Matrimony is the only divine sanctioned and morally acceptable form of communal life. Even the blessing of the wedding rings has moral overtones: symbolically, they represent Christ's rejection of polygamy.





 

In the popular form of the mid 17th century, following the rites, the wife was temporarily separated from her husband by the youths of the village. This was especially true when the bride was an outsider to the community. 



A few days later she was returned to her new home. The temporary separation was intended to integrate her into the social milieu. One can say that this is akin to a group "try-before-you-buy" by the community, especially all the hot-horny-and- ready-to-explode men and the busting-out-of-their-jeans fillies (who look at every new such intrusions of their stomping grounds with daggered eyes), cost vs. price analysis at its basics.

 

The modern day traditional 'honeymoon' is but a variation of this practice. Both the bride and groom experience a separation from the community; namely, the friends and families to whom they are expected to return with a better understanding of each other so that they can then set about fulfilling their roles as new members of the 'adult' group. 

 

In general, the traditional Western wedding ceremony has changed very little over the years in terms of its ritualistic significance. Indeed, changes have been constantly incorporated into the basic ceremonial rites.

 

This ought not be surprising since, historically, the Western matrimonial rites emerged through a process of adoption and adaptation. Recent and future changes only reflect the Church's desire to remain relevant amidst the ever-changing social forces. 



 To assume that in a few more decades or so the ritual would completely disappear is irrational in light of the ceremony's adaptive nature.
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[Liminally Speaking]
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The ideal condition would be, I admit, that men should be right by instinct; But since we are all likely to go astray, The reasonable thing is to learn from those who can teach.  Antigone [c. 442 B.C.], l. 720



Generally speaking, in Western culture there is no singular and readily identifiable rite of passage that marks the passage of its adolescents from youth to adulthood. This "passage" is more or less informal; such as when one completes high school or post-secondary education and becomes a member of the work-force. Or just plain got laid for the first time.

 

Again, broadly speaking, the practice of Rites of initiations are more endemic of ‘tribal and peasant’ cultures and societies. But in our technological/industrial society the transition from childhood to adulthood is often marked with a calendar, anatomically or biologically and by one's ability to become a part of society’s production apparatus. This change in the individual’s social status more often than not occurs with little or no fanfare.

 

There is, however, one initiation rite that Western culture performs to formally acknowledge the passage of its males and females from adolescence to adulthood. And because this rite is culturally sanctioned it has all the basic characteristics of a typical Rite of Passage. Marriage is such a Rite of Passage.

 

The factors which eventually culminate in the ceremonial marriage ceremony between any two individuals, in any culture, begins with the biological differences between the male and females of the human specie. Coupled with this are the social expectations that are developed through conditioning, psychological needs and the philosophical arguments that are propagated to maintain the social entity -Society. Factors and variable are numerous.

 

The focus of the individual sharpens as he or she reaches the age of puberty. From this point onward male and female members enter a stage that initiates sexual awareness and attraction. At this juncture of their lives parental and other societal expectations and conditioning begin to mould the process whereby the sexually attracted will eventually pair off and undergo a formalised joining or union. It can also be said that the initiated are either tacitly or explicitly welcomed into the Circle of the Adults and informed of their duty to uphold and propagate the ‘Traditional values of the Group upon completion of the ceremony.

 

So too, when a child is born, whether to a Married or Unmarried couple, the occasion is marked by making news of the birth public - in the sense that family members, friends and community are notified of the occasion. Sometimes the placement of an announcement in one of the daily newspapers, for instance, is favoured as means of announcements. Either way, the birth then becomes public knowledge. Weeks or months later the child will undergo another religious rite - the purpose of which is, again, largely symbolic. The child is thus officially welcomed into the community at the time his or her name is duly recorded in the public records. From here on in the child is no longer a non-entity.



 

The communal stamp of approval and welcoming is more than merely symbolic. It clearly marks one's placement in the social and communal milieu - from birth to death. Parents are thanked and praised for having, at least on such occasion, fulfilled their matrimonial obligation to the Group and held up as another example to the yet-to-be-wed that the "Fertility gods" have blessed yet another union within the Group.

 

(The pressure on the yet-to-be-initiated is enormous as they are constantly reminded of what is required of them sometime in the future: some will, somewhere along the way, begin to question the merits of being a conformist or non-conformist.)

 

Overall, this Christening ceremony is the earliest example of the Rite of Passage or ode to the Fertility Gods. And as the yet-to-be-initiated are exposed to these ceremonies they must decide whether they’ll want to buck the trend or not. And as they grow older they will experience other instances of the Rite of Matrimony; one of several other such ceremonies that the individual will experience. And like this ceremony, they will be largely involuntary in nature, though not necessarily formal or religious in context.

 

For example, when the child enters the school system he or she cannot veto the parent's or society's decision or insistence that they must be formally schooled or indoctrinated. Certainly, the individual can rebel and become a nuisance. But the fact remains that that he or she will be "educated" and moulded to meet certain societal requirements, with or without the individual's tacit consent. Even if the individual voluntarily joins some social club purely out of personal interest there will be some type of initiation required before being accepted as a member.

 

In reality, all that transpires in the individual's life, up until he or she becomes a "productive member" of the macro social entity, will be the determining factors by which that person will be 'granted' admission or accepted as a member of the social milieu; and one of the primary indicators of that acceptance would be the matrimonial ceremony.

 

Acceptance can and does take place on several micro levels. But it is those that happen at the relatively more visible, macro, levels of society that define the role and acceptance of the individual within the 'Group'. The marriage ceremony may become the most significant event in his or her life; and perhaps, it is for this reason that the rites of marriage are so steeped in symbolisms.

 

The traditional wedding ceremony is such an institution that it may seem incongruous to apply the anthropological term 'ritual' to the proceedings. But it is precisely because so many adults participate, repeatedly at times, in an activity that is so integrated into their value system that makes the practice a ritual.

 

In fact, getting married is so routine an initiation that those who have been initiated tend to view negatively anyone who denigrates or disagrees with the opinion that: 'The institution of marriage is a vital thread in the cohesion of the social fabric'. Surveys are constantly conducted to track the popularity or unpopularity of the 'institution'. And, interestingly enough, this ritual exists as an institution, independent of religious affiliations.







The manner through which the embracing of this ritual is woven into social psyche and maintained within the value systems of the individual is through the socialisation processes that the individual undergoes from an early age.

 

This is the means where-by rituals, such as marriage, derive their legitimization and efficacy. It is through the process of socialization that the individual adopts and adapts to the relationships that exist between 'individuals and families', 'individuals and communities', the 'community and the divine'; the value of each manifesting itself during ritual ceremonies.

 

Through these ceremonies that notions of Self, Masculinity, Femininity, Family and Society are explicitly defined and established in the individual.

 

We cannot tell the precise moment when friendship is formed. As in filling a vessel drop by drop, there is at last a drop which makes it run over; so in a series of kindnesses there is at last one which makes the heart run over.   Life of Johnson [September 1777

 

Research and analysis of the wedding ceremony would indicate that there are two forms: a secular and a religious version.

 

It is believed that the latter superceded the first during the later years of the 17th century as the Church, through the Council of Trent Decrees, actively sought to formulate a consistent form of marriage. As a result of this action priests began celebrating that which was previously decided upon by families and approved of by the community.

 

Emphasis was then placed on the chastity of the bride-to-be as couples sought to overcome their fear of childlessness and evil curses supposedly performed by those who held grudges against either of the betrothed or their families.

 

And in the end, the popular version of the wedding ceremony slipped into almost virtual obscurity or became secondary to the religious version which emphasised the private rather than the social nature of the wedding ceremony. Vestal elements of the popular form were retained by the Church as it attempted to gain supremacy in this area of the social life of communities. Thus, it is in this form, the melding of the two versions, that the symbolisms within the ceremony derive their longevity.

 

In the popular form, the community gave its approval to the married couple, regardless of class, because the union signified a very vital phase in social relations. But after the ascendancy of the Church in the performance of the wedding ceremony, the sanctifying and legitimising of the social union fell within the domain of the religious sector. And in response, the community at large took the position that, the Church may legitimise and sanctify but we, The People, will make the event one worth remembering.

 

"All rites of passage accompany every change of place, state or social position and age. A 'state' being any type of stable or recurrent condition that is culturally recognised. And these rites are marked by three phases: Separation, Margin or liminality and Aggregation ..."

 







Phase 1 consist of symbolic behaviour which signifies the 'detachment of the individual or group from an earlier fixed point in the social structure, from a set of cultural conditions or from both'. This simply means that the period of betrothal marks the start of an initiation process in which the initiands experience a real or symbolic form of separation.

 

During the engagement period the couple does, in fact, experience a separation from the period group of 'eligible singles' to which they formerly belonged. Even a cursory examination will show that once the wedding is announced the couple is expected to distance themselves from those and such situations whereby their associations or actions can be construed as being dishonorable or questionable.

 

When appearing in public together they must show affection toward one another, albeit, discreetly. Friends of either sex are expected to act in a manner that is either gentlemanly, lady-like, chivalrous and platonic. Failure to do so or demand it of friends by either of the betrothed may be perceived as encouraging the amoral affections of 'non-aligned individuals'.

 

What may be perhaps the most significant aspect of this period is the immediate change that encompasses the betrothed and their families in terms of their social relation to each other.

 

Prior to the announcement of the betrothal the couple would have perceived themselves as being boyfriend/girlfriend; the same hold true of the observers of that relationship. But with the giving of the symbolic ring, which signifies the transfer of something valuable to the female (men being, traditionally, the hunters, gatherers, protectors and craftsmen) and her acceptance of the offering immediately changes the casualness of the relationship to that of a more formal one.

 

The new definitions where they and others refer to the couple's association, Fiancé and Fiancée, attest to this formal change. The same type of symbolic transformation is experienced by the individual family members on both sides: the term in-law; as in mother or father, brother or sister or daughter-in-laws, etc. serve to describe the nature of the new relationships.

 

When the Church became the primary celebrant and administrator of the wedding ceremony its priests performed their duties by blessing the union of the newly-wed and the objects that were used to symbolize the melding of the two families. It was not until later that they began to administer the sacrament that is now so common a part of the nuptial ceremony.

 

The original purpose of the Church in the performance of the ritual was to add the Church's 'sacred' powers to the consent of the couple and that of the families. This was in stark contrast to the popular form which was magical in nature and served the social function of marking the passage of an individual from youth to adulthood; the passing from one family group to another.

 

In the religious form, a judicial tone was interjected into the rite. The priests judged the legality of the contractual agreement; and by means of a public gesture made the contract irrevocable. For example, the priests only sanctified the marriage as the couple held hands or kissed: either gesture made the union binding upon both parties. The administration of the sacrament symbolized that the couple are to share bread and pot in the conjugal sense.







Symbolisms such as these were adopted and adapted by the Church in a condensed form. Thus, in a traditional wedding the rings are blessed. The bride and groom must vocally express their voluntary consent to the proceedings; and the objects that symbolizes their union are exchanged. The priests become, for all intents and purposes, the symbolic representative of the secular and the divine.

 

It is because of the dual nature of the nuptial rites that the ceremony is performed in the sanctuary of the Church. In the eyes of the community the union must last a lifetime. But in the eyes of the divine it is for eternity. The wedding is also a way of promoting the notion that the joining in Holy Matrimony is the only divine sanctioned and morally acceptable form of communal life. Even the blessing of the wedding rings has moral overtones: symbolically, they represent Christ's rejection of polygamy.

 

In the popular form of the mid 17th century, following the rites, the wife was temporarily separated from her husband by the youths of the village. This was especially true when the bride was an outsider to the community. A few days later she was returned to her new home. The temporary separation was intended to integrate her into the social milieu. 



One can say that this is akin to a group "try-before-you-buy" by the community, especially all the hot-horny-and- ready-to-explode men and the busting-out-of-their-jeans fillies (who look at every new such intrusions of their stomping grounds with daggered eyes), cost vs. price analysis at its basics. 

 

The modern day traditional 'honeymoon' is but a variation of this practice. Both the bride and groom experience a separation from the community; namely, the friends and families to whom they are expected to return with a better understanding of each other so that they can then set about fulfilling their roles as new members of the 'adult' group.

 

For the man, if his proposal to the woman is unacceptable for parental objections then that is one battle that he'll have to triumph through. If his intents were completely unknown to the parents, friends, relatives and colleagues, etc., then the news of acceptance by the woman would invariably result in the re-alignment of old relationships for everyone even remotely connected to either the bride or groom-to-be. 



The same applies, but to a lesser extent to those affected if there had previously been indicators that the relationship between the two might blossom into something else.

 

But of immediate concern to the man is, perhaps, first getting the approval of both his and the woman's parents approval or blessing to marry the woman of his choosing. This, by no means, is to say that with parental approval the battles for him are over. No, that is just a period of respite. The tango of marriage has just begun for them both. 

 

The initiation period, upon approval all around, has only just been announced and the judges and tormentors of initiates are invited to bear witness and test the resolve and suitability of the candidates.





 

The period of betrothal (initiation in this case) varies from couple to couple. So, for this example let's say that that it is to last for six months. In most instances the length of time is purely and arbitrarily decided upon, dictated by individual variables. But make no mistake, societal convention in this initiation ritual demands that a 'reasonable' length of time be allotted before final and binding approval be given to the initiates.



Every one closely related and involved with the ceremony-to-come knows, instinctively, that the time of initiation gives both the man and the woman around which everything is now focused a chance to rethink their choice and re-evaluate their options and choices in the fresh light of sobering second-thoughts and quiet reflection.

 

In fact, it can be said that the engagement period of the wedding ceremony is similar to the contract negotiation processes used in the business world. That is, until the contract is finalised, signed and witnessed the negotiators can call off the pending negotiations completely or place it on hold until certain terms, clauses and other issues are clarified and settled in the mutual interest of all parties.

 

In 16 - 18th century France the betrothed were expected to publicly place banns, especially when one of the betrothed was not of the community, to ensure that "... neither of the engaged couple had contracted another engagement or that they were not 'related' to a problematic degree". That is, there was to be no 'negotiating in bad faith' and the betrothed were not very close kissing cousins.

 

Thus the period of engagement serves as both a 'cooling off' period and a chance to search for dirty laundry on either side of the parties involved. If nothing else, it brings to the surface any perceivable hindrances to the future union. Consequently, this period is not quite filled with symbolisms except for the making of the couple's intentions public, the acknowledgement of free

consent and parental approval. This is also the time whereby the bride and her father publicly asserts that she is not chattel.

 

So we can see that the 'public' declaration of getting married is a social rather than a private act; and that parental and familial approval is representative of the community-at-large's approval of the intended union.

 

This approval is more apparent and valued in small communities than the metropolitan areas because familial relations and friendships are more intense.

 

In general, the traditional Western wedding ceremony has changed very little over the years in terms of its ritualistic significance. Indeed, changes have been constantly incorporated into the basic ceremonial rites.

 

This ought not be surprising since, historically, the Western matrimonial rites emerged through a process of adoption and adaptation. Recent and future changes only reflect the Church's desire to remain relevant amidst the ever-changing social forces.

 

To think that in a few more decades or so the ritual would completely disappear is irrational in light of the ceremony's adaptive nature. From the perspective of those who have already undergone the initiation process their prime concern is the propagation of the social structure; and for them, all manifestations of communitas that appear to be dangerous or anarchical have to be contained and constrained through the use of prohibitions, proscriptions and or conditioning.

Any behaviour that cannot be readily classified in terms of traditional values or appear to outright threaten the social concepts or precepts are regarded as undesirable and self-indulgent. 



Thus, the primary function of rituals, sacred or secular, is to foster within the individual or group a sense of comradeship that will be defended against all and every detractors. Consequently, in this type of environment any type of relationship of an 'unstructured' nature between individuals or groups is then transformed into a structured or 'norm-governed' entity.

 

In this manner, the individual or group initiand develops a sense of identification or consciousness that must harmonise with other members of the group or the community. Be mindful, that prior to any formal type of initiation this type of socialisation process takes place but on a purely informal level. 



The formal types are simply re-affirmations that communitas are the foundations upon which the ideology of 'Community' is based. The formal ritual ceremonies are performed as a means of communicating the rationale upon which the Group or Community is built.

 

The rituals exist to point out the otherwise implicit connections between the visible and external efforts of the heterogeneous efforts of the diverse individuals to live co-operatively in close proximity of each other. By emphasising and proscribing the 'optimal' social conditions within which such communitas may be achieved, it is expected that the various social groupings may flourish and multiply.

 

So, on the day that the matrimonial ceremony is to occur liminality is at its apex among the initiands. And so, being in such a heightened state of anxiety the initiands are quite susceptible and receptive to the messages the 'priest' or 'elder'.

 

In fact, at a very subliminal level, those about to experience the initiation rite are, by now, desperate for anything that will provide a sense of stability at this point in their lives; and because this happens at a subconscious level, the ceremony itself has all the appearances of a celebration at the conscious level.

 

A celebration because the initiands, the bride and groom, eventually get the chance to proclaim, "Hey, look at me. I am now officially a Man. A Woman. A Husband. A Wife. I am going to be a Father or Mother soon. I threw out the bait and She came biting. I wiggled and He came running over to see what else I had to offer. It's game, set and match! Let the party begin!

 

The festivities after the ceremony submerge the anxieties experienced during the period of liminality as the initiands are re-aggregated back into the community, albeit, on a different plane from their unmarried friends and relatives. 



The ones who have entered into and successfully emerged from the initiation process are now that much different from those who have never been through the process or tried and weren't fit enough to endure the challenges of the course.



 

They are on the bank over there while friends , relatives and strangers are on the other side of the river, admiring and cursing simultaneously. Envious even. But there is now a new attitude about the earlier initiands. That is, they look over at the others on the other side of the river and sneer, "It ain't so deep. The current isn't that strong. 



Come-on, don't be such wimps. Let go of the rope and just dive in like we did." Just like the 'friend' you used to know who had climbed out on the branch overhanging the river or lake. He then closed his eyes and dived head-first into the water as you warned that it's it dangerous to do so.



Then, as you painfully and fearfully peer into the water from your overhanging tire-swing perch, he emerges from the depths and tries to encourage you to follow suit as he taunts you about your indecisiveness and constant need to hold on to the tried and true. The Old-familiar becomes the perception by which you are defined in that relationship between you two. From that point onward you're almost as synonymous as Old-Yeller. Familiar and Constant.

 

If you ever step outside of that mould of Familiarity which exists between you perceive yourself to be and what or who you are perceived as others there arises a risk of being defined as being unstable in someone else's eyes.

 

There comes that Dice again. Beckoning you to pick it up and try another roll against the odds of Fate.

 

The greatest obstacle to being heroic is the doubt whether one may not be able to prove one's self a fool; The truest heroism is, to resist the doubt; and the profoundest wisdom, to know when it ought to be resisted, and when to be obeyed.  The Blithedale Romance [1852], ch. 2

 

The Marginal or Liminal stage that Turner ascribes to ritual ceremonies is quite evident in the days immediately proceeding and on the day of the ceremony itself. In colloquial terms, this is often referred to as a time of 'last minute jitters', 'second thoughts' or 'getting cold-feet'.

 

Prior to the actual wedding ceremony the couple has a sense of who and what they are. They're conversant and cognizant about their rights, duties and obligations both as individuals and as members of the larger social milieu. In a word, they perceive themselves as being single and care-free.

 

Any social situation that falls outside of that perception of themselves can be ignored, side-stepped or manipulated to suit their singular life-style. Their cultural values are, at the best of times, a reflection and anti-thesis of those of the 'adult' world: no contractual obligations are entered into except for when the benefits, in the short-term, are solely to the advantage of Self.

 

However, with the advent of the matrimonial initiation ritual imminent these youthful and adolescent values are brought into question. Thoughts are thrown into turmoil as they must now wrestle with questions about what from the past life would they be allowed to retain or adapt and what will they be required and expected to adopt in the performance of their new roles? Within such thoughts the Liminal state has its genesis.

 

In traditional tribal societies the initiands undergo a process wherein the values that they hold are thrown into disarray and replaced by a set of new ones. To effect such a transformation the initiands are submerged in an ordeal that "removes from his consciousness all assumptions that he or she previously assumed; and they are replaced with newer, more explicitly defined, one so that he or she is better suited to deal with the role that he or she is about to assume".

 

The subject may be disguised, stripped of his normal mode of attire so as to demonstrate that as a Liminal "he or she has no status, rank, property or insignia to indicate rank, role or kinship system". In other words, the initiand, symbolically, become indistinguishable from the social entity -The Community. 



At this point the initiand is the Community written large; and as such, everything that is done by him or her in the future is to be done for the maintenance of the  Community-of-Individuals. Self must now play, yet, another role of Second-fiddle in its endless participation of that drama called Life.



And so, 'That which I am is now that which I was. That which I was no longer is. That which I can become is dependent on what I have been in the past. All of which has already been preseen by the future which I have to yet experience. And that which I have experienced can never be recaptured. They simply dissolve slowly into the abyss of remembrances of times gone-by' ....

 

Are you up to the challenge, Buddy-boy?! It is now time to shit or get off the pot. To fish or cut bait. The next step or decision you make will determine whether you have the balls to close your eyes and jump in head-first into that huge foreboding yet enticing pool over there in Fate's backyard. Or are you going to be cautious and enter feet-first? While hoping that Yesterday's assurances are still there where you last saw them, as reassuring to you as that old worn-out, yet-cuddly teddy bear of yesteryear.

 

So, whatever the choice you make, the fact remains that you never really had a choice to begin with. That was just an illusion. Whether you go through life forever seeking out or hold on to a life-line or plunge ahead heedless of possible obstacles lurking ahead was determined even before you 'chanced upon' the illusion of Choice.

 

Jumping in feet first makes you a conformist: non-conformists dive in head-first. They tend to stand out in the end. They realize that there are risks everywhere they go and in everything that they do; but rather than settle for swimming downstream like the majority they opt to buck the currents, fighting the flow to make it upstream. Willing to die trying, if necessary!
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[Hoisted]

Say it isn't so .....

Notlimah Hsineved  Rev. 22/09/2024



A tattoo plays upon the consciousness. An unvoiced, slient plea and inner attempt at denial. The desire is not necessarily to turn back the hands of time but a feeble attempt to freeze the incessant march towards the inescapable future. 



The future is not some indefinable point in the time ahead. Not some looked for signpost on the journey through the passages of life and time. Those futures are always here, right now. Blink or be tardy and chances are you'll miss their momentary presence that appear as sparks upon the consciousness. Momentary brilliance that can be seen  only when you peer or glimpse into that rearview mirror on life.



Awareness.



What a conundrum: one can either meet the future head on with arms thrown wide open in welcoming; or in mindless trepidation. One can look back with regret or whimsical longing. With a yearning for those things or days long gone by. Or wait with dread for that which is yet to come. That quaint and succinct attitude of, Shit or get off the pot!



The journeys always seem to begin anew. The bumps, twists and turns, detours and roadblocks strewn along the way are but perceptions and not necessarily real. The failure to make allowances, however, do not negate the fact that their appearances hold real potential for joys, sorrows and pains. Laughter and suffering mingled with happiness and loneliness.



So, through whose eyes do we choose to live our very real and finite lives? The captain or the helmsman's? The author or destiny's? The rogue or the villain's? What of the artist or the subject? How about their combined psychic melding to produce what can only be described as a piece of art. More than a mere smear that has been plastered across the canvas of life. Born of imaginings.



It is pucker time!



Hang on! It matters not whether the eyes are squeezed tightly shut or fixed wide open. The die's has already been cast. Set in motion by the immutable hand of fate. When and where they will come to rest, temporarily, is anyone's guess. But rest assured, they will be again picked up and set in motion by destiny as she wanders aboutalong the time-line that is life's mystical journey. Denial and avoidance, ultimately, give way to the unflattering and unavoidable visage of honesty and truth. None of which comes easily.



Don't let go now!



It is where and when truths are spoken, lives are defined, destinies culminate. All refined in that crucible of a heartbeat.



Foolish mortals!   



Think that you can become the authors of Destiny? What impudence to have and entertain such imaginings! Know you not that Destiny is herself the author of your fates? And that, fate are but her offsprings? Life is but the canvas upon which her dreams and vistas of the unimagined are written, drafted, crafted, sculpted, moulded and embedded within every fibre that defines life. And we dare to seek ways to improve upon her creations and masterpieces. 



Apparently, humbleness and humility are some of the lessons she has not yet impressed enough upon our consciousness with sufficient authority. At that point when we were nothing but just random specks upon which she glimpsed as she laboured with those infernal crucibles of time and creation.



The dawn of new days.



Postcards from within the city limits. The leaders and visioneers. Politicians, salesmen and shillers. The natives and the tourists. The travellers and the travelled. Attractions and the taken for granted sceneries. Leeches and louts among honest men and women. Heartbreakers and the heartbroken mixing with the careless. 



Intellectual potential and brilliance withering away; pushed aside by the creeping tide of moral decadence flowing inward through clear-cut moral indecisiveness on where to pitch our tents on the moral compass. All of which only serve to point out where our values, goal, ideals and priorities have been misplaced.



The scenes at ever turn that seem so familiar, old and acquainted; yet, at the same time they present themselves as new and interesting. Inviting and appealing. Knowing that the artist and the observer see the vision differently doesn't do much to assuage, dissuade or explain why a difference in perspective does nothing to deny the existence of the reality. It exists simply because it does.



We each view the painting; and all see something which is entirely different, yet real. And somewhere, someday, somehow will think: what was that person really thinking about, providing the motivation or inspiration to put aside but a mere moment of his or her time to capture or encapsulate that particular reality that has no true meaning outside of themselves? 



The very act itself of representing the existence of moments which were themselves just moments previously creates and casts into the consciousness an undefinable desire to pursue and capture the very act of doing so. The mystery that hypnotises and imprisons the very soul by its very illusiveness.



Therein lies the heart of beauty, of art, the soul of the artist, the purpose of life. The magical interpretations as numerous as the artists themselves. The beauty not being in the object but in the underlaying presentation of the existence of the subject matter itself.   



The five basic senses serve us well. They work in some form of loose conjunction and harmony to ward and protect us, the physical selves. Which, as we all know, is prone to a host of external and internal dangers and pitfalls. All of which can be as debilitating as the previous or next. For what reason is this elaborate matrix of defense systems in existence? What is it that warrants such protection? What is to be feared to such a degree?

Life is to be lived, right? But just how, exactly, are we supposed to be doing this living? What is that process by which we live? What are the rules? Where are the boundaries?



Where are the coaches on the sidelines yelling out encouragement as emotionally charged as they would when shouting out advice and support or passing scathing criticism on another's actions or deeds. Pampering, a luxury which only the naive could ferment and digest against the unimaginable thought of gritting the teeth and biting the bullet as necessary. What doesn't kill usually heals; and by the same token, that which doesn't heal harms.



That which doesn't frighten away often offer calm, providing peace, security, enjoyment and even comfort. Often, that which is never thought about are the very ones that rear up to frighten us away. That which is never thought about is seldom known; that which never was, nor has been known, can equally be as frightening as it can be quite comforting. Regrets require the existence of a treasure throve of memories. The essence of life, an appreciation of those things bestowed upon us.



And so we live on. Why?



Innocence requires the complete absence of fear. The bogey man doesn't exist in that reality. Complete faith in the nursemaids of your youth are things which seem to be lost as you travel along those pathways and by-ways of the future, past and present. Vision dims. Dreams die. Beauty fades. Mysteries cease to unfold before our bulging eyes and slack jaws of unmistakable wonderment. Innocence gets lost or dies. 



Those memories which cannot be erased nor taken away serve to define the precise moments wherein one most comes alive. Those snapshots that taken out from their special places every once in a while to relive with whimsy, the funny times, joys and tears of laughter. The angry ones where words were thrown and expelled in haste at defining moments. T



he comraderie and adversarial players as each circled and feinted in their individual attempts at the brass ring of life. Levity and recriminations. The cheerful as well as the cheerless. Unselfishness and wide open hearts beating as one to mould and define another in a long list of synaptic embeddings. The moments captured for eternity.



How do we live life? Just count the ways ....



Look out of those windows, what do you see? The powder blue sky far above as it drifts slowly by, dotted here and there with wisps of cottony cloud which reach out and embrace across the majesty of the universe that hovers silently behind them. The rays of the early morning sun gently filtering down from even further out, larger than life itself, splashing its warming rays against your fragile shell. 



The gentle but invisible presence of the early morning breeze only perceived as it whispers past and through the outstretched arms of the trees and shrubs that dot the surroundings. They whisper and caress the faceless leaves in their passage; leaving them trembling and alive from the tender touches of the morning breezes. 





Birds soar and glide about and above amid the slipstreams created by the passing presence of the wind, now drifting off and away to greet those who have awaken from their nightly slumbers to peer out at what the new day will portend. The colourful and twittering presence of the birds racing and swooping about outside act as precursors, heralding what a beautiful day this day will just turn out to be. 



To feel the warmth of the sun upon the upturned face, tingling as the invigorating energies seep through our shivering pores to energise once again. To smell the fragrances about that whisper that spring is in the air. Close those eyes and you can almost see the sparkles that the overhead sun sprinkles upon the face of the world which comes alive around you each and everyday of your life. 



The laughter of little children as they scamper, skip and play unabashedly all about, all unconcerned about life's deeper meanings and mysteries. They are in nature's bosoms. Their innocence not yet tarnished, dented, fragile or tainted. 



Through those eyes the world is, indeed, a wonderful place to be. Just lounging there at the edge, while the rest of the world blindly rushes past to unknown destinations, in pursuit of numerous dreams powered by innumerable desires and motivations.



Frogs and worms are so much more interesting and fascinating to them. So too, are fairies, witches, elves, gnomes, knights, prince and princesses, genies and dragons. Heroes and villains. And the beauty of it all is in their unbounded imaginations, unconstrained by the strictures which somehow impose its will upon the imagination of  parents and guardians. Identifying those who feel that to exist outside of what really is their own self-imposed boundaries on imagination and creativeness as something to be feared and guarded against.



Childhood has its own meaning and place in our lives. Master mischief makers concealed beneath a heavy layer of pure, wide-eyed innocence. The crucible from within which all emerge at some point to take on the mantles of duty, responsibility, honour, roles, and everything else in-between which defines life and attempts at living. 



The child never dies, but simply fades from view as the tasks imposed or adopted along the way become too overwhelming to often afford or entertain the thought of revisiting the childhood of dreams and innocence.



A reversal of roles and duties pervades. Caught in the act type of guilt and innocence combined into one. Sit back and reflect on those times when similar scenes were looked at through those very eyes. When the helping hands and assistance were offered out of mere curiosity; and the pleasures taken in such moments become cherished as the realisation dawns that knowledge can be gathered from participation in such simple everyday activities. 



Out of these emerge the steps upon which the future is ascended and approached. The building blocks upon which the foundations are constructed and the castles erected.



Working together as a team serve to generate memories which at the time led to the development of an appreciation of one another's uniquenesses. All of which can be recalled as fond memories of times gone by slowly swim to the surface of remembrance. A time of both leaning and awareness of the simple things that gather unto themselves the greatest of importance amid the noise and haste of daily life. Powered by impulses, dreams, wishes and desires over which there are no discernible controls. Navigation is performed with a seat of the pants type of skilfulness that develops its own brand of often unabashed appreciation.   



So don't walk on past, unaware.



Home may be where the heart resides but living is about venturing out past where the body ends and the soul slowly begins to slip away from ones grasp, eager to rush forward and explore all that awaits you up ahead, beyond the next crest or rise that can just barely be seen though the mist all around.



Journeys are not simply about arriving: it's the destination that counts. It's about the paths taken and travelled along the way. The detours and the other sign posts that flash by along the way all have purpose and meaning. It is all in the discovering. The journey.]
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[Get Thee To The Church]

Notlimah Hsineved  Rev. 22/09/2024



Skepticism is the first step toward truth (Diderot) 



We cannot tell the precise moment when friendship is formed. As in filling a vessel drop by drop, there is at last a drop which makes it run over; so in a series of kindnesses there is at last one which makes the heart run over.  

 Life of Johnson [September 1777  





Research and analysis of the wedding ceremony would indicate that there are two forms: a secular and a religious version. It is believed that the latter superceded the first during the later years of the 17th century as the Church, through the Council of Trent Decrees, actively sought to formulate a consistent form of marriage. This action resulted priests celebrating that which was previously decided upon by families and/or approved of by 'the community'.

 

By placing emphasis on the chastity of the the bride-to-be, couples may have sought to overcome a fear of childlessness, evil curses (supposedly performed by those who held grudges against either of the betrothed or their families);  and in the end, the popular version of the wedding ceremony slipped into almost virtual obscurity. 



At best, it became secondary to the religious version which emphasised the private rather than the social nature of the wedding ceremony. By retaining vestal elements of the popular form the Church gained supremacy in this area that then led to a legitimising of the social acts within communities. Thus, in this form, the melding of the two versions, the symbolisms enshrined within the ceremony have managed to derive their enduring longevity.

 

In the popular form, the community gave its approval to the married couple, regardless of class, because the union signified a very vital phase in social relations. But after the ascendancy of the Church in the performance of the wedding ceremony, the sanctifying and legitimising of the social union fell within the domain of the religious sector. And in response, the community at large took the position that, the Church may legitimise and sanctify but we, The People, will make the event one worth remembering.

 

"All rites of passage accompany every change of place, state or social position and age. A 'state' being any type of stable or recurrent condition that is culturally recognised. And these rites are marked by three phases: Separation, Margin or liminality and Aggregation ..."

 

Phase 1 consist of symbolic behaviour which signifies the 'detachment of the individual or group from an earlier fixed point in the social structure, from a set of cultural conditions or from both'. This simply means that the period of betrothal marks the start of an initiation process in which the initiands experience a real or symbolic form of separation.



During the engagement period the couple does, in fact, experience a separation from the period group of 'eligible singles' to which they formerly belonged. Even a cursory examination will show that once the wedding is announced the couple is expected to distance themselves from those and such situations whereby their associations or actions can be construed as being dishonorable or questionable.

When appearing in public together they must show affection toward one another, albeit, discreetly. Friends of either sex are expected to act in a manner that is either gentlemanly, lady-like, chivalrous and platonic. Failure to do so or demand it of friends by either of the betrothed may be perceived as encouraging the amoral affections of 'non-aligned individuals'.

What may be perhaps the most significant aspect of this period is the immediate change that encompasses the betrothed and their families in terms of their social relation to each other. 

 

Prior to the announcement of the betrothal the couple would have perceived themselves as being boyfried/girlfriend; the same hold true of the observers of that relationship. But with the giving of the symbolic ring, which signifies the transfer of something valuable to the female (men being, traditionally, the hunters, gatherers, protectors and craftsmen) and her acceptance of the offering immediately changes the casualness of the relationship to that of a more formal one.

 

The new definitions where they and others refer to the couple's association, Fiancé and Fiancée, attest to this formal change. The same type of symbolic transformation is experienced by the individual family members on both sides: the term in-law; as in mother or father, brother or sister or daughter-in-laws, etc. serve to describe the nature of the new relationships.
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[An Immigrant's Son]

Notlimah Hsineved  Rev. 22/09/2024

=====================================================================================



"In the beginning was the word; and the word was with God; and the word was God" (John 1:1).



All superstition is much the same whether it be that of astrology, dreams, omen, retributive judgment, or the like, in all of which the deluded believers observe events which are fulfilled, but neglect and pass over their failure, though it be much more common. (Francis Bacon, Novum Organum)



Things that were clear have now, somehow, become muddled. Confusion has began to set in with each roll of the Cosmic die. Expose your soul and find that, sometimes and quite often, your All just is not good enough. Taken aback you begin to wonder, when is Enough ever going to be enough in the grand scheme of things? You wonder, is this as good as it ever going to get?�

Oh, you were so fashionably sensitive. But as you witnessed your own heart bleeding the realization slowly dawns on you that nothing you can say or ever do will be sufficient to convey your intuitive understanding and complete empathy that the synergy demands. But yet, it is intuited that you are both symphonic with each other. Words can never ever express and become meaningless concepts.�

Jarringly and, often, unexpectedly, discord intrudes upon the previous harmonies. But was it really that unexpected? For the music to exist the musician must first become attune with his instrument. Because out of this relationship follows the next step wherein the player hovers, however briefly, in a state of bewilderment and uncertainty as he struggles for that next instance of inspiration. Imagine, a soul and a note both existing independently of each other yet are dependent on each one for definition in the void of existence.



Suddenly, and in every instance, there will inexplicably be a kin-ship born out of recognition. But none will be able to adequately define the innate dynamics of that very first spark.



As the shades of reality are ever so slowly and painstakingly peeled away from the idyllic to reveal the sometimes harsher layers and moments of life the truth appears out of nowhere: there are other vistas beckoning ever so enticingly for your attention.



Splintered attentions can be such a distraction!



Then again, the uniqueness of instances implies that no one else can ever share that experience. When you take that first step into the unknown future guidance and navigation are done by the seat of your pants. Blessedly or regrettably, as the case may be, experience can and always will be uniquely yours alone.



WARNING! Gambling and chance may not at times produce snake-eyes.



Harmony, or the perception there-of, is nothing more or less than an illusion. At best, it is nothing more than a gradual lessening of the surrounding discord. Strive as you might, very few will ever achieve such perfection. Thankfully, chaos does exist. Perfection: meaning that there is nothing that is imperfect. Nothing to critique or criticise. 

The voice of dissension remains forever silent. No discord, implies that there is nothing more to strive for in your universe. But the ensuing silence can be as equally deafening as complete discord. Harmonisation, therefore, by definition and inference, is a question of balance. Happiness, joy, sadness, Harmonisation: respite and absences. Nothing matters. Ears are deaf and eyesight fails. Senses deaden.



And as new insights sparkles into existence within your consciousness you achieve something that did not exist just an instant earlier. Inspiration becomes intoxicating and illuminating. A drug at its inception. Options breeds brilliance. The imagination flourishes; and that which just a mere instant earlier appeared to be as black as coal suddenly provides clarity of a crystal. You then take that next step.



This time, however, that shaking off of the previous inertia is not done simply out of curiosity and blindly but with a purpose. You don't now stumble around aimlessly, as though shoved from behind by the unseen, impersonal and impartial hands of Fate and Chance. Your decisions are made with some fore-thought and determination.



The time arrives. The audience gathers, arms are entwined, the expectations are enormous and the spotlight bursts and flashes forth to pin you in its focus on the stage of Life.Confidence in Self and Abilities enfold and engulf you and steadies you with security and assurances. From deep within you hear a voice utter the words: Take my hand and follow me. Independence becomes your next drug.



And so, two hearts begin to beat as one. You surrender as you clutch to determination in your effort to complete the journey begun. You chide yourself against the urge to look backward and forge resolutely forward. All that matters is that which is ahead of you. You gauge your strides and move resolutely ahead. Distractions most certainly abound and incessantly beckon for your attention. But you will yourself not to break stride as you continue to move steadfastly forward.�

Those eyes! That voice! That scent! That vision ! ......



Then those quickly forgotten mooring lines break away and you find yourself completely on your own. The only way to ever know if you can exist in isolation is to let go and experience the freefall that life really is, in reality. Living can become your longest or shortest moment. You open and give your soul to the moment because that's the only way you can ever tell whether you've made the right or wrong decisions in life. Discovering that little gem can either serve to construct and expand your world or destroy it utterly.



It is a time when you learn that you can fall without shattering. Live and yet never worry about dying. That nothing in life is a given or absolute: there are Truths and truths. Apogees of ecstasy and abysmal depths of depression, havens of solitude and centres of self realisation. No one has to or will be there to point these out to you even as you yearn to share such sentimentalities with others.



And you also learn that you can never share those moments, regardless of how hard you try, with anyone. Those experiences are completely personal.You realize then that no one ever showed you how or explained the dilemmas and discoveries that you'll encounter during your lifetime because they themselves are otherwise occupied or immersed with the never ending streams of their own lives.



Don't talk to me! Please don't go. Please stay but give me some time and space to come to terms with my own issues. Stay with me but understand that it will take some time to really feel free and comfortable enough with intimacy to really let the inhibitions and guards down.



Time the great equalizer. There , remarkably, are no training manuals or formulae that fully explain each and every scenario that you are going to encounter on your journey through life. Situations and variables are numerous. And, belatedly, you realize that Decision time is straining at the bit for release.The safety cock against surprises cannot be kept in place indefinitely.�

Do you want to live or die? Can you suck and blow simultaneously? Do you continue to hold on and wait for the next instance of opportunity, clutching on to the assurances of the past? Or do you revere the past while questioning the vagaries of the future. Inevitably, you calculate the variables against the intangibles as certainties mingle imperceptibly with uncertainties. In the end you simply let the chips fall where they may and trust.



Next time you look life has become a whole new kaleidoscope of events. Whisperings of an unknown nature begin to seep and colour the landscape that undulates before and around you.. You get turned around. Forced to look around continually for something that will provide you with orientation and a semblance of stability.



That next step, decision or experience is no longer modulated or guaranteed to be predicated on the past. Life may no longer be as safe or precarious as before. 



Life, the crap-shoot!



So you turn away, surrender, disassociate and search for lifelines; grasping at those that appear within the half-light.



Eventually you set your spirit free, letting the body, as a mere encumbrance, drop off deliberately and consciously. Through colours bright you strive to decipher, differentiate, validate, associate and expostulate a rationale for your next decision.



Those quiet moments of solitude are the one that you will cherish most dearly throughout your journey.  One must admit: the encapsulation of moments are infinite. They can be exhilarating as well as simultaneously maddening.
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Often it does seem a pity that Noah and his party did not miss the boat. (Mark Twain)



Parents are thanked and praised for having, at least on such occasion, fulfilled their matrimonial obligation to the Group and held up as another example to the yet-to-be-wed that the "Fertility gods" have blessed yet another union within the Group.

 

(The pressure on the yet-to-be-initiated is enormous as they are constantly reminded of what is required of them sometime in the future: some will, somewhere along the way, begin to question the merits of being a conformist or non-conformist.) 

 

Overall, this Christening ceremony is the earliest example of the Rite of Passage or ode to the Fertility Gods. And as the yet-to-be-initiated are exposed to these ceremonies they must decide whether they’ll want to buck the trend or not. And as they grow older they will experience other instances of the Rite of Matrimony; one of several other such ceremonies that the individual will experience. And like this ceremony, they will be largely involuntary in nature, though not necessarily formal or religious in context.

 

For example, when the child enters the school system he or she cannot veto the parent's or society's decision or insistence that they must be formally schooled or indoctrinated. Certainly, the individual can rebel and become a nuisance. 



But the fact remains that that he or she will be "educated" and moulded to meet certain societal requirements, with or without the individual's tacit consent. Even if the individual voluntarily joins some social club purely out of personal interest there will be some type of initiation required before being accepted as a member.

 

In reality, all that transpires in the individual's life, up until he or she becomes a "productive member" of the macro social entity, will be the determining factors by which that person will be 'granted' admission or accepted as a member of the social milieu; and one of the primary indicators of that acceptance would be the matrimonial ceremony.

 

Acceptance can and does take place on several micro levels. But it is those that happen at the relatively more visible, macro, levels of society that define the role and acceptance of the individual within the 'Group'. The marriage ceremony may become the most significant event in his or her life; and perhaps, it is for this reason that the rites of marriage are so steeped in symbolism.

 

The traditional wedding ceremony is such an institution that it may seem incongruous to apply the anthropological term 'ritual' to the proceedings. But it is precisely because so many adults participate, repeatedly at times, in an activity that is so integrated into their value system that makes the practice a ritual.

 

In fact, getting married is so routine an initiation that those who have been initiated tend to view negatively anyone who denigrates or disagrees with the opinion that: 'The institution of marriage is a vital thread in the cohesion of the social fabric'. Surveys are constantly conducted to track the popularity or unpopularity of the 'institution'. And, interestingly enough, this ritual exists as an institution, independent of religious affiliations.  



The manner through which the embracing of this ritual is woven into social psyche and maintained within the value systems of the individual is through the socialisation processes that the individual undergoes from an early age.



This is the means where-by rituals, such as marriage, derive their legitimization and efficacy. It is through the process of socialization that the individual adopts and adapts to the relationships that exist between 'individuals and families', 'individuals and communities', the 'community and the divine'; the value of each manifesting itself during ritual ceremonies.

 

Through these ceremonies that notions of Self, Masculinity, Femininity, Family and Society are explicitly defined and established in the individual.

 

Once the decision has been made to marry, by either the man or the woman, a series of procedures are in place to be followed so that the 'union' will be defined as being legitimate and 'legal'.

 

First there is the question of, "To whom will this honour be conferred upon?" (contemplated by both the male and female). The natural tendency is to broach the subject with whom one has had more than just a passing acquaintance.

 

Then there has to be the consideration of whether one is willing or able to assume the responsibilities that that goes along with being husband or wife, mother or father, protector or companion, lover or friend, etc. All of which are roles for which one has been aware of but never really trained to assume.

 

Once the decision has been made to follow through with what is popularly referred to as an "affair of the heart" there will be moments of private and solitary self-examination.

 

A decision made, there then comes the time when it be made 'public';( public in the sense that the first to usually know would be one's parents and friends). This public declaration can be seen as seeking the implicit or explicit approval or disapproval of one mentors and peers. 



After all, we all seem to know instinctively that when it comes to affairs of the heart 'rationality' is thrown out the window of rational thought. If the response from parents, relatives and friends is positive in nature then it is on to the next step. That is, it is time to approach the prospective bride or groom and corresponding parents or guardians and let ones intentions be known.

 

From a purely male perspective, this means that he must approach the prospective bride, make his intentions known, suffer through the agony or pleasure of acceptance or rejection. That is, he offers up a token of his intention (usually a diamond ring) and places himself in a position of utter vulnerability; because having "popped" the big question there is a distinct possibility that his proposal may be rejected and his ego badly bruised.



 

The man, meanwhile, having made the first move in this time honoured emotional tango, begins to deal with his own dose of Reality. Rejection would be dealt with when the time comes. Acceptance comes with a different set of ramifications that will have far greater and more immediate impacts all around.



But, "Hey man! Every step in life comes as a result of a previous step which all started with a role of the dice.The first roll didn't come up with the Magical number so you didn't stop there. You went for a second, and third and ..... And before you know it, you can't even remember what was the original Magic number that got it all started in the first place. So if it comes up craps this time you'll flick the dice differently the next time. So, today looks like a good day for marrying. Who's the lucky lady gonna-be?"

 

From the female perspective, I'd have to guess that the trepidation with which she approaches the situation is that she has been hinting that she'd like to form a union with the male and an outright rejection would cause her to question her suitability or worthiness as a bride and companion.

 

Does it mean that if she can't get a man to fall victim to her obvious physical attributes and feminine charms that she's a failure as a woman? An abberration of the female specie? Or does it mean that she simply used the wrong bait? The incorrect tactic? That she emphasised one attribute of hers over that of another and that in turn turned him off? Could it have been that a strength he sees in her threatens him? Or was it a weakness he saw and did not desire in her?

 

The questions come fast and furious and the decision must be made.The moment siezed because the next one may not be as attractive. It may not even come at all. It's now or never. And in this both the man and woman start their life together as a couple on a level playing field. However, the perspective from which they view an implicit or explicit rejection or acceptance of intention differs. 

 

The man, having made the proposal then leaves himself open to rejection and thrusts the onus of both acceptance and rejection directly in the lap of the woman.Thus, for both, this precise moment of their relationship defines what they mean to one another and what will become of the relationship that just previously existed between them. The stress is enormous!

 

He waits with abated breath, hoping that the answer would not be negative. She on the other hand, flattered, surprised or simply dumbstruck by the reality that that moment which she'd been wishing for is now upon her in stark black and white Reality, and must, almost instantaneously, weigh all the pros and cons of joining with this particular individual. The enormity of the instance weighs quite heavily as she calculates variables faster than even our best super computers.

 

 There are hurt feelings, both his and others, that must be taken into consideration: if it is to be a rejection.While acceptance by her could turn out to be a decision that may haunt her and others, as well, for years to come. 

 

It should then come as no big surprise that it is so often referred to the BIG DECISION, at any age.]
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Believing that when everyday trials and tribulations become unbearable and all other avenues of salvation or respite appear to be unavailable some highly sentient, intelligent or Supreme Being will come rushing in like a knight in shining armour to our rescue is representative of the dependency and hallmark of all religions.



Just like governments bear the brunt of blame for inflation, unemployment, violence in our streets, etc., when there’s no easement of pain, suffering or anguish the tendency is to blame fate, the stars, the devil and/or the gods.



Very few take the initiative to fending for themselves. This blaming of our misfortunes on some other entity is called transference.



This serves Man as a crutch. It creates an atmosphere of lethargy and helplessness in which a lack of self-confidence and defeatism prevails in the individual, the family, the village, city, province/state, nation and the whole damn world. And often as a result, we accept wars, the threat of nuclear holocaust, acts of violence in the home and out on the streets and around the world as being inevitable and part and parcel of human nature – while awaiting the arrival of the little green men from Mars or deep space to show us how to live in harmony.



To this I say, Bullshit! 



There are those who say that we have had peace since the WWII. 



This is peace?  There are between 193 and 196 countries in the world. Of this, 193 members of the United Nations. The United Nations club. What a misnomer!. How many of these are really 'United'? 



What we call peace is nothing more than strained co-existence. In spite of our high intelligence, very few of our social scientists the world over appear to have detected this crippling weakness of ours. Religious leaders continue to freely spout their sanctimonious crap from every available platform. Unhindered, they continue to promote and nurture their pie-in-the-sky promises. 



'The profession of shaman has many advantages. It offers high status with a safe livelihood free of work in the dreary, sweaty sense. In most societies it offers legal privileges and immunities not granted to other men. But it is hard to see how a man who has been granted a mandate from on High to spread tidings of joy to all mankind can seriously consider taking up a collection to pay his salary; it causes one to suspect that the shaman is on the same moral level of any other con man

.

Studies have been conducted to analyse the effects of colours on people in the working place. The effects of music, sounds, smells, sights and experiences are also examined. The results of these analyses are used to determine the most effective ways of manipulating peoples' emotions. Whether it’s done by orators, political propaganda, advertising, etc they all rely on the results of these studies. Yet, as far as I know, there has been no study to show what effects religious doctrines do to the human psyche. Why not? Is it because the church is too powerful and would be opposed to such a study as it may damage their ‘corporate’ image? 



Often, in accordance with their religious teachings, billions adhere to the belief that to find God, heaven and the other trappings of the various religions, they must look outside of themselves. Thus the faithful habitually enter the places of worship, pray daily and look to the sky for divine inspiration.



I think that the following explains one of the flaws of that concept:



"One day a llama rode through the village on his donkey, looking about in a searching manner. When asked by the villagers as to his purpose he told them that he was looking for his donkey. The villagers then informed him that he was sitting on the donkey.



His reply was "I'm just trying to demonstrate to you what you've been doing when you go looking for God." 



Exactly. We spend countless hours looking for our god when he's already resident within the premises. 



Issaac Asimov stated in one of his books, Foundation:



"Now any dogma, primarily based on faith and emotionalism, is dangerous. Religion is a weapon to use on others. For hundreds of years now, we've supported a ritual and mythology that is becoming more and more venerable, traditional and immovable." 



Frank Herbert stated, The Jesus Incident:



"When humans act as spokesmen for the gods, mortality becomes more important than morality. Martyrdom corrects this discrepancy but only for a brief interval. The sorry thing about martyrs is that they're not around to explain what it all meant. Nor do they stay to see the terrible consequences of martyrdom.” 



As these quotations probably indicate, I read Sci-Fi extensively and my opinions and outlook on life are in all likelihood coloured by what I read. I freely admit that possibility. (I even often wonder how many of my thoughts and opinions are original in nature.) If in the course of my ramblings I appear to be repeating some already expressed ideas then I beg the indulgence of their owners. 



But when I look around I’m shocked to see how few people are willing to stick their necks out and take a stand on controversial subjects. 



Public figures, particularly politicians in most cases, prefer to hide behind a screen of official party policies. They play safe bets. They usually tip-toe around subjects, unless it is in their interest to take a stance on the Feminists Movement, the Moral Majority, discrimination against 'visible minorities', sex, poverty and welfare, wars, drug abuse, etc. 

Most politicians prefer to sit on the fence, rather to lose votes at the ballot box. Meanwhile, the loudmouths and militants cow the public official into taking stances that will benefit a few rather than the whole country.

 

Whenever there's any attempt or proposal in the works that will help combat and help solve some of our cancerous social ills, you can bet your bottom dollar that the bleeding hearts and loudmouth Anti-this or Anti-that will be out in force to scream bloody murder. More people are willing to demonstrate and show their concerns for the whales, the dog-meat market in the Philipines, the annual seal hunt, the environment , etc ,. (great causes, indeed) than they are willing to show their concern about the wellbeing of their fellow man. 



Do they demonstrate against the increasing number of violent crimes that are rampant in our streets today? 



We, usually, elect men and women to handle the affairs of state and they stick it to us every chance they get. Do we learn? 



The elected government gets involved in the internal affairs of other nations which often leads to violent confrontations in which the able-bodied of the country are foolishly killed defending a stance or idea of their government. How many people are out demonstrating for the right to decide whether or not the country should go to war? We vote on just about everything else, dont't we? 



Thanks to the news media, books, education, easy transportation and communications, the average citizen today is better informed, educated and knowledgeable than people a couple centuries ago.



But, lets focus on the news media - print, audio and video.



Thanks, to these, we are daily and constantly informed about the increasing number of stupid violent crimes right here in our own cities. Due to accurate record keeping we can be told how the latest murder statistics compare to the same period last year, five years ago, even twenty years ago. These figures are trotted out to say, 'We are (or are not) doing to badly in comparison to five years ago or the murder capital in the country.'



It appears to me that the media takes great pride in reporting that just two persons were murdered last-night; bringing the total for this period to 12 as compared to the sixteen of last year.



The average citizen digests this bit of information and consciously or subconsciously considers the figure as acceptable. He/she is not nagged by the fact that some unfortunate person(s); life was wrenched away at the whim of another. They may not see that murder, amidst a host of other violent crimes, is becoming a way of life. 



This is partly due to the manner in which the acts are downplayed in the news reports. 



What do you need to become concerned and get off your arses? Do you want to be shocked into action by a news report that states that 'For the first 4 months of the year, breaking all previous records, the number of people murdered in the city was 10,000? Do you want (or are we awaiting) the news that the odds of surviving a violent act has dropped drastically before reacting? 



So, there you have it. These are some of the issues that warrant my attention. Why?



To answer I'll quote from Isaac Asimov's Foundation Trilogy:



"I shall (may) not be alive half a decade hence, and yet it is of overpowering concern to me. Call it idealism. Call it identification of myself with that mystical generalization to which we refer by the term, 'man
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"If one begins with the big questions of 'Who am I?' and 'Why am I here?', the understanding of the roads back in history seem as important as the ones forward, whether or not it pertains to the individual or collective, to the subject of love or the control of information."    Loreena McKennitt

� Music, it has been said, can soothe a savage beast - as truism go. Truism, hmmm?! Now, there is an interesting word! Like a life lived in parentheses? If it is true, can it not also be said that: music can also awaken the slumbering beast? How do we distinguish between the two: which are essentially two sides to the same coin?

 

Tuning in to various radio signals one locks on to a particular song, singer, group, artist, style, instrumental arrangement, chord, note, mood that, somehow, resonates with the particular mood or momentary frame of mind. 

 

Sometimes such state of being can last for extended periods. But, somehow, we all know when they end more than when they first started: referenced by the person, persons, artist, musical styles or themes that we favour at a particular moment.

 

However, should you find yourself questioning such changes, resign yourself to the fact that you blinked; you’re on a different plane of consciousness. The hook of the particular song or singer, instrumental or instrumentalist will not penetrate or permeate your consciousness until the earth, sun, moon and stars (etc., etc.) are all in alignment.

 

In other words: Another Place or Another Time, and it would have fallen under the classification of just so much more shit! Or so much background noise which we instinctively filter out.

 

When we do focus or take notice it’s because something in the constant of background noises has jarred our attention by being out of place: either a strident or subtle change in the "white noise". 

 

When that resonance is perfectly aligned (through that pesky conjunction of the stars and moon, (facetiously put), there is no person or argument persuasive enough to convince you that what you’re listening to is noise generated by an individual/group wielding an instrument with notions of being artistes. Artistes attempting to spread their message through the form/medium they feel is suited to their style, message and audience.

 

One would think that a different strategy or product becomes necessary should you find yourself working in Alaska after being in refrigerator sales in New Mexico. That is, you don’t hawk pork as an appetiser to the Adventists, beef to the Muslims, non-kosher meats to the Jews or the benefits of no-smoking environments to smokers. Preaching to the converts seldom bring with it fresh ideas.]
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Reflect for a few moments or so and it occurs that "Life is like a circle. 



You are standing in line, like everyone else. Ahead, all you is the back of the individual just ahead of you; who, in turn, sees the person ahead of him/her, etc. Look back and you see a number of individuals. They're looking ahead, at or past you. An intriguing and interesting perspective on life; a contrast to a 'Life Sucks' perspective?

�Consider the language involved, the imagery invoked by the use of words and sounds to generate, paint (as it were), illustrate, solidify and give expression to some of these individualistic moments. Perhaps, with the use of a few more words, tonal cadences, and perhaps, moment of reflection, a different image can be generated altogether. Creating a vision of what an individual who uses the means available to give expression to what, in one sense, summarises what he perceives life to be.

 

From this perspective the reason for Being is to follow the person ahead of him, who is, no doubt, following the person ahead of him who is following … And the only relief he really get from this monotonous journey is to occasionally step off to the sides, turn around and look back at where he had been. Stop, and sometimes even step out of the line, on occasions.



In the end, when getting back in line, though it may be back at a different place, the line stopping for no one presents a view which progresses inexorably onward. The view always reverting back to the person ahead of or behind. Peering over the shoulders of those who surrounds re-enforces the image that you are not alone; and it is that sense in and of itself which serves to give one's life its definitions.

 

Some can clearly discern these distinctions as the images tug at the subconscious. But others who are in viewing range are barely discernible or of any substance, occasionally raising the question as to whether is seen is the same as what is perceived. The provocative uncertainty providing the needed sparks to spur onward.

 

An interesting take on life. But can also result in the development of a closer relationship with the individuals who surround you?

 

The faces looking back at you may very well be your own - as you were a moment or so ago. Or someone different altogether. Either way, it represents the recent past. Where-ever you look, everything seen and identified would become representatives of where you have been.

 

The back ahead of you represents the unknown. The future. The road not yet traveled.

 

It occurs that it is not until you’ve looked to the past that you realize how much you invariably influence the path and the person ahead of you.And when you look to the Past realisation dawns that it is nothing more than a review of that which has transpired so far in time - not necessarily on a linear level or fashion; and with that realization you can play or become God. 



Why? Because only you can see the past as you have experienced it. And on the basis of the experience(s) or the interpretation(s), coloured by your perception of the events past, you unconsciously or consciously direct the path of the future. 

 

The trouble with such a view, however, is that we are all perceiving the world in the same way. But, at the same time, from different perspectives: experiences will vary with mileage traveled.

 

And, as we all attempt to direct the passage through the course up ahead, we end up with cross purposes, contradictory objectives: often brought about by the mere fact that what we’ve done in the past not only affects us as individuals but as a collective.Future options are not created in isolation or are available only at the behest of the individual making the choice.

 

Choice arises out of preceding actions; and actions acted upon invariably result in re-actions which in turn generate more varied choices, which create more choices which …..

 

But even when there are moments when choices made and actions taken by the individual coincide with those of another or even with a number of others, this, apparent, convergence should not be viewed in isolation of the whole. 



Because at that moment in time, instead of having just one individual exerting his/her perception(s) on a finite number of individuals we are now faced with the collective influences of a groups’ action, reaction, and impact rippling through the entire collective we call family, community, town, city, county, province, country, humanity; and like the ripple of a pebble thrown into a somewhat calm pool, once generated it cannot be turned back on itself. Any attempt to do so generates its own unique ripple in turn.

 

It is all relative! A simple matter of perspective?

 

If life is viewed as nothing more than an accumulation of momentary and passing experiences, then it is possible to examine those moments. We can be both the observer and the observed. The catalyst and the reactant simultaneously. We create and generate with every action and thought that we act upon daily.

 

In doing so, what we engage in doing is looking back at the past, where we re-experience, or attempt to do so, moments until they fade from view or are replaced by more stronger, newer happenings or changes on the perspectives. New slants take their place. These are nothing more than moments where we pause and ask those all important questions, Who, What, When Why, How, If.

 

But what happens when we raise those same questions, not about days, things, places or people gone by, but about people, places, things and days to come?

 

Do we create those moments in time or are they simply just another view of previous moments or singular insights into moments to be? And as we peer into each and every brief spark of life, as they impact on the canvass of life - the simple fact is that we know we’re Alive simply because we can say I remember WHEN before IT became THEN. If we cannot say that I can remember WHEN then it represents a moment not yet born. 

Because if one cannot perceive that moment or perspective prior to its realization then it doesn’t exist. 



There, in a word, is that philosophical, metaphysical position, I Think, Therefore I Am. Or, the absence of moments, whereby we perceive our Reality, is, essentially, Death. Non-existence.

 

Are we then, as individuals, anything before we have awareness of Self?
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It's a warm day. Not so much, so the humidity appears to hovers just above the surface of the skin. There is an occasional movement of cooler air as a south-westerly breeze flows in from across the lake. It is just past 4:30pm on a Sunday afternoon. He sets out on the trek to the neighbourhood that sits just on the edge of the area bounded by the four major streets in the area.



As he comes around the corner from the quiet side streets, shaded and festooned with a variety of trees, fauna and well kept lawns, he turns south on the first main thoroughfare. This is, in itself, the least busiest of the four. He notes, subconsciously, that the traffic appears to be heavier than it usually is during the week. And as such, he looks around and observes that the vehicles are primarily of newer model types of various manufactures.



There is the unmistaken sense of wealth emanating from the passing vehicles and the enclosed occupants; ensconced as they were, in their air-conditioned worlds of metal, rubber and glass. This emanation is further enhanced by the passing flashes of varied bright and shiny colours and the distinctive sounds of the many makes and models, imports and domestics, as the vehicles slowly cruise by toward their varied and unknown destinations.



He then notices, for the first time, perhaps, that the houses in the area are well kept and surrounded by well-kept and orderly fences or hedges; shaded with healthy trees and dotted with flower gardens. The sight and sounds of carefree children laughing and playing abound. Adults are sitting around pools or under multi-coloured umbrellas, conversing as they sip from a variety of cool refreshments or partake from freshly prepared meals off the barbeques. The sounds of dogs playfully yelping, as they gambol around the enclosed properties, punctuate the air.



Ah! Summer: time for fun and relaxation.



Interesting.�

He quickly files the observations and impressions away as he comes to the intersection of stop-lights. The new sights and sounds here are decidedly and the distinction intrudes upon his earlier ruminations.�

There is a sense of haste and impatience amongst the numerous vehicles and drivers sitting at or travelling through the intersections.



The air appears to have lost it coolness, as though the pollution spewing forth from the exhausts of the internal combustion engines has overwhelmed the country-like atmosphere just a few feet back of the intersections.



Inexplicably, perhaps, he also notices that the vehicles at the intersections exude a different sense of personality and starkly strive to project an identity, in contrast to the automobiles going by previously. There are, without a doubt, the same mixture of various makes, models and manufacturers in the millieu.The paints are just as shiny. However, instead of sedans and the refuge of air-conditioned comfort and luxury the windows are rolled down; the occupants smartly dressed but yet not in the same age bracket as the earlier drivers. The vehicles decidedly vie for distinction and are paraded about as status symbols rather than that of convenience and transportation.They are show-pieces.



In other words, the automobiles are those of the up and coming - sport and utility vehicles. Their styles and choices clearly delineating the lifestyles of the owners and passengers. The pace of passage through the intersections rushed and accompanied by the invariable and distinctive rumbles and howls from the powerful engines under the hoods. The wisps of voices and music escape and drift out the open windows to   intermingle with the squealing of tires on asphalt or the accelerating engines.



Youth! A journey through space and time - or in this case, coming in from the suburban areas on their way to other urban and suburban zones within the city. Not much inclined to lay back and watch the sun overhead mark its daily passage across the sky as it lazily wends it way to the western horizon.�

The light changes and he proceeds through the intersection, somewhat perplexed by his train of thoughts.The sights and images at the intersection behind him, the sounds slowly dim as he slowly distances himself from the ever changing traffic signals and mini arena of social strutting. He's still somewhat perplexed by his casual analysis of what, to most, is just an everyday scene to those who live in the city. Glancing around he notices that he's traversing an area of wide open space of uncultivated land on either side of the road parallel to himself. This area is populated in both directions, as far as his eyes can see, by tall steel electrical wire towers which fade away toward their respective horizons.



As he leaves the border of this zone behind and comes upon the first set of houses marking the start of the next community the thought immediately crosses his mind that it is like crossing a demilitarized or no-man's zone. If one were to imagine what that feeling would be like, that is.



Fences re-appear. A sense of barricades against the invading hordes permeates his every fibre. Tall chain-linked fences stand erected as outer perimeters to slightly shorter and slowly disintegrating wooden fences. Neither house nor trees beyond these defenses can be perceived.



No the sounds of children laughing and playing with carefree abandon. No adult voices can be heard behind the almost impenetrable walls; and if there are dogs on the ground it is with certainty that they would not be of the type that would sprint up to you for a pat on the head while they slobber unconcerned on your feet or sniff indelicately at your crotch. No. Most assuredly, the appearance of the dogs that lurk behind such fences would be of the breeds trained to render the deliberate or happen-chance intruder subdued and captive while raising the alarm. Guard dogs, I believe is how they'll be described. Surely, not pets.



Batten down the hatches! This is behind the lines. The barbarians are at the gates. �

For the next block or two he consciously observes the surrounding neighbourhood as he travels through - looking, analysing and conjecturing about the genesis and eventual evolution of this particular bunker-like mentality of the residents that exist behind those fences.

He mentally tries to picture what type of reception he'd receive if he were to go around to front of any of these residences and knock unexpectedly. Would he be received; and if so, would his presence be viewed with suspicion? But he soon discards the idea as he notices that the vehicles going by are speeding, even through the designated school zone.�

These thoughts give way to new ones as he comes to the next set of traffic lights and the border of a new neighbourhood looms just across the street. That it is a new community there can be no mistaking: there is the strip mall with its asphalt parking lot and miasmic of store-fronts and fast-food restaurants. Towering around these in all directions are the apartment buildings with their teeming and cubicled residents. It takes a great stretch of the imagination to envision nature as having ever existed in these parts as most everywhere is covered with concrete, asphalt and humanity.�

Vehicular traffic abound in all direction. The noise level from these assault the eardrums - windows are wide open. If there is conversation taking place between the occupants of these automobiles, one is hard pressed to discern snatches as the cacophony of musical preferences and styles erupt all around. The heavy pounding of amplified electric bass guitars and the thumping of drums, inter-mixed with the barely intelligible sounds of human voices, compete for one's attention amidst the sounds of speeding but mostly ill-maintained private vehicles. �

Thrown into this mixture are the sounds of the large transport trucks and vans; as well as the crowded mass transit vehicles, belching their diesel fumes into the atmosphere as they haul their cargoes along designated routes. Taxis abound. Weaving in and out, with almost reckless abandon and disregard for long forgotten rules of road, with their fares. Hurrying to get to their varied destinations so that they can speed over to the next waiting fare as designated by the intrepid dispatchers miles away. 



The mass of humanity around here is, in every sense of the word, a mosaic. A melting pot. Cosmopolitan. A cross section of nations, cultures, age and status groups. Languages and dialects abound and intermingle ceaselessly.And so do social groupings. One need not be a social scientist to gleam that information. The sights and sounds of police and emergency vehicles appear to fail any arousal of curiosity or concern of those in the vicinity. It no wonder that it takes the possibility of the existence of extra-terrestrial beings to spark our imaginations. But in an environment such as this, who can tell?



Ah! Life in the city - it may be hot but the living is easy.
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Notlimah Hsineved  Rev. 22/09/2024

=====================================================================================



A basic assumption underpinning the concept of networks and connectedness is that there exist resources which, while residing outside of some arbitrary pool of communal or public pool of shared resources, can be enhanced or made attractive or marketable to a larger audience through some contrived form of logical progression. 



These assumptions attempt to assign some value via some process which are themselves just as contrived. Yet, such ideas or theories drive and propel others to construct theoretical or comparative apogees of rationalist constructs which further supports more and newer assumptions. That is, if it can be conceived of, perceived, thought of or depicted then, through the application of human ingenuity, it can be designed, fashioned and constructed to meet the twin measures of Concept and Reality. 



Nothing sparks into existence in an absolute vacuum: the linchpin to any or all discussion or theory which attempt to reveal the mystical, mysterious and baffling nature of Humans existence - it is all relative. One need not be an 'Einstein' to grasp the fundamental truth contained within such a nugget. Divine revelation or inspiration implies or infers that one must first unabashedly believe in the existence of such a divinity before such revelations can be divined by the individual as being unalterable Truth.



If God existed before there was Man to conceive of his existence what then was God prior to the existence of Mankind? What is Man's relationship to God and what are his obligations to such a reality?  Is God a creation of Man or vice-versa? If humankind ceases to exist, does God cease to exist accordingly? On what plane of existence can such be conceived? Is death an ending, a finality or a new beginning, a genesis?



Theories do not project the experiment's outcome. Instead, where they do exist, they serve as constructs which are proffered up as rationales ( more constructs ) to validate and justify the continuous dips into the eternal pool from which Reason is given birth. Theories and their accompanying latticework of reasoning merely define the crucibles within which each new assumption is refined before being submerged among waves of competing theories - in pursuit of validation, acceptance or stamps of approval. To be branded and affixed with labels which declare them to be truth, fact or fiction.



Thus, nothing, in reality, falls outside the realm of categorical imperative: that there must exist but just one Truth for all truths - if Truth itself is to have any meaning in a larger context.



That is, if it can be conceived, designed, acquired, manipulated, converted reproduced or utilised - as well as measured for usability, durability, efficiency, usefulness, form and functionality, among other things - regardless of shape or form, by another human being in the promotion of his or her self-directed ( and considered self-preservation or self-interest ) then, without a shadow of doubt, 





Man will seek, and have always sought, ways and means to ensure that his each and every conception of reality become self-fulfilling in essence, if not by nature. Refusing to accept or bow to this realisation does nothing to negate another fact: invariably all of Man's reality is but a figment of His collective imaginations.



Consequently, no resource, regardless of its nature, which can be harnessed or tapped into is free of the inclusiveness which such assumptions encompass, propagating itself within the concept of networks and networking. Connectedness lead to commonality of purposes upon which the collective consciousness is erected and elevated. 



Perched, as it were, upon the individual bodies which converge as one to provide a vantage point for the past, present and future destinations of the entire specie to be discerned. That is, shared and sharing are desirable because they contribute to the store of Public information that's based on the assumption that it is valuable to the well-being and continued growth and development of the collective body.



Non-shared or pockets of resources that, on the other hand, are not readily available to the Public come to be labelled among those things that are Private. These, however, are not necessarily or mutually exclusive of each other or, strictly, non-public.



There is much in the public realm that is as much prized and devalued as there is in the private. The degrees or weights that are applied are dependent upon matters such as as scope, scale, proportions and levels of uniqueness or inherent attributes. Invariably, that which is not shared or disseminated acquires values that either reduce or increase in proportion to the extent in which it is either desired or required for consumption or by its exclusiveness - as perceived by both the Public and Private selves.



So, the imposition of a value by which it can be measured or determined, the transit points where human resourcefulness allows for the transposition or transportation of self from one realm and into another - private or public, conception to design or construction to utilisation, as examples, require that there should exist, at a minimum, some measurable or discernible means of determining at which point human imagination begins and ends: the zone whereby the realms of reality and imagination are clearly delineated. Separating God from Man. Fact from Fiction. Mysticism from Myths. Science from Religion. Magic from Shamanism. History from Reality? Distinguishing astronomers from the astrologers, dreamers from philosophers.



And through it all runs Time, the equaliser. A constant that is always imposed upon  Man's hopes, dreams and wishes. Those  fortunate to find themselves travellers on the good ship Earth (as it continues to hurtle onward along its inexorable passage through time and space) marvel at the technological wonders and possibilities which confront us as we crest the wave of the 21st century. A new era is which global communities, governments and economies slowly become the norm rather than the exception.



However, consider: what is described is but only one part of the equation to the question of whether a person's personality can be gleamed from the style of his or her particular handwriting?





Let's say for instance, that when a 'handwriting analyst' examines and analyses individual handwriting styles what they are actually doing is not 'gleaming' insight about personality traits from the 'handwriting' itself but actually it is, in their near absorption of 'gleaming' the 'messages contained within the handwriting' but actually responding to the message(s) contained within the message itself.



A pretty good measure of evaluating 'ferreted' out personality traits, such as how they think and process thoughts, information, concepts, etc - requires not merely the looking at the 'surface' symbolic representation of thoughts and ideas but by dissecting them into their component parts By processing, analysing, evaluating and then applying values and weights to signify and symbolise such things as validity (  values ) requires the application of thoughts and processes to what in reality begins as nothing more than 'Symbolic Representation of a Thought'.



The first man who learnt to 'make his mark must certainly be kicking himself now that he never thought to copyright his 'Thoughts' He 'thought' it. He wrote it' and then he sold it for a penny because. It was considered just a thought!



So, from where do the actual thoughts and ideas contained within writings themselves evolve? Thin air?



The note is then not the message it is: just the actual symbols which are used to convey these things - no more than the plastic bag the bread comes enclosed in does a loaf of bread make. The medium, after all, is NOT the ONLY message. The Message in a bottle concept a bit: Is the message contained solely within the bottle?



Can one also conclude that because the bottle washes ashore with a note containing a message that the sender must then reside somewhere on the other side of the ocean; and for some reason unbeknownst to us ( until the note in the bottle is read and deciphered as to its intents and purpose ) is attempting to convey that perhaps there is or is not, may or may not be nothing more than a child-like curiosity, filled half-conceived prank?



So, what exactly is The Message In the Bottle? A symbolic message contained within another symbol - the bottle - which must first transmit the primary message that 'something's is indeed afoot here'.



Consequently, to deem that an individual's style of handwriting is sufficient to conjecture about the nature of the writer is only partially correct. To come to such a conclusion implies that the bottle ( style of handwriting ) is far more important than the 'message in the bottle' ( the chained collection of symbols which is used to construct the message itself ) ... the thoughts, the ideas, the hopes, the dreams, the fears, and horrors, etc.



These then become representation to which the decipherer must subscribe and even adhere to since he or she must now 'decipher' out of the 'experience' that the sender intended to convey in the first place - by constructing a message using commonly understood symbols; that is, - thoughts and ideas expressed as words. 







Their meanings and importance ascribed and based on assumptions which are merely symbolic representations of  .... more 'thoughts and ideas' all of which are given expression through use  .... 



 See, how quickly this then becomes a circular argument? Why? The message is not the bottle .. It is In the bottle.



Accepting that a person's personality can be gleamed from examining the style of handwritings, essentially brush-strokes on a prepared canvas it then follows that if every one were to stop using pens, pencils, paper, quills, inks, chalk, paint, etc, etc, etc .. resorting to things like typewriters and keyboards to give free reign to their private and personal thoughts then there will be fewer ways and means of discerning who people 'are' as opposed to who they profess themselves to be, right?



True.



The less people 'write' by using any of those mentioned or unthought-of means of 'writing' - excluding all which is mechanically produced - means that there will be less notations of really personal and private expression of individual  experiences. Those things which, taken by their lonesome and isolated selves, may not mean a hill of beans , except to the statistical isolate few who will be within the sphere of influence: proximity to source leaves greater impact. But in the Grand Scheme of Life it means Everything to Everyone since No-One of us have a clue what the Grand Scheme is all about to begin with!



Hmmmm? So, where do we go from here if we eliminate or diminish the quantity and/or source of 'handwriting' which gets thrown into the crucible which, as analysts, - each of us, one and all,  we 'gleam' about further for through further symbolic inputs - all of which could possibly lead us to conclude that, by process of elimination, stripped of all the 'thinkable' sources and means of communicating who 'we' are to others - regardless of medium or means, ..... what is the entire purpose of it all? 



Why did that first being find it necessary to leave or make his 'mark' upon the human consciousness so that mankind now has this Gigantic pool of human markings in every conceivable way imaginable .... accessible on a global scale that sees ideas and thoughts blossom and die at speeds approaching instantaneous ... data and information sifted, analysed, refined and reprocessed and re-distributed globally in terms like nanoseconds. Processed by giga-hertz processors and presented for mass consumption to consumers who in many instances don't even have to lift a finger to ingest.



Communication and Knowledge. Networks and the Internet. Global access to innumerable libraries, private and public. And the price for this type of access? $40.00 a month. What a novel idea? And I don't even have to worry about carrying a library card either! 



Now lets start thinking about consequences which will undoubtedly follow or flow from this sensible verdict or position by a Judge in a Canadian court case with respect and regard to just how exactly do we define, not just determine, when life begins .... collectively we already all accept the assumption ( generally speaking ) that life ends when the corpse is stuck in a hole in the ground or reduced to ashes or some sort as a symbol of Life's Finality, Death and the precedents upon which all else is predicated as being the alter-universe of Life.

Meaning, lets take a look at what eventually happens the next time a Judge, anywhere that human congregate, in what ever fashion to mourn the passing or welcome and celebrate the coming of a 'New Life' into the 'World'.   How exactly is that point where ignition starts or fails ( imagination is no more concrete than any other symbols that one would care to conjure up as examples of what constitutes Life and Death. Real or Imagined. Fact or Fiction. Why? Because All Else in Life apparently has its opposite number or symbols. 



We know what it means to Laugh as well as we know what it means to Cry. To weep or to mourn. To celebrate or to reject. To accept or to discard. Symbols are intrinsically meaningless without the essential existence of its particular counterparts. We know what Is as easily as we know what IS NOT..... we all know what it is or means To Die or To Live. ) in the generation of another of another Life Form in Human shape that we all appear to become squirmish or squeamish or reluctant or unwilling to just say or acknowledge that Life really sucks .... assuming that all there is to it is that we are born ... and we live and we die. From cradle to grave. 



Before a child can get to the cradle such a child first has to be 'Born'. 



Meaning? 



Meaning that before we can definitively say whether it is a person, animal, bird, reptile, insect, place or thing, even a figment of some imagination requires that whatever IT is or IS NOT must first be established somewhere, at some point and somehow ...... it must first exist someplace, right? So, where exactly do each mould or blueprint for each and everything thing that 'We Know or can Imagine' as Possible or Impossible' exist? Who was or is the Master Craftsman? Designer, Architect, Constructor, etc, etc, etc   We haven't a clue? Or do we? 



Just for a moment imagine a 'world' in which there exist no such things as Men and Women. Difficult to imagine, isn't it? We know that one exists, therefore the other and opposite must exist as well, right? 



Similarly, it can and has already been imagined, contemplated, divined, extrapolated, conjectured .. and on and on ... what it means or what it may be like to 'die', to cease to exist, to return to the Nothing from which all of Mankind evolves .... and all that populates his 'world' .. worlds encased within worlds, worlds of imagination, worlds of fear, of pain, joy and laughter and tears, etc, etc .... some sing out in homage, others pray, or offer up burnt offerings, paint, write, create music, paintings and so, and so on   .... and somehow we seem to have the intuitive sense, key, to 'know' what is Real and what is Not. 



We can by almost definition proclaim that another is 'crazy or nuts' for believing that they are God and have the 'right' to determine who shall live and who shall die .... even while accepting that men and women who have being appointed to determine such finer points of life end up with greater insights than the rest of the population ... judges, doctors, scientists, priests, popes, police-officers, politicians, philosophers and kings ... but wait ... aren't they just 'ordinary people' like the rest of us .. living similar lives under similar conditions and pressures as the rest of the peons of the world who all end up labouring to discover the meaning of the exact same things as these 'learned' humans?  





We all drink from the same wells and eat the same fruits, prepare the same types of meals and drinks, use the same authored cookbooks and recipes, browse similar menus .. is there any wonder that most, if not all of us are beginning to see that all that we so doggedly have held on to as being True and Real in the 'past' may in fact be nothing more that grand illusions? Clues to what the entire play is all about? And we haven't a clue from where the bloody spotlight shines. 
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Several years ago I was taken-aback, puzzled when others began referring to the way I speak (or wtite) as lyrical. Which to me, at the time, meant - lyrical as in 'I write the words, and you sing the song'. 



Or, 'You have an accent'. Which, of course I do; as do most people - even those who believe that they speak without 'an accent'. Turns out that what really puzzled me was being told that I write lyrically. That is, there is a rhythm or cadance to my writings. Which then raised the question of  - Do I speak like I write, write like I speak or simply - i do both as I think?    



I hear lyrics or lyrical thoughts in music. I also tend to hear (mostly) discordant sounds when poetry is intoned. I've learnt that what really turns my crank is prose (which makes me prosaic or formal - dull and uninteresting. Some have even gone as far as to say, professorial. 



Interesting enough, my wife and I, jokingly, tell ourselves that 'We often speak in lyrics'. Usually as we find ouselves descending another rabbit-hole induced conversation that may have began as an earworm.



Another aside is - Some may not see the humour, as I do. Others may take offence, be easily-triggered by what is seemily called 'unconscious-biases'. Context be damnned! Which is worse - to consciously, deliberately and persistently do something that is 'socially frowned upon'. Or, to unintentionally or unconsciously (on occassion) make social faux pas that may trigger the sensitivities of the socially intolerant types? 

If it is non-Binary, then what is it? 



I'm happy that my food and I  are Organic types. It makes 'pushing up daisies' and 'worm food' so much more relatable and, apparently, palatable.



Imagine subsisting on rust and other metallic shavings like you'd find in junkyards or metal fabricating plants? Neil Young said, Rust Never Sleeps. Guess what? I like my foods to be non-pulverised and then squeezed into shapes that are etched with markings that are supposed to represent what Food used to be like - before the Soylent Green imitators that are now the Rage. 







Guess we ought to be thankful that they've moved past the meat aspect of Soylent Green's production. They proucly claim that the 'New and Improved' versions go Beyond Meat - it is Non-Organic.



Aphorisms from my youth pop up, from time-to-time. 



This one stick since I heard it said or was told, at time - 'Put your mouth in gear before you speak'. The equivalent of, 'It's better to be thought of as a fool, than open your mouth and prove that you are'. 



Another that still amuses me is, 'A fisherman will never tell you that his fish is rotten'. 



Think about that the next time you're out grocery shopping - Fresh Fish. Fresh Meats. Fresh Fruits and Vegetables. Not much of a selling point to being offered Rotting Fish, Meats, Poultry, Fruits and Vegetables, is there? Keep in mind, there is an incredible amount of food waste in most, if not all western countries. Forget about Consumerism - a lot of Food is not being consumed. 



Have you seen the Food porn productions on Food Channel Networks? The Hot-dog (and other things) Eating Championships?  



I've seen theses shows replicated on European television programmes as well. So, it's not just Us over here on the other side of the pond who are infected with stupidity. But, how many of the Food Extravaganzas are produced in areas of the world that the U.N keeps bleating about with dire warning and proclamations about Food Insecurity 'around the world'? 



Has the U.N members ever seen a Food Fight like the Spanish festival of La Tomatina? Must say though, the Running of the bulls events give me hope for humanity. As stupis as it is - I'll always cheer for either Sylvester or Wile E. Coyote. And with the Bulls chasing the humans? I like my meats off the hoof; and I realise that darwin was (partially?) right? 



Or how about the comforting, 'They died instantly'. Death, in my humble opinion, is like the flipping a light swith - remember, the Big Bang thing? So, Death is instantaneous. Dying is the pain in the arse. And, as it's said - dying ain't easy. Clap on! Clap off!



I have often been asked to review, revise or edit letters or other formal documents by others. Often with phrases such as, 'Well, you write well'. Or, 'Your diction is better than mine'. 'You have a way with words'. High praise, no? I sound educated? I can string words into sentances in a more coherrent manner than you can?



With dry, technical-like documents such requests amounts to  another opportunity to hone my skills; and learn about the subject matter from close reading of the documentation.. However, when it comes to text that expresses the author's thoughts (point of views) of another person, the speaker's Voice goes missing. It begins with the cadance of the words and sentance structure.Which I have since learnt is a field of study in linguistics.



Often, when asked to revise the writing of anothers, I immediately 'hear vocalisation in my head'. Regardless of gender. The only times I hear Neutral Voices is when reading the works of authors I have never actually heard speak out loud. 



Their words, like the wisps of Dreamweavers, become characters embodied with personalities, definable attributes. The words in air, come laden with meanings that bring thoughts to life. They give body and soul to Being.  They weave their threads in a sea of yarns.



The humourous side of it all is that, as a child, in school we were taught to speak 'The Queen's English' in the classroom environment - which was influenced (primarily) by the British, Spaniards, French colonisers. Outside the classrooms, well, we all spoke creole (or Trini). And like our 'colourful patois', our foods and other cultural references have been shaped by that past. 



The insults that happened out on the playground or chidings (at home) for speaking the Queens' English (un-naturally) instead of colloquially lollygagging with friends or family. The American version of being deemed an Uncle Tom or House nigger. The Uppity folks' to friends and family. 



I know how to enounceciate when speaking about the Announciation. In the same manner that I know what the difference is between principal and principle. So, yes, I'm well read. And speaks well.



It is not just the Whites-folks' that engage in this type of behaviour. I have travelled abroad a bit, Rednecks is near global in scope. That there are Black people; and then there are ..... was a truth even my grandmother recognised and understood. It was something she'd often point out when annoyed - black people, 'They'll rather tear you down than help' - when discussing 'stupid people'. 



On the flip side there are the Snobs, who are not born. Snobbism (an attitude, an affectation) is taught. It's right there in the 'handbooks' about Civility and Culture. Hilary Clinton, however articulate she is, ineloquently  phrased the thought when she said the word, Deplorables.



Hilary had other weaknesses to contend with, apart from Bill. She just came across as a Shrew. and not of being shrewed. She 'stood by her man' (with a steel-grip on his family jewels!). The tamed shrew came later.



Know your audience. I do enjoy some of the trappings of being snobbish.



Up until the '90s when auto engines were not fully dependent on electronics as they do today (Chilton manuals were the bible of backyard mechanics and hobbyists during this era). Today you'll need to make an appointment for an engine diagnostic which requires certification in diagnostic analytics - before changing the 'spark plugs'. I'm not referring to EVs, who uses timing guns anymore? Or use feeler-gauges to adjust the tappets? 



In short, I learnt how to construct, as well as to de-construct in ways that still serves me well in life. When something malfunctioned or need tweaking, there was no Help Desk Support to call in to assistance. Unlike the vast majority of modern workers, skilled - we are told (but often clueless)who, at the first glitch with their tools or equipment, phones up support. 



A Rant



Imagine calling in to a helpdesk to report that your pencil is broken; and you don't know how to re-sharpen it. Or,  think about your reaction, while at some service counter, when the person responds to your request with - 'My machine is not workin, so I can't help you'.  



Helpdesk: Thank you for calling, how may I help you? 

Customer:  My computer (application) is not working.

Helpdesk: In what way .....?



In short, today's workers don't view the equipment or devices that they 'work with' as Tools of their trades. I don't need to know the details of the construction of a vehicle to use one. But if my livelihood was dependent on a vehicle, such as a long-haul trucker or taxi driver - it surely would make sense that I know more than simply filling the tank, switching the engine on and then driving around, unconcerned about what goes on 'under the hood'. Or that the brake-pads need to be replaced, ocassionally. The engine oil or brake fluid  require replenishing, at times.



Then they end up at the mechanic's shop, where a diagnostic machine. And because the customer didn't pay any attention to the finer points of owning the vehicle, they experience sticker-shock at the repair bill - over that funny sound the engine makes when driving. And none of the displays on the dash indicated that there was a mechanical problem. 



I miss analog dashboards in vehicles. In a world that has gone all-in on the digital evolution, where precision appears to be the driving force behind it all - the human component introduces so much clutter and imprecision, that I often pine for the good ole days. Like the 'idiot lights' of yester-year. They have now been replaced by idiotic symbols that pop up, randomly, here and there. All of which adds to our distracting driving environments. That, increasingly feel more like mobile livingrooms or cozy dens.  Mobile living and Mobility take on brand new meanings. 



Flanked by flatscreens, self-driving automation, hi-speed communication channels, entertainment and way-stations for replenishments interspersed the paths of travel now embody 'Self-contained living environments'. 



The wave of The Future has become the wave of Now. Noah may have been on the right track. Perhaps, prescient?



Another Rant

For the curious, ask me how I feel about Walt Disney Studios co-opting the rich tradition of classic lores as its own creations. 



Disney World! Right up there on my list of ‘not-in-this-lifetime (or the next’) places or products that I’ll not voluntarily support. My visceral dislike of anything Disney has no relationship to its ‘rumoured’ past CIA/Disney collaborations.



Those who don’t grasp that governments (globally) use the presence of mass-media to advance their agendas, some more subtly than others, (that is, those who choose to ignore the possibility that major corporations do engage in both social and political arenas) are deserving of their Disney-esque world of entertainment.



Undeniably, Bambi does get killed and Old Yeller does make one last howl before he bites the fateful bullet..So my advise, if asked about either of those two heart-warming stories by Disney, would be a) don’t play with your food; and 2) Everything and everyone die, eventually.

I lean more to the Bugs Bunny and Friends charaacterisations – Roadrunner and Wilie E. Coyote (life can be like that to some)? Pity Wilie all you may want to do. It’s deserved.



My biggest concern would be about the lousy products that ACME Company has been supplying poor ole Wilie. Equipment and products that arrive with, apparently, inadequate construction and operating documentation. Consequently, it results (WIlie’s Defence) in physical and psychological injury of Mr Coyte. (No one can be that stupid to keep purchasing shitty products from ACME Company.)



Sue! Sue!



Sylvester, Tweety Bird and Granny (a trio of favourites from Warner Bros.) reminds me of the juvenile delinquents Hansel and Gretel. Seriously, who pushes the granny into the oven after breaking into her home and raiding her pantry? We ought to be thankful they didn’t have access to something like an ‘unregistered’ firearm while being juveniles.



Suck it up snowflakes!



In both cases, don’t place all your trust in little ole grannies, not all ‘tweets’ are charming or something to that effect. We know who the Sylvesters and Tweeters are.

Perhaps, the tweeters need to turn their attention toward ACME Company? Oh! Wait. That would be counter-productive.



Have you observed some of those 'infirmed' type, with their handicap stickers and specially assigned areas. There are such things as a physical or mental infirmity (handicap). There is also stupidity (another handicap) or shorter people, 'coloured' people and so forth. None, other than the physical disadvantages, make you eligible for a Handicap Parking designated area. I'm Black (supposedly, a disadvantage/handicap) - does that entitle me to a Handicaps designated area or service?   



Much like having to explain why I'm taking the elevator, rather than the stairs (it's healthier!). The stickers clearly state - In An Emergency - Do Not Take The Elevator. Well, it's not an emergency, so I'm taking the elevator. Que? 



Well, In case of an emergency (which it is not) Take the stairs. Have you seen the signs in the stairwells that read - If it is not an emergency, take the elevators?



Bumper stickers are not the best way to have a converstaion on anything of substance. They can be fun ways to highlight the wit of repartees, in a tit-for-tat manner. Drive-by shootings, so to speak.  Jesus  Saves! 



Perhaps. Does he also shoot and scores?  What has he done, lately? And, what exactly does he save, Souls? Much like that other guy - Lucifer collects strays and other wayward sheep? 



I think that spraying cats with any type of liquid as a training tool is just downright cruel! Just as I feel that Spaying pets – (I don’t mean cows, and goats or sheep) is cruel – Household Animals is cruel! PETA are you out there?!





So, when you next hug or cuddle your favourite kitty imagine a …. ‘Soft Kitty, Warm Kitty, Little Ball of Fur. Happy Kitty, Sleepy Kitty, Purr Purr Purr …’

And consider, a pet is an extension of yourself. So treat them as the companions that they are. You know, that christian thing about ‘doing unto others’? Others is not just humans, right? Life is more than a trip through time. It is a journey.

Names or markings are like the sweeping hands of a clock (in our digital era – the flipping digital displays) that note Time’s passage. 

But a name is more than a mere notation, mark or sign. It represents a particular instance or moment in the incessant, eternal, tick- tock ticking away of Time. That is from just one perspective. Now imagine the kaleidoscopes that exist within just one moment in time … Tick!

As such, names are symbols, like everything else, humans use to identify or distinguish between each other, places and things, etc. Basic. It is why we often do not respond to names that are not related to ourselves. But in loud and crowded places, if the name (or sound) is same or similar to our own we, instinctively, react.

So, what is in a name? What do names really represent? Why are they even important? Time keeps on ticking ….. The Past is, indeed, the prologue to one’s Present and Future self.

Interestingly, in ancient times, there were lores describing a certain type of creature that existed in dark places and devoured the young, innocent or careless who wandered away from the safer paths. Often beguiled by trickery and led astray. Like say, the Devil personified?

Such creatures today are better known, in some circles, as trolls. who populate the nastier parts of ‘social-media communities’, like Twitter Trolls. Twitter /X (as the source) is the messenger /agent and the medium (means of distribution method) which distributes ‘tweets’ for the Twits who reside on Twitter. So, what is the message?

Consider William Shakespeare’s – A rose by any other name would smell as sweet … and, X, formerly know as Twitter, is populated by the same twits who twitter )or now spew out Xes instead of tweets. To tweet or not to tweet, is that not a question about twits and tweets?

Tweedle, tweedle, tweedle dee. Tweet-tweet. 

When produce shopping, the expectation is that of Fresh or new products at the market. Who sets out to sell ‘stale or not-so-fresh‘ products – apart from the ‘previously enjoyed‘ promoters? 

All-you-can-eat offers come with limits imposed at ‘all you can or willing to pay? Jumbo shrimps, anyone? 

Music, it is said, can calm a savage beast (as well as piss them off). I suppose nothing is perfect. Cats have a calming and soothing effect on us humans. Remember what the door-mouse said – Feed Your Head …. or we can go around in circles.



We'll be right after the station/commercial break ....
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[The Big Picture]

The Lyricist
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=================================================================================



I love to write as much as I enjoy reading. But as much as I delight in both I have struggled with the question of whether I'd rather be a writer or editor as I have concluded that being a successful or compelling author is an entirely different beast. 



The same can be said of being an accomplished musician. While acknowledging that I cannot and do not pay any musical instrument(s) - in my younger years I did try to learn how to play the guitar, drums, saxophone and piano. I was even a choir-boy. A decent singer, I'll venture to say. Until my teens. Then the passion dissipated to where I now submerge myself in the muse of others. 



Music speaks to me. I can lose myself in the wailing strains of electric guitar virtuosos. I come alive with the harmonies that are contained in well-played harmonic distortion. Words and meanings. Fluency of a language does not simply imply that one can strings any number or combination of letters and words together and result in some sort of coherrent resonance. Can an artist appeal to a deaf, dumb or blind individual? We all know the answer to that, don't we?



When I raise my voice to be heard others are often left with the impression that I'm angry? Meanwhile, amid the din and clatter, I walk softly. And, I'm soft spoken. I like my moments of harmonics to be LOUD. A pair of flip-flops on the feet of a pedestrian walking along the side-walk 17 floors down (amid the noise and haste of a summer day in the city) annoys me as much as the sound of sandals slapping against heels in an apartment hallway. Slap! Slap! Slap! Slap ......
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[Wisdom Of The Ages]

We were simply human beings ....
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What is life but that which you see and create all around you? All those things that you hear, smell, taste, touch, say, and generally experience through your accumulated experiences define and ecompass you - Reality. My life can never be yours anymore than yours can become mine or that of someone else. So, one must cherish life. All life, not just your own. That singular life is the most important of all in the grand scheme of things.



That statement, however, raises a host of other questions which beg: is not the statement not in itself a declaration that there are times when one must destroy in order to rebuild? Love so that one can learn of the cancer of hate? Fall before learning to rise again in triumph? Know fear so that you can demonstrate bravery?



The positions and stances which you fall into with the greatest of ease are those which define who you and everyone else are, to yourself and those you encounter and interact with daily, actively and passively.



Be reminded that those who are wise know not that they are. It takes others to perceive them as such. To gleam any of the myriad of meanings behind the refractions requires the passages of time as perceived and experienced through yours and the eyes of those who have gone before you; as well as those who are sure to follow in one way or another. Who then is truly the wiser?



The person(s) who originally uttered or penned the words, such as, 'Time heals all wounds' or 'What goes around comes around', possibly never attached the label 'being wise' to those utterances. Nor, perhaps, did they expect those thoughts to survive through the passage and ravages of time. Time and circumstances merely resulted in them being philosophical about their lot in life. The wisdom contained within is something that was to be perceived by others upon reflection.



Consequently, the utterers or authors knew not that they were wise. Wisdom evolves through reflection, in hindsight.



Raising such questions as: what pearl(s) of wisdom have you generated or discovered as you journey on through life. Have you been instrumental in inspiring those you encounter, directly or indirectly, by your thoughts, acts or deeds? How have you been inspired by others? What has been the extent of those seeminly singular instances of insights that have passed by your way as you traverse the often unfamiliar landscape of life? 



Have you left markers in your wake? Which have you adopted or merely discovered on your own along the way? Being wise or foolish often requires much more than ones' own assesssment. Subjective evaluations need to be always viewed with healthy doses of skepticism. Constant patting one's own back often results in one being unable to distinguish fantasy from reality.



Does that mean that we must every so often give our heads a shake to get rid of the cobwebs and blinders? Yes! He who believes that he is full of it, usually is in fact so constipated.



Insights and their meanings require objective examination and evaluation. The meaning, intent, origin and implications are what determine validity and purpose; and to do any or all of this means that we must always examine the examiner. It is only by questioning the questions that we are able to unearth the gems which so often lie hidden from view.



Listen to the children crying. What are they saying?



The examination can be so spellbinding that one can, and often does, forget about the examined. Why does the crying of little babies, regardless of race, colour or creed, appeal so much to our sensibilities? What secret, often left unexamined, portion of our  souls has been, especially, set aside for the particular innocence of babies. From whence do the subduing passions arise and break to the surface, demanding to be heard - in the name of humanity? 



Is it the sad, sad sounds? Or the foreknowledge that innocence is about to be lost in the unrelently stream of human endeavours? How often do we also fail to pick up on those cries in the night?



The examination. Yes, there is always that to be held up as vindication. Circumstance assumes the mantle of Truth. Logic adorns itself in the aura of Fact. Reason sheds it skin and vies for the  embrace of the Heart. The undeniable becomes desirable. We are mortal. We think, therefore we are, but are non-the-less, mere mortals. Consequently, A, invariably, leads back to B.



Consider the entertainer and the entertained. Both start off on their individual paths with one basic assumption - it must lead somewhere. One wants to be the entertainer and the other entertained. Communication of those individual wants, desires or needs need a channel of commununication. A Singularity, as it were, at some point in the interaction between the two unkowns. One wants to hear and the other to be heard. So, somewhere there has to be a synchronisation of purposes where it all takes place. Opposites become one.



Does one ever have to relinquish strength or admit weakness(es) to gain control over the other. Is it, or should it always be, a question of, 'a battle of wills', 'right against wrong', 'good championing against evil'? Where does the concept, compromise, fit into this mural?



At some point the Entertainer stops being the 'entertainer' and needs to be 'entertained'. That 'reason for being' ...... that sound that  stops one in his or her tracks, loud enough and long enough to make one ask ask, Huh??' Is that the sound of just one hand clapping?



It is that crossing of signals which constitutes mis-communication. The complimentor becoming indistinct from the complimented. The chattering voices becoming indiscernable from the cries requiring attention and concern. We tend to become so adept at tuning out that we often times forget to tune back in the background noises. 



But within that ether reside hope as well as fate, distinguishable among the constant babble which surrounds us. Turning  inwardly in search of entertainment; such navel gazing often leads into forgetting about those follow in our footsteps. A clear case of  'the blind leading the blind'.

So what? Is the medium the message or the message the medium.

So often we lose sight of things which are so simple and profound, in their simplicity, as we peer about in our unending quests for definitive answers to 'eternally' burning questions. That which is right before our very eyes often falling into some mental blind spot, as though peering at the world, from the wrong end of the lens. The medium, in the final analysis, is truly irrelevant. What is being communicated, the message, gives life to the medium itself. Neither can exist without the other so why then should there be supremacy in the relationship?



Get a life! Deal with life! Get Real! Reality bites! The Twilight Zone. Deja Vu.



Cliches, one and all. And yet they all have one thing in common: they provide for communication with one another at the simplest of levels, forr the briefest and quickest of moments. Unknowingly, we often turn away from those communiques in our haste or self-absorptions - as we search for our idealised truths, selves, definitives, perfections and gods.



And just who or what do we dance for; and at what price or cost, not just to ourselves but also to those who join us in the bargaining?   Brief flashes of recognition come your way containing the kernels of truth. Truth that you truly understand, at last. Every age has had its storytellers, chroniclers, poets, songwriters, painters, sculpters and other artistes. T



heir visions and dreams, thoughts, fears, joys and sorrows all captured and preserved for all time - in one form or another, for those who were to follow to share and experience in their own ways. If and when a kinship develops it merely serves to sow the seed that will cause the passions which exist in us to rise up and be heard. That is Reality.



The cinematographer does not merely point his cameras willy-nilly in all directions. There has to be a story being told; and the telling is in a visual manner. Captured moments, as it were. The various juxtapositioned scenes  are the pages and chapters. Tool of trade, the trusty camera. Then  there is the director, the producer, etc, etc. , each with his or her own story to tell - in their own way. But the actors and actresses in front of the unobtrusive camera are the ones who are really in their glories.



The psychopaths, the sociopaths, the thieves, murderers, the victims and the tormentors. Not forgetting the buffons, the twerps, niggers and whores, the dreamers, the demeaned and belittlers. The court-jesters and the mocked. 



The hopeless romantics or the biggest boneheads that can be  conceived by the cynics at their best. Yet we cringe when told to do so by the sight of babies dying of both starvation and malnutrition in those far away lands. And bust a gut at the sight of people on a screen who wontonly throw precious food around with wild abandon, as they smile for the cameras.



Heard that laughters helps you to live longer. Who loves you, babe?



There are stars and there is stardust. One needs to stand out and the other must stand back. Nothing without the presence of the other, however. What attracts you, the starlight as it shimmers out there in the dark, cold vacuum of the universe? Crossing that line sows, yet another seed.





Are they memories of a time or place long gone by? What is being manipulated within you as you struggle with that thought. A voice you have heard, in a song perhaps? Was it something you read or snippet of conversations overheard in passing? A picture or a work of art? The tired voice or the plaintive one? The shout or the whisper? Laughter or sorrow?



Dreams are all around - filmed, recorded, penned, etched, painted, catalogued and documented. Stored away for safe keeping; just waiting for anyone to stop and take a moment to sift through the wisdom of the ages before journeying onwards in the wake of yet another dream.



====  # 38 @ 07:31 Est.  ====



















































[Gwen]

No Shoes, No Shirt, No Service
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Nothing is easier than self-deceit. For what each man wishes, that, he also believes to be true.     Third Olynthiac, Sec.19

Take the case of the rather well-known Canadian woman ( Gwen Jacobs, of Guelph Ontario, in case you were not aware of her claim to fame.). She, one summer, decided to make a political statement that ..... "if it is not illegal for male members of the Human species to walk about during the warm months of the year bare-chested THEN it is discriminatory for the Law Makers of the Land to proscribe that she be punished for opting to do likewise and similarly herself ......" And to prove her point she did exactly that one summer day.

 

Interestingly enough, I can't fail to wonder why she didn't choose to raise awareness of her cause during the winter months. Could it be that pragmatism and practicality outweighed her passion to rouse society's social consciousness on the burning issue of women's rights to walk the streets topless? 



After all, there are human beings starving to death by the numbers around the world on a daily basis - but, please, there is no need to remind us of such unpleasantness during dinner!

 

What exactly did she prove? That she was right and the Law-makers were wrong, narrow-minded, shorted-sighted, chauvinistic-pigs, paternalistic in view-point ......? That she had thought of something that NO ONE ELSE in all of Western society had ever thought about or had simply dismissed as being trivial, in-consequential, irrelevant in the Grand Scheme of Things.

 

Boy, how the Feminists must have been proud of her for having stepped to the fore-front to champion the Feminist Cause by wanting to show off her God-given Breasts at every possible chance that she gets; just as the Feminists had almost convinced the enemy, Men, that Women wanted recognition of Equality in every area of society. 



But in order for this Social harmonization to occur Men must, first, discard, forget, banish from their very Psyche, several old notions. Such as: when it comes to Male-Female relationships, we are at Each-others' throats .... because Men love to play games and seldom ever want to Commit. That a woman's physical attributes are non-sexual; and as such, when dealing with women men must completely devoid their minds of such thoughts that the existence of a woman's presence engenders as the opposite of the species.

 

Women, on-the-other-hand, are not into Games and want, nothing more than a Committed-to-a-Relationship Man. And, if getting that commitment means having to use the Single-Most-Important-Physical-Difference that exists between men and women as a weapon against men for the, single, solitary purpose of securing that acquiesce from men - Mercy! women don't stoop so low, hit below-the-belt (to use a term that is generally associated with a male-dominated sport), as it were.

None-the-less, publicly Gwen Jacobs received a smattering token of support from spoke-persons of varied feminist organizations and branches across South Western Ontario; and eventually across Canada. After all - when at war, we have to stick together, watch each other's backs, remain steadfast in resolve and claim superiority on the moral high ground.



When one falls in the execution of that objective and duty it is incumbent upon nearby comrades to stop, help and encourage the fallen to continue the good fight. For the Cause. Without the "ties-that-bind", individually we then become nothing more than so much more cannon fodder in any Cause. When we all WIN it wasn't because of YOU but US. When one of US becomes a Hero it wasn't because THEY sanctioned the sentiment but because the grunts in the trenches concurred.

 

Even though no one bothered to take a vote on the question. That is what EQUALITY means! Yet, from the Feminists of Canada, nothing! Why?

 

One of the things that the Feminist Drill Sergeants apparently failed to fully impress upon Gwen Jacobs during her introduction and induction to and initiation into the ranks of the Feminist Movement is that one must sacrifice Individuality in reverence to the concept of group identity which amounts to nothing more than a social construct to define differentiation. Learn that Desires are not Needs; Wants can be subjugated by Necessities which can and are manipulated by Priorities which are dominated by such things as Pragmatisms.

 

That, in the continuing war with MEN, there are many weapons that the Women's Movement uses. Some are so Top Secret that not even the women themselves are fully cognizant about what they are. But what any strategist do know is that when you stumble across a weapon .... one doesn't go about immediately broadcasting its existence to the enemy. No! Testing must be conducted to determine Advantages and Disadvantages - for and against both sides. The Pluses and Minuses that comprise and govern the very existence of the universes must be consulted, calculated, verified, counted, totalled ..........



Sometimes: an Advantage can turn into a Disadvantage. A Plus into a Minus. Champion become Vanquished. Strength metabolise into a Weakness. A necessity turns into a want which is fuelled by a need to fulfill a desire ......

 

YOU NEVER EVER BLAB TO THE ENEMY ABOUT ANYTHING WITHOUT FIRST CONSULTING ......... much-less provide a god-damn road map to Possible Vulnerabilities ... miscues like that really wound Solidarity: The Cause. 



Gwen's desire to show off her breasts in public places undermined the Cause and the strategies of the Feminists; just as reconditioned Men were being led into believing that the female body is non-sexual (except when a woman says that it is); then here we had Gwen clamouring for the right to flash her titties any damn time she pleases. 

 

Just how the hell was the Feminists going to continue their strategy of making even a man's thought of a woman naked body a Criminal offence, an assault against one of the Sisters requiring that the man in question be ostracised or punished? What the hell was Gwen thinking when she pulled her top off that day in Guelph?

 

I can still recall - quite vividly in fact, how members of the Feminist Movement stood, 100 percent and shoulder-to-shoulder behind Gwen Jacobs' stance to be Free and Bare-breasted, while she was being vilified by the Rest of Society as being - Left, Right and Centre - nothing more than a shallow, mouthy, self-centered and exhibitionistic person.

 

Any redeeming grace that Gwen Jacobs ever had among her closet family members and friends began to dissipate as she was comforted by the greater silence that emanated from her Sisters-in-Arms in the continuing Battle for Equality against the Enemy: MEN.



So who was Right?  Ms. Jacobs, who managed to get the Media to focus the Public's attention on her argument or point; one that the General Public had somehow, up to that point, managed ignore, side-step, over-look for decades? In the end, just what did she get in return for her efforts to be free to walk around bare-breasted on the city streets of Guelph during the summer months?

 

Her name is now, almost, synonymous in Southern Ontario, if not all of Canada; and possibly The United States (at least the North Eastern and Mid-Western ones) and parts of Continental Europe, with "women's right to walk around bear-breasted like their male counter-parts, on any warm day she or they chooses .....

 

It scares the hell out of me to think that, that all Gwen Jacobs did can be summarised by simple reference to Andy Warhol! And if Gwen Jacobs has any spark of Dignity left at this point - it should also scare her to think that the mark she's going to leave behind in life is that she dared to walk topless along the streets of Guelph. Scarier still has been the spectacle of men flocking around and behind in support of Gwen Jacobs' Cause.

 

Were these sundry men supportive because they sincerely believed that every woman ought to have the inalienable right to go about topless in public - Equality for All? Or were they motivated by their desire to see more naked female bodies, unfettered by ever increasing social dictates, and seized the opportunity presented by Gwen to embed their own agendas within her Cause?

 

The irony of it all was that the Feminists could not publicly denounce this show of "male support" for their Equality Cause without appearing discriminatory and two-faced. Politics, does indeed, make strange bed-fellows.

 

After all, how many married men or men in long-term relationships with women are willing to go out and agitate that the women in their lives should have the Right to walk around topless in public? Male-female relationships are, in the final analysis, territorial in nature. It they were not then no one would give or accept objects that signify pairings.

 

And on the other hand, Gwen Jacobs also has to deal with the backlash and opposition from those women who perceive her actions as being a threat to their current territorial imperatives.
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Lost! Hopelessly. 



One minute travelling along, destination in mind and route to get there clearly Lost! Hopelessly. One minute travelling along, destination in mind and route to get there clearly established. Then, in the next instance having absolutely no idea as to where to reference present location. Yet, it can clearly be stated or shown how the particular moment evolved and was arrived at. 



The realisation of this fact instantly solidifies in the mind, carried aloft on a bolt of truth. Acceptance, when unaccompanied by fear or panic also often leads to new truths and avenues. So, having established, undeniably, that we are lost, - but not without wits-  next step requires examination and formulation of methodology to get back on track. Retrenchment.



For a while we cautiously continue on in the same direction, having established the marked lack of familar signposts, the search for sign or landmark of significance to be used as new reference point continues in earnest . Knowing where you are now, as opposed to where you are not, yet unable to fully explain the path leading to current location. When, suddenly, that beacon jumps right out and provides grounding. 



Who knows, perhaps you're clutching at a straw? But at least there is now a straw to clutch at, in the absence of no other handy straws. Any 'port in a storm' and all that jazz. In not re-establishing a point of reference we journey onward, becoming even more lost in the process; and there is nothing scarier than having no idea how or when you're going to be able to say, 'I have control again'. Panic.



Turning around, you backtrack and explore available options. At other times, uncovering new ground or turning into dead ends or blind alleys. But through it all remaining centered by the simple fact that as long as you remain focused on that landmark, idea or beacon of stability and sensibility then safe harbour awaits.



Meanwhile, there are those whose nerves are stretched so taunt by the constant stream of uncertainty, willfully blind and lacking of fore-thought or consideration of the possibilities and options which exist all around. And as much fun as that may be to witness in and of others - from a detached distance - such blunderings affect us all in one way or another. The ignorances, the selfishness, the antipathy, the self-loathings and abuses. 



The discriminations and the discriminated against. The navel gazers. The vile and vindictive. The unending competitiveness fueled by politics and unbridled greed. Predators and their victims. The abysmal failures of humanity and the stunning dreams and dreamers. They all impinge on our most basic sensitivities.







Yes, defensive shields have to be erected if effective navigation through the often treacherous, unfriendly and uncharted streams of life. Should a malfunction occur, forcing us to get down and dirty with that annoying little thing called life, in all its nakedness and squalor.



Admission of being lost or in unfamiliar territory is an experience in itself. Opportunities and possibilities abound. The old well-referenced plans or maps now appear to be limited in scope. Confining and stunting growth in its shadows. Travel where the winds ascend with such ease. Life's tidal ebbs and  flows are the experiences to be sought after if only to appreciate the power and grace of the bird which glides and soars among that vortex. 



Yet, we often hesitate or is unwilling to admit to one and all that we haven't the foggiest idea as to where we're heading or even why. Those who follow along solely as companions end up with  experiences which enrich their lives at the very core.



Eventually bringing one and all to crossroads which bear the signs of the familar. They comfort and embolden. Pointing out possible paths into the future. Providing the confidence required to take chances and venture onto new paths. Scope and possibilities are no longer appear limited or as daunting as before.



Arriving at the destination after such a contorted detour highlights the view beyond the new-found edges of perception. Encountering temptations, despair, desolation, revulsion, indifference - all but mere reflections of encounters from previous journeys. While they may appear to be similar or familar it requires the application of new-found insightfulness to distinguish between the old and new. 



The moment the real adventure begins. Sensing beyond the edges of perception and jumping through the breaches. Living at the edge, developing new appreciation of the unchanging and familar. The need for life vests, bouys and lighthouses make sense even when they do not cover every possibility of the infinite.



So, submitting brings with it moments of joy, pain, sadness and exhilarations. The nature of the sublime, the profound and the ridiculous is to be found in the degrees of the obvious. And at the end of the day, there is always just one more experience that remains unclassified but well worth remembering. Others are best left forgotten or perhaps undefined and not worth revisiting.



Clowns make us smile. Strangers fall in love. Re-discovering makes you wonder where you are and why being lost is not so frightful. The highways run on forever. Restless hearts sleep alone, once again, tonight. And you remain, forever, faithful, hopeful, wistful. Dreams and days spent wrestling with endless thoughts, roaming alone.Life is not what it's suppose to be. 



And so, the days of pretending meld once again into one. Nothing more comes across. Lost! 



What is lost, your heart remembers with every heartbeat. Love, with its high expectations. Chips on the shoulder as you search within and search the embers. Obsessed by what what once was. Rainbows fail to draw your attention. Blinded, and yet guided by just one fascinating obsession - a rememberance of the last time your defenses became your weakness, impaling the unwary upon a poisoned dagger



If wallowing in deep despair moves you, then just ask the lonely. Think life's unfair? Ask the lonely and shattered as they, painstakenly, collect and re-assemble the remnants to be found within the ashes. Nothing comes easy. The heart is your last and sole possesion. Hang on to it!. For when the heart grows cold from within you are likely to give it up to someone to or for someone who cares about heartbeats and obsessions. Ask the lonely.



Who, not yet drowning in its depths, desperately clutch on to that very last heartbeat. Within which despair so bleak germinates to the point where not even the pieces which are all around can be clearly distinguished. Their absence impinge slowly upon the consciousness This love, obsession, requires the relinguishing of ownership, giving rise to claims of possession. 



When you are feeling that love's unfair just go and ask the lonely about a heart broken in two. Go ahead, reach out and find out what loneliness is in its stark nakedness. Troubled times. Caught between confusion and certainty. Maybe one day those chains which bind you will break away? After having strained mightily against the restraints imposed by the heart, the possession and the obsession.



It has been so long since you've seen her face, in that same cafe, that smile or heard that voice. Needing so much more than can be given. Broken hearts can always mend. But to send her your love. Roses then never fade. Memories remain, calling out her name - in dreams  Faces and places searched for that one glimpse.



There will be times of hope. Memories of a golden age. Heard in almost every song and cry. Waiting for the dawn to carry on. Remaining strong so that memories which appreciate possibilities of the present and the future may yet flourish. Only the young of heart and mind can be heedless of the shadows of a fading dusk. In their minds there will always be more tomorrows. They realize not the preciousness of today and yesterday. Their thoughts like wildfire.



No, don't let go now. Hang on. You must find out with every heartbeat that nothing comes easy. Let down your defenses. Stop searching the cold ashes. They are the remnants of the hurt. Your past. To linger will bring on further despair. And that's what you get for asking the lonely. Out there is where the heart must be. Offer it up to someone who cares. 



We get lost and at times find our way back. The chip in place and the possession safe. All that is required is that one have vision. We may feel at times that we are losing ground and should go our separate ways. Mistakes that were made are just that - mistakes. We must make a stand. Reach out for that lifeline - we touch and disappear in the stream of

life. But you're never alone.



Never wanted to say goodbye. The voice keeps haunting me. We gasp for air. A breather. Respite. Slowly solace bubbles up from below and breaks the surface of despair. And the principles of life become clear. Its all there in your mind. Do it and you'll find that which you desire. The senses awaken and tingle. Do what you feel. Feel the ripples that is life reverberate across your senses. 



Demand more. Expect more. Want more. Feel it flow and bathe you in its beauties. Close your eyes and experience the soothing presence of life's energy as it engulfs you with its tender mercies and harsh realities. 

Appreciation is required. So is acceptance. All that is required to experience is an awareness of the senses that we possess.



One moment you can be drawn away on tender wings to breathtaking heights and spectacular vistas. Awe drugs us. How can such beauty possess such harshness? How did we ever blind ourselves to such truths. When did it happen? 



The time nevertheless arrives and the iron fist in the silk glove makes it presence felt. Those very same wings that first lure you away to unimagined heights and panoramas will dash you back to earth with bone jarring suddeness to make you aware that there are other cups from which life is tasted and drunk. Water is only precious to he who values it, like the stranded out in the middle of the desert under a merciless noonday sun. To the person drowning it is doubtful that at that precise moment water is categorized as being precious. To be sure, it would rank all the way up there with things that deserve great respect.



Turn off the lights and walk off into the dark unknown. Take a deep breath. Relax. I'll take you back across the streams of beliefs as silence covers the sky and the beauties of the world in all their glories. All that is required is that the mind accepts in the possible. 
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[Intimate Strangers]

Days of Wine and Roses: the Clinton imprimatur
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Heroes are born, not made. Trust and respect are earned. Dignity and integrity are desirable goals and rewards, in and of themselves. Treachery, duplicity and sleaze are easy to come by, act upon and embrace. How difficult it is at times to stand up and out and become that lone voice calling out for the attention of those around you, as they hustle and bustle busily about you, entangled and submerged in the complexities of their individual lives.



The delicate and fragile things that define our lives, invariably get crushed or pushed aside in the haste and maelstrom of 20th century civilization. The individual is of no real importance; except for those who perceive the existence of individuals as a natural and ready source for exploitation. No doubt about it: It's a dog-eat-dog world, no disrespect to dogs and their owners. And we all have feet of clay.



Regardless of who or what we are, there is a certain modicum of decency that we all expect of others, especially the ones we have elevated to positions of Responsibility. We expect more from them, expect it and have every right to demand that they live up to those expectations of Ours.



If you cannot perform under those conditions then it is only reasonable to expect that those so appointed or nominated to uphold all that is Just, Right, Fair and Decent to inform the Appointees of an inability or unwillingness to accept a Trust under false pretences. The badge has meaning only if the wearer deserves and earns the Right to be the wearer, the bearer of arms and Champion of the Cause. 



Valour is such a badge. Leadership is another.



Then again, who ever said that a politician is Honest, Truthful, Decent, Upright and filled with Integrity? Good intentioned, perhaps. Liar and Politician, the juxtaposition of the two needs no further explanation.



Icons are not made or manufactured. They are mere representations that naturally evolve and encapsulate our Hopes, Dreams, Fears, Desires, Loves, Hatreds; our greatest Ideals; and, sometimes our ugliest inhumanities. And so, when their presence's are snatched from us a collect wound is split open. The feet are placed to the flames; and we hold them there. We live and die through our icons and heroes.



The journey begins. The choices numerous but clear. The heroes and villains identified and postured: lone knights in sparkling armour, a beautiful woman or princess in need of chivalry. A lonely child, lost and confused amidst the jungle of adult machinations, in need of some one offering sanctuary, protection, direction and education. Arrayed against such needs are the dark lords and evil forces. Disillusionment, disappointments and treachery are very real and possible outcomes. Yet we hope and pray that desirable and preferable objectives and expectations will prevail, once again.

And it is for those reasons that we have Traditions and Institutions in our societies. They provide anchors and act as beacons to lives and moments that are often turbulent and shrouded in the haze of confusion. It's our Humanity. We are dreamers and idealists. We aspire for greatness because it is all that give our lives meaning. Forget the ideologies and dogmas of our times. We merely want to find Significance and Meaning.



Do we find it in the shenanigans of a President who derived some form of pleasure by engaging in a sexual relationship with a governmental clerk? At best, apart from his public prominence and the stature of the office that he holds, it amounts to an older man being slave to his sexual libido. It happens all the time and very few ever raise an eyebrow in censure because those involved are, somehow, deemed to be insignificant. It's not politics.



But does that excuse the actions of Clinton as it relates to the Clinton/Lewinsky 'scandal'? A resounding No! A man of lesser authority would have been summarily vilified and prosecuted under the laws and statutes governing sexual harassment in the work-place. And what's good for the goose should be good enough for the farmer, in equal portions. It is called fairness and Justice.



We should all put aside Clinton's or Lewinsky's reasons and rationale for what transpired between them, in private and as man and woman, and focus on the greater moral and ethical issues that the entire situation engenders. Namely, did Clinton, as an appointee and representative of The People abuse that trust by engaging in a sexual relationship with Lewinsky? Is he still qualified to remain as the Representative head of the nation, since he still speaks, on the nation's behalf, as the Leader when dealing with the representative heads of other nations? 



We are all expected to lead by example - well, what type of example is he setting and what does that say for the moral compass of the citizens of the nation when they either tacitly or explicitly endorse or condone his actions? Can there be any question left as to why the upcoming generation are disillusioned and rebellious. Do we have anything left that we can offer them in terms of Virtues? Integrity? Ideals?



And what of his young daughter? Can she and should she expect to be treated any differently by similar powerful men as she becomes older and leaves the fold and protective custody of home and family? As a father, what assurances have he engendered for his daughter that when and if the time comes that she finds herself in a situation similar to Lewinsky's, confronted by the demands of a powerful man, that she can rest assured that rightness will prevail? Valiance would shine? Self-defeating compromises won't have to be made and moral outrage would be sufficient deterrent to protect her honour?



You cannot and should not rail with indignation when you yourself have caused indignities. Or is that something like, 'Do unto others as you'd have them do unto you'?



Then, there is Mrs. Hilary Clinton. Putting up a brave face for the public and standing by her man. Admirable, yet misguided. Unlike her husband, she was not elected or appointed to become the First Lady of the nation. The role simply fell into her lap as wife and companion of Bill; and until that day when the people of the U.S.A elects a woman to be representative head of the Nation, that's as close as the female members of the population are going to get to having someone represent their needs, hopes and dreams. 

Sometimes responsibilities are thrust upon your shoulders; and at other times we seek out the loads that we can bear and deal with. 



However, when the spotlight swings around and pins you in its glare and you suddenly realise that you're the only one on the stage - you can either sparkle or wilt. And in my opinion, Hilary is not yet quite ready for the stage or spotlight of leadership.



It is not politics but it is Right! Privately chide and castigate (if not castrate) your husband for his infidelities, broken vows, humiliating blows, sucker punches, etc. Let it all hang out and get it out of the system. But in public don't become a pawn to the politicians. 



Another woman's honour has been besmirched because of your husband's peccadilloes and spinelessness. Those are men who have shown that they'll step on and use everyone and everything in their path to justify and maintain their positions of power. Lewinsky, as much as you may despise her very existence at the moment, has become nothing more than a pawn and victim, deserving of our pity and, unfortunately, a target of ridicule. She's been used and cast aside. Don't kick them when they're down. You never know when you'll need a helping hand along the way.



Think ahead, think of your daughter. Think about all her possible futures, Successes and failures. What paths can you, as her mother and wife of the President of the U.S.A, prepare for her. What brambles can you clear out of the way so that she doesn't become entangled in similar and unnecessary pitfalls. Are you going to be that light and role model or are you going to commit the sins of your parents and mix in a few of your own for her to deal with later in life? Because if you are, that is not what parenting and being a role model is about.



The positive things that are done for the daughter, because of your prominent position as First Lady, will be picked up on and assimilated by millions of other children, at home and abroad. Male and female. Race and colour neutral.



And the evil that men do ......



We cannot change the past. But we can control the present and influence the future.



How we yearn for clarity and preciseness in our daily lives. We tire of having to forage through the thorns and brambles that seem to be strewn across our every paths. Being a pioneer is a romantic notion. But like most things the lustre eventually tarnishes and the spirit of adventure diminishes into the black and whites and greys of reality. 



Sometimes there just is not enough time to sit back and make a considered decision in the cold light of early dawn, based on reason and dispassionate objectivity. Clarity based on reason and considered examination are all well and good when the situation and time allow the luxuries. But more often than not, decisions and reactions are generally based on instantaneous hot-potatoes being lobbed into our laps amidst the swirls of other equally pressing and insistent issues, priorities and quagmires of uncertainty and indecision.







It is for that very reason that we tend to focus on others who appear as beacons of stability pointing the way ahead. A port in a storm is better than no port at all. Best to have that straw to grasp at than not have any hope at all as you're about to submerge one last time.



Thus, we have within the space of just 1 year, the tragic death of Princess Diana and the global, collective sense of mourning and loss that her death engendered signified to each and everyone of us, regardless of the individual view or opinion that we hold or held about her. An Icon has passed away.



Contrast that with the shenanigans of Bill Clinton, President of what is sometimes referred to as the Most powerful nation in the world. But what exactly will he be remembered for when the history books are written? What indelible mark would he have made on the social and collective consciousness of those that he was elected to represent and lead?



Some courses cannot be altered; whilst others can be diverted. Brutus did not go to bury Caesar but to praise him. As noble as that may have been of Brutus, he had an agenda: to turn the opinion of the public against those who had brutally murdered his friend and mentor. The reality is that he found an axe that he could grind to his own liking: praise where praise was due and necessary. But he could also snatch opportunity from the maws of tragedy and place himself in a position of advantage and influence.



So we now should carefully sit back and assess the outpourings of the Clinton advocates, defenders, spin-doctors and political opportunists.



As president of the people he should be vilified for his role and actions as they pertain to the Monica Lewinsky's affair. There has been no offering of contriteness coming from him that would indicate that he's really cognizant of the consequences of his impetuous actions. There has been no public begging for forgiveness. As least the tele-evangelists had the moxie to get in front of their audience and congregations and admit their fallibility and ask for another chance at redemption. It made for great theatre and television ratings.



Clinton deserves only our contempt and should be removed from office!
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[Compromises]

Skepticism is the first step toward truth (Diderot) 
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Compromise.

 

Now there is a word that seeks to achieve value neutrality. There it lies in stark contrast with very value laden, Promise. One pledges while the other proposes to take under consideration.

 

Compromising, offering out one hand in show of trust while holding the other behind one's back, with fingers crossed. Sitting on the fence, safe in the believe that the padded cushions would protect against unforseen pitfalls and areas of weakness. To consider or propose a compromise is seen as being willing to meet halfway. To be sacrificial. Empathetic to needs, wants and desires. A willingness to give and take so as to resolve in near perfect equilibrium. A human face to the propensity to elevate winners while relegating the losers to the background. Competition. Survival of the fittest being the credo. Being able to stand out from the herd. Distinguished. Compromised: a softening of the dictum, 'winning at any cost' is what it is all about in the final analysis.

 

Compromise, seeking to remain value neutral, inevitably, appears to become contaminated by that which it seeks to overcome: difference in opinion or view.

 

Promise makes no attempt to hide the fact that it is heavily ladened with substantial penalities for failure to comply to terms and conditions. Contractual: offers made and accepted. Nitpicking takes place in the negotiation stages. Non-compliance or failure to deliver is clear indication of an inability or incapacity to live up to one's word.

 

Promise. The faint of heart need not venture forth. Braggarts, very much like the deliverers of promises, are sifted and sorted out like wheat chaff at the end of the day. Hardiness, unyielding tenacity and, perhaps, just plain old stubborness often result in the deliverance of promises. And these, in themselves, often the only strength required in the performance of duty. Obligation is, in itself, a whole other can of worms. 



Obligations, for the compromisers, bind by their insistence on performance of roles and responsibilities. None of which breeds dedication when one acts out of adherence to responsibility which has been assigned through delegation. Freedom and slavery carry radically opposed meanings to each and everyone so compromised. Duty, the ever present companion of Obligation and Necessity.

 

That leaves what in place of compromise?

 

The bare bones of Decision and Consequence. Where do we look for answers that would provide some semblance of order to Life. There are a multitude of avenues to traverse in search of those answers. Answers that bring along in their wake a slew of equally compelling and insistent questions, demanding answers and decisions. Jumping off a bridge may kill you; as well as it may also save your life to do so. Some decide to jump off while others do not. One may die as the other lives. The why and how being irrelevant to the essential question, What to do? All other questions are but mere processes.

 

Getting to that core requires unparallel focus. The development of blindspots aid in this regard since they result in the filtering out of extraneous material. Those rose coloured glasses are popular for reducing the harsh glare all around which sometimes eliminate shadows and expose cracks in unexpected places. The dreamy look when entranced by some seemingly inconsequential object in one's line of sight. The drunk who rants and raves at the vagaries of the world. A world which he or she has come to despise and loath. 



The innocence of a child who has just learnt to string together his or her first sentance; made up of words that hold special meaning, only due to their own innocence. So different from the person who would dredge through the filthiest of abysses for the vilest words to inflict the most suffering they can conjure up in their mind. All different wells dotted across the landscape for our convenience. Some for quenching our thirsts, some for washing off the cloying grime and others to explore.



 And what do we learn or discover in exploration?



That there is usually one more river to cross, mountain to climb, valley to discover, door to open and step through. One more bridge to traverse. Life to be lived.]
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[A New Day]

If God did not exist, it would be necessary to invent him. (Voltaire)
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It's All About Truth,  the idealised conceptions, perceptions or constructs often referred to as factual conclusions (when in fact they are simply mere reflection of assumptions, pre-suppositions and suppositions about the very nature of Truth itself. The observer can never really detach himself fully from the subject under scrutiny.

 

The distant sun's rays reaching out over the crater covered and pocked mark surface of the moon. It is about night time, the reflecting light off the lunar surface reaching silently, and dutifully, to illuminate the landscape beneath cloudless skies. Bathing in a subduing multi-coloured and cross-hatched panorama outside of which the slivery hue that only the moon can produce brushes against the face of the earth. And for many this is never thought of, dreamt, imagined, seen, experienced or known. The moment is in the solitary capture which invariably takes place - so imperceptibly with each blink of the eye.

 

Darkness, night time.

 

A parting of the day which heralds the rise and fall of each dawn and sunset. Each moonrise and sunrise as representative as the shedding of skin. The disappearance of fears and the inevitable preparation for again conquering new ones. The satisfaction in having overcome obstacles, anew. And will, again. Confidence in faith that Fate would weave her inexorable web to its finality, as sure as tomorrow will be what it will; and with inexplicable assurance, Life would be different once again.

 

Rejoice! Drink of the knowledge that you can recall such beautiful memories, sights, sounds, visions, feelings, living.

 

Sensitive to the freedom that comes from knowing, it buoys you. Embraces you. It pleases as it engulfs and enfolds. Inspires as well as humbles you. Yet, propelled by a ravenous appetite you seek out the unknown and unseen. The safe and the unprotected. The strong and the weak. Then, sated, you lay back and admire the wonders of the world which surrounds you at every turn that you make. Every path that you travel. Every move that you make. Every life that you touch, including the ones you receive in return. You close your eyes in blissful satisfaction, naked and unafraid of the world and all that it can and will throw at you tomorrow.

 

In the silvery light of the moon the stream of life slowly drifts by; and fascinated, we sit and peer closer at its heart. Drawn by its rippling surface and unplumbed depths. Visible yet not quite discernible to the cursory eye. Sometimes real enough to almost just reach out and grasp hold.  

And what would you do if you could? Would you have caused Fate to stop in her tracks and acknowledge your presence?



There you go! A pleasant, Hello and nice to have met you? The pleasure's mine. But .... and I know that you are terribly busy and have your hands full and everything at the moment. But would me asking that in the future you pay a bit closer attention to the patterns being drawn. 

A bit more attention to the threads being woven as they impact on the alterations. In this manner, things do not become so complicated and unfathomable to the rest of us .... would that upset you terribly? T



hank you for your time and attention. Sorry to have disturbed or distracted you from your business at hand.  I'll be on my way now.

 

The new day breaks

 The relationship that each and everything has with all else is the glue that defines life. The key. The heart and soul. The centre. The core. Take that away and all that is left are more new relationships. It can never be untangled from itself, simply, because it is just that, Life. Enigmatic and paradoxical.

 

Filled with rhythms and sometimes very uncoordinated. Beautiful and often harsh or ugly. A comforter one moment or a very disgruntled host the next. A nourisher or dispassionate dispenser at whim. Tender and comforting or heartless and vengeful without a moment's notice. But who or what else is there to appeal to for surfeit? Life or the giver of life? Which is the master and which the slave? That relationship is never quite so discernible or definable. Its ultimate attraction and detraction.

 

Answers are born of questions which are born of answers, which are borne of .... the eternal cycle of life. Let's consider the Rationalist vs. the anti-rationalist 'problem'.

 

Consider the role imposed upon those individuals who engage in the of collecting data from different applications and creating programmes which will sift through and analyse the various bits and pieces of data. From which will then spill out reports - dependent upon the criteria requested by the various number crunchers who see themselves as managers of resources, about who actually does the work and generate the bits and pieces of data to begin with. The irony contained within is simply delicious? 



To manage the employees they, the employees must generate bits and pieces of data for the managers to analyse. Trouble is, the managers need employees, programmers, to create programmes to interpret the bits and pieces of data for them which they will then report and interpret and explain to their bosses who must also report to an even higher up manager. Sounds like a pyramid to me, if I am not mistaken. Who, exactly, is in control of the process you may now ask?

 

Then there are employees who are hired to be analysts. Expectation required of the analysts? To assist the user population of these new programmes which gather and generate even more bits and bytes of information. Thus, from managerial levels all the way back down to the programmers themselves ( after all, programmers themselves get caught up in that vicious cycle of using another programmers 'programme' to perform his or her own programming tasks) everyone becomes an end-user at some point and requires the assistance of the analyst to point out the bottleneck areas which result in loss of critical labour activities. Makes for quite an interesting set of dynamics.  



And what does that have to do with the Rationalist vs. the anti-rationalist debate, The analysts ask?.

 The analyst knows what is important about being all encompassing, about being almost without definition or meaning. We all know what a banker is, a doctor, a lawyer, a teacher, etc, etc ... but what is an analyst? That sort of question stops you dead in your tracks. What is a scientist? A physicist? A chemist, a biologist, a rationalist, a theorist, a publicist, artist, etc, etc. Without definition or meaning they all become meaningless. T



o ascribe meaning we first provide models - based on assumptions, definitions which are but human attempts to snatch out of the ethers of man's imagination concepts which can be translated into some communicable form. Once definition and meaning are successfully married they are not as one but One. One cannot be altered without transforming into some other.

 

The more variables to be dealt with, the more interesting the definition of the problem becomes. Because, if the rippled layers of the 'problem' are stripped away, down to its infinitesimal essential there still remains that one small little question - which is not the least of the last of them: What do we all do? A lawyer, a doctor, teacher, priest, pianist, artist, writer, composer, swimmer, athlete, murderer, lover, an orator, a martyr, poet, a scientist, a rationalist, a capitalist, a communist, a sadist, a fascist, socialist, dictator, etc, etc. Can reference to any of these be made without resorting to definitions external of Self?



This is not simply the Scientific way of thinking. It is a very human way. A natural way. Is it learnt or are humans genetically pre-disposed to develop intelligence in that fashion becomes irrelevant. To answer that question man will have to truly stand outside of all his realities and start afresh from the very genesis of the question itself. That too often leads to intense navel gazing on his part. Man is not and cannot be totally Objective or Subjective in his examination of his realities.

 

The complete subjecting of man's realities to the complete domain of the objective, clinical and dis-interested observers - scientists - resulted in Hiroshima, Nagasaki, Hitler's Germany, Lenin's Russia, America's enslavement of entire classes of people, China's cultural revolution, The back to the Dark Ages which the Dark Continent, Africa has been continually sliding towards ever since it became 'liberated' from the yoke of colonial imperialism, the European exportation of its best and worst as they spread across the lands of the new worlds .... decimating entire tribes and cultures as they spread their brand of liberation and enlightenment.

 

Those are but quick and rough overviews of how easily men, even without the aid of the now newest and powerful tool, the Internet, have managed to rationalised and impose their views on generations upon generations. Intentionally or accidentally is irrelevant to the questions at hand. Knowledge is, indeed, power. Know your Self and you learn to know All. Knowledge is an unknown quantity, useless without a social context in which to unravel its relevance, purpose or usefulness.

 

Just when did the rationalists end up in the ditch with their rivals the anti-rationalist? ]
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.... Not really knowing where to start or exactly what to say. Just knowing that it has to be said. No malicious intent. Intentions, a dialogue of things that needs to be laid on the table, exposed to the light, examined and appreciated for what they are - exposures.



So you sit right there, as he sits here on his own, alone, not quite knowing what to say. When what in fact needs to be voiced is in itself so simple. But before praise is given, there need be moments whereby criticism is voiced, passing commentary aired, memories recalled or jogged loose to provide clarity. Background images built and put into place. Atmosphere created. The stage set for the presentation of the drama that is life.



The breath of that instant whereby life and death decisions born and die on a daily basis is staggering to the mind. Lives are given and taken away in such swift blinks of the eye that we are often left with the impression that nothing has really changed all around us. Friends come and go. Acquaintances are made and never followed up on at a later time. Children grow up to become adults who, in turn, become parents themselves. Thrust into the role of advocate and champion, supporter and defender, chastiser as well as nurturer. Nursemaid and teacher. Histories written with flourishes. Loves blossom and die.



Memories imprint and stamp themselves upon us; even though, in the course of time, they too tend to fade away.



And at times some choose to go with the option of not allowing exposure to the light of day impose on their perception of what is important in the grand scheme of things. Most times, it is not the one that has bucked against the tide to eventually find themselves safely perched atop a small island out there in the stream. Not much safer or higher than before, but safe nevertheless.



Decisions come easily as the herd mentality propels the collective in its headlong rush forward. Pushing and forcing from behind with a sheer wall of pressure from those who follow - themselves being stampeded from the rear. There was a path at one time. But now there is no time to stop and ask for reason, purpose, objectives. Nor causes and alternatives. The herd mentality prevails. Just try and keep your nose clear of the frightened ones ahead and all around you!



The decision made and the child comes into the world, so innocent and unaware of the eddies and torrents that await on the outside. A very simple first-runger prepped for its turn at ascending the eternal stairs of life. Guardian at hand, occupied with her own ascension efforts, yet sometimes coaxing and cajoling, other times exhorting and encouraging. Personal efforts and goals momentarily placed aside to offer a helping hand. Determined, proud and independent. Seldom shirking responsibility in lieu of quick gratifications. The angels lived in those eyes.



All the hurts and pain endured, viscous blows went unassuaged. All the scorn and scathing vile things uttered to demean. Day and Night. No friends, all foes. The motivational talks given as suicidal intents surface and are contemplated. The desire to hold and protect. Defend. But incapable of doing anything other than getting hurt in the process yourself. An impotent white knight nibbling at the heels of the imperious monster dragon. No Sir Galahad is he. No Ivanhoe. No Thor the avenger.  Just a mere child. Eyes wide open and unblinking, uncomprehending and overwhelmed by all that he sees, feels, touches, learns from all around him.



Drawn away he sets off in different directions in search of answers to ever increasing questions. Time of budding feelings of independence. Identity. Purpose. The outside world awaits and he pants with anxious breath for that door to be thrown open so he can go exploring. All the arts! All the histories! All those avenues created by those who had foraged ahead earlier. All the new paths to be found and traversed! Those teenage years. Let him loose!



Spoiled and marred only at that point wherein his pedigree is brought into question. Papers don't lie! The written word is clear evidence of guilt or innocence. Many have been so convicted on presentation of proof. The question of guilt or innocence clearly written there on that face. The humiliation and shame! Even from those who have and should be devoted to their vocation, in position of teacher at that, of helping the saintly as well as the everyday, largely insignificant, member of the parish. When they too don the cloak of the devil then, clearly, appearance of respectability overshadows a multitude of faults in those facades.



Articulation of those thoughts can then be considered serious or not worthy of discussion. Indeed the thought has already been given expression, therefore it exists and cannot be denied of its existence. For to do so is to admit that everything that we do know is nothing but a lie. What purpose then?



Knowledge. Knowledge requires access, without which it stifles and withers away. Knowing that current knowledge is only as good as the next discovery that comes along to wrest prominence from your clutches. The informed seek out ways to gather unto themselves more information, without which they too wither and die. One cannot know without first knowing what there is to seek.



The pact is made. The teacher will now learn from the student. A reversal of roles he's aware of that at the time but leaves it unvoiced. And the estimation of that child is elevated  in the eyes of that angel. But what pact has he made with the devil? Is there going to be a prostitution his soul in exchange for a glimpse of an angel who claims that she has not been kissed before.



The humiliation of learning that not everyone looks at you the same way as your guardian angel perceives you. But eventually acceptance slides in to salve the wounds and divert the slings. Spurring you onward to pursue the knowledge that has so far eluded. Determined to travel any path that promises to lead somewhere. Whips and lashes nothing but whelps. Distractions. Annoying little insects that become easy to ignore; swatting away without a second thought.



Gleeful and devilish pride taken in being perceived as a spawn of the devil himself, yet nothing of the sort. Who else would question the veracity of the statements recorded about the alleged crucifixion of a man called Jesus back at a time when those same biographers were clearly biased in their accounts of the alleged events. 







Downright satisfaction taken as the dumbfounded look races across the faces and leaves them speechless. Tuning in to the varied multidimensional levels of whispers floating around and the slow breaking of awareness among the congregated and suddenly free-thinkers.    



The perch of the ordained and anointed is not as sacrosanct as the supplicants have been led to believe. One can bow to the gods and offer up pleading missives while standing within the sanctum without first having ones feet wiped clean by the members of the congregation. Fasting is not a device devised by those who are with very little, looking for ways of enduring scarcity, shortages, lacking amidst otherwise clear evidence of selective abundance. The cripple never cries out fire in an enclosed area.



Oh you loathsome and vile offspring of some unholy coupling! Child of the devil himself!



And who gave him equal footing and prominence? Who offered up succor when the spirit was beaten and weary? Who proffered up comfort with a soothing hand and gentle touch when all the world seemed bleak all around? Was it your passion and generosity towards those who have been trodden upon and downfallen? 



A member of your own flock left at the wayside to suffer and die in humiliation. He of whom you speak was not born out of human suffering. It was given the name out of love. And with similar gesturing can reach out these hands and pledge allegiance to the protector and provider. The soul and inspiration. They are not used for banishing the blaming effect of human kindness, compassion, generosity and unselfishness acts, deed and words.



Give the devil his due and you end up staring at a soul which has lost all sign of life or humanity. So great is his complete bewilderment and guile that it often takes an equally or greater fierce set of eyes to stare him back into his hiding places. The birthplace of his genesis and evolution. The sanctimonious pomp and pageantries, the holiness of the virgin birth of a child to an unwed mother who gets elevated to prominence in spite of his humble beginnings. 



And the outright hypocrisy and contradictions exercised, conducted and exalted by those charged and ordained to disperse its simple message.  Instead turning it around to use to their own selfish advantages. All the while claiming to have communication and avenues to the greater source of such nourishment. One has but to only believe in the pronouncements to see truthfulness and uncover outright lies.



Faith and belief in the possibility of all things good and uplifting, everything dreamt or imagined possible real and achievable, is all well and dandy when you have the book of instructions, composed to your liking and predisposition; the hands firmly  yet idly nudging the wheel here and there to playfully knock the less fortunate out of the race.



The reputation acts as a foil. An identity that is bandied about, relished and encouraged. Used to divert attention away from more painful truths. In similar fashion, angels are often not seen because eyes tend to look heavenwards for sightings when experience tells us that they often walk among us without any need of fanfare.







And in the by-and-by, assuming the role that each situation requires, you traverse through the various dells and plains searching with intent and exploring with abandon. Some doors are opened in welcome while others remain tightly shut. Patterns begin to emerge. Pieces fall into place. Secrets learnt or are discovered in the gathering and sifting, the brushing aside of the brambles that occasionally get in the way. 



Landscapes at times are not too inviting or comforting. Desolation and isolated. At others times, wonderful little things of beauty are discovered hidden away in plain sight. The unimaginative and non-curious will never conceive of discovering. Fascination abound all around. The spirit is all that is left that cannot be broken. Just taken away, imprisoned and then left to wither and die. Confidence in ones self is all that keeps it all at bay. The key to it all.



Surfacing from that depth it becomes quite easy to step forward proudly. Daring any and all to knock you off your hard fought for perch. Watchful of all who approach with studied observation. The good and the bad come and go with equal regularity but the order in which they appear can be managed with a bit of effort. So do the joys and laughter. The brilliant and the dull. The fascinating and the fascinated as indistinguishable as the difference between the observer and the observed. 



The nurturer and the nurtured. As distinguishable as the wise man who offers up advice based upon his vast storehouse of knowledge born of experience to the student who has but taken just a few steps along the pathways of life. But who is the wiser of the two? The one who gives or the one who receives those pieces of insight? The student for being wise enough to seek out the answer for his own edification or through idle curiosity? The accidental rather than the purposeful ways of life and knowledge. Both learn from the same answers and questions.



Unbeguiling children will ask, do and say things that make adults pause momentarily, fascinated. Or a  teacher offers a befuddled response to the student who, in seeking answers, demonstrate just how we come upon the answers which beget the questions; and from these we then derive the answers to other questions. 



But wait a minute ...... does that not then raise a host of other questions in search of answers, in a never ending cycle, ad infinitum? 



Since we spend so much of our time in the pursuit of answers to a questions, then knowledge must exist for a reason seeing as how human instincts have apparently long ceased to be a necessity to the specie's survival.
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ll superstition is much the same whether it be that of astrology, dreams, omen, retributive judgment, or the like, in all of which the deluded believers observe events which are fulfilled, but neglect and pass over their failure, though it be much more common. (Francis Bacon, Novum Organum)



Things that were clear have now, somehow, become muddled. Confusion has began to set in with each roll of the Cosmic die. Expose your soul and find that, sometimes and quite often, your All just is not good enough. Taken aback you begin to wonder, when is Enough ever going to be enough in the grand scheme of things? You wonder, is this as good as it ever going to get?�

Oh, you were so fashionably sensitive. But as you witnessed your own heart bleeding the realization slowly dawns on you that nothing you can say or ever do will be sufficient to convey your intuitive understanding and complete empathy that the synergy demands. But yet, it is intuited that you are both symphonic with each other. Words can never ever express and become meaningless concepts.�

Jarringly and, often, unexpectedly, discord intrudes upon the previous harmonies. But was it really that unexpected? For the music to exist the musician must first become attune with his instrument. Because out of this relationship follows the next step wherein the player hovers, however briefly, in a state of bewilderment and uncertainty as he struggles for that next instance of inspiration. Imagine, a soul and a note both existing independently of each other yet are dependent on each one for definition in the void of existence.�

Suddenly, and in every instance, there will inexplicably be a kin-ship born out of recognition. But none will be able to adequately define the innate dynamics of that very first spark.�

As the shades of reality are ever so slowly and painstakingly peeled away from the idyllic to reveal the sometimes harsher layers and moments of life the truth appears out of nowhere: there are other vistas beckoning ever so enticingly for your attention.�

Splintered attentions can be such a distraction!�

Then again, the uniqueness of instances implies that no one else can ever share that experience. When you take that first step into the unknown future guidance and navigation are done by the seat of your pants. Blessedly or regrettably, as the case may be, experience can and always will be uniquely yours alone.�

WARNING! Gambling and chance may not at times produce snake-eyes.�

Harmony, or the perception there-of, is nothing more or less than an illusion. At best, it is nothing more than a gradual lessening of the surrounding discord. Strive as you might, very few will ever achieve such perfection. �Thankfully, chaos does exist. Perfection: meaning that there is nothing that is imperfect. Nothing to critique or criticise.�

The voice of dissension remains forever silent. No discord, implies that there is nothing more to strive for in your universe. But the ensuing silence can be as equally deafening as complete discord. Harmonisation, therefore, by definition and inference, is a question of balance. Happiness, joy, sadness, Harmonisation: respite and absences. Nothing matters. Ears are deaf and eyesight fails. Senses deaden.



And as new insights sparkles into existence within your consciousness you achieve something that did not exist just an instant earlier. Inspiration becomes intoxicating and illuminating. A drug at its inception. Options breeds brilliance. The imagination flourishes; and that which just a mere instant earlier appeared to be as black as coal suddenly provides clarity of a crystal. You then take that next step.�

This time, however, that shaking off of the previous inertia is not done simply out of curiosity and blindly but with a purpose. You don't now stumble around aimlessly, as though shoved from behind by the unseen, impersonal and impartial hands of Fate and Chance. Your decisions are made with some fore-thought and determination.�

The time arrives. The audience gathers, arms are entwined, the expectations are enormous and the spotlight bursts and flashes forth to pin you in its focus on the stage of Life.Confidence in Self and Abilities enfold and engulf you and steadies you with security and assurances. From deep within you hear a voice utter the words: Take my hand and follow me. Independence becomes your next drug.�

And so, two hearts begin to beat as one. You surrender as you clutch to determination in your effort to complete the journey begun. You chide yourself against the urge to look backward and forge resolutely forward. All that matters is that which is ahead of you. You gauge your strides and move resolutely ahead. Distractions most certainly abound and incessantly beckon for your attention. But you will yourself not to break stride as you continue to move steadfastly forward.�

Those eyes! That voice! That scent! That vision ! ......�

Then those quickly forgotten mooring lines break away and you find yourself completely on your own. The only way to ever know if you can exist in isolation is to let go and experience the freefall that life really is, in reality. Living can become your longest or shortest moment. You open and give your soul to the moment because that's the only way you can ever tell whether you've made the right or wrong decisions in life. Discovering that little gem can either serve to construct and expand your world or destroy it utterly.�

It is a time when you learn that you can fall without shattering. Live and yet never worry about dying. That nothing in life is a given or absolute: there are Truths and truths. Apogees of ecstasy and abysmal depths of depression, havens of solitude and centres of self realisation. No one has to or will be there to point these out to you even as you yearn to share such sentimentalities with others.



�And you also learn that you can never share those moments, regardless of how hard you try, with anyone. Those experiences are completely personal.You realize then that no one ever showed you how or explained the dilemmas and discoveries that you'll encounter during your lifetime because they themselves are otherwise occupied or immersed with the never ending streams of their own lives.�

Don't talk to me! Please don't go. Please stay but give me some time and space to come to terms with my own issues. Stay with me but understand that it will take some time to really feel free and comfortable enough with intimacy to really let the inhibitions and guards down.�

Time the great equalizer. There , remarkably, are no training manuals or formulae that fully explain each and every scenario that you are going to encounter on your journey through life. Situations and variables are numerous. And, belatedly, you realize that Decision time is straining at the bit for release.The safety cock against surprises cannot be kept in place indefinitely.�

Do you want to live or die? Can you suck and blow simultaneously? Do you continue to hold on and wait for the next instance of opportunity, clutching on to the assurances of the past? Or do you revere the past while questioning the vagaries of the future. Inevitably, you calculate the variables against the intangibles as certainties mingle imperceptibly with uncertainties. In the end you simply let the chips fall where they may and trust.�

Next time you look life has become a whole new kaleidoscope of events. Whisperings of an unknown nature begin to seep and colour the landscape that undulates before and around you.. You get turned around. Forced to look around continually for something that will provide you with orientation and a semblance of stability.�

That next step, decision or experience is no longer modulated or guaranteed to be predicated on the past. Life may no longer be as safe or precarious as before. �

Life, the crap-shoot!�

So you turn away, surrender, disassociate and search for lifelines; grasping at those that appear within the half-light.�

Eventually you set your spirit free, letting the body, as a mere encumbrance, drop off deliberately and consciously. Through colours bright you strive to decipher, differentiate, validate, associate and expostulate a rationale for your next decision.�

Those quiet moments of solitude are the one that you will cherish most dearly throughout your journey.  One must admit: the encapsulation of moments are infinite. They can be exhilarating as well as simultaneously maddening.
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Everything is calm and peaceful. Thoughts slowly intrude. Nice thoughts. Calming thoughts.



The feel of  the sun on you face. Your skin. The tingling sensations on the skin as the sun's rays kiss your body. The sound of the waves slowly intrude as they crash against the beach and then slowly recede back out. 



The sighing sound that sand makes when the mighty ocean rushes in and crashes majestically across its breast, intermingles with the sound of the ocean rushing back out for another run at the beach. The anticipation and expectations builds. 



You open your eyes to witness this spectacle and the solitary cloud in the sky catches your attention. The majesty of the ocean momentarily takes a back seat. You follow that cloud with your eyes. Notice it is beauty of form and function. Without which you'll not have rain to wash your tears away. To refresh you. To sooth you. Dissolve those doubts to so many unanswered questions. And so something so tender, fragile and out of reach comforts you in its solitude. There is always something needing attention but at this moment you're giving yourself your total attention.



Close your eyes. You're safe and in a world of your own making. Let the imagination flow. Let the dreams breathe. Give them life. For what is life if not but dreams realised? You are maker and creator. The illustrator, the script writer and director. As well as the audience; and in every audience there is a critic.



So criticise your self when the need is there. Don't give praise too willingly or easily. Self-deception is a fault. Always be   true to yourself. Horizons abound and choices should be examined carefully because bad   choices can limit your chances at finding those moments to relax and commune with your self again. Tensions dissipate away. Freedom flutters in lightly. Happiness smiles. The soul speaks.



Stars sparkle up above against the dark mask of night. And the eyes strain against that void to pinpoint those tiny  specks of light that glimmer above. How they intrigue in their minuteness. Jewels against a blanket of nothingness. They rivet the eyes. Spark the imagination. Inspire poets. Charts the course of men. 



Galaxies are born and die every second of our lives. But we don't witness these nor see them. It is just these tiny sparkling specks, remnants of dying worlds, that fire up the imagination of humankind. Death and rebirth.



And, of course, there are the rhythms of the waves as they lash up against the shore and undulates back out into the depths. Each slowly becoming indistinguishable from the other. And just as equally powerful and deadly. Yet we put our fears aside and stride right out to be engulfed by the power, mystique and allure of the ocean. Watch the waves build up out there in the distance. Rearing back and beginning the charge in to shore.

Detect the sound of the waves' strength as they get closer to shore. The roar building to a crescendo. Then, in just one final burst of energy they will launch themselves off the bed of the ocean, through the air, expending all their energy in that spurt just to hurl themselves as far up the beach as they can. They slink back out to try once again. Undaunted. 



Persistent bastards aren't they? What a joy to watch. Fluidity is their strength. Like the breeze skimming across your skin. A breath. A kiss.



A gentle touch. A memory. A longing. A hope. A wish. A prayer. A thought. They all have lives of their own. If not experienced appreciation is not developed. Nonexistence. What is hope without a life? What is joy without sadness? Love without hate? Life without death? The undefined or unexperienced have no being. Sight without sound define realms of awareness.  Immerse yourself and find you. 



The bits and missing pieces that define who you are. Listen to the sound of the children laughing. Hear the dog bark and yap. See that bee that is humming  around the edges of that colourful flower. Delicate petals and delicate wings. One exist for the other. The beautiful fragrance of the flower as it sways and beckons there in the air, awaiting the arrival of the dedicated honeybee. Its perfume flowing off in all directions; and the bee attracted, homes in for the nectar. Could have been all for nothing.



A faint flutter distracts you and you turn to look. Just in time to see the bird glide to a perch on the branch of the tree overhanging the flower bed. Such grace. Such freedom.   Flight! Free from restraints and constrictions.



Expand the horizons. Free yourself of that thing called gravity. A little sadness steps in. Don't I wish. Hoped I may. Wish I could. What if. How come.



The bird, meanwhile, attracted to the almost silent fluttering of the bees' wings, hovers patiently there in mid-air for that moment when the bee, so absorbed in the retrieval of the flower's nectar, drops it guard.  Then swooping down, snatches another morsel out of the air: a bee filled with a flower's nectar. 



Nothing more than a view from another perspective. Nothing more than realities. Planes of consciousness. The kaleidoscope of life. We step on a bug or an ant with not so much as a thought. We hunt for animals, shoot birds, angle for fishes. We raise and slaughter. We define and prioritize. 



And yet we scream bloody murder when a dog bites a human. We demand that their lives be extinguished (in a humane manner, of course.) A bear attacks or maims, heaven forbid!, because it's hungry after coming out of hibernation only to find that the last time it looked there were trees, and forests and ready sources of food. Sustenance. Now there are these things that those other things call homes and houses.



What's this hard, cold colourless thing I am walking on? What ever happened to that other ticklish, pain in the arse stuff that used to be underfoot as I wandered about my gardens? Whoa! What are these things running all across my fishing ground making that awful noise and stinking up the air? They're scaring away all the goddamn food! Who the hell do they think they are? Oh well, they don't taste like what I used to have around here before. But it is either this or MacDonalds. Him or me? Hey buddy! I say, survival of the fitness!



 Some things are outside the grasp of our comprehension.
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[Zero and The Need For Clarity]

Questions That Drive Us All 
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Entia non sunt multiplicanda praeter necessitatem. Entities should not be multiplied unnecessarily. (William of Ockham, Quodlibeta - known as Ockham's Razor)

Scientists attempt to give explanation to such a simple question as, What is Life? by making numerous reference to the keys held within the magical DNA code of the human genome. 

So what? 

 

The very first person who next pipes in that it is inheritable genetic traits or set of attributes as a result of what is 'in the Jeans', with emphasis on Jeans - as in wranglers, will note that no one will dispute that in such a simple truth exists a greater and equally as important Truth: the very same combination of male/female DNA which can result in pure human genius and beauty can quite conceivably result in the birth and development of equal monstrosities or unimaginable human depravities and perversities. 

 

Motherhood did not evolve from Fatherhood, or vice-versa. The essence or answers which science seeks is similar and not at all different from attempting to pin a label to an act which then acts as a source from whence it can be mathematically stated that Life begins at point X somewhere along some arbitrary plane. 

 

And, often enough, other possible explanations are either discarded as being irrelevant or catalogued, classified according to relevance to pertinance. Questions which derive from simply queries such as: Who made or created God: man or his imaginings of godlike powers? 

 

To seek the answer to the questions: when, precisely, and where - with equal precision along that complex DNA chain, does that first spark first ignite begs the question: Is there a definitive answer to the meaning of Life? 

 

What is to be used as the initiator? Success or failure to bring forth life, Godlike and out of Nothingness, must be duly recorded and noted for future studies into statistical probabilities about the inverse relationship which exists behind the assumption that the entire Earth's human population inherently understands, knows and accepts that offsprings are the result of the pairing of things male and female, however perceived as being conceivable. 

 Point Zero. Arbitrarily marked as point of ignition - moment at which Life begins, plus on one side, minus on the other. 



Life, defined as the collective human accumulation of 'life experiences' which each and every human being, regardless of their statistical relationship to one another, begins from that from that very first instance when humanity interjects itself into the collective human consciousness ( a yet undefined element in the entire equation ), bounding unrestrained within that sphere of self-awareness, charging across the microscopic chasms and channels ( requiring the application of mathematical constructs - which hold meaning primarily to the constructors themselves ) sealing the pathways across which the secrets of Life, once transferred, become sealed within the vacuum which encompasses and shields the fragile mind from earthly contaminants. 

 

Thus, if man, any Man, cannot conceive of the creation of a recognisable Human with a Mind of like type - without resorting to any form of mathematical equation to demonstrate a construct in practical application - ensures that a mark a plane of possibilities and degrees must be made, arbitrarily. Godlike infers infallibility in all things. As valid as a point defined as Zero. 

 

That which lives also dies

For it to be otherwise sets in motion questions which will invariably lead back to that first very moment wherein the first but very critical fissure unexpectedly burst into existence; at a hypothetical point or place from whence existence emerges and blossoms out of previously perceived nothingness. There is always Alpha to Omega, Ying to Yang, Cause and Consequences, etc to be pulled from the milieu to be examined and considered. All based and dependent upon causal relationships. 

 

Regardless of any social or scientific application or measurement, the absolute application of arbitrary selection of subject populations infuses, with equal arbitrariness, in some form, small residues of the constructor himself . This may or may not result in a balance which in unequal. Nevertheless, it requires the presence, availability or application of some counterbalance to neutralise any tendency to shift to one side or the other of the dividing point, which must always remain at and equal Zero for equilibrium. 

 

So, if a communique is sent out simultaneously to each and every living human being on the planet that the meaning of Life can be found within the symbol Zero, linguistic and logistical allowances made to ensure that each and every conceivable understanding possible of such a universal system is clearly understood as having but just one Singular meaning in all of Life. 

 

DNA research, divested of all its 'mystical scientific shrouds and trappings', distills back down to the original question: how is knowledge generated, why and for what purpose? 

 

Who determined the necessarily arbitrary 'body of assumptions' upon which knowledge is founded and within which it is itself conceived and constructed? All else becomes meaningless without that eternal pool of assumptions into which we all casually dip on a daily basis. Therein lies the basis of assumptions, conceived of by men as the foundations upon which Absolute Truth can be erected in homage of Man's genius and ingenuity. 

 

Brave or foolhardy, Man, seeks to challenge the gods for the right to assume the mantle of godhood - assuming a rightful place among the Council of the Immortals. Conceiving of God as being not Omnipotent removes him from the seat of immutability. 



And with that assumption comes another: that along any conceivable continuum Man's predestination or destiny, while not of his making, is not in itself immutable. Conceiving of such forever etches yet another pathway among another multitude of possibilities; and as each is assigned values and roles the essence of existence ( assumptions ) is rejuvenated within the sphere where reality draws it first breath after being rekindled and remoulded. 

 



Truth and Falsehood

The variants are as immense as there are possible imaginations to be applied to the numerous and varied dimensions, aspects, perspectives, etc. Focal clarity, nevertheless, spears and pins assumptions which encompass rationality. Man has created God in his only image and likeness - that of Self. 

 

Thus, the question of Who created whom? becomes an absurd exercise for equally absurd reasons. Study should instead encompass any and all imaginable possible variations and threads which will result in greater clarity, when not hypnotised by the focal point of an epicentre. All else become subjective to the assemblage of symbols within a singular entity ( assuming here, of course, that agreement exists that revelation and predestination are equally absurd ). 

 

Disputing the question immediately propels forth a query as to what is right and proper manner to piece the puzzle back together after disassembly? Can one envision results borne aloft without the addition or subtraction, division or multiplying of assumed symbolic meanings? Bracketed and encompassed as such rests the need and requirement to spawn and bring forth but one very clear and concise result, with just one flip of the proverbial coin without increasing exponentially. 



The need for and application of weighted values which do not add nor subtract from arbitrarily assigned values imply that the question rests not on a plane but is rather entombed in a sphere of which there is no beginning nor end. Assuming, of course, a universal understanding and comprehension that such an enormous singularity of human consciousness exists external to the individual and Self. 

 

Where in the human physiological manifestation of Self resides or exist(s) the seat of the human mind? 



Zero, therefore, need not always be static - it provides the measure against which 'normalcy' is to be determined. To question the validity of the 'symbol' implies the application of another value; and such a value in itself, taken away or removed or neutered or fashioned along any chosen axis yields the same result: that, from beginning to end, any deviation from values or factors assigned to an object or symbol invalidates the value when the constant cannot be maintained in stasis. 



The appearance of each new deviations inject new variables which require the acquisition or creation of new constants. Consequently, Zero becomes the lodestone upon which mathematical probabilities and possibilities are erected as monuments of human genius. 

 

Reductionism, when applied in a minimalistic fashion, inevitably leads back through a blend of assumptions which eventually resolve, once again, into the paradox of the chicken and the egg. Irrelevant since both do in fact exist - cognitive evidence, not proof, that the past can sometimes precede the future. 

 

How closely one is entwined with the other can be seen in the painstaking steps which are taken to untangle and separate the minute parts which compose the whole. Serving no purpose other than to describe and explain in terms which assign meanings and give scope and definition of functions. Functions which they themselves define as being infinite; as well as being simultaneously finite. 



To set aside the importance or value of possibilities and probabilities requires the unflinching courage of admitting that there exists no definitive or singular answer as to what constitutes 'Proof'. It exists, yes - based on assumptions, of course. Residing in that realm where, if it is not impossible then it must, invariably, be possible. Consequently, nothing is then improbable. No definition can give a singular meaning to that which is multifaceted. 

 

Who then constructs the Singular reality which we all know as Life? 

 

If we were to examine it closely, it soon becomes apparent that life's contents and meanings are at variance to what can be described as the social-self's reality; which when laid bare on the table for examination, dissection, vivisection and experimentation reveals that there are as many meanings as there are realities. The symbols, as mathematical constructs ( reduced to a singularity which encompasses all that is possible as well as improbable ) strain to answer and explain what is Life, its meaning and purpose? A simple question. 

 

An often voiced query that appears destined to remain, forever, unanswered. 

 

To demonstrate that there does in fact exist such an answer requires that its nonexistence be established as more than merely possible or probable. The proof may be in the pudding but can the proof exist without the blending of the mixture which eventually becomes 'the pudding', the Proof? Paradoxes and ( apparently ) contradictions appear to be essential to the elevation of 'proof'. A requirement before it raises to the level of Fact. There can be no answer to an 'unthought of question'. Fact. Can there then be answers which have not yet being attached to their individual but symbiotic questions? 



It is from within that very Singular reality that the warp and woof of life emanates. From that singular spark Life emerges, breaks forth, soars, peaks and scatters, before slowly dissipating back into nothingness from which it had sprung. 



If dreams can die, then it begs the question: from whence do they come? If a projection, then who stands behind and loads the projector? Any deviation from the focal point of the projectionist as the singular reality begets the question of who is actually framing the images which find their way into the projector itself? 

 

Can an answer, interjected to an unvoiced question, become a question? 

 

Argued along somewhat shaky lines, we learn of death and dying by examining that which first affirms our perception of existence and life. Assumptions become acceptable Truths. Very basic agreements are made with regard to what will constitute meaning and definition. Associations and building blocks one and all, designed to form and performing specific and specialised functions. Volumes exists which dissect and examine such obvious truths, cover to cover, that it is all relative - regardless of how the questions are sliced or the answers diced along that infinitely finite timeline of eternity.



Each one chooses and sets their sights on that of Self, as experienced by the individual. Yet, all, as a collective, share in the passing disappearances ( as well as the appearances ) of those moments which spark or sputter amidst the collective consciousness or experience of Life.  Often, it is quite by accident that Man comes upon and manages to cast his gaze upon one of the many of Life's impossibilities, hitting upon the fact that the end can sometimes precede the beginning. 

 

It can be stated that there is very little that we choose to address which can be deemed as being, completely or absolutely, objectively or subjectively - value neutral. Consequently, objectivity ( or its counterparts: subjectivity and neutrality ) is actually an arbitrarily appended and assigned value; applied as a measure with which to gauge the degree to which a value other than itself exists or is non-existent ( the point at which no assumptions are being made in regard to any particular subject. A non-thought cannot exist. However, a null-point or area of convergence can.). 

 

The reason for this appears to be embedded in the way in which we go about assigning values. Language is saturated with human emotional content and contexts. Explaining, perhaps, the emotively charged nature of human communication. Not all language is so charged, thus, while being branches from the same tree or core well of symbolism they strive to separate and differentiate the emotive content from the contextual. Such as, machine language, the physical sciences ( Physics, Mathematics, Biology, etc ). The soft sciences ( or non-physical ) psychology, philosophy, astrology and so forth ), while though seeking the same ends each use different means. 



Consequently, the hard sciences place emphasis on the existence of Facts to support the evidence in clinical or objective terms ( denuded of emotive context ); while the soft sciences seek to elevate the emotive which subjugates the impersonal or non-emotive Facts. Facts: symbolic expressions which assign a negative value to the existence of the personal or Self in all its equations. Yet, both seek clarity of communication 

 

Rain falls is a statement of fact, residing in that realm where it is neither positively or negatively charged. That it rains when you are blue or when the skies are grey or because the skies burst open and flood the landscape below when some saturation point is reached through the intermingling of the elements which give it definition and meaning is clearly the result of the application of conditions. Conditions which make rain subjective to factors which reside external to itself. On and of its own, Rain is truly meaningless. So, can we ever be truly Objective of that which we choose to examine? 

 

Science and scientists try to be. So do mathematicians, logicians and even philosophers. They all attempt to apply clinical or objective values to the subjects which they examine. Mathematicians, by far, come closest to achieving the goal of an emotively neutral language. X has no value, until it is inserted into an equation. It is within the symbolism that the assigned value or role exists, contexted by the given equation and parameters, sphere of existence. And it is in its application within any given context that Value or Meaning is derived. 

 

Consequently, X falls makes a very neutral substitution for Rain. So, it can be said that if X falls when it interacts with Y then a consequence is the development of a sense of being W. Or, When V reaches point W as a result of interaction with elemental factors A,B,C and/or D ( dependent upon the assumed availability and existence of conditions represented by P,Q and/or R ) it becomes X - before dissipating or regressing back into its original form. 



There can then be no doubt that the substitution of simple symbols in place of normally or commonly used groupings of symbols with attributable meanings can effectively communicate with very little need for prior knowledge of their meanings. All meaning is derived from ( agreed upon assumptions ) symbolic representations with assigned and weighted values which become the underpinning of all forms of communication. The interpretation which the individual gives to these are but variables in the comprehension all of which is endemic to the media employed. 

 

Casual observation will demonstrate that, indeed, a 'tall' woman/man will seldom marry or mate with someone taller than he/she is ( that 'like attracts and unlikes repel' sure takes a beating in that arena, doesn't it? ). The fat seeks out the 'thinner', the short seeks out the 'taller', the ... see where this little thought is now heading? Absence makes the heart grow fonder, it is so often said. When do you most 'miss' or 'yearn' for someone? When they are near or close-by or is it when they are away or not around? 

 

See now why 'homosexuality' ... stripped of all its sexual overtones .... without question, falls into that grey area of being 'unnatural'; and therefore a deviance from what must be a singularly constituted Definition of Man/Woman, Male/Female? Any examination which evolves as a result of  not being able to adequately explain away the phenomena of any entity whose sole purpose is to forever remain undefined, unresolved, indistinguishable from itself is inherently self-negating; as easily as others are evidently self replicating. A contradiction. Paradoxical. 

 

Observation of the 'natural world' tells us that while Like does in fact attract Like, there is some point at which one is distinguishable from the other. Otherwise we would not be able to make such an observation, right? Against what will the comparison be done?  Thus the labels, Natural and Unnatural. Earthly and Unearthly. Heaven and Hell. Devil and Angel. ( Had to throw that one in there ). Saint and Sinner. Good and Evil. etc, etc. Just mere juxtapositioning or truths/concepts born of mere observation? 

 

So



Could it be that there is more Truths available to us than we seem to realise? Do we label them Truth, Facts, Assumptions, Suppositions, Hunches, Guesses, Possibilities, Luck, Fate, etc, etc .... and when we have no words or labels for the 'obvious' Truths we still end up attaching labels to the newly discovered truths anyway. Such as, the Unknown, Undiscovered, Unrealised, Unimaginable, etc, etc .... and, as we become more precise or 'technical' about these some of the discovered and exposed Truths we then set about building realms in which they are set to reside outside of the sphere of human contaminating or influencing ways. 

 

To demonstrate the import or importance of such Truths we stamp them as being outside the general realm of Humanity's understanding, comprehension. Then, with symbolic imprints, detailed masterplans and blueprints are derived from conceptions, notions, ideas, visions; all of which we then use as we set about constructing new worlds. 



Where the reality eludes us we invent or use such unscientific things or tools for construction as, Imagination? Where will one exist without the other for comparison. Science can only attach so many labels and affix so many theories before the entire construction comes crumbling down under its own weight. Regard of the lofty heights to which it often ascends. 

Religion or Spirituality have each tried to ascend to such heights and has been found wanting tensile durability to escape the crucible from which conceived. 



Mathematicians, attempting to reach escape velocity, find that they must rid themselves of the constraints imposed by the limitation of their abstractions. Often becoming  too rigid to withstand, or adjust to, the constant turbulence encountered along the flight path to absolute apogee. Even the most brilliant among them admit that form or purpose is relational to a constant which rests tentatively against an infinitely changing plane of abstractions. 

 

Philosophers attempt to meld or blend the varieties of each into a cohesive whole, failing to obtain universal acceptance of the emergent truths simply because observation of the Whole requires the acquisition of an enormous and panoramic form of perception which transcends the myopic vision of the constrained and earthbound observers. But, like all others who have tried, the quest for the key which will once and for all times spark that fateful and eternal flame continue to elude all its seekers. 

 

A notion, an idea or a concept is as static as a flowing river which, in reality, has no beginning nor end. A river is or it is not. When it ceases to be such it becomes a tributary or a stream or a canal or a ravine - sometimes turning into a lake or a pond, or pool or spring or well. Isolated to a singular solitary molecule and it eventually evaporates into gases  - its elemental form, which eventually coalesce, once again, to return as clouds which lead to precipitation or condensation. Never-the-less, a drop of water does a river make; as does a pebble become the source from a ripple begins. 
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[Necessity And Construction Of Social Order]

Notlimah Hsineved  Rev. 24/09/2024



The basis upon which all societies is founded can be seen as having evolved, first, from the nature of the relationship which develops exists between a man and a woman - representative of the most primal aspect of social organisation. And so, founded on familial relationships, society in the larger and general sense of being a collective or association of some sort, becomes representative of the combined and inalienable rights of private persons. It is from this most fundamental of origin that such things as civil rights evolve.



Private persons, groups or associations come together for some perceived common good - a compact, a Common Law. When this becomes social norms or conventions and is embodied in some form of constitution, common law will, invariably, evolve into civil, constitutional, legal or legitimate rights to which all members of the enlarged Civil Society or State are entitled - the Public Sphere of civil society. Common and civil law are akin to rules, regulations and guiding principles of civil or social conduct and behaviour. On the other hand, the Private Sphere - where the constitutional state or civil authority is not entitled and is restricted or prohibited from exercising control or influence over (basis for illegality) is free of such laws or restrictions, on a voluntary basis.



When codified the legitimacy of sovereign authority, requiring voluntary consent of the shareholders, the people, the private persons, the associations and constituted representatives of the physical State (the core reason why men come together in the first place - preservation of their individual Selves) wields the power or authority of the citizens as public authority - the Law. And so, what is sheltered, regulated or protected by constitutional laws, in civil, democratic societies is common laws or the private affairs of the citizens.



The nature of all social relationships can be best seen when viewed from the perspective of what is brought to the table (public sphere) and offered up as negotiable versus what is not (private). This then, in essence, defines the limit or extent of what is conventionally considered as being non-negotiable or non-transferable. In sense, it is what distinguishes the individual (private) and the public (society). It sets a fine line  that then separates the State (Public) from the citizens (Private) in a democratic, constituted and liberal association (Society) whose purpose and function is to ensure and protect all individual rights, for the Common good of the State - the physical public aspect.



In short, that which is given expression - an audience (method of expression irrelevant but not inconsequential) and directly or indirectly affects the well-being or good functioning of the State becomes of import to the state in a social, political and public sense - if it affects or infringes on any other citizen. The reason being that, because of the consequential nature of social relationships, changes or shifts in the structure or functioning of the State will, ultimately, affect the unfettered enjoyment of individual life, liberty and continued pursuit of happiness; and so, legitimately, public sphere fall within the purview of the state as well. 



Power, status or authority is, in effect, a subjective value or attribute and is available or accessible to one and all; as is life, liberty and the pursuit of happiness - which is somewhat objective when viewed within the public sphere. The question that then resonates within socially conscious men is: how is anything to be legally acquired while enclosed by innumerable constraints, subject to restraints deemed necessary to the continued and progressive transformation of civil society? The notion of freedom seems counter intuitive to civil society.



It is only when men come together, gather or form mutual associations for a common purpose that society or civility arises. The state emerges from within such groups or associations - representing and acknowledging prior or existing sets of relationships. Relationships that serve to define the contextual arena in which individual men are allowed to exercise what they perceive as being a god-given or divine and natural right. T



he assumption being - all which is social or political exists only in a public sense (civil society); and the form of government in any given society is based on the nature of existing individual relationships. So, those things that fall outside of the public (in every sense of the word) sphere - such as between a man and his god - remain private. And as such, they thought of as being free from undue pressure, restriction or influence in their pursuit, enjoyment or experiencing - individual and private freedom.



However, when explicit permission is required or limit is attached to such freedoms making them, for example, either acceptable or permissible - infers the involvement of at least one other person - which then makes it so much less private and places the activity in the public or social sphere. 



It is this relationship, this perception or notion that each man comes into the world with a god-given set of natural rights and privileges that is the key to dissecting and comprehending the political aspect of human relationships. For, what binds men into social groups evolve, invariably, from unmistakable and discernible common interests that only come about or occur as a result of them coming together and forming associations. 



The most primary of all such human association or relationship appears to be that which exists between a man and a woman. Shades of the biblical conception - without Adam and Eve there is no Eden. The absence or negation of any such relationship or aspect results in the development or possibility of social formations such as absolutism, tyranny, dictatorships - anarchy, in general.



A man or individual is only free in so far as there is a counter existence, experience or condition within which a sense of freedom exists or is lacking; and, in this manner, values or attributes are ascribed as means by which claims of fairness, rightness, justice, freedom, liberty, and so forth can be made.



All value or attribute outside the context of a social sphere or relationship becomes meaningless. Or, as Hobbes observed, "In a state of nature ...  No arts; no letters; no society; and which is worst of all, continual fear and danger of violent death; and the life of man, solitary, poor, nasty, brutish, and short." (1) --Thomas Hobbes, Leviathan. 



Jean-Jacques Rousseau, in The Social Contract observes as well that, "... since no man has any natural authority over his fellows, and since force alone bestows no right, all legitimate claim of authority among men must be based on covenants. (2) In this, he counters Hobbe's rather dim view of human nature since it appears that Rousseau perceives human nature in a light different from Hobbes; and one which, however, binds him to Hobbes' position when he states ...



"... Where are there laws, and where are they respected? Everywhere you have seen only individual interest and men's passions reigning under this name. But the eternal laws of nature and order do exist. For the wise man, they take the place of positive law. They are written in the depth of his heart by conscience and reason. It is to these that he ought to enslave himself in order to be free. (3)



Rousseau's acknowledgement that "Man was born free, and he is everywhere in chains" (4)  necessitates an explanation or reason as to why - if this is so, that is, true, - is it necessarily so?



If man is not destined to live a life that will be solitary, poor, nasty, brutish, and short as Hobbes observes then, with the application of his reason, it follows that if men are or were to break free of those chains freedom and enlightenment should or would follow.



And so, men needing to use their reason to form associations which, in general, are designed or implemented to address their Common, not private, Interests under Common Laws, Rules and Regulations - all intended to serve and protect the individual and, therefore, Private Interests of the member groups or associations, composed of or representative of a primary group or association derived from or originating in the private relationship which exists between a man and a woman, a man and his wife, this unit and its elemental dependencies, children, property, possession, wealth, status, and so forth.



This relationship of social dynamics, man the social animal and man the private person in constant flux, poses a paradox for Rousseau. It does not negate the notion that some sort of social contract or agreement is more than a mere fiction and is necessary to the proper functioning of society in general or particular cases, regardless of the embodiment of the State's sovereignty. 



Even in slavery there too exists a relationship between the master and slave that is social in nature and political in application. A problem posed by a social contract is that it leaves open the possibility of benevolent tyrants usurping sovereign power or authority, as an example, and justifies civil or territorial wars at the behest of the State.



In fact, I would argue that Rousseau's thinking and perception of society and human nature was more in line with that of the Greeks, Plato and Aristotle (Hobbes, on the other hand, was somewhat reflective of Aristocratic beliefs and values - weighted in favour of the Sovereign Monarch and attendant nobility that enshrined the State's Authority (its legality, obligatory bindings or aspects of constitutionality being highly questionable).



Rousseau, by asserting that it's the very private relationship - consensual agreement and acceptance to participate in a social relationship - is the basis of any and all social contracts  (for the representative common interest or good) articulates what formally  binds men together in recognisable, definitive and discernible ways. 



It is through the exercise, use or imposition of reason on social or political associations that men are free retain and exercise their natural or god-given rights and privileges. The sovereignty of the individual can only be subsumed by participation and interaction in public relationships, the limits of which are set out and constituted within the Social Contract, Law.



Thus, for men to be 'free' in the absolute sense, free of the constraints imposed by the political and social spheres of their lives (the political) they must retain all claims to individual sovereignty. 



This, however, is disposed of or suspended when they become a part of civil organisation that requires, expects or demands that individual rights be subjugated to the representative rights of the publicly constituted group or association.



This, then, is the form the social contract takes and which binds the individual to the Family, Tribe, Clan, Community, State, Nation, and so forth. The social contract is representative of the constitutional and legitimate source of power and authority of the State, which, at times is embodied in titled men or, at other times, in constitutional documents - Laws and Regulations which define the powers of the political instrument and the extent to which it can be used or enacted against the individual interests of state associations, groups or members.



What Rousseau is asserting is that, since civil societies do in fact exist, there must then be an underlying cause or purpose upon which they are founded. Without this or in the absence of some civil bond society will likely cease to be or revert back to a Hobbesian type of society - lawless, unbridled pursuit of individual self-interests with little more than natural restraints or limits, brutal men living short and uncultured lives. In short, a State of Nature.



So, if 'men are born free', it must be acknowledged as well that such free men are, in fact, born into a civil society, a state. One that is by it very nature, public rather than private and pre-exists (or must be pre-supposed to exist) due to histories, traditions and hierarchies throughout society. And as such, all 'free men' as a civic duty or obligation, rather than as an imposition of the public will upon the individual and private sphere of society are expected, bound and obligated to work for the continued good of society, the State. 



There is nothing, other than unrestrained or willful and complete disregard for existing and legitimate civil authority or instruments of the State, which holds out as promise or guarantee that men living in a civil society are absolutely free of control from the power or authority of the State. In this respect the State, embodiment of the Public Will is sovereign.



A legitimate state, law or constitution supercede all, with exception, perhaps, of those necessary to the individual free pursuit of life, liberty, property, and happiness - absent of doing willful harm to another in their exercise of similar rights and privileges. In a sense, it can be claimed that the State, ultimately, through covenants made either individually or collectively with individual subjects or representatives, holds the only tool capable of dissolving or abrogating the inalienable rights of the individual. 



In those things that encompasses the private sphere - it being a consensual relationship - the instrument that bridges and binds diverse spheres of civil society into a coherent whole, into the State, the Sovereign power. Its executive rights and authority frees the State from any constraints within the Social Contract to enforce the perceived will of the people for the good of the State (citizens).



As such, we see then that civil or political power is not a natural right - in as much as it is but one of many rights bestowed upon men upon birth by virtue of the fact that they are 'introduced', at that time, into civil society. The limit or extent of such rights cast at such, and only at such time.

Contrary to a common assumption - that men are born with those rights and freedoms - it is necessary to understand that rights, natural or civil are assigned or bestowed only in the context of society and its underlying relations in a general rather than in any particular sense. So, any diminution of those rights, individual - both private and public - can only be, legitimately, of a voluntary nature - such as, social contracts.



In essence, the social contract implies and affirms that, at its most elemental, before men, the individual (private) can ever (arguably, again) become Absolutely and Fully  Free, Equal in all things and in all ways - within the context of the social and public sphere (political) - civilisation will first need to be completely and utterly destroyed and eradicated from human history and memory. Clearly, an impossibility and academically mote point.



And so, for as long as the social (public and political) sphere exists so too will such things as conventions - the inevitable results of men living or working in a concerted or co-operative manner, pursuing commonly-held 'self interests', motives and objectives which inform and drive the natural impulse of preservation of Self. All things considered, this in turn then becomes the basis for all social interaction and relationships. Other means or methods are merely informed consequential or tangential outcomes - propelled by the primary driving force which links all social activity - of the individual, first and foremost, Survival of Self, the Private Individual within the sphere of the Social or Public. Society, however constituted.



Thus, by entering into social contracts - for the protection and enforcement of civil rights, legally and constitutionally, free of undue restraints or influences - admits that reason informs us that the governed agrees to regulations or guiding principles of 'civil behaviour or conduct' which are upheld by force of obligation, duty or responsibility - civic duty to obey and observe the spirit, if not the letters of such covenants - whose civic observance, apparently, outweigh any benefit which can be derived from another form of society - regardless of offer or promise. 



The difference then, between the ruler and the ruled, the master or the slave, the free or the subjected amounts to the same sort of difference that exists between being asked to select between life and certain death, to submit and surrender or be killed - at moment of defeat. Under such conditions, the defeated is free to choose the terms under which he is willing to subject his 'natural or personal rights to Life, Liberty and the pursuit of Happiness - self preservation then embodied as being a slave and a freeman (death in this instance). Submission to any terms or conditions which modify and transfer such private rights then fall under the scope or control of a social contract or a civil, sovereign authority.



So, willing consent or transference (by authorised or representative proxy or in person) becomes the linchpin that binds a liberal and democratic society together. The State, in essence, becomes or remains a mere representation of the Public Will - comprised of private person or associations acting in concert or association towards a common goal - constitutional freedom of the subjects or citizens, as assured by Law.



Aristotle addressed these issues and concerns prior to men such as Hobbes, Locke or Rousseau. Aristotle himself states in the Politics that all associations have ends: the political association has the highest. But the principle of association expresses itself in different forms, and through different modes of government.



"Every polis or state is a species of association and, ... all associations are constituted for the purpose of attaining some good. ... we may, therefore, hold ... that all associations aim at some good and that ... the particular association which is most sovereign of all and includes all the rest will pursue this aim most .... This most sovereign and inclusive association is the polis .. or the political association." (5) (Politics BkI, chpI, 1252a pg 1)



It is a mistake, he continues, to assert or hold or believe that the statesman (politician) who handles the affairs of the political associations is the same as a monarch or the manager of a household or master of slaves.



 " .... each of these persons differ from the others not with a difference in kind but merely with a difference of degree and according to the number or the paucity of the persons with whom he deals. ... a man who is concerned with few persons is a master; one who is concerned with more .... the manager of a household; one with still more ... is a statesman or a monarch. 



This view abolishes any real difference between a large household and a polis; .... it reduces the difference between the statesman and the monarch to the fact that the latter has uncontrolled and sole authority while the former exercises his authority in conformity with rules imposed by statesmanship .. as one who rules and is ruled in turn ... the essential difference between these persons and the associations with which they are concerned." (6) (Politics BkI, chpI, 1252a pg 1)



In the Ethics he points out that even something as common as friendship can be perceived or construed as being a form of association. 



"Every form of friendship involves association. Kinship and comradeship may be distinguished as peculiar forms ... they depend on natural feelings and innate sympathy. The form of friendship that unites fellow citizens or tribesmen or fellow voyagers in more in the nature of pure association .... it seems to rest on some sort of compact.



All associations are in the nature of parts of the political association ... men journey together with a view to some particular advantage and ... providing some thing needed for the purposes of life; similarly, political associations seem to come together and continue in existence for the sake of the general advantage which it brings. (7) (Ethics VIII BkI, chpXIII, 1)



Consequently, in examining the nature of civil or political society it is incumbent on us to first have an understanding of the fundamental nature or make up of society in general. By distinguishing between and understanding the differences from which social or civil associations are derived and the reasons why they exist - tracing backwards through all previous associations it becomes clear that whether associated as a man and woman, husband and wife, parent and child .... of the household, the village or that of the State ... the political association, regardless of its form or structure is ultimately derived from some private or individual claim of ownership to inalienable rights to which neither crown nor state can lay claim to without consent.



Every person is, in essence, lord or master over his or her domain. Governed and guided by a common law based on an inalienable (private) right which is constituted and entrenched into Law as civil or common laws and rights. These are in turn, regulated by public and civil rights or liberties, such as the right to own and dispose of personal and/or private property - the basis of wealth.







Social status is but a consequential addition or attribute to wealth accumulation. However, its impact on the rest of civil society, the political association or the individual citizens directly or indirectly falls under the purview of The State since public property (wealth included) distribution is a role assigned to the executive arm of the State.



Wealth accumulation (property), on the other hand rests in the hands of private citizens - they having either joined the state directly or through some form of association (a social contract) and implies that membership included some sort of exchange or trade that made it necessary or possible to have wealth exchange hands in a civil manner and without direct state intervention into the private lives of the citizens.



All of which amounts to the fact that, as Aristotle pointed out, man is a political animal:



"The polis or political association is the crown; it completes and fulfils the nature of man; it is natural to him. And he himself is naturally a polis-animal. It is prior to him, in the sense that it is the pre-supposition of his  true and full life" (8)  (Politics VIII BkI, chpII, 1



==== # 48  @ 06:26 Est.  ====











































[Tales That Cats Can Tell]

Gilean and Rosie - Cat-daddy! 

Notlimah Hsineved  Rev. 24/09/2024



As a parent, I've always had a problem with the way animals, especially pets, are anthropomorphised. It has always seemed 'icky' to refer to pets as human children. I feel the same way when parents refer to their children as Kids rather than children. I reseve the term Kid for either a baby or young goat. At which point I'd expect the kids to bleat.



This 'uneasiness' to be deemed a Cat-parent, worse a Cat-daddy, increased when I met my current wife - she had two cats when we met. It wasn't a deal-breaker for me. But it was for her - whether I got along with the loves of her life, a relationship together came with the cats as a package. And so, here we are. I am now, unabashedly and proudly a Cat-daddy. I can now clearly see and understand the parallels between having pets and children.



When it comes to my likes, dislikes or dis-interest in certain animals, that depends on the pet’s behaviour or the owner’s attitudes / influences. That is, in my opinion (as humble as that may be) pets can be reflective of their owners, to some degree. Nit-pick all you want or like. A fact is a fact.



My experience with one of my daughter’s former cats (for example) left me with the memory of a Cat From Hell! – with an ironic name of Circus. Yeah, just send in the clowns!

Bunny, I knew from the moment of its Day-1 birth. It who later met a very tragic end, as a part of a stew. A traumatic experience for me. One where I learnt early in life that, one does not play with one’s food.

Then there was Tiger, a mongrel, a son of a bitch. After he died I dabbled with fishes and aquariums, budgies – until they became just ‘other people’s pets’. But mostly because of the expense of frequent replacement of pets of which my children were often the cause of their demise.

I don’t think of myself as being much of an animal/pet ‘lover’ type of person. I would un-hesitantly, eat a steak (no need to state a ‘beef steak‘). Point? I have had shark-steak, ‘gator-steaks, fish-steaks (examples) but think that I would be repulsed to be served ‘cat-steaks‘ as much as if they were ‘rat-steaks‘. So, some perspective.

Comparatively, my wife is a full-blown Animal-lover who fawns over most animals. In fact, she attracts them where-ever she goes – around the block, in the park, or abroad. They hover like bees around flowers. She seems to attract humans to the same existent as she does animals, but with less bee-like hovering.

Because of the way my wife attracts people and animals with her natural, friendly disposition, I am reminded of the Pied Piper of Hamelin. He, too, had a way of attracting animals (rats, technically, are mammals – aka rodents) and children (technically animals). Remember, when you dance to the music, you will, always, need to pay the piper. 

Why do parents refer to their own children as Kids?  Baaaa!



On these pages you will come across tales of Cats – Our cats, the Clowder (look it up), as unadorned as possible. Let’s hear it for the pets in our lives! Whose house is it? Our House!

Although having been around animals, from farm to domesticated animals, since childhood, I had not owned a pet in several years. My introduction to William and Marcel, then led to the adoption of Maurice.

So, after experiencing the death of three pets, the most recent death and mourning being that of Massie, we have adopted a new pair of kittens, Gilean and Rosie.

Welcome to the jungle!
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[Into the Heart]

Lorekeeper

Notlimah Hsineved  Rev. 24/09/2024



To begin, I’m a Sci-Fantasy fan – as in, at times I like to let my imagination run free.

There are various meanings and origins associated with the name Gilean. Mostly, the name (or variations) appears to be widely seen as an Irish/Gaelic boy’s name. As well as that of a servant of Saint John (also of Irish and Gaelic origins).

No, I’m not religious (spiritual, perhaps?) since my childhood was seeped in religious symbols, morality tales and parables. But I was also exposed to gods and angels, good and evil, warlocks, wizards and witches. Lords and knights, magic, elves, faeries, monsters, demons. Dames, damsels, kings, queens, prince and princesses.

All worlds of the imagination, set against the cold reality of the binary aspects of existence. (A jab against the anti-binary / anti-intuitive-type crowd). Life or Death? Everyday life is between Here and Nowhere so pick your spot carefully.

Disney did not invent imagination: he simply exploited it in ways that allowed him to ‘share’ his with those of lesser imagination. It was a business model in which he wielded imagination like a magician fascinates with sleight-of-hand (tricks), mis-direction and illusions.

When you engage with the word, I don’t mean the bible as such but the Word is GOD as it unleashes the power of imagination. It provides the basis for those, imaginary, experiences to flourish; and they will remain, forever, your own. Regardless of the author’s intent, it is not a group experience.

My world of imagination is not the same as yours, the reader. We, obviously, see and perceive the world around us through varied lenses. A mile in my shoes, so to speak, is but the start of a journey for someone else.

According to Dragonlance lore, Gilean is the chief deity of the Gods of Neutrality with the Divine Power of Knowledge. He is an observer and appears to be passionless and uncaring. He is often the mediator.

From Gilean’s or the Lorekeeper’s perspective, the passage of Time or current events, merely unfurl unscripted. The Future. History is but a recording of Time’s passing which are often noted, recorded or written about by the keepers of lores. As such, Gilean is simply a representation of Time looping through a narrative in the ‘fantasy verse’ of Dungeons and Dragons.

Dragonlance lores and characters, a sub-genre of fantasy literature, is filled with the usual and recognisable archetypes found in such books as Lord of The Rings or The Sword of Shannara. So, I suppose, consciously chose Gilean since it is not common or ordinarily used. Things that make you go, hmmm?

Every name has meanings that link and weave identity and perception of self into who we are or become. They define US. Thankfully, most of us do not come pre-labelled with randomly generated A.I identifiers.



In the context of picking a distinctive name for a cat, my hand in the decision-making, made me think of Gilean for the soon-to-be-adopted male kitten. After all, how many of us have had a choice of name/label that serve to define or identify us, individually, our entire lifetime? Without there being a name for IT what is there to talk about, if not nothing?

By the way, I have been quite satisfied with my imposed labels. Much better than 1001001 or XAEA-XII. Though I have been called Bastard, at times, among some colourful ones. But, unlike some, I don’t feel like a number. Just a spoke in a great big wheel.

When my wife and I had both agreed on adopting a pair of kittens, our first choices of a male and female pair from separate litters did not work out. We then decided on a brother and sister pair from the same litter: Cashew and Chestnut. Two of my favourite types of nuts! Separated merely by time of birth, they remain like peas in a pod.

At this point, I find myself engaging in a comparison of animal and human behavior, socialisation; and how we, the Humans (masters) become the Servants in our relationship with certain pets. Cats, as an example. A symbiosis of needs?

It is almost like child parenting! Gasp! What next, cat-psychology?

Don’t know much about biology …. but what a wonderful world!  

Observation: While checking online for information about cats (pets), it is important to keep in mind how others feel about their pets and how they perceive or interpret those interactions with their pet. Another thing to also keep in mind is, to truly understand your cat’s (pet’s) behaviour with you in your environment requires that you have a broader understanding of animal behaviour; cats in particular if that is your interest. The Zen of Cat: An A-Z of Japanese Feline Philosophy

At this point, I find myself engaged in a comparison of animal and human behavior, socialisation. Thinking about how humans (The masters) have become servants in our relationship with cats, for example. I, of course, how this has developed.

I have gone from thinking of the previous cats as ‘my wife’s’ and now think of the current kittens as Ours. I now think about how with Gilean and Rosie there now seem to be a shared sense of connectivity between my wife and myself.

A symbiosis of needs? Who knows? But it does feel like parental responsibilities. You did the deed? Then you own the result(s). It takes two to tango; but just 1 to ‘dance by yourself‘.

I have often been told that I ‘take life a tad too seriously. That I was born old. Perhaps.

‘This‘, Cat-Tales represents my less serious outlook on’ ‘things‘. A Pet Project©‘ It is like love bites and bee stings: both give perspectives. Cogitate on that awhile.

Meanwhile, thinking about the state of the world today, the dogs of wars are all around us. The doves of peace, love and brotherhood are being devoured. And, amidst it all there is a sense of calmness about the swirl of time’s passage – as I think about our cats.

Yes, it is a Ball of Confusion (That’s What the World Is Today). An eye for an eye, a tooth for a tooth. Vote for me and I’ll set you free. Rap on, brother, rap on. Evolution, revolution, gun control …

Cat-Tales, then, is a lighter look at Life – weighed against the frequent narratives that dwell on disappointments.



Our two adorable, endearing balls of fur show love and affection (projecting, of course). They are better indulgences than the perpetual stream of twitterers (formerly known as yappers and yakkers) who overwhelm, formerly, open and friendly ‘public spaces online. Now, I must remind myself to 

…. (quote) … 

Go placidly amid the noise and the haste, and remember what peace there may be in silence. As far as possible, without surrender, be on good terms with all persons.

Speak your truth quietly and clearly; and listen to others, even to the dull and the ignorant; they too have their story.

Avoid loud and aggressive persons; they are vexatious to the spirit. If you compare yourself with others, you may become vain or bitter, for always there will be greater and lesser persons than yourself – Desiderata  

And there is the realisation that cats, really, ask so little of us. So, what does your cat(s) or pet(s) do for you? What is it about your pets that is fulfilling? (I’m not talking fishes or snails in your life. Grow up!).

Some hear voices. Others speak in ‘tongues’ when the spirits or muses move them as jokers, jesters or clowns.

And, in the beginning was The Word. Or was that a Big Bang? One is a belief and the other theory. Faith or Conviction requires demonstrations of both. The difference is? If we assume that there is none, cats like children, are observers, imitators, reflectors or reflections of their environments, care-giver(s) or owner(s).

QED – The proof is in the pudding.   

Observation: It is interesting to stand aside and observe that, as with humans, our relationships and interactions with domesticated animals (on the surface) are alike; and border on being the same with our off-springs or siblings.

When Willie and Massie were alive, I did not realise just how laid-back they both were. They were playful but not actively scampering or playing with each other. Now with Gilean and Rosie the dynamics between them both is something to witness and enjoy.

Since their adoption there have been so many instances where simple things laying about can draw their attention – like foil-paper or other crinkly materials, pieces of velcro strips. Store-bought toys work as well but why spend when you can just use an empty toilet-paper tube, a piece of wool. (Reuse, Recycle or Replace?)

Sure, I knew that cats can be playful and are curious. What I did not realise was just curious they can be. The little things laying around can be used to get their attention stimulate the playfulness in them. But it is their inter-play I find entertaining and interesting to observe. They are, at times, like the average exuberant children, siblings in this instance. in their behaviour.

They charge and tussle with each other, hide around corners and then ambushes the other as they go by. And they have their moments where it becomes obvious that one is pissed at the other. Rosie’s usual chirpy-purrrs becomes an aggressive snarl! Gilean then backs down. Or he growls and Rosie backs off. I have interceded just once, so far – in Rosie’s defense. Next time I may have to have ‘The Talk‘ with them. We all know, it is all fun and games until something breaks or someone gets hurt.

Kids!.

Why is there this, seemingly, natural instinct or inclination to think of human off-springs as ‘Children of’; yet we informalise that relationship by referring to our children as kids. Of course animals do not ‘Think‘. They, however, communicate. Thinking is merely a Human concept. If cats did think as we do, what are the chances that they would refer to their off-springs as Humans?

Gilean - The death of Massie was quite devastating for us. And as our mourning over his loss lessened, I began to notice that my wife would hint of her desire to adopt again – by sending me links or photos of cats that she came across online.

Admittedly, I consciously chose not to engage most times. But as time went on I found that the absence of Massie’s comforting presence kept gnawing away at the back of my mind. It was a hole in our lives.

Eventually, having warmed up enough to bring up the subject, I suggested that, perhaps, we should look into getting another cat. So overjoyed was she that I had come around to the idea, it was difficult to argue when she suggested not just one, but a pair. Male and female. Not only, but a pair, newly born with very little other human imprinting on their personalities.

It was then that I came up with the idea of me choosing the female for my wife. While she would choose the male kitten for me. The idea being, see if we know each other well enough (cat-person-wise) to select one that the other thought would reflect the other spouse’s personality. That old notion of pets being a reflection of their owners.

And so, having agreed on those conditions, she set about searching online for cats to adopt.

At first, we had agreed and were keen on two particular kittens from separate litters. But they were unavailable by the time we enquired. The only available new-born, pairs came from the same litter. After watching a video of the remaining members of the litter, Chestnut and Cashew were selected.

My wife will say that ‘he chose them both’. Perhaps. Maybe I nudged her in a certain direction in the selection. In the end, we are both happy with the two kittens that we have adopted.

Observation: While Gilean and Rosie can be found playing together or chasing things around, it is interesting to observe their behaviour patterns when it ‘me time’ for them. They each have their favourite spots – Gilean’s is the centre of the dining table. Rosie who can’t be kept down, seems to favour the kitchen counter (Gilean at this point needs to be assisted up to join her). They sometimes hide on the dining chairs, out of sight by the overhanging table cloth. Under the bed or sofa and so on.

What is interesting is that Gilean now likes hanging out on my desk, bushy tail held high and obstructing my view of the screen, or, fascinated by the mouse pointer would attempt to ‘catch it’. Or he tries to play with my hands as I type. Cat-interruptus!

Rosie is not that disruptive with me, except when it is just the three of us at home. I guess she shares her affection when we are all together. But with my wife both Gilean and Rosie are similarly disruptive that demands that you engage with them. Who can resist at those times?

In the end, they both choose when they care to hang around one or both of us. And they usually do so when we are talking together. They hear our voices together and they come trotting in to see what is going on. At least, we do not have to switch to ‘adult-speak’ so that the ‘kids’ do not catch on to what their humans are saying!



Sub-text to this is that Gilean’s such a furball that I have come to realisation that I have become used to being covered in cat hairs after we interact. I now have my ‘cat clothes’ that I do not mind being covered with visible cat hairs. Rosie, being short-haired, sheds much less or noticeably. Gilean is, literally, a growing Furball a’la the Tribbles of Star Trek.

Rosie - a short-haired Caliby/torby (mix of calico, tortoiseshell and tabby) with light hazel eyes. Born: Feb. 22nd. 2023 Birth-Name: Cashew. Adopted June 24th. 2023

If they could read our minds, what tales our thought will tell?

Rosie is, indeed, quite playful; as is her brother Gilean. Rosie, however, has an athletic, gymnastic, soft and lithe way of moving around that reminds of gymnast Nadia Comãneci. Gilean, playful as well, is more deliberate in his actions and movements. Inquisitive but cautious. Rosie, simply flies around and climbs everywhere. I have come to realise is that while Willie and Massie were both playful in their own ways this pair of young kittens can be resourceful when left to themselves.

And, for some, the parental anxieties and styles that emerge during the getting-to-know-you stages. Initially, both kittens were skittish around us, as expected. Perhaps, within a week the mutual attempts at bonding ease and they became our Kitties. Gilean relaxed more quickly than Rosie did. But we are now at their beck and call for attention.

Now, as time has gone by sufficiently, I admit – he, Gilean is becoming my Big Fella. Rosie remains Her (my wife) Girl/kitten. Rosie is becoming my Sweetie but remains, Our Girl as I enjoy the distinct ways in which kittens behave when looking for attention or show pleasure.

For example, Rosie is a chirper in her purring style. Gilean is more deep-throated. Neither Willie nor Massie meowed much. But Massie earned the nickname Cat-a-doodle. On those days that we tried to sleep-in he’d come into the room and loudly meow, like a rooster, to inform us that his breakfast needed our attention. He would return, if we ignored his first call and tried squeeze a snooze thought in.

Rosie is a joy to have around. At other times, as she chases toys around the floor, ice-skating pops to mind. Speed and grace combined. As painful as it is to watch them both crash into the door or wall in misjudged moments, it has been amusing to see. They are definitely making adjustments so no need for crash-pads.

We have now attached the nickname(s) to Rosie – Psycho-Kitty. Which she is not. It is like love bites. Gilean seems to be tuning in to His Master’s Voice.

Observation: While I have been aware of how sensitive cats are to sights, sounds and scents – having been around Willie and Massie, with Gilean and Rosie – their acute senses are downright astounding! I now understand just how acute their senses are. Which is why, (one of the reasons) I find amusement in flicking on the light, in the middle of the night while I am prowling about in the near total darkness. Flick! And I often catch her just as she ‘Blinks‘.

Rosie? Yes, she’s a lady; and the Kitty’s mine.

The 1 year anniversary of Gilean and Rosie’s adoption – a summary of observations.

Gilean is definitely my Boi. A velcro-kitty, quite affectionate, playful. Vocal with me. He’s my master. Rosie is Mommy’s Gal. She is still an energetic kitten, quite playful and, especially, chatty with my wife.



Both cats engage in rough-and-tumble acts – both are instigators. But Rosie is the one who snarls, irritably, when her interest falls off or Gilean gets just a tad too energetic for her. But, together, they appear to be happy and contented.

Rosie is more predatory in her behaviour, while Gilean is more of a stalker. He pounces, while she just goes in for the kill. Rosie appears to be the fearless one between them both. She launches herself after insects like she was shot out of a cannon. Her launch-off and landing areas are becoming smaller as she grows in size.

Rosie is capable of doing a standing-jump to top of the balcony railing, when she’s excited. At times, and unexpectedly, I have caught her just as she springs into the air after some insect in the room.

In those Kodak-moments, her powerful hind legs pushes her about 1 foot into the air, her legs, front paws and entire body stretched their entire lengths – as she leaps and grabs at her targets. She hasn’t caught anything, yet. But it is mesmerising to behold!

Gilean is a leaper as well but he does not have the lift that Rosie does. He stalks, pounces, captures and then crushes (in an almost curious-like manner) while Rosie springs or pounces, jumps or flies through the air after her prey. Then, when caught, she crushes it, licks her paws – as in ‘finger-lickin-good’ style. She eats east she kills,

I find myself observing, in a curiously detached manner. Hmmmm. Behaviourism in animals, as in humans. Hunter and Huntress .

Also learnt how they can be ‘trained / domesticated’: Treat them as you would with a child – with love and understanding of their dependence and needs. Knowing that you are the one who controls access to the food, treats, toys and distractions allows for (some) control over behaviour. Pavlov was right.

To date, Gilean has three favourite spots – the basket that he sometimes shares with Rose. Curled on the chair beneath the dining table or sprawled across the middle of the table, fast asleep with his head against the fruit bowl. And he’s not fond of sharing his spot on the table with Rosie.

Rosie, on the other hand, can be found curled up almost anywhere around the apartment. Her most favourite seems to be the kitchen counter, some nights. Most interestingly, she has made my side of the bed ‘her spot’ – before I get to bed. I call that her ‘mommy time’. At times, she would simply slip off the bed, if I came to bed ‘too early’.

Gilean, on the other hand, no matter how much we would love for him to hang out with or sleep with us on the bed, has to be enticed on with treats or placed on the bed. He does, occasionally, climb on to the bed voluntarily and just hangs around by himself. But it is rare. Rosie needs no enticements to enjoy the bed.

Rosie”s display of athleticism still causes us concerns about her while out on balcony. Her curiosity about the birds and insects means that she has a tendency to leap upward towards the upper reaches of the balcony. The branches swaying in the breeze, just beyond the balcony’s protective glass attracts her attention. As well as the squirrels that gather, play and chitter among the branches – also on the other side. So Rosie is supervised/monitored more than Gilean.

Observation: As the kittens have adapted to their new (and current) home / environment, – filled with varying types of simulation and distractions, we have also adapted to their presence on our lives.



Ex. – They’ll gather around us like children when we are together talking. Clearly wanting to get in on whatever is going on. And, unconsciously, at times, we ‘sort of’ slip into ‘parent speak’ as though acknowledging their presence.

Those kids!

While I’m quite adamant against the idea of dressing animals (pets) to humanise them to their owners, I must admit that I’ve entertained thoughts about Rosie wearing a small French-styled berette; and Gilean dressed a’la Puss ‘n Boots. But they have just been passing thoughts. Just because you can does not mean that you should. BUT …

Have you hugged your kitties today?
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I, sincerely, hold the view that dressing cats and dogs (even monkeys) borders on animal abuse. Though, admittedly in some instances, some costumes can be quite humorous, cute or adoring. Just like some humans do when dressed in animal furs or skins. Does not justify the practice.

Also, don’t get me going on about ‘hunters with their AK-47 style rifles who claim it is ‘sport-hunting‘. Like sport-fishing catch-and-release?

How about giving the animals a sporting chance with some humans-animals cage-matches? The Romans simply perverted the concept of Sport with their gladiatorial spectacles. So, how about calling hunting hunting with an AK-style gun the more descriptive name Blood-sporting?

I also believe that domesticated animals (pets) are better suited for outdoor life, cats and dogs especially. Modern life and urban living, obviously, put that idea in the realm of wishful-thinking for most of us.

It is like Fresh meat‘ is a Value-added at the grocery store. When, in fact, that meat has been slaughtered and prepped for sale and consumption days beforehand. Or fresh fish that is caught, placed on ice, flown or driven inland (for hours or days) before appearing on display shelves at the store – ‘Freshly presented, Not freshly caught or harvested”. Just fresh from the store shelves to your table, perhaps?

Additionally, Genetically Modified Animals created as Pets, to satisfy selfish impulses and desires of humans, ought to be outlawed! What next, Genetically Modified Babies? Wait … what, they already do?

Genetically modified plants, animals and ‘things‘ for human consumption anyone? Take the ‘beyond meats that are beyond belief and beyond compare. To some, it is food – which is what they make of it. So, to each their own.

To begin, I’m a Sci-Fantasy fan – as in, at times I like to let my imagination run free.

There are various meanings and origins associated with the name Gilean. Mostly, the name (or variations) appears to be widely seen as an Irish/Gaelic boy’s name. As well as that of a servant of Saint John (also of Irish and Gaelic origins).

No, I’m not religious (spiritual, perhaps?) since my childhood was seeped in religious symbols, morality tales and parables. But I was also exposed to gods and angels, good and evil, warlocks, wizards and witches. Lords and knights, magic, elves, faeries, monsters, demons. Dames, damsels, kings, queens, prince and princesses.

All worlds of the imagination, set against the cold reality of the binary aspects of existence. (A jab against the anti-binary / anti-intuitive-type crowd). Life or Death? Everyday life is between Here and Nowhere so pick your spot carefully.

Disney did not invent imagination: he simply exploited it in ways that allowed him to ‘share’ his with those of lesser imagination. It was a business model in which he wielded imagination like a magician fascinates with sleight-of-hand (tricks), misdirection and illusions.



When you engage with the word, I don’t mean the bible as such but the Word is GOD as it unleashes the power of imagination. It provides the basis for those, imaginary, experiences to flourish; and they will remain, forever, your own. Regardless of the author’s intent, it is not a group experience.

My world of imagination is not the same as yours, the reader. We, obviously, see and perceive the world around us through varied lenses. A mile in my shoes, so to speak, is but the start of a journey for someone else.

According to Dragonlance lore, Gilean is the chief deity of the Gods of Neutrality with the Divine Power of Knowledge. He is an observer and appears to be passionless and uncaring. He is often the mediator.

From Gilean’s or the Lorekeeper’s perspective, the passage of Time or current events, merely unfurl unscripted. The Future. History is but a recording of Time’s passing which are often noted, recorded or written about by the keepers of lores. As such, Gilean is simply a representation of Time looping through a narrative in the ‘fantasy verse’ of Dungeons and Dragons.

Dragonlance lores and characters, a sub-genre of fantasy literature, is filled with the usual and recognisable archetypes found in such books as Lord of The Rings or The Sword of Shannara. So, I suppose, consciously chose Gilean since it is not common or ordinarily used. Things that make you go, hmmm?

Every name has meanings that link and weave identity and perception of self into who we are or become. They define US. Thankfully, most of us do not come pre-labelled with randomly generated A.I identifiers.

In the context of picking a distinctive name for a cat, my hand in the decision-making, made me think of Gilean for the soon-to-be-adopted male kitten. After all, how many of us have had a choice of name/label that serve to define or identify us, individually, our entire lifetime? Without there being a name for IT what is there to talk about, if not nothing?

By the way, I have been quite satisfied with my imposed labels. Much better than 1001001 or XAEA-XII. Though I have been called Bastard, at times, among some colourful ones. But, unlike some, I don’t feel like a number. Just a spoke in a great big wheel.

When my wife and I had both agreed on adopting a pair of kittens, our first choices of a male and female pair from separate litters did not work out. We then decided on a brother and sister pair from the same litter: Cashew and Chestnut. Two of my favourite types of nuts! Separated merely by time of birth, they remain like peas in a pod.

At this point, I find myself engaging in a comparison of animal and human behavior, socialisation; and how we, the Humans (masters) become the Servants in our relationship with certain pets. Cats, as an example. A symbiosis of needs?

It is almost like child parenting! Gasp! What next, cat-psychology?

Don’t know much about biology …. but what a wonderful world! 

Observation: While checking online for information about cats (pets), it is important to keep in mind how others feel about their pets and how they perceive or interpret those interactions with their pet. Another thing to also keep in mind is, to truly understand your cat’s (pet’s) behaviour with you in your environment requires that you have a broader understanding of animal behaviour; cats in particular if that is your interest. The Zen of Cat: An A-Z of Japanese Feline Philosophy  

[In Memorium]

[Willie] -  Willingham, born April 26th. 2000, was 7 years-old when we first crossed paths. Willie died Aug. 14th. 2014.

Do the math. It is safe to say that Willie was a full-grown cat when I first met him. Set in his ways, as I suppose I was as well. Two comfortable old farts that became companions.

And, as we warmed up to each other, we became almost inseparable with time. He was was not a lap-cat but I enjoyed snuggling against me on the sofa. At night he would sleep above my head on the pillow. U2’s In Gods Country is where Willie and me bonded.

The night Willie was euthanised U2’s The Joshua Tree‘s One Tree Hill began playing. in the background as he was being injected. Now, at at this point, with Gilean, his ‘fav’ appears to be Bullet The Blue Sky . And this is where I think of Robert Plants’ Now and Zen.

I have this ‘thing‘ for nicknames. I have had many attached to me over the years. So it seemed natural that, as time passed and we became comfortable with each other, that I ended up calling him Willie (instead of William – my wife’s preference). He then became My Boy, the elder cat .

With time, I also came to understand that he was not just a cat at that stage in his life but a mature or fully grown cat. He was an elder cat while Massie was developing into a young lad, full of energy.

It was during this time that I retired and that meant that Willie, Massie and myself spent considerably more time together. As such, our routines began to sync as we became a more constant presence in each other’s lives. Willie would settle under the desk or beside me on the sofa. Never rushed about, chased shados or imaginary friends. That was Massie’s speciality. Willie’s gaze would often reflect either boredom or indifference about Massie’s antics.

He was Lord. End of story. Humans were around to serve him. And he was served. And loved.

Unfortunately, Willie died of kidney failure. It was unexpected and heartbreaking to agree to his Euthanasia as the prognosis was irreversible organ failure and his deterioration happened before our eyes. Death was seen as being merciful. And he has been mourned and remains a cherished memories. It is for that reason William is being profiled here as the main Cat. Top Cat in my telling of the clowder’s history.

P.S – what type of person saddles a cat with a name like Willingham?

[Marcel] - a short-haired, orange tabby tuxedo with green eyes. Born March 9th. 2007. He was almost 1 year-old when I first crossed paths with him and William. A double-shot of kitty immersion. A kitten not a fully-grown cat.

Died Dec. 12th., 2022 Marcel, being a kitten, not a fully-grown cat, we grew on each other with time’s passage. Marcel was a purr-machine and a ball of fur. He became ‘My Boy‘ (Willie remains ‘The Boy, the Grand Old Cat’) and is behind what is my , apparent, ‘catification‘. or entry into the catosphere of the felines.

My wife and I agreed that it would be merciful to end his suffering as his inability to move about at that point was heart-rending. Our decision was to prolong his suffering. Something another human would desire in similar circumstances. It was the humane thing to do.



It is through happy coincidences, now that Gilean is growing into a full-grown cat – no longer a Kitty, that Massie’s physical attributes – beyond the colouring, are also reflected in Gilean’s. At this point I have had the Freudian slips that indicate awareness of the similarities. In addition to the aspects of Gilean’s behaviour, in comparison with Massie’s.

Massie did not like it when I held him in the crook of my arms, tummy-side up. That is, he did not like his stomach exposed to me. But was very open with my wife playing with his stomach. He was most relaxed when I held him, child-like, with his head and paws flung over my shoulder. Specifically, my right shoulder. He was never quite comfortable when I held him in a similar from right-to-left?

Gilean, initially stand-offish in any position has warmed up as it is clear that he enjoys his tummy rubs … purr-purr … eyes slightly or completely closed. He is also a ‘right-shoulder’ hugger – rather than the left. And, like Massie, Gilean enjoys rough play. He would grab my wrist between his paws and bite (nibble) on my fingers or knuckles. In a playful way, love bites. So much as Massie did at times.

Beyond such recollections Gilean has his own personality and particular set of behaviour. He MEOWS. Massie meowed, mostly. Gilean is more affectionate than Massie was; and he demonstrates this by being under-foot at times. When he is not charging about, always need to be aware of his presence as he pads around stealth-like. I now understand why the mouse wanted to bell the cat!.

Rosie is more lithe in her movements and swift when she charges and flies, She does not just skip about here and there. She chirps or purrrs when she is around; and so she is hard to miss. Plus, she is a high-jumper. May need to install padding on the ceiling ‘for her own good’. Otherwise we may find her dancing on the ceiling!
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When I began this project, the objective was, seemingly, quite simple: create a way to quickly reference or cross-check subjects that I’d been reading about, following or writing about at the time. Call it foot-noting, indexing, cross-indexing or simply citing of sources.



Back when, the internet (or being online) was in its infancy, I would say that I was not at the forefront of the digital revolution but was swept up by the early waves created by the Personal Computer (PC). I can still recall the excitement of installing my first Modem Card (interface) in the cloned IBM compatible computer (branded Epson), with a 4.7Mhz CPU, 640Kb RAM, 2×5.25 Floppy-disk drives, Microsoft DOS 2,0, EGA (upgrade over CGA) monitor, And a 24-pin Dot-matrix printer (Canon), along with a bunch of manuals. At the time, a $5,000 investment that began as a hobby and eventually turned into a decades-long career.



Prior to that I had dabble with the Commadore64 and Atari (which was great for video games at the time!) brands. The Apple brand has never appealed to me. I am a hand-on type of person. There’s a difference between driving ‘stick‘ or automatic (beyond the mechanics). One requires half a brain, 1 foot and at least 1 arm to manage. The other requires (even with half-a-brain) two arms – one for the wheel and the other for the stick; and both feet – clutch, brake and gas. And when things break down you can always ‘check under the hood‘. Admittedly, the days for that analogy are long gone with respect to today’s vehicles. Back then it was still possible to tinker and even repair or improve on the vehicle yourself.��Never-the-less, since then the development and blossoming of the internet led to the emergence of the World Wide Web (WWW), its explosive growth has given us the Digital World(s) of the 21st century. What I had been attempting, back then, often meant endless online searches and the bookmarking of countless sites/pages. This, eventually, became an administrative chore in itself.

Another issue, as it turns out, I’ve been an avid consumer of news and information and have clipped, cut and scrap-booked since grade school.

Even now, as I sit here, numerous books on various subjects sitting on the shelves behind me (fiction/non-fiction, philosophy, science, social and political sciences, religions, mythologies, etc.). Many of which contain numerous highlighted passages and personal comments in the margins, often cross-referencing subjects or comments about ideas in fields and areas of interest, authors, books or ideas as they occur to me. There are lots of scribbled notes laying about that, at some point, I need to ‘digitise’. A task that has fallen behind, as I’m prone to distractions as I now work primarily online.

Events like the U.S Presidential elections and Administrations since Richard Nixon, Gerald Ford, Ronald Reagan, Jimmy Carter, George Bush, G.W Bush, Barack Obama, Donald Trump, Joe Biden, Vice-President Kamala Harris. All historical narratives now. Reality at the time.

The Viet-Nam war, Cuban Missile Crisis, Bay of Pigs, the Kennedys’ and Martin Luther King assasinations, The Contras and Sandanistas, Daniel Ortega, The Perons, Manuel Noriega, Invasion of Grenada, Margret Thatcher (The Iron Lady) and the Falkans War. Mikhail Gorbachev, Glasnost and perestroika. The Fall of the Berlin Wall (Frankie Goes To Hollywood – a shout out!),

There’s also the dissolution of the Soviet Union. The over-throw of Saddam Hussein, the death of Fidel Castro. So many and numerous revolutions and insurrections. I can recall when Rhodesia existed, as did Burma. All subject matters that are endless in scope.

Yet, as the most recent events/news to dominate headlines and the world’s attention has been things such as The COVID-19 Pandemic or Insurrection at The U.S Capitol, a heartening realisation is that I’m no longer, merely, archiving, indexing and crossing-indexing decades-old subjects to readily available, trusted and verifiable sources. Which include MSM sources, non-centralised and Trusted News and Information Sources.

But from these a determination can be made as to what constitutes Fake-News. In times past such news frequently fell under the label Propaganda [see Joseph Goebel or Pravda News.

For the record, I’d like to suggest that Trump News be equated with Faux News.

Never-the-less, the realisation that the information that I have been archiving was being done in real-time was essentially a recording of history in the making. Not history as being seen from a future perspective but in the ‘here and now’. As it happens.

And, being a fan of Dragonlance Lores, I find myself thinking about one of my favourite characters of the genre, Astinus, Lorekeeper, Head Librarian of the Great Library of Palanthas. I’m just more modest of my place in the sands of time.

In cross-referencing of documents of Trump and his band of bit-players (in documents that are anywhere between 10 years to just hours or minutes-old, it is clear why MSM organisations need to employ Fact-checkers (now an industry upon itself) to inform consumers of Headlines, Sound-bites and Talking-heads that YES Trump has always been a liar and a con-man. All of which is proven as being True and Factual, rather than ‘alternative facts’.

Obviously, to most, if it’s an ‘alternative’ to being true, a Fact, then such a ‘truth’ exists either in the realm of fantasy or falsehood. Truth is, after all, dependent upon verifiable facts. 





Veracity. Not suppositions or other form of conjecture. A Fact is a fact. Or it is not. Lies by definition, are without a factual basis.

In the final analysis, my interests in, and consumption of news and information, has transformed me into a accidental recorder of history: Today’s News – as it happened.
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The explosive growth of the World Wide Web is, in some respects, akin to having access cable television or tuning in to satellite TV channels. In the end, it boils down to one essential component: global communication at your fingertips, commercial vested-interests aside. Continued growth of the internet (WWW), as consensus continues to develop, is analogous to the advent of the Guttenberg printing press in the 15th century (1436) by Johann Gutenberg.



The invention of moveable type and the printing press represent major developments in writing, recording and distribution of cultural literature. Its widespread adoption and uses have contributed to the eventual decline, not demise, of the Oral Tradition or method of recording and disseminating information across all succeeding societies or cultures that followed its invention.

Terms and concepts such as Mass Media, Mass Communication, Mass Production or Mass Consumption have become entrenched in the consciousness and lexicons of 21st century citizens. Yet, very few spare much thought to the fact that at a no-so-distant point in human history such ideas and notions would have involved or encompassed, at most, a few hundred or thousand individuals out of millions of citizens.

In addition, existing written records were possible only through the time-consuming and tedious process of handwriting or transcribing everything that was considered culturally important or significant. And, in all instances, those engaged in or dedicated to such tasks – monks, for example – represented an even smaller group of individuals who were capable of performing the enormous tasks of importing and translating oral sources of information, painstakingly transcribing these into written records. 

Any duplication of completed works for ‘mass distribution’ circulated among a readership that consisted of royalty, religious leaders, nobility, aristocrats and the educated. Not coincidentally but, rather, consequentially, the scope of the readership and print circulation represented some aspect of the governing or ruling political powerbases of the times.

Speculating, it can be suggested that within any social and political structure that’s dependent upon the delivery and validity of information that is first filtered through the lens of one particular group of ‘advisors’ and then disseminated for public consumption among the members of the political leadership will, in time, tip the balance of power in favour of those tasked with gathering and disseminating that information.



It’s not mere coincidence that Communists, Stalinists, Maoists, Theocrats and other tyrants and dictators always seek to control the forms and means of communications in attempts to secure their rule or seat of power. (This is not to infer that this does not apply to democracies – State Secret Acts and legislations are the balms that soothe the masses). Among them all there is a recognition or acceptance of the maxim – The Pen’s Mightier Than The Sword; to have control over the source and the means to collaborative and public opposition is but another means of solidifying political power.

Social revolutions may (at times) begin at the grassroots of the social spectrum but it takes someone with a comprehensive understanding of the existing power structure to galvanise, radicalise the social discontent that culminates in fundamental political upheavals, revolutions and evolution. There’s never been any social model in which the governors or rulers are so perfectly happy, satisfied or secure in their position that any simmering disaffection of the ruled can be dismissed or ignored as being of little or no consequence to the stability or sustainability of society’s existing social or political systems.

It’s often said that men are social and political animals. Assuming that this is correct, then all human social groupings and associations are political activities where the primary objective of the process or method employed aim at obtaining or maintaining support for a public opinion or common action.

While utopia’s an intellectual pipedream, an academic exercise, democracy (a dog’s breakfast of ideas and opinions) appears to be better suited for the free circulation of ideas and opinions in the social and public spheres of civil society. Communism or socialism, as ideologies and in comparison, seem to be half-baked ideas from which tyrannies or dictatorships germinate. Both provide the masses with very limited options; and as such, wide acceptance as social models is often found lacking among those who are oppressed by the ideologues.

Flash Forward

Like the Guttenberg press and the introduction of moveable-type, the WWW or the internet is a similarly significant social and technological development.

The WWW/Net, to date, is a ubiquitous and indispensable global communication tool. It’s ubiquity contributes immensely to the broadening definitions of cultural and political boundaries as it provides the means through which millions of global citizens communicate and interact, relatively, free of localised traditions, social or political constraints.

Thus, to appreciate its unbounded potential require that we learn to discern and understand the internet’s ability to empower citizens who feel disenfranchised or without voice in the many social and political choices and decisions that impact their daily lives.

Historically, the invention of the printing press was revolutionary on several levels. Technologically and socially the invention revolutionise the means of social (public) communication and discourse, Guttenberg’s invention became the means by which the aristocracy of the European Reformation period managed to snatch away the political status then enjoyed by both the Church – particularly the Catholic Church – and Nobility.

One result was that the previously assumed notions about the divine rights kings – based on the infallibility of the Church and its Teachings (keys to the social and political power structures that existed in a symbiotic relationship between the Nobles and the Church) was thrown wide open and questioned with each book printed and publicly distributed or discussed.

Consequently, the Church and its servants, having for centuries trained and conditioned citizens and adherents to accept its teachings and authority as being divinely inspired, derived and enshrined in the Church’s Holiest of Holy Books – the Bible, had to confront and address the force of public dissent, objection or rejection of its moral authority. In short, the State – social and political, was thrown into upheaval as a result of the printing press’ invention and its widespread adoption and adaptation.

While the Catholic Church eventually embraced the Reformation as a necessary step in the growth of the Church, it has steadfastly maintained that any new translation of the Scriptures will be done “from the original sources”, i.e, the Ancient Aramaic Scriptures of Eastern Christianity.

Thus, if knowledgeable Christians know that Aramaic was the language of the Jews and such venerable historical figures as Adam, Noah, Abraham, Isaac, Jacob, Moses, David and Jesus, then Luther and Tyndale, apparently, used questionable literary sources to build and develop their soap-boxes. This has been a counter-argument that has served the Church well since it blunts the thrusts of Reformers and Protestants alike.

And so, in this sense, the European Reformation period is representative of the political battles to win the hearts and minds, not just that of the ruling classes but all citizens. As a consequence, we find that many of the eventual outcomes pivot on the introduction of the printing press which served to coalesce the collective social consciousness that had been previously nurtured through religious teachings and authority.

Though long shepherded like lambs or sheep, the populace eventually responded like lions when the opportunities arrived for them to stand up and be counted.
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World War II, unlike any previous war in man’s history,) will always linger on in man’s memory the use of the first atomic weapons. Thus far, this war has the dubious distinction of being the first to wreck death and destruction on such a scale that previous violent confrontations between humans can be termed ‘street fights’ in comparison. And as in all street brawls, the objective is to exercise and demonstrate power over the opponent, while consolidating or establishing a position in the community or among peers. 

World War II was no exception.

What was the objective of the “war to end all wars”? Was it, as the history books state, simply an attempt by the Allied nations to destroy the menace that was rampaging across Europe at that time – Adolf Hitler? Or was it, as some have claimed, an attempt by the leading imperialist’ nations of that period, England, France, the United States (note, these were also the three main Allies) to restrict the imperialist visions of Germany? 

After all, despite the defeat that the German nation suffered at the hands of the Allies in WI, Germany had made a remarkable recovery industrially in the following years. In fact, Germany had become so powerful that it took the combined might of all the Allied nations to defeat the German forces.

The first thought that must be kept in mind When reviewing the ‘facts’ of World war II is this. the victors always write the books in a manner that would portray them in a favourable light. 

Just take a look at all the movies about WI and II, the conquest of the Americas by the Europeans, the Viet Nam and Korean wars, and so forth. then ask yourself the question: were the North American Indians that stupid and savage? Were they not ever justified in attacking the white men?

Who came ashore and proceeded to -deprive them of their life, land, women and liberty? If not, then Why is the American 0J’V providing aid to the South Vietnamese, the underground rebels in Afghanistan, etc.? If the German Armed Forces were as disorganised and undisciplined as they are often portrayed (Klutzy) Why did it take the Allied so long ,am at the cost of so many hunan lives, to defeat Hitler? 

Why did it take the atomic bomb to force the Japanese to surrender? If the public were to push aside all the historical ‘facts’ that since time immemorial the lives of human beings have been inundated with symbols. This is not surprising since all languages are, in essence, symbolic designations used to express our thoughts and aspects of our environment. Thus, human speech consists of various terms to describe plants, animals, actions, thoughts about one another, etc. 





The result of all this, regardless of the language or term used, has been the ability for men to Communicate with each other, understand each other and work together as a result of this understanding. 

As a matter of fact, it has been said that mankind owes the degree to which it has advanced up the evolutionary ladder primarily through our ability to speak, without which we’d probably still be savage beasts. In short, speech and co-orpe:ration are hallmarks of our specie.

It is my contention that, while human’s ability to speak has indeed enabled men to develop agrioultural skills, form societies, invent the automobile, airc:rafts, spacecrafts and sea vehicles to speed up and decrease the t:ravelling time, the degree of ease and comfort and the frontiers for exploration. as well as biological discoveries that enhance the surviability of of the human body against the variety of illnesses and deseases that can destroy it, the emotive meaning of various concepts has been responsiple’:to-&. large degree for JlS.n’s inability to e:z:adicate the use of violence as an intrument of settling their differences on issues that are either political, soc1a.l or religious in ~ture.

I believe that the probleM that are today in our modern, oivil1sed and technological world. violence on our streets and in our homs, wars and hunger in various ports of the world, the threat of nuclear annihilation, the degradation and eXploitation of mn and women either because of their sex or pigmentation, and so forth are all rooted in some of the ooncepts that are espoused by modern societal sn. 

And until men come around and understand that the true cause of such problems .b:e not O~~OO1a.l, political, religious env1ronmental but also in the linguistic interpmetation of the.concepts; Democraoy, CoJlllllWl1sm, ~ivate ~perty, Human Rights, Freedom, the State, letlon , Justice, God, Right and Wrong, war.and 19&08, Murderer and War Hero, Agg:resso1on and Defence, and so forth, it appears that !lP.n will continue on his present course into oblivion.

I’ll attempt to trace a pLth through the history of nankind and try to show how it has shaped the present with its accompLnying conflicts. Then I’ll project a pLth into the future,assumd.ng, of course, that there will be no radical change in regard to the symbols and concepts that I’U be dealing with over the next century or so, to show Why it is impem.tive that men must sit down and devise a. new set of symbols that will have a universal JI18&n~ to a.ll .aankind.

Today in the late 20th century, the deba.te st111 rages. did hu.uans evolve out of a primeval swamp as the scientists JIIl.intain or is M:l.n the handiwork of an ever present, omnipotent and benevolent Supreme Being as@ta.ught by theists? ‘Ibis question, and its lack of a definitive and conclusive answer, has served to divide men into camps.



Pr1Darlly there is the Creationists who argue that we am the childJ:en of a Supreme M:l.ker and point to their “Holy” scrolls, p:Lssed down through genexations by word of mouth befom the art of writing was developed or the printing press invented. When asked about the 1::asis on which these writings can be validated as TRUE they naintain that, although there is no real empirical evidence to go by, rrs TRUTH can only be perceived through FAITH.

Countering this argument is the Evolutionists. ‘Ibis faction base their argument on scientific theories and discoveries, Most notable among their evidence are archaeological, biological:geological discoveries. fossils and other skeletal remains found in various pIorts of the world; the many similarities that have been observed between hUJans and ID8J1’bers of the anl$l kingdom; and the geo}ilysical theories and methods that are used to determine the age of the earth and our universe. ‘

lbe empirical evidence presented by this group is dependent upon the scientific theories, such as ?’lhe Big Bang’ theory,proPOSed by the scientific cOllUl1un1ty to explain the origin of the Universe and the applorent unique.ss of our planet in relation to the other planets in our solar system.

‘lhese two groups, the Creationists and Evolutionists, dominate the debate. But there are two other groups involved in the discussion, though they are secondary pIorticiplonts.

First, there is the Agnostic, sometimes described as a fence-straddler. ‘lhose who have taken this position have done so mainly because the two min players in the controversy have failed to proVide any ?concmte and conclusive evidence’ that will resolve the quest pg4 ion in a definitive manner, and as such, the agnostic is forced to sift through the ‘evidence’ in the hopes of finding a common ground between the two pr1JDa.ry players. It is, undoubtably, a difficult task.

‘!be last of the participants is the Atheist who hold an extreme position on the topic and, in a manner, can be said to hold a position somewhat similar to the Evolutionists. The similarities between these two are only superficial.

To begin with, the atheist insists that there is no Prime mover in the order of human existence. Men are nothing more than biological entities – much the same as every other living creature upon the face of this speck in the vast cosmos, Destined to live out their life spans in some meaningless and undirected manner. 

When men die the only significant aspect of their miserable lives is the. amount of phosphates that would be returned to the soil.A glaring problem with this position, as well as that of the Rationalists, is that they both have closed their minds to any further arguments on the subject. 

The Evolutionists and Agnostics appear to be the only ones willing to continue the search for The Answer. But in the meantime, numerous problems have developed among men – primarily because they have been unable to resolve the issue satisfactorily enough for ALL Mankind.
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[All West-Indians Are Not Black]

Not All Blacks Are African
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=====================================================================================





In Canada, the 1960s Royal Commission on Bilingualism and Biculturalism and the Canadian Multiculturalism Act of 1988 served as the political touchstone of multiculturalism.



Since then, Canadians (especially its political class) apparently like to tout that the country is multicultural; and this, multiculturalism (as an ideology) is frequently held aloft to emphasise the importance that the government places on the integration of immigrant cultures within the nation's boundaries.



However, before Canada began preening about its multi-cultural credentials numerous countries around the globe had already been been deeply multicultural. Examples abound: Jamaica, Argentina, Chad, Cameroon, Bolivia, Trinidad and Tobago, Brazil, Nigeria, Togo, Mexico, Peru, Democratic Republic of the Congo, Spain, Ethiopia, South Africa, India, Venezuela, Australia, Philippines, Barbados, Grenada, Portugal ....



Having emigrated to Canada in the early 1970s from a country that was (is) multicultural, I can assure you that Canada's embrace of  multiculturalism was not unique as it was made out to be. Then, as it is today, it was merely virtue-signalling, a political ploy to be seen (or thought of) as being politically progressive.



Quibbling about whether or not Canada is a multicultural country is, to a point, truly a navel-gazing exercise. Canada, today, is multicultural - to the extent that various cultures do exist within its borders. That multiculturalism is largely evident within its larger cities and suburban areas.



I point all of the above out since it often occurs to me, as a black person living in Canada's largest city, Toronto (population of approximately 6 million), that affirming that one is Black is often seen as making a political statement (this is especially true of black Americans; and to a lesser extent, black Canadians).



For me, stating that I'm black is merely an affirmation of my obvious ancestral negroid features and skin colour.



Before the use of the term bi-racial became the common-place label among the social/political 'progressives' and culturally 'woke' I was simply multi-racial. That is a description of myself that I wholly embrace since my racial background (family tree) includes caucasian, chinese,  east-indian and negro.



So, it's often with bemusement that I observe the contortions of Canadian politicians and other public figures who claim to embrace multiculturalism as they strive to garner political support from the Italians, Greeks, Chinese, Indians, Pakistanis, Latinos, Philipinos and Arabic/Middle-Eastern ethnic voting blocks. Note: these are  clearly ethnic nationals.



When did Black become a nationality? All Africans are not Black. Similarly, not all West-Indians are Black.



Yet, the very same progressive politicians and public figures that natter on-and-on about the Black community When speaking about crime, gang violence or other social issues lump blacks as a political block around times of elections. The Black Community, as a composite of Africans/Caribbean/West-Indians, do not reside in enclaves around the country/city. I can visit Greek-town, Chinese-town, Little-Italy, the French-quarter, etc. Is there a black-town that I'm not aware of?



We repeatedly hear politicians talk about going after the Chinese/Italian/French/East-Indian/Filipino or Asian votes. But what we don't hear is them soliciting the multicultural African, Carribean/West-Indian voters. Instead they become The Black votes. How often do We hear of  special campaign appeals targeted at the White Community?



Are we to assume that white voting choices are taken for granted?



Perhaps, it's okay to speak of the Black Community but politically insensitive to refer to the White/caucasian community in multicultural Canada? Or, perhaps, I've become over-sensitive to the identity-politics that now submerges us all.



Black lives matter. Sure. What about the lives of those of other colours? I'm sure that south-Asians (the Brown-ones) and those of mixed-races must have something to say about that as well.



Surely, there is something incongruous, if not farcical, about our public figures and institutions wrapping themselves in the shibolets of multicultralism while simultaneously promoting ethnic divisions and identity for political purposes.



For the uninformed (or willfully ignorant), the region of the West-Indies/Caribbean, for example, consists of people who are descendants of  African, Arabic, South-Asian (indians/Pakistani/Tamil), Jewish, East-Asians (Chinese/Japanese), English, French, German, Irish, Lebanese,  Portuguese, Scottish, Spanish, Welsh, Greek, Dutch, etc. Most importantly, they don't refer to themselves as Blacks. They see themselves as being either Barbadian, Antiguan, Trinidadian, Jamaican, Grenadian, etc.



To each, identity is entwined with their country of birth, not merely the colour of their skin or ethnicity. The same applies to Africans. To mis-identify a Nigerian for a Congolese can be tantamount to calling a Welshman a Scottsman or an Irishman a Brit.



Yet, here in Canada - the self-appointed wellspring of multicultural awareness - we allow the politicians, progressives and other social engineers (aided and abetted by mainstream media sources) to divide us as Canadians through divisive identity politics.

Trinidadian by birth. Canadian by choice.
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Standing there on your own. Wondering what it's like to be all alone, with all the world around you. Just like the day they found you. Words coming through as clearly as though you are standing right there in the midst. Right there, side by side, telling what you see, what you believe. Speaking words that were never spoken. Seeing the images that, in fact, exist only in the mind of the teller. Which, until given expression, are nothing but hopes and dreams.



A mystery.



Telling what you see, what you feel, believe, need? Say the words and you are taken there. Not having to say or do anything in particular. Your breath is somehow taken away even as you learn how to breathe anew. You can live on your own, never knowing what it is like to give, receive, share or believe. Never knowing if you would have ever known. And yet the world is all around you, just as you found it. Life goes on with or without you.



Wanting to believe.



Believe that, perhaps, you simply need someone to make a believer of you. Live in your dreams and visit in your realities. Waiting for that someone who'd make it real and believable. Seeing, as through your own eyes, what you do see. Telling what you feel, knowing, wanting and need to treasure. Exposing your spirit as has never been done before. You don't understand but like a fool you'll go anywhere - you only need to know.



How do we experience those visions of beauty and serenity? Oh! You would pray, if only the words would bring you nearer. To be that close would take the breath away. You don't know what will be said. But if only just to hear the words, as you turn away. It is still a mystery.



Would you have ever known?



That you would have let your spirit run free with such abandon, unbounded, unbowed, unafraid at the turn of a word, flowing right back at you. Is it real? What do you need, to believe in ..... dreams and imaginings?



Telling what is seldom seen or spoken with such ease. Comfortable on your own but also wondering, how? Almost brought to the knees like you have never known. Walk away. All the while you just want, what? To believe that ...... even though the world of dreams is all around you have to still think and imagine to make it real. Yet that does not detract from the charms and beauties. All of which are to be discovered in exploration of those avenues and possibilities accorded by the existence of dreams and wishes.



Thoughts, you believed were all your own.



Can you ever know,  what it is like to stand there all on your own - not knowing what to say, not understanding the reasons why. Unquestioning; believing that what you see, you also know.  What is needed goes on without you. What you believe are the mysteries that you find all around with the greatest of ease; and in the unlikeliest of places and at the unscheduled moments of time. Life goes on without and around you.  It is not yours to give or take. Cannot be possessed, yet shareable.



So tell all that you believe since we don't really know.



If you believe, or need life to go on without you, then wishes become prayers. Hope meld into dreams, longings turn to desires, Sadness to joy, tears become smiles. And you are right there, among it all - the source of the barely discernible heartbeat and spark that give meaning to it all. The pinprick that generates the awakening awareness of mind; and with it, the accompanying existence of external sensory pickups that serve to define the realm of self. Nurturing purpose while feeding options, possibilities and probabilities. All of which can be found any and everywhere - with eyes closed shut and ears plugged.



Coming right at you; and if you had ever known ....



Would it have changed the course of the day when they found you? And you, in another world, would have said the words, I believe it is a mystery. You only need to believe in, ...... what? You don't really know what to say or give in a gesture of gratitude. The unspoken words are but thoughts ignited by the mysteries that are seen, felt and known; things that need to be learnt, embraced, scrutinised and examined, hunted and cherished. 



Things loathed and despised while some others are deified and mounted upon pedestals in reverence. The beauty and the ugliness. Saints and sinners. Angels and devils. And in spite of it all you would not have it any other way. The milieu is the crucible from which the polished and refined emerge with unerring constancy and relevance to each and everyone about. Without it there will be nothing but mere dust in the stream of life that surround and engulfs.



Close your eyes but don't let it all slip away.



Sitting alone on the edge of the world - the feeling you get when you close your weary eyes and turn the relentless mind off for a few moments of respite and solitude. When you let it flow on in and through the unknotted threads of your inquisitive mind. That place where you idly float away on a puff of imagination - serenaded to by the fates and entertained by the muses, servants to the gods themselves. 



Dare we dare open those eyes and glimpse about our surroundings?



Slow the pace down, perhaps? Are the dials on the instrument panel red-lining?  Indicators of what, perchance? It has been a long time, has it not?



Moving onward, dreams can be so enticing. That which you call the mind, can never be left behind, as you move resolutely forward. It is there for the long haul, as you chase passionately after your dreams and hope. So do you believe? What do you believe? Who do you believe? When do you believe? Why? What is there for you to believe in? Dreams and feelings?



As real as the wind whispering to you on a cool autumn evening. As real as a summer's sky as the sun sets below the horizon spotted with silver-lined wishes. They are more than simply feelings.

Like the life within, it jolts the consciousness that flickers and sparks slowly into existence. Why look away? Souls are only lost because they never seem to find ...... just as they themselves are so difficult to define with any certainity



See the exposed and vulnerable souls; know their purpose. Know of their pains. The answers that lie in each. It is kind of grey, yet know that the pain is known and understood - answers can always be found to those eternal questions.  Where debts are settled. Old arguments laid to rest. Perspective takes its rightful place in the grand scheme. Things laid to rest when their turn are due.



Oh?! You were were expecting fairness and justice, and equality? Well, we are all here walking, together, in the dark and rainy night. Settling will have to get in line, like so many other things in life. There is no one king or queen to which allegiences can be ascribed or pledged. Can never be found. The purpose is there for all to see - in plain sight even as resolution appears elusive, clouded by the mistiness of life. All that is certain is the way you feel and what you perceive and discern all around as you journey onwards. Only the young and intrepid see certainties.



Settle the scores while opportunity exist. The clock is about to strike.



Why an eye for an eye? See you not the irony in such a stances? Everything ventured and very little, if anything, gained in the outcome. Just a little bit of nervousness. It must have started somewhere. Just can't remember where. Passed back there, somewhere along the path to this point in time. Strangers have been too perfect, strangers. Tomorrow always rides ahead of you, just as yesterday is a constant companion of your past. 



Today is always the here and now. A luxury which explains how you feel, who and where you are. Where you are likely to venture with that next step towards uncertainty. So, go on, take a breath as the stranger turns to greet you. A luxury only the young can afford to ignore with any degree of certainty.



The joys of rediscovering.



Inside is where the heart grows. Outside is the realm of rainbows, dreams, wishes, hopes and expectations. With every heartbeat, you have to but just ask and be open to the answers. There you stand, torn in two. Everyone invariably and eventually head off on separate paths, unaware that at some point in time they will all lead back to the starting point that, inexplicably, defines the sum total of their lives. It is when that slips away that it presence is acknowledged by the absence from the core. Break those chains that bind because you have touched and gone your separate ways.



It has been so long. Memories never change; roses always remain the same.



Always haunting. Something to do with the way you feel. Storms at the heart of man's being. Must have passed it by somewhere - just can't quite remember. But here it comes again, to take the breath away; taking you by the hand as you journey on anew. A celebration that touches on the way you feel. Innocence - refreshing as it takes you by the hand, unconcerned about self, tomorrow, the unplanned. The mirror making no attempt to please, only there for those moments of quiet reflection.

An injection of reality insinuates itself.  How about not needing when your plate is overflowing? What about enjoying those moments for what they are, just moments in time? The moment you cease your attempts to grasp hold of the indefinable then becomes the instances in which you gain those ever elusive insights that always seem to elude your attempts at capturing. Forgiveness liberates. Unselfish deeds fulfill and satisfy in numerous ways never before imagined. Your mortality becomes subjugated to your inate divinity and goodness. You become immortal in a world filled with mortals forever in search of immortality and nirvana.



Enjoy the moments, each and every one. Grieve and celebrate each moment, a minute at a time. Slowly gain the strength to take flight and soaring above it all.]
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[And You]

  .... Life goes on all around; believing, yet not really knowing what to say
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And mountains crumble all around. Rivers continue their inexorable trickle down to the seas. Flowing deeply and coldly through caves painted black, untouched by the rays of day's warming light. Eyes like diamonds flashing by as streams meander underground. Against walls as blank as all eternity, abysses abound - always and forever, unseen. Seeking. Searching. Hoping. Dreaming



Face to face. Skin to skin. Touching, yearning, wanting, needing. Feelings.



Simple pathways across which life slips and seeps on through, penetrating defenses. Everywhere nurturing, watering and feeding. Sating the heart, mind and soul at each and every turn along the way in that sometime dry and waterless place. Whisperings, turning to the light touches which  elicit moans of contentment: No, don't look back. Walk, don't run. Close those eyes in safe surrender. Dreams are about to be given birth, as darkness once again overtakes the receeding rays just gone past.



The defenses and defenseless have been punctured and penetrated. Exposed



Walk on through .... mountains have crumbled before. Yet, rivers still do run deep. Stars appear, twinkle and disappear from the skies. Dreams survive. Hope lives. Wishes become reality at the unlikeliest moments along the way, taking on comfortable forms. And if the darkness can only be broken, illuminated. If you only could .... let it go. No tears, no fears. The beseeched and the entreated, ever after, entangled in the dance of life. Entwined as one. To turn away dislocates.



A heart of clay, bruised, broken and scattered. Ripped apart and discarded. Scattered to the winds, disappearing from sitet. Pleading and needing as it is thrust away. Yet, inseparable even when laid to rest. For there you are, through it all, in colours bright and dull. One and all. Innocent and equally experienced. See the heavens as they crumble, twist and fade away. Watch it break apart and collide. Sparks igniting, flaming. Iluminating. Setting the spirit free - into the night, the half life. Sweet surrender comes through silken light. Sparkling. Separating, dissolving to nothingness.



Harshness slowly fades away as filters slip into place. Consciousness returns.



Tearing you away from the all encompasssing embrace of darkness and familarity. Feet of clay become the wings of freedom. Life entreats, entices, soothes and comfort - lifelines reach out into the night, devoid of the flames which fuel the currents of condemnation and isolation, desperation. Defeat and subjugation givie rise to new hope. And you run with arms thrown wide open.



No tears or fears, this day. Harmonies embrace and caress. Intermingling and enchanting. Charming and embracing. Escorts and guides along lost or forgotten avenues and pathways. Bridging chasms, building barriers against yawning and unexpected precipices that seem to appear out of nowhere - thwarting and deterring against further danger and misadventures. Guardians. Hopes and dreams so intertwined with one another that neither can exist without the other. Total symbiosis. Harmonious. Symphonic. Grand and spectacular in origin, form and purpose. Unique beyond uniqueness itself. Personal and, therefore, treasured above all else. 



The battles are not always fought  just on the perimeters. Casualities can and are often incurred by parties joining in the collective chest-beating. For there to be the incensed implies that there must also be the one being preened and strutted for, the impressed. Peacocks require the existence their mates definition. For were this not true that would then imply an example of one brood of very self-centered, dysfunctional peacocks.



Surrounded by those things that have been stashed away, out of sight, away from prying eyes. You admit surrender, bare arms hanging at your sides, defenses down. The good fight having been fought, the battles won, the enemies faced and each vanquished in turn. The battlefields littered here and there with bit and pieces of shattered and discarded remnants of hopes and dreams that have fallen victims by the wayside. 



None ever desires it to be that way. Simply a natural consequence of constant guarding and defending. No quarter being given. No ground relinquished, principles defended and fortified against constant onslaughts from all sides. The crucible impartial in output. Simply form and function. The craftsmen arbiters of purpose and reasoning. 



The toll taken is quite heavy in penalties levied against participants. Consequences enormous. Costs, priceless.



Hopelessness of purpose slowly give rise to clarity of vision and vistas of possibilities. Purpose no longer of solitary soldiering always onwards; chasing after the wind and tides of time and change. Roots need not always be uprooted and obstacles brushed aside in haste of passage. Seeds need to be sown in preparation of rebuilding and renewal. Obstructions studied and understood so as to better deal with future need for clarity and understanding. Creativity blossoms within the unexpected that litters the pathways.



Intentions, when clearly laid out in the open for all to see and gaze upon, reduces the chance of misunderstanding. Diminishing propotionately. Relationships, wanting and needing to be heard and understood - after the long journey, require a willingness to seek compromises and shed the antagonistic, battle weary armaments, facades and spirits. 



The moment in question eludes you. Nonetheless, the question remains: is a touch here going too far, as the stranger turns and greets you. Would a little softening of stance be too self-compromising, in exchange for peace and succour for a weary spirit? Only the angels can truly say.



And just how do you go about getting in touch with such souls?



They don't appear to be around much anymore. Everyone's hell-bent on settling the scores even as they are drenched and inundated from all around - never really knowing or understanding why. Seldom having time to ask, what is it all about? No time to assess purpose or consequences. Indifference to the pain of others, mired in quicksand of shallow lives, leaves no harbour to shelter a passing thought for the plight of others, victims of their own actions and deeds.



Beauty unseen is unknown. Kindness, unknown, unwelcomed nor sought after. Shunned and disparaged, even when stymied by their very impotence. Embittered of the cards that have been dealt by the hands of fate. Heedless of destiny, seek out the threads of chance and lady luck to give meaning and purpose to the yet unrevealed future. Futures which quickly become the past as surely as there will be more tomorrows, as today fades into oblivion.



So why are so many souls lost in the relentless maw of life and living?



Is Life meant to be lived one day at a time. Each day being but another example of the impartiality of the crucible of life and time that comprise ones existence within the fabric of living. Growing and learning and accepting that purpose is always to question why; and the how takes care of itself along the way, somehow. The faint of heart need not apply. Truths can be as harsh as they can be soothers.



Who needs or wants to be coddled?



Contentment soothes, flows and undulates slowly as it makes its way past on its meandering way. Nestled between the tree-lined banks of meadows and plains which contain and direct passage as it journeys unerringly to distant destinations. Destinations unknown yet defined by forces even greater than its own.



Purpose unthought of, even as it washes away - filling, nourishing, sating, destroying. Cutting swaths and rebuilding all along the way in one single fluid motion. Nurturer and destroyer. The depth of its strength and power visible for one and all to see in its crystalline composition, sparkling and shimmering. Shiva - builder and destroyer. 



Cloudiness  appears only as it absorbs the sediments which gather or crosse its path. Yet it never tarries for too long. The sludge that breed impurities and contaminate is filtered away. Silt slowly sinks to the bottom; and in time,  will serve to elevate parts of the landscape which they had earlier threatened  to destroy and inundate. Impotent forces against the might and magic of nature's own elemental forces.



Comforting arms that embrace, reach out and offer safety in their enclosure.



The maker and weaver of dreams. Nurturers of hopes and wishes. Nursemaids of hurts and unendurable pains, brush away tears and keep fears at bay. Protectors and teachers providing safe passage and sojourns for those who prepare to journey onward after deep-rooted quest for answers to causes. The purpose of it all.



Twilight is looked for and welcomed with open arms. The the guards and constant vigilant guardians are dismissed. The dark forces held at bay and stymied by the advancement of night's protective cloak. Warded off by the silvery beams of night's faithful companion and the pinpricks of starlight which dot the blanket of night, their light cast across the subdued landscape. Promises that the night will be but for dreams and wishes. 



There is no need to cower fear. As the night casts her beams, it is time to settle down and watch as the night spins it magic all around and above you, ever after. A time to explore the depth of your soul and explore your inane humanity. Time to look back and ahead in safety, to beseech and be beseeched, enchanted, thrilled, inspired, fascinated and transfixed by the gems and jewels which surround you at every turn.



That which is buried is not necessarily over and done with. They are respresentative only of futile attempts at hiding, camouflaging, disguising, a prettying up of times and events, things we would rather not deal with in the here and now. The immediate. A postponement. A breather. The placing on the shelf those things classified, perhaps, for later review.



Yes, and as the worms feast on the growing rot and decay and stench that ultimately follows, reminders that with internment often comes new issues that are not directly related to the decomposing but is the nature decomposition. Of things which are disposed of in haste, often with little aforethought to eventual consequences. 



The breeding ground for the proverbial can of worms - brought to the fore by those annoying slaps and stings of unadulterated reality. Whatever should be left unsaid has already being spoken. That which is undone, cannot now be redone or wiped away from existence. The reality is now.



There are the individuals or groups who have for exceedingly long periods of time been denied, denigrated, stifled, shutout, ridiculed, dismissed as being irrelevant - marginalised and labelled as being on the fringes of the social Status Quo. Their opinions decried as being banal, inane, unscientific, without basis or foundation. Ideas and dreams dissected every which way to the point where the original thought or thinkers, concept or conceptulisers lay there beyond recognition or coherrence.



Dogmas reigning supreme in a world where it is not merely an environment of dogs eating their young in vain attempts to fend off the inevitable crawl of enroaching passage of passing ascendancy and slipping away of power and domination. The young turks herded off and sacrificed. Sent off to slaughter and be slaughtered in wars, the last remaining vestige upon which dogmas, religious truths, political and lawful rights are maintained and enshrined. Divinely inspired moral turpitude, scientific and philosophical truths offered up as facts, certainities and plain old ignorances.



The wielder of the club defines the rules which support their vision and version of reality as they need it to be defined; the realms wherein their views, opinions, prejudices and perhaps, skewered perception of those very realities themselves, are choreographed. Given validity by their very own handpicked and crafted puppets. The truly skillful puppeteers are whizzes at keeping the strings of manipulation carefully hidden from view. Even from their chosen apprentices of the art.



Who then is the puppeteer or the puppet in such daily dramas is open to interpretation: for one cannot exist without the other. They define themselves through the existence of the other. A symbiosis so intricately woven with the elaborate threads of illusion. So carefully crafted and skillfully manipulated that it is a foregone conclusion that it is not real. Easily coming apart when the loose threads are picked at by the uninitiated or merely curious. 







From within or without makes no difference: the blanket of the well crafted illusions is really nothing more than just that - illusion itself. And the illusionists themselves are the last to see that their illusions are not based on any substantial realities. Pitiful saps, really. Watch as they look on as their seemingly well constructed world begins to unravel and crumble.

The horror! The horror! Get a life!



Reality bites and illusions comfort, nurse and satisfy inabilities to come to terms with life's harsher realities and truths. Escaping into the illusion only leaves the harsh, cold and, sometimes, uncompromising world of reality behind. Worlds to be dealt with by those who, lacking the fortitude that life requires, seek recourse to bliss. Is there a need for such illusions? Or is there even a cause?



Perhaps we should all tiptoe across the valleys and hills of illusions. Tip our toes in the clear running brooks. Skip a pebble across the stilled surface of the pond.  Or, maybe we should just tramp right across; get to the other side and demand to know just what the heck is going on? In an authoritative voice, of course. No time for puppy whelps when barking at the heels of a giant.



So, tip-toeing, as it were, through one such field we are confronted by realities that have been reduced to sloganisms, finger pointing, responsibility avoidance; moral relativisim and ethics as fluid as free-flowing streams. Rippling as the dunes of the desert fields; and as solid as those very sun-drenched sands.



Values and mores are held aloft; shining examples of man's continuous march toward that elusive holy grail of knowledge and complete understanding. His Valhalla. His Camelot, King Arthur and his Queen, The Knights of the Round Table. His Eden, Nirvana. All idyllic dreams, pursued and sought after even as experience clearly shows that they are built upon flawed assumptions, hounded by abysmal failures in execution; and so, destined to be always elusive goals which continually spur him further on as he quests even farther afield.



The sands of time appear to have mired man's high ideals in the quagmire of his humanity. Not an enviable place or position to be in, even at the best of times.



Surely, 'guns do not kill people; people kill people'. Ergo? Guns are not bad. They are not destructive implements which have become the bane of mankind. Thus, that which is finite in form and function is to be elevated above the right of another human being's right to expect and demand that he or she has an equal or greater right to be free of fear of his or her life been violently snatched away. 



A life akin away by the use of an inanimate object, ( conceived of, designed, built and utilised by man ) under the control of another human being - carelessly, casually, viciously, callously and indifferently. Life and death decisions thought of and executed by those with no qualms about snuffing out the life of another human being as easily as they will blow out the flame of a candle or crush out the life of an insect which carelessly ventures underfoot. Might makes right; and ideals be damned! Power to the people?   



Only the demented or morally inept would dare advance the notion that the denied rights, unheeded wishes and shattered expectations of the minority is superceded by the callous actions and disdaining voices of the majority. When there are no opposing forces there is seldom any impetus to alter course, as when going downstream. 



The good of the many is far too often outweighed by the might and shadow of the few wielders of power. Similarly, there is truth in that old adage about using the carrot to punish and the stick to motivate. 



Taking the moral high ground implies that such morally based ideals and objectives leave no room for change, adaptation, redefinition and refining, compromise or accomodation. Relativism is the Swiss cheese through which idealism and dreams seep and ooze from the pores of idealists and the woolly-headed dreamers of the world; and in such worlds, conformity and unity of expression give voice to the notion that might makes right. 



Survival of the fittest means the culling of the herd as directed and expected by a visionary leader of the pack. Unquestioned alligiances built on the foundation of complete and total acceptance of one man's truths being sufficient enough to encompass all other truths.



For or against. Friend or Foe. Black or white. Rainbows, after all, are nothing but illusions brought about by light refracting and interacting with particular elements in a multi-faceted manner. Remove the cause and the illusion disappears from sight. Its existence ceasing with the removal or destruction. It is irrelevant as to whether it is real or not - for it no longer exists.



Similarly, evil does not actually exist unless it is given length and breadth, height and depth, dimension and scope, cause and effect, origin and departure point; not- withstanding that goodness itself fails to stand up to those very same tests in the absence of evil's form and functionality as a counter-point. For the illusionist to exist then so too must the illusion itself



To rescue thousands, millions from their oppressed and wretched lives it appears that we must first destroy, obliterate and annihilate the very things that they hold precious, valued and worthy. Affections for which they themselves are or were apparently willing to engage in selfless, senseless and unrelenting battles - destroying, uprooting, thrashing and annihilating; obliterating those very things held in high regard by those who dare to oppose them in right-of-possession and perpetual upmanship, regardless of the means or methods, cost or consequences, logic or illogic of it all.   



The mirrors are in place; and the stage has been set for the Grand Illusion. And when all is said and done, the layers peeled away and exposed of their frailties, the dark recesses flushed out and exposed to the light of reality - the sad fact is that at some point the master becomes the slave; and a slave, a master. 



The oppressor changing hats and becomes the subjugated. Turning points being the keys to spin-making perspectives of humanitarian efforts when actions clearly shout out that is not being the case. The walls of Jericho have fallen and to the victors go the spoils.



The old world will no longer be despoiled though overuse of natural resources. Rampant and intolerable oppresion of natural rights and freedoms, divine rights and privileges, customs, beliefs, traditions, opinions and views will all be defended against all assaults upon their right to exist. To the death.



Blood, sweat and tears. They build, create and capture.



Envision, a sun drenched beach reaching off into the distant horizon in both directions. Strewn about every which way, in every shape and form, colours and intensities: the tanned, the pale, the brown, bronzed, ebony; every nationality, ethnic background, religion and creed. Languages and dialects intermingling into a babble against a backdrop of crashing waves. 



A sea of humanity which scampers and plays, lounges, relaxes, soaking in the balming rays of a clear blue sky across which flitters and floats all manner of objects, man-made and nature's. The peals and squeals of childen and adults as they intermingle and inter-act in apparent freedom with very little thought about the next instance of moment that is about to burst upon their lives. It is to die for!



As many do, in fact, die for such dreams. Unfullfilled. Their bodies and faces strewn and buried across countless acres of the earth. Hidden in countless depths of rivers, lakes, oceans and unimaginable places. Butchered, mutilated, tortured and subjected to unimaginable horrors that only man can inflict upon another human being. Every perversion conceivable or imaginable escaping from the darkest recesses of the human psyche. 



And we like to be entertained. No longer satisfied with the spectator sports and events which have been reduced to statistical probabilities, possibilities and eventualities we hunt through every nook and cranny for those extreme possibilities which eventually become so indistinct that the lines between it all blurs. 



The spectacular spectacle of watching others daily, monthly, yearly -  watching and being entertained by those who, so motivated by greed, propelled by selfishness and complete lack of self-worth, among many other such enlightening rhinestones haphazzardly slapped about their persons, nationally broadcast to the world that they think their lives are so worthless that they have nor feel no shame in shouting it from more than that proverbial rooftop: National Network Television.



Fifteen minutes of fame; and it is free. All that you need to do is, degrade yourself, Nationally; and oh! by the bye, we will even allow you take down anyone of your choosing. It is a bonus. If you can't get anyone to despise you as much as you hate yourself, then where is the fun? The entertainment value? The ratings and the audience? The advertisers, the shillers, shysters and swindlers? Show me the money is more than a credo. It is more of a homage to the power of wants and needs, the dynamics between idealism and pragmatism.



Desires and longings. Obsessions and exploitation. Self flagellation and nationally televised self-loathings have become national past-times piped into homes of millions for their private entertainment. Civilisation and cultural maturity hoisted aloft at their apogees; shining achievments and examples that man at his humane best can aspire to in their most glorious of moments. Startbursts framing crowning glories and utter debasement, all with one dramatic sweep of the arms announcing the introduction and elevation of such cultural iconalists in our midst. Visioneers.







Weep not for the growing demise of civility, nobility, thoughtful concerns and empathy. Shed no tear for the young and the easily led or tractable who unwittingly look outward at leaders and guides for sense of purpose and direction in what is often a murky and hostile environment. Leadership by example is, after all, the pathway across which knowledge and progress are tested and entrenched within the social fabric of culture and society. That which fails these tests are to be discarded for being outside the realm of the norm. 



The stamps of approval of the Status Quo denied or exercised with no clear indication of process or methodology. Entrenchment is determined and disseminated to the general populace by the organs of the inner circles. Those things deemed destabilising or culturally detrimental to the greater social good or enlightenment are rejected or shelved in routine manner. Assuaging the fears and concerns of those who suspect that the cupboards are being kept locked and guarded long after the treasures have disappeared or been squandered away by those assigned to keep the hounds at bay. The noble savage becomes a myth perpetuated by the myth-makers. 



There is nothing ennobles deception, treachery, exploitation, lies and self-deception. Nothing obviates the opiates of the masses like concentrated self-delusions.



Feelings of superiority often breed disdain, engender intolerance and bigotry instead of humbling, exposing one to other vistas and views. Acceptance and understanding are the only requirements that such a privilege requires, demands or expects. For what is superiority if not a trait rather than a gift? An obligation which derives its very essence from the fact that it ought to enrich rather than degrade in its purpose, exercise and outcome.



Infinity, the symbol of life itself. Without beginning or end, its course and purpose merely that which can be perceived against our limited horizons. But within those limited but, admittedly, extensive landscapes exist numerous pathways of departure and crossings which serve to spur us onward. 



The nexus within which life is defined; and from which it is expelled in all directions. Sprinkling and raining its influences here and there as it dissolves and dissipates across the varied landscapes; imbuing and influencing the lives and existence of all which falls beneath its extensive but impartial purview.   



Having not the answers but what lacks is the means, methods and abilities to unveil those influences. What lacks is the ability and understanding to reproduce and recreate in its totality, with any consistency, that which defines life itself; even as those deficiencies seem to not humble or thwart man's efforts to elevate himself above the grandeur that is life.



Daily, striving to gain ascendancy; mounting ineffectual assaults against the gods of mount Olympus, armed with slings and bows - in defiance of perceived unfairness and impartiality of life's enormous forces. Tilting at windmills - while the land beneath continues to remain fallow, untended, neglected. The seeds of life germinating and sprouting up here and there with few caretakers to tend to the gardens scattered across the landscape beneath their feet.









And, of course, the seeds and plants blossom and bloom, with minimal attention - weeds creeping in, threatening to overrun and choke off the necessary life-giving nourishment and nutrients. There are not enough ploughshares available to mount a concerted effort at uprooting - pushing back the enroaching undergrowth which threatens to over-run and destroy. Too many gardening tools have been beaten into swords; not enough hands left to tend to fields and gardens.



Blown here and there, by the winds of change. The brambles and the drifts. Rootless, yet accomodating. Sturdy, but still fragile in composition; sensitive to change in bearing or directions. Stable; and simultaneously unsure. Human.



Surrounded by all those things which don't quite make sense. Voices in the mist. Confusion. Things already outlived. Out-paced, overcome, distanced, subdued. Buried.  Irresponsible and irrepressible; not the first to say .... all things defined and clasified a while back there in the distant past. Yet the mist still gathers its forces, readying to erase the presence off the fabric which comprises reality. 



Blown away by those thoughts which ancient ancestors fought and died for in the name of principle and ideals. Dreams. Always a wrinkle to keep the illusion real looking. And interesting.



Take a look around. Hear the screams, see the tears and pain. Feel the hurt of the slings and arrows endured by the ill-prepared and unprotected. The babies and the cubs. The inquisitive as well as the naive. The callous and insensitive. The unyielding and hopeless. The dreamers and their dreams. The sage and the fool. The yogi and the disciple. 



Leaders and guides do get lost at some point in time. The competent ones are those who are quick and willing to admit such a weakness. Teachers can be taught. Discerning followers are the ones who keep them honest. A necessary symbiosis. For there are many garden paths to be traversed during that walk of life; and it is for that very reason that guides and signposts exist: experience becomes the teacher.



There is that pile sitting there in the shadowed corner, waiting for the light of illumination to turn their way and illuminate a path. Any path.



Leaderships fails miserably. The lighted way is fragmented, prismed, multi-faceted. And, to the inexperienced, those distinctions are not that readily discernible. Pitfalls abound and are plentiful. Quagmires, whirlpools and quicksand abound. Reacting as you hear someone screaming at the top of their lungs. Too many voices vieing for attention; and not enough time to react to each in a timely manner.



But does that necessarily lead to feelings of hopelessness? Is letting each and everyone drown better than attempting to rescue, at least, just one who is about to go under for that last time. Action, of course being better than inaction. The attempt superceding the failure to have at least  given it a hearty try. Life is not a philosophical discussion in which there is time for considered opinions and views to be expressed and reviewed, all in good time. It is about the here and now. The immediate. That shit or get off the pot type of puckering. 





Voices, becoming forces. Preparing to split it all wide open - using only that which have fallen by the wayside. No need to say, "... I am sorry .... ". Representative of things which have been put  away.  Forgotten. Slipped through the cracks. Pain, in all its forms, is not an agreeable sight. Definitions abound, concensus lacking. Opinions divided. The faint of heart need prepare and coat the intestines. Or just sit and stare in awe and wonder, by all the things which surround and interplay at the highest and lowest levels of our consciousness.



Sights and sounds. Voices raised in anger. Or coated with kindness. The out-stretched hands offering invitation or the upraised ones poised to strike, again. A kind word or touch at that moment of despair is far more powerful, welcomed and long-lasting than a constant barrage of vile invectives denigrating the fallen and hurt, the defenseless. Sticks and stones certainly do hurt and bruise and break. 



How about the putdowns, the harsh jibes, snickering, finger-pointing and name-calling? Psyches can be such fragile things; consequently, it would be presumed that greater attention must be given toward their care and development.



And who is best qualified to be given that job, role, task, responsibility of being teachers and guides to the generation of the future? The elected and non-elected representatives who comprise the political machinery of nations? 



Perhaps, it is a task which can be consigned to the business world and its financiers who are motivated by just one irrefutable fact: they exist to see or create a need, meet that need and earn a buck or two for having the means and wherewithal to provide the servicing of those 'needs'. Where there is no need there is no investment made. 



It is all about wealth, power and politics. Demand: something that is desired, wanted or needed; Supply: that which can be exploited to one's own selfish advantage, making the electorate or the investors irrelevant to the machinery.



So what if those needs manifest themselves in the production and consumption of entertainment? Life needs and has its little diversions. Escapism is in itself a reality.



A reality that shouts at you, confronts you and demands your attention when children begin killing children. Boys and girls forgetting about all those things which bonded them together in the playgrounds of their childhood. Instead of being adventurers they become antagonists in some warped dance called battle of the sexes. The troops amassed on both sides, the banners raised and the battle charge sounded. The war is afoot!



On the sidelines are the forgotten, left to fend for themselves, venturing into dark and dangerous areas across the battle-scarred landscape. Exposed to unexploded bombs and mines that are strewn across the battlefields. Injuring themselves and others as they continue on unsupervised.



The troops are at the front, engaged in mortal combat. Hacking at limbs, blowing things up without question, stabbing and puncturing, bloodletting, crushing and annihilating. And the masters sit comfortably back at home comparing the columns in their ledgers.The longer the production runs the more satisfying the totals of the receipts. Who was it that said that war is hell? But someone has to finance it. Just as there are those who does the masterminding, executing, fighting and championing of its virtues.



Meanwhile, Johnny and Jane are back at home, unchaperoned or supervised - exposed to the world of the real and the make-believe. Stimulated to the point where reality drops off and the fantasies begin. The good guys do not always wear white; and knights do not always come to the rescue of fair maidens.



The Mansons of the world are not only monsters in their own minds. They also become the idols of the unwary and vulnerable. The beavis and buttheads, the barts, the springers, the south park community, the sterns - they have become the measure by which we judge our ability to be tolerant or blind, accepting or critical, aware or shocked, responsible or downright stupid. Taste that rancid stew which has been cooking and simmering - while we lost sight of what really matters most in life.



Not surprisingly, seeing as how the beacons which have been erected to provide illumination are now withering away from lack of proper maintenance and use. The muck and sludge which have been building for years need to be raked off and washed away. The lenses and bulbs broken and burnt out  with the passage of time and through random, and often deliberate acts of vandalism, need to be replaced to provide the needed illumination along pathways which are now shrouded in obscurity. 



All of which blind us to the fact that they had been put into place for a reason at some point in the distant past. Either that or they are merely diminished reminders of things left behind by others with too much time on their hands and not enough diversions. 



Look upon the shabby replicas that are being erected in place of such distant and ancient signposts and monuments to cultural, spiritual, intellectual and societal enlightenment. Upon what foundations are the new being built? Are the goals, objectives or visions clearly defined to achieve such Herculean results? Will they weather the test and passage of time which give all things significance in their erection and passing. 



To dream is not the sole purview of the dreamer, the idealist, the visioneer nor the historian. To build upon and embrace such dreams is to look upon the soul of humankind and see that it is fractured and fragmented, in need of healing balms which will provide soothing cohesiveness to the wandering and sense of loss which now permeates the collective psyche.    



The calm in the eye of the storm has yet to be detected. Confusion reigns and abound. The sky is falling; and chicken little is no where to be found. Captain Ahab is at the helm, raging against the forces of nature which threaten to overturn, cast adrift or thwart his relentless pursuit of the demons who haunt and taunt him and his fellow travellers. 



The storm rages relentlessly all around. The unwary tossed here and there like so much flotsam, sucked into whirpools which suddenly appear out of the grey mist.



Pricking at the illusionists and their illusions, however, comes with the attendant tendency of popping your own illusions in the process. So, be careful where those pins are stuck, lest you are willing to prick yourself in turn.
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[Contradicting Juxtapositions]

Negative Confirmation

Notlimah Hsineved Rev. 24/09/2024





Is it possible that Hollywood is turning off the gore, sex and violence ( just as they did back in the late 80's and early 90's with regard to drugs and alcohol .... Say No To Drugs, MADD and AIDS campaigns)?

 

When the disco years ended ( as an example and assuming that it really ever did die ) so did the music and movie cultures which had sprung up in its wake disappear into the wilderness; only to make a shadowy re-appearance of itself in the late 90s as highlighted by the re-emergence of the bell bottom pants, disco music, platform shoes, tie-dyes clothes, etc ... Oh! That is the '60s! you say? 

 

The mass media is an excellent recorder of how life imitates art, and art imitates life to define Culture. If we are to look for the source of this perpetual trend we only have to look deeply into what defines us as a specie. That is, we have a conscious awareness of Self which is collective in its singularity nature. It is this social consciousness which motivates and propels the entire specie. We appear to need to validate ourselves as being essential to the Whole, if only to give our individual selves a reason for our really singular and individual existence. 



Without the existence of Others to give such validation men and women can become lonely, solitary creatures of habit. No more or no less important than any of the other species which occupy this piece of debris which hurtles precariously across the vast void of time and space. 

 

If that long ago 'Neanderthal' man/woman had not understood his environment and learnt to communicate that understanding to those around him/her would we have learnt to speak, to write, to draw to sing, to invent, to discover and explain all which have become so integral to explaining what a man/woman/human being is supposed to encompass?



Take away all that today defines us as individuals, social groups, cultural makeup and composition, pretend that you are from outside of this reality visiting this interesting rock as you traverse your own time dimension, which we will label, Reality; and being of the inquisitive and inquiring type, tarry long enough to further examine all that which surrounds on your sojourn here. 



And, being of the speculative mind, you tend to be analytical of mind and scientific in your examinations. A time and place where everything need to be examined, labelled and classified, verified, theorised, validated, .... Hey, wait a minute! you say? That sounds so much like us and our scientific community, in particular. 

 

So, is life and art really so different in the final analysis? 

 

Of course, we are all aware that in the public sphere of this consciousness polls and tabulations are taken on an ongoing basis ( like laboratory tests conducted to validate a theory or new discovery ) to determine the composition of the social consciousness in various areas of this fascinating rock upon which this consciousness has been discovered. Social movement and consciousness is no longer a thing in the wild. It has become so encompassing that it may be fair to say that it has become near artificial, like laboratory creatures or zoo animals. 



How representative is a caged animal of the true nature of similar animals roaming about in the wilderness? A Siamese cat is a relative of a Siamese tiger .... by a long stretch of the imagination, perhaps. In much the same way Rover is related to a panther or a jaguar or a cougar.



Truth is, the lab creatures have become part of their artificial environments and purpose of the experiments. As any pollster will tell you, every poll has a statistical factor weighted in to counter the unavoidable tendency of those being polled to exaggerate or hide certain factors or features, dependent upon the obviousness of the polling techniques. It is that plus/minus, +/- factor, the variable, that is often used to explain away statistical anomalies in the data. The missing links. 



Scientists, doctors, politicians, philosophers, statisticians - all rationalists in outlooks, methodologies, purposes and outcomes, subscribe to this dictum regardless of the form in which their observations, theories, assumptions and conclusions derived. There is always room left for that 'unknown factor'. 

 

So, why should the non-scientific life be any different?

 

For those who don't spend their time in the so very, very public sphere of this consciousness, for the non-techie - that means you and me, Hollywood would never make us stars: we don't live our lives out loud enough for that honour. 



We won't be found chanting and raving on the public stumps, entreating the masses with a combination of either the sublime, the inane or the ridiculous to forfeit what little they have of their sense of identity and willingly proffer it up for a statistically miniscule chance to momentarily soar to the top of the dung heap and be proclaimed king/queen of the hill - before finally extinguishing into mere nothingness in the grand cosmic scheme of life, in far less time than it takes to get there in the first place. 



A mere bug on the windshield of Life. Nothing that a few squirts of windshied washer and a few sweeps of the blades can't erase.

 

So what if we don't believe in miracles? Life is a big enough mystery.

 

Knights and Queens, Princes and Princesses. Dragon and Dragon Slayers. Damsel and Prince Charming. Goblins and Ghosts. Pixies and Fairies. Witches and Warlords. 

 

We may not believe in miracles but we most certainly believe in Might and Magic. For, in the infinite realm that is really and truly yours and yours alone - your imagination - you alone rule supreme.
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It is human reason which has destroyed all illusions; but reason herself wears mourning for it, so as to induce us to console her.  (Alfred de Musset)



Models do in fact give definition to perceptions. The existence of a model assumes the presence of goals/objectives/purpose. The reason for being is to ascribe labels to concepts or ideas.



Names, too, provide and aid in the creation of impressions, identities; and they in turn give way to definitions and questions about meaning. For example: Canadian Tire. Goodyear/Goodwrench. Mr Submarine. Pizza Pizza. Coca Cola. McDonalds. Helpdesk. Customer. Analyst. Service. Technical. Endusers. Politician. Government. Nurse. Priest. Martyr. Saint. Nun. Sinner. Angel. Devil.

�Not only do names play a vital role in the definition and use of models but the conjoining of any has the unavoidable consequence of either strengthening, enhancing or improving an already existing model, or combinations of, or the resultant weakening of another model or combination of models. Perceptions then become a bit more indefinable. Re-examination of meaning and purpose then becomes unavoidable.



All definitions, meanings, names, labels, objectives or purpose hinge upon one thing: the model of ideal. And this, in turn, balances on the crown of assumptions, seated on the pillars of ideals, which imply that, without the existence of such idyllic models chaos and disorder will reign and prevail in their place. This, of course, is based on models which are  derived first from assumptions. So, neither assumptions nor modelling is to be viewed or construed as being negative in practice. They both provide either, more or less, models and assumptions upon which to continue building or to veer away from before disaster overtakes. 



The key to assumptions being, to examine ones assumptions, and that of others, in pursuit of definable goals that are verifiable and logically valid. Weak assumptions often lead to shaky and vulnerable constructs Defining moments.



An interesting proposition in itself. Does an examination into the mechanics of what defines a criminal make one any more, or less, than the criminal himself?



For, to define goodness one must also be able to, one would assume, point to the epitome of goodness and proclaim, 'There, that is Goodness!". And, to so define Goodness, one must, in turn, be able to withstand a closer, and often harsher, examination of What or Who defines the essence of Goodness. The Definition can not, and never will, be completely and irrevocably separated from the Definer of the Definition itself.



Take the Eve of the next turning point in Man's short and checkered history. Make no mistake about that - The Check mark is about to, once again, imprint its indelible mark upon the consciousness - leaving in its wake the unmistakable notation which will serve to mark the inevitable passage of Time.



Why?



Simply because of one simple 'programming glitch' made by some tired, and possibly sleepy, overworked or over imaginative, programmer. Maybe he, by being simply focused on the task at hand, managed to hit upon a key component which allows for the manipulation of the Future. Perhaps deliberately or accidentally/unintentionally. A programming bug/glitch or a demonstration of a brilliant piece of deductive reasoning - allowing for the conceptualisation and implementation of ways in which we can sneak past and into the always seemingly distant Future?



It certainly has drawn the vast majority of the world's population's attention to the simple little fact - that while we were all staring intently ahead at the promise of yet unimagined futures, in our haste to reach out and grab ahold of the distant coattails of Father Time - we have, somehow, managed to lose sight of the fact that we don't have wings; and, therefore, are unable to fly and soar to such heights. Except for our varied imaginings, we somehow seem capable, or incapable as the case may be, of breaking free of the clay feet which threaten to confine us to the umbilicus of Mother Earth - close to the womb of our earliest beginnings.



We are of the earth and of this time and space. This moment, epoch, era, century, year, day or nano second. Of this place, or that. This world or the other. Nothing ever changes unless we want it to be so.



The answers are there amid the sacred scripts. Locked and hidden away in the hallowed places. Unmistakable in the wide open spaces. Even the confining ones, as well. In the hearts and minds of each and everyone. In the spirit of all things.



The pundits pontificate, elucidate, expostulate and debate. Or as the simple folks will undoubtedly describe it - style over substance. Who are the pundits and where does the politician begin? The scientist? The statistician. The profiler. The dogmas and the dogmatic?

Philosophers - well, they philosophise, of course. As well as theorise, examine, dismantle, rebuild and reshape. Reformulate the essentials of the debatable.



Scientists seek answers to, scientifically speaking, earth shattering questions such as - the origin of the Big Bang ( or the quite possible little whimper with which it all began many, many aeons ago ) - before the dawning of time filtered through to Man's barely conscious realisation of sentience. A flickering which awakened that which now seem, apparently, eternal. That thing called the Mind, The Soul, The Spirit, Karma, The Consciousness, The Realisation of ... Self and Awareness. The basis of Things which can be known as or to Mankind.



Who threw the switch which got the machinery going - awakening the sleeping Giant or Monster from its fitful slumber? From whence came the arrogance that the unknowable can be made Known. On whose authority has Man been given the privilege of tinkering with the formulae upon which all else is formulated? We are but mere designers who have all been cut from the same bolt of fabric. Differences in fitting and style are but variances - allowing for accommodation along latitude and longitude, the always horizontal point of reference. It radiates off in all directions.



And why?

The key which unlocks the past, now reveals the Present; the determinant of Future's course.



Or so the theorists would have you believe; as they, invariably, begin new hypotheses based on pure and unadulterated assumptions - pulled out of thin air and proffered as basis upon which to construct theories from which all else evolve and grow. Not from the grounding offered by Mother Earth, which demonstrably can be confirmed as being solid to build upon; unlike castles in the sky. 



Glittering prizes, all flash and no substance. Creations of overactive imaginings.



The passage of time which relentlessly etches it passing upon the face of the Earth reveals the undeniable fact that all that matters is Time itself. Faded it falls into the realm of notations and mysteriously becomes quickly forgotten chapters and paragraphs and sentences in the annals of Life's eternal biography. Matter then comes a close second in any contest against time. Yet, without Matter, Time becomes irrelevant. For whom does Time then toll? Or for what reason? Does Time submit to any or all fawnings?



And, as we ponder that seemingly fascinating thing, that birth mark which brands us all of being of the same ilk, the navel - the wellspring within which our humanity, apparently, resides, then perhaps we should ask our collective selves, - Just who the heck am I?



Why should that be such a timeless question?



Because the past defines the nature of the presen it ends up illuminating the pathways and foundations upon which the Future is constructed and created. Without yesterday, tomorrow becomes or remains nothing. An unrecognised or unrecorded instance of Time's footprint across the shimmering fabric which defines and encompasses Life itself.



The Big Question in the entire equation?



The relationship between Time and itself? Life does not define Time. But, is the converse also true: Time is, indeed Eternal - just how the hell would we know it to be so considering that we already know that Man is not eternal. His mortality already, everywhere writ large and etched in stone?
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[Search for Identity]

Science must begin with myth and with the criticism of myth (Karl Popper)
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Defining moments. An interesting proposition in itself. Does an examination into the mechanics of what defines a criminal make one any more, or less, than the criminal himself?



For, to define goodness one must also be able to, one would assume, point to the epitome of goodness and proclaim, 'There, that is Goodness!". And, to so define Goodness, one must, in turn, be able to withstand a closer, and often harsher, examination of What or Who defines the essence of Goodness. The Definition can not,  and never will, be completely and irrevocably separated from the Definer of the Definition itself.



Take the Eve of the next turning point in Man's  short and checkered history. Make no mistake about that - The Check mark is about to, once again, imprint its indelible mark upon the consciousness - leaving in its wake the unmistakeable notation which will serve to mark the inevitable passage of Time.



Why?



Simply because of one simple 'programming glitch' made by some tired, and possibly sleepy, overworked or over imaginative, programmer. Maybe he, by being simply focused on the task at hand, managed to hit upon a key component which allows for the manipulation of the Future. Perhaps deliberately or accidentally/unintentionally. A programming bug/glitch or a demonstration of a brilliant piece of deductive reasoning - allowing for the conceptualisation and implementation of ways in which we can sneak past and into the always seemingly distant Future?



It certainly has drawn the vast majority of the world's population's attention to the simple little fact - that while we were all staring intently ahead at the promise of yet unimagined futures, in our haste to reach out and grab ahold of the distant coattails of Father Time - we have, somehow, managed to lose sight of the fact that we don't have wings; and, therefore, are unable to fly and soar to such heights. Except for Our varied imaginings,  we somehow seem capable, or incapable as the case may be, of breaking free of the clay feet which threaten to confine us to the umbilicus of Mother Earth - close to the womb of our earliest beginnings.



We are of the earth and of this time and space. This moment, epoch, era, century, year, day or nano second. Of this place, or that. This world or the other. Nothing ever changes unless we want it to be so.



The answers are there amid the sacred scripts. Locked and hidden away in the hallowed places. Unmistakable in the wide open spaces. Even the confining ones, as well. In the hearts and minds of each and everyone. In the spirit of all things.







The pundits pontificate, elucidate, erudicate, esposulate and debate. Or as the simple folks will undoubtably descripe it - style over substance.Who are the pundits and where does the politician begin? The scientist? The statistician. The profiler.The dogmas and the dogmatic?



Philosophers - well, they philosphise, of course. As well as theorise, examine, dismantle, rebuild and reshape. Reformulate the essentials of the debatable.



Scientists seek answers to, scientifically speaking, earth shattering questions such as - the origin of the Big Bang ( or the quite possible little whimper with which it all began many, many eons ago ) - before the dawning of time filtered through to Man's barely conscious realisation of sentience. A flickering which awakened that which now seem, apparently, eternal. That thing called the Mind, The Soul, The Spirit, Karma, The Consciousness, The Realisation of ... Self and Awareness. The basis of Things which can be Known as Mankind.



Who threw the switch which got the machinery going - awakening the sleeping Giant or Monster from its fitful slumber? From whence came the arrogance that the unknowable can be made Known. On whose authority has Man been given the privilege of tinkering with the formulae upon which all else is formulated? We are but mere designers who have all been cut from the same bolt of fabric. Differences in fitting and style are but variances - allowing for accommodation along latitude and longitude, the always horizontal point of reference. It radiates off in all directions.



And why?



The key which unlocks the past, now reveals the Present; the determinant of Future's course.



Or so the theorists would have you believe; as they, invariably, begin new hypotheses based on pure and unadulterated assumptions - pulled out of thin air and proffered as basis upon which to construct theories from which all else evolve and grow. Not from the grounding offered by Mother  Earth, which demonstratably can be confirmed as being solid to build upon; unlike castles in the sky. Glittering prizes, all flash and no substance. Creations of overactive imaginings.



The passage of time which relentlessly etches it passing upon the face of the Earth with the undeniable fact that all that matters is Time itself, fades into the realm of notations and mysteriously becomes  quickly forgotten chapters and paragraphs and sentances in the annals of Life's eternal biography. Matter then comes a close second in any contest against time. Yet, without Matter, Time becomes irrelevant. For whom does Time then toll? Or for what reason? Does Time submit to any or all fawnings?



And, as we ponder that seemingly fascinating thing, that birth mark which brands us all of being of the same ilk, the navel - the wellspring within which our humanity, apparently, resides, then perhaps we should ask our collective selves, - Just who the heck am I?



Why should that be such a timeless question?









Because the Past defines the Present and illuminates the pathways and foundations upon which the Future is constructed and created. Without yesterday? Tomorrow becomes - nothing. An unrecognised or unrecorded instance of Time's eternal footprints across the shimmering fabric which defines and encompasses the landscape: Life itself..



The Big Question in the entire equation? The relationship between Time and Its Life? Life does not define Time. But, is the converse also true?
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Anyone who cannot come to terms with his life while he is alive needs one hand to ward off a little his despair over his fate . . . but with his other hand he can note down what he sees among the ruins.       Franz Kafka



Relationships are not static models. They are in constant flux. Their dynamics perceptible but not quantifiable. They develop lives of their own.They happen constantly yet none can ever really define what defines a relationship. In reality, they are not what we conceive them to be. They are merely what they are. Consequently, no one is ever really prepared for the dynamics of that perpetual truth. Who provides you with the blueprint that will assure that ANY relationship can be manipulated to your advantage?



Everyone around you intuitively knows that life is about playing the odds and chancing the uncertainties. Attempting to manipulate the innumerable variables that life throws into the milieu of experience and the resultant multitudinous outcomes. Yet none can or ever will be able to definitively explain the underpinnings because they themselves are also forever enmeshed within the ever changing forces of life. 



All of which are predictable, to the extent that the occurrences will in fact happen at some point in time. But the exact moment, extent and outcomes that the events will have on the particular and individual are unpredictable.�

Listen to the children crying. What a sad, sad sound!�

But not all the cries of the world are about desolation or isolation or even salvation. Some are about discoveries - good, bad or indifferent. Singular or social. The focus must and always will be refined for clarity which will then result in action and reaction. Try looking in from the inside of the window or doorway. They are, after all, not merely one way mirrors.You cannot and shouldn't only and always trust you eyes, however. To follow or lead, are at times, truly irrelevant in the grand cosmic ball of life.



For every act or force there is a reaction or force of equal or greater proportion. I believe that is the gist of the scientific principle, as it is expressed and distillated. ( We all know this through experience. Yet when someone took the time to note this Truth he was endowed with the label of genius ). 



However, for clarity, dumbed down: If you piss into the wind, chances are great that it will blow back into your face. Bears do shit in the forest. All men are not dogs or pigs any more than all women are whores and bitches. Everything is not always black or white, good or bad, right or wrong. True or false.�

Okay?





There is nothing more erotic, invigorating, aphrodisic, seductive, enticing or demanding than the unknown. The sun may or may not be shining down on you. But what that new day may or may not bring are the stuff dreams (nightmares) are made of; and we all know that dreams can be, at times, good, bad or indecipherable.�You want to be with each other night and day
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It annoys me to no end.



 Each, and every time, that I hear the refrain  .... Day-o, day-ay-ay-o (the Harry Belafonte's popularised version of The Banana Boat Song), it irritates as much as it did as when I was a youth. 



Now, as an adult, the source of this irritation happens during basketball games where it is blared over the sound system (programmed, no doubt and played as a means of stirring up the fans (and perhaps teams) at games.



I often wonder during these instances, did it ever occur to the 'genius' behind the decision to use that particular piece of music  that it's not particularly flattering to a certain segment of its fan-base?



In this day and age of hyper-sensitivity over cultural / social issues, has it ever crossed the minds of the members of this 'fan-base' that, when they participate in echoing the song's refrain, they are in fact perpetuating a stereotype about a distinctive racial group as well as that of a cultural regional?



Surely, no one envisions say, Japanese, Middle-Easterners, Africans, Europeans or East Indians warbling ... Come, Mr. Tally Mon, tally me banana. Daylight come and he wan' go home as they go about their daily chores? 



Instead of black- faces, how about we substitue some white-faces, red-faces, oriental-faces? Would that then make the song's stereotyping more acceptable? 



Imagine the uproar there will be if, instead, it was a rendition of an 'Apache' war chant or 'Navajo rain dance? The 'indigenious folks' (like those other uppity folks) will, undoubtedly, be up in arms over the implied denigration of their culture!



Just because it's a Jamaican-based 'folk song' doesn't provide a pass when weighed against (current) cultural-sensitivity tests?



Look, this is not the same as saying that Reggae evokes images of Jamaicans (especially the ones that like to indulge in the burning of the 'erbs) - as popularised by Bob Marley more than the lure of affordable, all-inclusive beach resort vacations.



Having known individuals from far-flung parts of the world (from diverse racial, ethnic and cultural backgrounds) that are fanatics when it comes to reggae music - I can attest that they incorparate the music into various aspects of their lives. So much so that there are people who may find that degree of the embrace of reggae - 'Jamaican-style' - culturally jarring. 





However, I doubt that a label of 'denigration' can be placed on an African, Austrailian, Japanese or Arab who makes no apology for their enjoyment of reggae music. The cultural style of attire, on the other hand is another question altogether.



"Day-o, day-ay-ay-o!

He say day, he say day, he say day, he say day, he say day

Daylight come and he wan' go home



Where is Black Lives Matter or the NAACP when it comes to highlighting the meat and potatoes issues of the North- American-Born Negroes. 



Black Is Not  A Race

Where are any of the innumerable SJWs who have found time to protest the use of Chief Wahoo?as being a racist and stereotypical caricature of an American Indian face when used as baseball team's logo? 



Nothing to say about the Buck-Teeth Japanese or the Brownface Mexican?



Being West-Indian [Note - I didn't say BLACK] by birth and upbringing, I don't recall anyone who went around singing Day-o. Rather, I remember quite well the overall annoyance that Belafonte engendered at the time of it's popularity.). 



If Belafonte is to be lauded with putting Jamaicans on the entertainment map with his banana boat song, then let it be said here - that would be in the same vein as Marley making Ganja analogous to Jamaica and Jamaicans.



The irony [of this rant] is that I tend to mock the 'easily-offended-hypersenitive-politically-correct-snowflakes types'  of the world for their obvious thin-skins and quick-to-take-offence dispositions. 



I'd like to think that I don't fall into any of those navel-gazing categories; and so, this is not a call to arms of any type. A live and let live attitude has taken me this far in life.



But Lordy, lordy!! 



Why can't something like Queen's We Are The Champions or Johann Strauss On The Blue Danube (think 2001: A Space Odyssey) be used to motivate teams and fans?



Add some culture to the games!!
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Men freely believe that which they desire. (Julius Caesar, De Bello Gallico)



Music and musicians often take us on emotionally charged journeys. Conceived and delivered with mesmerizing concoctions of sounds, tonal imagery and enchanting words. Woven more hypnotisingly and manipulatively than the most adept moralist, we are allowed to experience devastating and unfathomable wells of empathy and solace.



Somersaulted gently, fortified in the knowledge that this new journey on which we have embarked would be a safe one. Lulled into a sense of absolute certainty that on this particular foray into the reality that is starkly evoked as LIFE, one asks: Are we going to have the fortitude to stay the course and overcome the numerable obstacles that will be encountered. 



The agility and wisdom, built on experience, not to become ensnared in the traps that will confront us. Bolstered by the knowledge that we’ll be able to identify the foxes from the wolves; and the wolves from the sheep (who eventually get slaughtered and served up as evidence of being the epitome of delicacy and obvious refinement).

 

Then!

Without the slightest perceptible sense of movement, one intuitively perceives that something has taken place outside of that which is generally perceived and ascribed as being the norm.

 

Things, somehow, are not the same. What WAS no longer IS. In that minute and momentary blip of a moment on the radar of life, always scanning the horizons, sky above, the ground beneath; behind and to the right and the left and to the slight ….. something jars us awake with a heightened awareness of who we are and with it the frightening realization that we are lost!

Instinctively we grasp out for something: anything that would lend substance and assurance.

 

At that precise brief moment of the absolute depth of loneliness and vulnerability, the proverbial straw in greatest ocean or out at the furthest reaches of the known universe, that bloody straw appears as a surfboard straddling the kiddie pool in the backyard, on the god-damn hottest day, of the god-almightiest most awful day of your existence.

 

So.



The nightmares that once were in abeyance are now revealed once again for what they are. They once more reveal that we are again, and constantly, vulnerable and susceptible to the vagaries of life. The journey begins anew; and we find ourselves once more being enticed hauntingly and emotively by a tantalizing structure and new cadence of sonically enhanced symbolic representations of thoughts. Ideas. Perceptions of reality.

 

 Stimuli.  Sensations, through the structure of sentences and vocal images that evoke rebellion at being restrained, scream out for release. For expression. For validation. For acknowledgement. For approval. Acceptance. Yes. For justification of Being.

Yet, if pursued, there will never ever be a signpost that absolutely marks the spot, intersection, corner, juncture, rise or valley wherein this shift or diversion occurred. Pursued to its source of generation, the question as to why or what, when used in conjunction with the musical arrangements and the singer’s vocal seduction, really nothing more than a surgical exposure of our innermost base emotions, becomes a tool that makes it an identifiable and popular artistic expression that cuts across a wide berth or cross-section of the public. Cuts a wide swath across …..

 

Hey! I’m the one writing this, okay? I can be hyperbolic and cliché-ridden until the cows come home!

 

Just dragging your butts back into reality, awake-up call which proclaims that the pace has picked up.



Get with the programme!

 

In the weaving of thoughts and images of the poet, artist, wordsmith, lyricist or musician (quite a collaboration, wouldn’t you say?) with the oils, colours, words, tones (masterfully captured and given new expression(s) ) through the various media in existence ..… the wordsmiths, musicians (artistes) are masters at their crafts.

 

You took your coat off and stood in the rain, you were always crazy like that.

And I watched from my window

 

A whimsical yet melancholic reflection as to what was the attraction to the observed (who is unaware that he’s being observed; off in a world of his own).

 

This is then replaced by a feeling of happy remembrance. Which is then replaced by a sense of loss, regret and sadness that there was a time when the observed actions were one of many things that the observer found attractive.

 

But now, instead of being seen as attractive and cute it evokes a feeling of being an outsider, of being isolated and unsure as to how to recapture that moment.

 

And at the same time, there is the realization that time and circumstances have changed and What Was would never Be again.

 

Always felt I was outside looking in on you.



You were always the mysterious one, With dark eyes and careless hair. You were fashionably sensitive, but too cool to care. There is then an attempt at analysis, to determine what signs, signals, if any, or chance were there that signalled that the blossoming relationship had a chance of being sustained. Was it built, primarily or solely by the observer (an unsteady foundation) or in collaboration with the originator?



(Who doesn’t agree with the statement that, without the existence of engineers there’d no need for technicians or technologists? Or, You can’t live with them nor without them!). So, she realizes, somewhat belatedly, that she was always just slightly out of step with the one to whom she was attracted.

And as she ponders this apparent contradiction, she’s is compelled to admit that part of the attraction was that she was somehow mesmerized by the aura of mysteriousness, apparent sensitivity, introspectiveness and, perhaps, deliberate rebelliousness and unwillingness to reveal too much about his inner-most feelings.

 

Perhaps, she ponders, she made the mistake of thinking that she could get past his walls, learn more about what touched him, (turned his crank, made his motor run, got his juices flowing …..) and in the process resonate along with him, as a partner in life.

 

But, alas, the regret increases as she comes to the realization that the synchronization never fully emerged nor materialized …..

 

Then you stood in my doorway with nothing to say, Besides some comment about the weather.

 

Then, as reality slowly intrudes upon the consciousness and erodes the previously rosy veneer of the relationship, it becomes quite apparent that, when it comes to communicating with each other, they have been on somewhat different wavelengths, for quite some time, apparently.

 

Self-examination of the relationship reveals that, even though they speak to each other, there is no depth to the conversations.

 

Conversations are no longer free-flowing (if they ever were, that is). Communication between them no longer contains (what was once perceived as such) intimacy.

 

Instead, it now has an aura of having become almost banal in nature; characterized by discussions about the weather. As though, feeling a need to break the silence when in each other’s company, a subject of no consequence is often raised to fill the silence.

 

Conversations are not animated, spontaneous, reasoned, rational discourses. But, rather, vocal utterances for the sake of speaking. Politeness and civility born out of a sense of obligation.

 

Well, in case you failed to notice, In case you failed to see, This is my bleeding heart before you. This is me, Down on my knees.

 

The hurt, frustration and passion now slowly roils to the surface. Defeat and resignation is not to be readily accepted.

 

Instead, appeals are made to were earlier perceived as his sensitivity. What is happening between us? I still feel the same way about you. You, apparently, no longer feel the same. Why are you doing this?



 Through the angst it is clear that when emotions dominate actions rationality takes a severe pounding in the process. 



So what else is contained or discernible in the lyrics and music that you’re listening to at the moment? And do you know why you listen to that particular artist or like that particular song at that particular moment?
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[Relaxation]

In and of itself another question springs to life!
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At long last a haven where the weary and exhausted can free themself. A world of relaxation and refuge, a place for shedding of cloaks and masks. A washing away of the daily grime. The closing of the eyes. A lowering of defenses. A freeing of the spirit, letting it soar free with wild abandon. The mind and imagination takes flight here. The need to be wary departs and disappears into the shadows. Yet ever virgil even in that state. Restlessness still prevails. 



The stimulations, however, are not sufficient enough to lull to sleep. The quest is not yet complete. The occasional charms of a strategically placed wateringhole will sometimes pop up out of nowhere. The guards slowly crawl back into place. The spirit beckoned and hurried in to safety; shuttered back up behind protective walls. Imprisoned, as it were, for its own safety and protection.



And in the fray it is battered and bruised, almost coming away dead one point. But it somehow manages to survive the gut wrenching brutality of it all. Almost beaten beyond recognition but still managing to exit the battlefield with just enough spark to light the way back to safety.



So yes, caution now comes quite easily. Confidence in self does not imply a cockiness, a strutting, a peacocking stride. No bells and whistles announcing arrivals and departures. The understated works best. Not the leader of the pack but neither exactly a follower either. Keeping out of the spotlight. Always fearful of being noticed or identified so pretends to be no larger or exceptional than those around. 



It leads to safety. Across dusty bowls and through soul draining infested swamps. Yet, nothing is ever able to douse those few remaining sparks held protectively within. Never quite knowing why.  After all, there can be no reason why there can't be a question without an answer. Or an answer without a coresponding question. 



What about when you actually do come across an answer to one of those questions? How about when confronted with questions to which the answers are not yet known, needing further examination? What about those unexpected answers to yet to be expressed questions?



And so, gathering them all together from around those small sparks increase in size and slowly begin give unexpected and needed bursts of energy to once again cause  shoulders to rise and head to poke above the crowd, surveying the surroundings and sometimes unfamilar landscapes. Through such glimpses confidence is reborn, hope slowly renewed, expectations raised, new pathways examined, chosen or discarded as the situation warrants. Successes and failures treated with equal care and due attention.    



Yet, definition of appropriateness always remain within the domain and only at your command. The goals and objectives now of your definition and/or explanation of each and every instance whereby those goals and objectives can or should be of any consequence to the continuation of the quest, the journey. Not easily persuaded. Downright skeptical and cynical. Righteous and Just. Fair. Honest. Understanding and and empathic, yet just as equally unyielding at the most unpredictable possible moments.



The armour is slowly rebuilt and re-enforced along the way, turning away all manner of intruders and gawkers. Turning aside all manner of advance. Only the brave of heart dare venture forward. 



This is now a spirit in disguise. Just occasional glimpses can be seen of him and he hurries from one hiding place to another. Not in refuge nor with intent to escape through the underlaying brushes as he makes his way slowly towards the head of the herd. No his appearances serve to slowly make small changes in direction when the pack appears to be heading to an area which will take them all off course of his objectives. Not theirs. Seen but yet unknown. Known but never touched or entreated. The silent and solitary traveller in his garbs of disinterest and sightless gazes through one and all.



A fearsome weapon used in such an easy manner and with such ease can in time be turned against you with equal deadliness. The false sense of invincibility that it generates is sufficient enough to result in the dropping of guards and vigilance in critical areas and vital moments.



Exposing vulnerabilities and strengths open them up for discussion. And in the examination of such issues as truths and falsehoods are given equal voice. Past, present and future successes and failures are neither guaranteed nor guaranteeing. How better to know an enemy if not to first examine ones' own so obvious strengths and weaknesses, putting into place shored up defenses in the weaker areas as required and necessary. 



Surely, if one can think about defensive preparations then surely the enemy can also conceive of offensive assaults. But well prepared foes can become good friends when, in the weighing of the pros and cons, both sides decide to meet and discuss the issues in a non threatening location, for both parties involved. A common ground. Neutrality and a chance to rest the battle weary limbs. A leaving of the guards at the door.



Unable to state whether the trap was set especially or a mere matter of timing and circumstance. However, too late, the trap springs shut and catches one unawares.



A new dance begins.



That perfect moment when time just manages to slip between the cracks; plans and strategies laid bare and exposed for the examination of all. Watching defenselessly and waiting with weak-kneed apprehension before the expected onslaught, which appears imminent, seeking to overwhelm and subjugate the cornered within the confines of that small space that separates freedom from impending capitulation and surrender.

No time to remonstrate or engage in leisurely re-examination of plans and strategies. The battle is afoot. The combatants bravely alight upon the stage ready to engage in duel; neither certain as to which stance needs to be assumed or affected. It is all instinctual and protective postures developed, honed and thrown into place at the very sign of anyone or anything making an approach.





Quickly enough, it becomes quite apparent that the guises are ineffectual as defense or cloak against detection. And in that recognition, an uncharacteristic surrendering takes place. Not merely in defeat or from fatigue. But rather to a joyful release that there is such a thing as sweet surrender to the inevitable and indefensible lure of fate and destinies. 



A complete and unqualified submitting to the soothing and calming minstrations of a kindred spirit who has been on the run as you have. Battling demons which you too have encountered along the numerous paths travelled thus far. A vision of a knight in shining armour. Valiant. Gallant. 



Buttressed with resolute determination; even when, unknown to most, that seemingly unchanging countenance is hampered by a heart that, shivers,  quakes and trembles at the slightest sense of danger that dares to approach within the range of those finely tuned antennaes. Being bested by an equal and veteran of those long marches bring no shame or dishonour. Gladly the arms and defenses are set aside; and just as quickly will be picked up and wielded in defense of that new companion, traveller, friend and teacher.



All the initial hesitations, blinds to be pushed aside, arms to unfold, face to upturn, aches to tend to, hurts to wash away, tender mercies to give and enjoy, stories to tell and share, memories to recall and relive giving way to dreams that dance about in the air during moments of absolute freedom. Welcoming  joys to receive after coming to rest after those long ago battles. 



Fought across treacherous paths and against unimaginable foes. Symbiosis and bonding seems like a natural outcome of such a pairing. Why waste time checking out chinks and loose links in that suit of armour which has been thrown so casually, carelessly and recklessly aside within this sanctuary.  A haven that maybe even  saints themselves would offer up their very souls in return for a chance to enter through that very same door and partake of the same fruits and pleasures.



The dissolution of those offerings can take place easily and as suddenly.



The disappearance of those very offerings and gifts quite devastating, even when administered by an angel of mercy. The sanctuary but a waystation, a momentary refuge for necessary healing before the armour is once again donned, the masks slipped back into place and shield once again lifted as the battle and fray is once again entered into. Armour repaired, defenses shored up, objective redefined. 



The war not yet won; and the battles ahead still await. The enemy and dark forces outside and within yet to be vanquished. With heart and mind yet to be set free, the quest for release and sanctuary continues on with weary reluctance tempered with renewed determination. Guises now refined, the warrior now once again marches onward to face his destiny.



A bittersweet symphony, that is life.



Hearing familar sounds, seeing sights that imperceptibly tug at the memories, walking down pathways that have been down previously. Brushing past. Storing, classifying, categorising and itemising. Details. Slowly building, up to the point where one day the dam finally bursts, the dykes break and shatter. The curtains are drawn back and away to expose a vista which suddenly appears before your startled eyes.

So astounding in its simplicity and grandeur. Almost a contradiction in itself. Not to be discovered in the unveiling, but rather in the mere fact of its existence. Giving praise when it is due. Criticising too when deserving. We are: because we are not; and for no other reason - other than that is just the way it is. Beautiful and simple in its very presence that hope is renewed from seemingly nothing. Profound in the telling that reality is laid to rest among a blanket of dreams.



And there is no one here for the telling.



Truths forgotten when held in silent bondage by fear. Uncertainities. Lies, becoming fact but for the loosening of the tongues of truth. The tired eyes of justice and fair play, seen through the lives of the old who continue to live on even as their young die off: an interplay of generations making its indelible mark  on the wrapping that actually contains the surprise. Taking the course of years to etch here and there - in no apparent order, form or pattern. Weathering the long seasons. Caressed by joys and tears of souls long gone past on their journey home.



They are not here anymore. Left their marks behind, carved here and there. The chiseled and the fragile. Noting for those who are to follow, having no way of knowing who will or when or if anyone will come that way next. Leaving precious part of themselves behind encouragement. A building hopes and quickening of strides forward.



The muses. The darlings of life. Devils in disguise. Seeing the pain. Imprinting for all eternity in that instance.



Was that fear that made you look away?



We are all here upon the stage - purpose quite unknown. Stage directors, scarce at hand. All that is known: the curtains are about to go up, and you have not even seen the script to date. No matter how large or small the part in the overall play itself is, to you the actor or actress, bit player or star remains an important part. As important or unimportant as the opinion of the director in regard to your acting, singing, orating, writing, dancing abilities. Assigned, in equal importance, your opinion of his or hers. Or them. They .....



The parts can be so delightful when, unbeknown even to themselves, they engage in the most intricate dances ever imaginable. The teacher, the poet, the singer, the actor or actress, the lecturer, the writer, artist, sculpter, painter, soldier, lawyer, criminal or hero. The cast of millions. And the only direction you can find says, live to tell or die in the telling. Choice is finite.



So you improvise.



What is life for if not but to take a chance at living - once,twice, thrice ...... ?



Turn around and look back at those who follow. Search far and wide. A glimpse? A shadow? A sign. A marker. Proof. Satisfaction. Evidence. They are scattered all around, everywhere. Right there ahead of you, for eternity. Entombed in the bowels of the earth, a legacy of legacies. A legacy, but a legacy never-the-less. A signature,  scribing the witnessing and passage of time: It passes.





Passing us by in that infinitisimal instance where time, right this moment, this minute, this heartbeat - collides with its own future and extinguishes itself. In a blink, and is then gone. Relegated, forever, to the vast volumes which herald its coming and passing. The future, being forever, is now.
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[Roll The Dice]
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The improver of natural knowledge absolutely refuses to acknowledge authority, as such. For him, skepticism is the highest of duties, blind faith the one unpardonable sin. (On the Advisableness of Improving Natural Knowledge, 1866) 



From the perspective of those who have already undergone the initiation process their prime concern is the propagation of the social structure; and for them, all manifestations of communitas that appear to be dangerous or anarchic have to be contained and constrained through the use of prohibitions, proscriptions and or conditioning.

 

Any behaviour that cannot be readily classified in terms of traditional values or appear to outright threaten the social concepts or precepts are regarded as undesirable and self-indulgent. Thus, the primary function of rituals, sacred or secular, is to foster within the individual or group a sense of comradeship that will be defended against all and every detractors. Consequently, in this type of environment any type of relationship of an 'unstructured' nature between individuals or groups is then transformed into a structured or 'norm-governed' entity.

 

In this manner, the individual or group initiand develops a sense of identification or consciousness that must harmonise with other members of the group or the community. Be mindful, that prior to any formal type of initiation this type of socialisation process takes place but on a purely informal level. The formal types are simply re-affirmations that communitas are the foundations upon which the ideology of 'Community' is based. The formal ritual ceremonies are performed as a means of communicating the rationale upon which the Group or Community is built.

 

The rituals exist to point out the otherwise implicit connections between the visible and external efforts of the heterogeneous efforts of the diverse individuals to live co-operatively in close proximity of each other. By emphasising and proscribing the 'optimal' social conditions within which such communitas may be achieved, it is expected that the various social groupings may flourish and multiply.

 

So, on the day that the matrimonial ceremony is to occur liminality is at its apex among the initiands. And so, being in such a heightened state of anxiety the initiands are quite susceptible and receptive to the messages the 'priest' or 'elder'.



In fact, at a very subliminal level, those about to experience the initiation rite are, by now, desperate for anything that will provide a sense of stability at this point in their lives; and because this happens at a subconscious level, the ceremony itself has all the appearances of a celebration at the conscious level.

 A celebration because the initiands, the bride and groom, eventually get the chance to proclaim, "Hey, look at me. I am now officially a Man. A Woman. A Husband. A Wife. I am going to be a Father or Mother soon. I threw out the bait and She came biting. I wiggled and He came running over to see what else I had to offer. It's game, set and match! Let the party begin!

 

The festivities after the ceremony submerge the anxieties experienced during the period of liminality as the initiands are re-aggregated back into the community, albeit, on a different plane from their unmarried friends and relatives. The ones who have entered into and successfully emerged from the initiation process are now that much different from those who have never been through the process or tried and weren't fit enough to endure the challenges of the course.

 

They are on the bank over there while friends , relatives and strangers are on the other side of the river, admiring and cursing simultaneously. Envious even. But there is now a new attitude about the earlier initiands. That is, they look over at the others on the other side of the river and sneer, "It ain't so deep. The current isn't that strong. Come-on, don't be such wimps. Let go of the rope and just dive in like we did." Just like the 'friend' you used to know who had climbed out on the branch ovehanging the river or lake. He then closed his eyes and dived head-first into the water as you warned that it's it dangerous to do so.

 

Then, as you painfully and fearfully peer into the water from your overhanging tire-swing perch, he emerges from the depths and tries to encourage you to follow suit as he taunts you about your indecisiveness and constant need to hold on to the tried and true. The Old-familar becomes the perception by which you are defined in that relationship between you two. From that point onward you're almost as synonymous as Old-Yeller. Familar and Constant.

 

If you ever step outside of that mould of Familarity that exists between you and defines who you both are you run the risk of becoming unstable in someone else's eyes.

 

There comes that Dice again. Beckoning you to pick it up and try another roll against the roulette of Fate.
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[The Bull Goes On Forever]
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Years ago, widely reported through various news media, then President, Ronald Reagan had given his presidential approval for the military to develop the state-of-the-art cruise missiles; as well as the even more controversial neutron bomb ( the latter which, in restrospect, never did seem to have gotten off the drawing board or past discussion stages - much like the Star Wars defense system. I digress. ). 



Almost lost in the immediate wake of those historical news items was another heartwarming and comforting piece of news about a priest who ws being charged with allegedly mis-using or mis-appropriation of church funds. Such news, needless to say, don't do much for the sensitive tickers of the more fragile among the flock, sheep or the fleeced; and so, when placed together within their proper contexts it becomes apparent that, in the short term, 'the optics' is what passes for the sizzle in many instances. The reality, however, is that it's the steak and potatoes which keep the shepherders, as well as the sheep, playing along with the often ironic and hilarious aspect of each attempting to decipher which is the sheep and which is the shepherd.



His Holy Eminence, servant of the Creator of all which is holy, sacred and sacrosanct, when asked in followup news items to comment on his 'alleged' wrong-doings deflected such slings and bows with a terse and pithy, 'they are all half-truths. Clearly an unequivocal response to questions about 'alleged' mis-deeds; vindication wrapped around his person and status as easily and as surely as teflon is guaranteed to repel anything which attempts to stick to its manufactured non-stick surface. So, if they were only half-truths, begging the question, which half did the media hounds and the accuser(s) get correct/wrong?



The spectacle of countless politicians and other public figures ( what's the difference between the two? ) responding, ducking and weaving, shucking and jiving with the constitutionally enshrined right against self incrimination with a terse 'No Comment', or 'I'll Sue' or 'All half-truths' in response to accusations or evidence that they were caught with their hands in the cookie jar or with their pants down around the ankles, a page or two on their knees - well, vindication does not exactly pop to mind. Or, in his holy eminence's case, it certainly does not ring as true as a bell intended to bring in the flock on a sunday morning where they can be further nutured or offered up as sacrifical lambs. That his His holiness was attempting to suck and blow simultaneously was quite apparent; and everyone knew it.



Perhaps it is presumptuous to assume that someone appointed, annointed or elected to the position of social leader or spiritual guide ( presumably with ironclad endorsements and highspeed virtual access to the domain of the Big Enchilada, the Big Kahuna, the Man, Big Guy, One and Only, etc - setting aside that there are billions of others also hooked in to that network as well ) would be well read, educated and well above whatever the current established or professed median measurement of  intelligence or commonsense happens to be.



This public figure, a priest, a man of God, a spiritual leader, a person in a position of trust with such a response was clearly asserting that the basis by which he will be judged guilty or innocent on charges of a perceived breech of trust will come either from a court of law or the court of public opinion/media. Apparently, he felt no obligation towards The Church or its peceived public integrity as an institution with entrenched social traditions and expectations, no need to be as clear or unequivocal in his defence against the public accusations. No need or sense of obligation to defend or protect The Church which gave legitimisation of his elevated position and place within society.



No, he saw or believed that The Church would protect and shelter him from any harsh fallout or penalties which the non-clergy public is not immune to in similar circumstances. Laws, after all, one must suppose, are not absolute. Nor is mercy, apparently, since it is undoubtedly of a strained variety when dispensed to the general public. As apparent, as a Priest, a man of God, a member of The Church, can do no wrong for which he cannot find forgiveness within The Church. A sanctuary. A haven. A cocoon. A den of iniquities? While mercy is generally of the strained and trickle variety, Justice herself is handicapped by her insistence on willful blindness in the dispensation of justice. The well-connected will invariably have a better grasp on the teats of life from which we all suckle ourselves.



Here was a man-of-the-cloth who, with a lot of gumption publicly asserting that his guilt or innocence, whether determined or established through the court of law or public opinion, was essentially meaningless if he could convince his real masters, The Church, that his actions did not warrant throwing him to the wolves which were baying at the doors for his sorry, pathetic hide. And, apparently, he was able to do so since he was not made into another sacrifical lamb to appease either an angry god, a pissed off or embarassed 'management team' or incredulous flock. Surely, cynicism evolves from within such timeless crucibles. One has to be completely inured or just plain dense not to be able to perceive such vagaries about life. 



Truth, it can be asserted, is or must be a clear presentation or representation of the facts, the reality, as perceived by the individual. Falsehood does not exist in the same sense as Truth does. That the sun rises in the east and sets in the west are well established and irrefutable facts. To attempt to argue otherwise would be meaningless or a mere intellectual exercise, much along the line of stating - for the sake of argument, let's say the point or areas when the sun rises is called X and where it sets will be designated as Y ... unless, X and Y are given pre-established meanings or points of reference it becomes as pointless as seeking to establish at which point infinity begins and ends - circular and by its very nature co-dependent on its counterpart in conception, Finite existence, instances or moments in time where it can be said that time and all we can perceive to exist, ceases to exist themselves. 



Thus, if Time as a human construct exists within the human collective consciouness as a Reality, an absolute - counterpointed with such events as death and dying, birth and renewal, all also very real and irrefuatble; Truth as another human construct of reality must and does in fact exist in the collective consciouness as well. However, contained within that construct is the means whereby all other truths or conception of reality will be assessed as to whether it conforms to what is commonly and humanly conceived or perceived as being Truthful.



In the instance of the accused priest, his guilt or innocence, not the degree to which he fell short of what is to be expected of one such as he in his particular station in life and the social fabric of which he too is a part of, in either the narrowest or broadest sense, rests on his very own acts and deeds; and are as consequential as everyone else who comprise that very fabric. In a word, there is nothing for which he can not be held accountable for - if he insists on remaining a part of the social construct we call society he cannot be unaccountable, free to act without the social constrainst placed on the members of society. He is, after all, not God or even god-like; and thus not free of all the sins to which mankind is apparently prone. For it to be otherwise is to elevate himself above the domain in which he was placed and become lord of all - but master of none.



Guilt and innocence, unlike Truth, are defined and shaded through, perhaps, infinite degrees to invoke the requirement that one ought to be merciful in its dispensation, at times. Truth, inherently or essentially, plays the role of neutrality rather than that of arbiter. Guilty or Innocent. Did or Did not. Yes or No. A pillar upon which the notion of justice is erected and upheld.



Explanations and/or qualifiers infer degrees of diffusion, distillation and filtration, straining or sifting through to unearth that one nugget which will validate guilt or innocence. The implication being, truth can be asserted with accompanying explanations. Consequently, positive or negative confirmation becomes so much more sophistry which inserts layers of irrelevance which then cancels each other out as they engage in an eternal dance for supremacy over the balance; cause, effect and consequences are then given or assigned expressional values.



Individuals, such as priests, who hold positions within society to the point that they are considered pillars, if not the very basis upon which the societal foundations are erected should or ought to be held to stricter standards of integrity than the common man. If not more so, then it certainly should not be any less so.



Consequently, guilty or innocence, as with trust of any kind, becomes unequivocal. When justice prevails Truth is seldom, if ever, deaf, dumb or blind - or in anyway muted or impaired.



One must then wonder why pious claptrap is ladled and sopped up as gospel truth by an often unquestioning flock - blinded by the herd mentality which suffuses notions of individuality in preference of an almost unquestioning collective consciousness.



Thus, here we have a clear example of a man - for that is what a priest amounts to in the final analysis - who has placed himself in morally or ethically compromising position when his stature ought to be above reproach. Assessing guilt or innocence, not degree of, ought to be straightforward. One cannot be half or partly guilty or innocent. Such measures are simply legal devices devised to thwart the dispensation of unequivocal justice. Another human construct.



To be found guilty even if only by association or for being an accomplice in a criminal office has little to do with justice and more with legality. The accomplice who drives the getaway vehicle may be guilty of the commision of a robbery. But he's not a guilty as the one within the store who pulls the trigger and kills the clerk. While the maker and seller of the weapon are not deemed responsible for developing and distributing the weapon which was used in the crimes - robbery and murder. Legalese cloaking the numerous technicalities which may apply under certain conditions. The legal system is not about truth or justice but rather the control and maintenance of the social order as set forth in laws and edicts. Or, it ought to be?



Many a pious person have hidden or shaded their complicity or guilt with regard to numerous human atrocities around the globe, past and present.





Regardless of what the world's many aggrieved have on their list of complaints against historic adventurers and explorers such as Columbus, and regardless of the fact that they were in one way or another responsible - by mere virtue of the fact that it was as a result of their exploring and adventuring  which introduced what is historically deemed or described as the dominating culture of the Old World into that of the New World.
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[To Speak of Relatives]

Circular Arguments
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Reflect for a few moments or so and it occurs that:



"Life is like a circle. You are standing in line like everyone else. Ahead, all you can see is the back of the individual just ahead of you, who, in turn, sees the person ahead of him/her, etc. Looking back you can see a number of individuals following or just past them."��An intriguing and interesting perspective of life. Contrasting sharply with a - 'Life Sucks' philosophical perspective.��Consider the language involved, the imagery invoked by the use of words and sounds to generate, paint (as it were), illustrate, solidify and give expression to some of these individualistic moments. Perhaps, with the use of a few more words, tonal cadences, and perhaps, moment of reflection, a different image can be generated altogether. Creating a vision of what an individual who uses the means available to give expression to what, in one sense, summarises what he perceives life to be.� 

From this perspective the reason for Being is to follow the person ahead of him, who is, no doubt, following the person ahead of him who is following … And the only relief he really get from this monotonous journey is to occasionally step off to the sides, turn around and look back at where he had been. Stop, and sometimes even step out of the line, on occasions.



In the end, when getting back in line, though it may be back at a different place, the line stopping for no one presents a view which progresses inexorably onward. The view always reverting back to the person ahead of or behind. Peering over the shoulders of those who surrounds re-enforces the image that you are not alone; and it is that sense in and of itself which serves to give one's life its definitions.

 

Some can clearly discern these distinctions as the images tug at the subconscious. But others who are in viewing range are barely discernible or of any substance, occasionally raising the question as to whether is seen is the same as what is perceived. The provocative uncertainty providing the needed sparks to spur onward.

 

An interesting take on life. But can also result in the development of a closer relationship with the individuals who surround you?

 The faces looking back at you may very well be your own - as you were a moment or so ago. Or someone different altogether. Either way, it represents the recent past. Where-ever you look, everything seen and identified would become representatives of where you have been.

 

The back ahead of you represents the unknown. The future. The road not yet traveled.

 

It occurs that it is not until you’ve looked to the past that you realize how much you invariably influence the path and the person ahead of you.And when you look to the Past realisation dawns that it is nothing more than a review of that which has transpired so far in time - not necessarily on a linear level or fashion; and with that realization you can play or become God.



Why? Because only you can see the past as you have experienced it. And on the basis of the experience(s) or the interpretation(s), coloured by your perception of the events past, you unconsciously or consciously direct the path of the future. 

 

The trouble with such a view, however, is that we are all perceiving the world in the same way. But, at the same time, from different perspectives: experiences will vary with mileage traveled.

 

And, as we all attempt to direct the passage through the course up ahead, we end up with cross purposes, contradictory objectives: often brought about by the mere fact that what we’ve done in the past not only affects us as individuals but as a collective.Future options are not created in isolation or are available only at the behest of the individual making the choice.

 

Choice arises out of preceding actions; and actions acted upon invariably result in re-actions which in turn generate more varied choices, which create more choices which …..

 

But even when there are moments when choices made and actions taken by the individual coincide with those of another or even with a number of others, this, apparent, convergence should not be viewed in isolation of the whole. 



Because at that moment in time, instead of having just one individual exerting his/her perception(s) on a finite number of individuals we are now faced with the collective influences of a groups’ action, reaction, and impact rippling through the entire collective we call family, community, town, city, county, province, country, humanity; and like the ripple of a pebble thrown into a somewhat calm pool, once generated it cannot be turned back on itself. Any attempt to do so generates its own unique ripple in turn.

 

It is all relative! A simple matter of perspective?

 

If life is viewed as nothing more than an accumulation of momentary and passing experiences, then it is possible to examine those moments. We can be both the observer and the observed. The catalyst and the reactant simultaneously. We create and generate with every action and thought that we act upon daily.

 

In doing so, what we engage in doing is looking back at the past, where we re-experience, or attempt to do so, moments until they fade from view or are replaced by more stronger, newer happenings or changes on the perspectives. New slants take their place. These are nothing more than moments where we pause and ask those all important questions, Who, What, When Why, How, If.

 

But what happens when we raise those same questions, not about days, things, places or people gone by, but about people, places, things and days to come?

 

Do we create those moments in time or are they simply just another view of previous moments or singular insights into moments to be? And as we peer into each and every brief spark of life, as they impact on the canvass of life - the simple fact is that we know we’re Alive simply because we can say I remember WHEN before IT became THEN. If we cannot say that I can remember WHEN then it represents a moment not yet born. Because if one cannot perceive that moment or perspective prior to its realization then it doesn’t exist. 

 

There, in a word, is that philosophical, metaphysical position, I Think, Therefore I Am. Or, the absence of moments, whereby we perceive our Reality, is, essentially, Death. Non-existence.

 

Are we then, as individuals, anything before we have awareness of Self?
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All that which is social by association or necessity, is political by nature and in actuality. Consequently, social responsibility, which is and of itself politically driven by social pressures exerted internally as well as externally, becomes the definition by which which social cues and expectations are intrically woven into the fabric of the political mosaic of that which we refer to as society. The social animal, humans, is intrinsically and essentially a political one as well.�

Attach any label of your choosing as you will, checkout the boundaries, sound out the depths, traverse the axis and ponder the unponderable: the essential truth remains firm and steadfast in the face of inquisition. Whether one agrees or disagrees, applying whatever degree of qualification, becomes irrelevant to the original question, which is: Do you believe or not? For ceasing to believe relieves you of one essential foundations of your being: that you do exist. And if you do exist, in whose-ever imagination, validates your very existence. 



And such existence is accompanied by the ever present catalogue of expectations and requirements which define your behaviour, both social and political in nature, in the here and now - not withstanding the sweet-here-after.



The truths along the pathways are but crumbs, scattered all about, leading back to an origin, a source, first point of revelation: Contact. Or in more succinct terms, nothing ever vanishes without a trace. �

And as such truths are unearthed and pondered indepth, new truths emerge to surpass the old, or complement and enhance existing and future ones which periodically burst into existence of their own free will. All the while, truth being - the ability to tell the essential difference between what is relevant and/or essential to ones' own well-being.�

The measure against which that difference or similarity exists is through the development of a social conscience. One which is generated by the constant feeding of the uninitiated into the combined maw of the education and socialisation process wherein attempts are made to churn out cookie cutter models to fill and staff the factories and offices, subways and highways, airports and bus terminals, the streets and homes. 



Oh yes. The possessed, the possessive and the dispossesed as well. Pendulums do indeed swing at different speeds and in differing arcs.



It is beneath such apogees and apexes that trends emerge, collide, evolve; sometimes even gaining acceptance through assimilation, implementation and convergence. The labels permeates every facet of the social landscape; serving to define the individual, the group, the community, the cultures - and on a much broader scale the national indentity. But most importantly, the definition of self and the body politic.  �

Essentials such as truths, faith, facts, beliefs, apriori or mere assumptions all bear something in common with each other: they are readily used in the construction of foundations upon which the monuments of our individually perceived realities are erected and elevated. Should it then not be impressed on us as well to just as quickly question the stability of those very foundations upon which we have built our glass houses? 



After all, we are masters and experts at our own constructions; who then is best suited to issue those certificates of well founded assurances of stability and construct? If you cannot relinguish control to the caretaking of those around you, nor they to you, then how does anything get built and approved, through social concensus? 



Whispers of conspiracies are worn and threadbare. So are those voices which give life to the -isms of the world. Every man, woman or child has his or her own axe to grind; yet very few question where the axes appear from. Which then means that there are axe makers, as a result of those who seek to discover and extract the last remaining iota of metal from the planets innards. 



But lets not forget the roll call of the 'lists and their masters who, in some instances, can claim with definitive certainity ( + or - a percentage here or there, or to varing degrees of validity ) that they have discovered the location of Valhalla, or the Holy Grail, or Nirvana or the epicentre of the original Big Bang and the eventual and expected whimpered fizzle. Why? '



Because in space no one can hear you scream'; and space is, in the final analysis, nothing more than a vacumn. To claim that it can be captured and harnessed is much the same as saying that, in the process of becoming hip, the emporer managed to make a total ass of himself. Are we not then, ourselves, jackasses for not having had the foresight to perceive and act apriori to minimise or eliminate the possibility of such an occurrence? 



Then again, hindsight is said to be 20-20; and of what use is hindsight to us and from whence does it originate? Those voices howling against the winds of time which tunnel through to our consciousness?



Yet our sails are often lacking that steady and consistent flow of consciousness which streams around us. Often it is the billowing clouds rushing across stormy skies, straining faculties to their limits very quickly and easily, reminding us of the dangers so often faced by the foolhardy, the simply foolish, the unaware, the blind or deaf, the seekers and the searchers. The lost. Reminders that paths do need to be cleared, but not all require the same amount of due care, dilligence or attention. 



There are natural pathways; and at other times there becomes a need to branch off in new directions. Pioneering in any form, consequently holds within its breast the ability to lead to either an oasis or another few days more of wandering about in the unrelenting scorching rays of the overhead sun which serves to only light the day before the onset of nightfall, which can become unbearably cold with its wished for embrace.�

Life's objective: that of survival. A moral victory. Personal triumphs. Self and survival do not become intertwined at such a juncture in time: they have always existed in close harmony of each other. No prior discord in this harmony results in no acknowledgement or awareness of their conjunctive, yet individualistic, presence or existence. 





Life can indeed be like a song. Yet, not all songs need ever be given life but instead be given a still birth. Not all dreams need be realised, nor all fears be experienced or lived. We pray for the good fortune of those fortunate few who have managed to navigate through such stormy weather, safely, on previous occasions.



And, at the same time, curse the geniuses who swayed us to venture along such tourtured paths to get to the mirror of realisation. The realisation, for the hundredth time, that not all paths can be prescribed nor can they be completely eliminated from the list of possibilities and probabilities, ad infinitum. Yes, we must make our own paths in life - if we are ever to find anything meaningful, fulfilling or self-satisfying. Self always comes before all else. Without self, what else is there?�

Badly bruised, beaten and broken. Exhausted beyond all endurance, struggling against all odds to hold at bay the hounds which constantly threaten to put the final marks upon the pages of one's mortality. Those ever shifting sands whereupon one's brief and solitary passing, momentarily, imprint themselves upon the sands that lay behind, beneath and before us. Sands which are in turn easily scattered like chaff before the ever present and unrelenting winds which swirl and twirl in perfect unison, heedless of time. Even oases eventually run dry with time's limitless passage across the barren landscapes of Reality.   



Empathy is only functional with the awareness and existence of self, as judged by you and the social and political interplays on a daily basis. Social and political graces are the lodestones of the diplomat who, becomes skillful enough at simply getting disputants together long enough to make them all agree to shake hands, hug each other and publicly kiss and make up before the sightless eyes of the cameras. The diplomat then being nothing other than someone who cannot flourish without the existence of such high-level disputes. Beamed electronically through the ether to be witnessed by the jaundiced eyes of the toiling masses. Without the backroom negotiations and political machinations the diplomat or high-level negotiator becomes redundant or unnecessary�

Another negotiation - deals have been discussed decided upon, way in advance of the public declarations. But minor questions and details such as, just what is in that package that came out of the secret parley between such powerful power-brokers, for me, you and I and us and our possible futures gain scant attention. 



The act or gesture itself distills into: what is in it for me to throw my support behind or opposition against. Because until it impacts or demonstrates potential to have impact that is negative to yourself there is no involvement or empathy. Yet even those that are strongly opposed can result in positive results. Similarly, that which is defended can result in tragic consequences.



Ask the mothers and fathers, brothers, sisters, husbands, wives, friends of war torn regions such as Albania and Koskovo, of Iraq, Samolia, East Timor. Ask the next generation of German, men, women and children why they still bear the marks left on them by the sins committed by their long dead, and apparently not easily forgotten, ancestors upon the Jews during the insanity that is embraced under the unbrella of The Great World War II. An insanity that many would like to uphold as the outgoing century's's darkest blemish on an otherwise badly tarnished image.



Wonder what the millions worldwide, still living in abject poverty, deplorable stench and filth, sore ridden, blanketed by flies and insects, visited my innumerable deseases ( all of which the priviliged are able to wage ongoing wars against with the fervance of crusaders ) think about the upcoming end to the current century? 



The papal clerics and the other crowned royalties look resplendent in their marks and badges of office as their stature amongst the gathered is signified by the placement of the minor functionaries and dignitaries who are but manifestations of the social pecking order of importance; a timely example in the chain of causal relationships. Self always remains the focal point of reference. Who weeps for thee?



To some it is empathy. To others it is a calling, a belief, a knack, an attraction, a vocation or an experience. To most it is just simply life as they know it.





====  # 68  @ 06:56 Est.  ====

































































[Epilogue]

What Am I?

Notlimah Hsineved  Rev. 25/09/2024





Well, at this point in what I call 'My pet project', I find myself with an interesting situation. Although I have written a section titled Prologue, it was not meant to be a prelude to anything in 

particular. The title emerged out of the phrase, The Past is Prologue (To understand the present you need to look at the past to see a path forward).



None of the prior sections have been assembled in a chronological order. Most had been written over several years ago. Others as recently as within the past month. Smoe first existed as short notes that I eventually fleshed out. I later returned to and edited, revised or added portions during the process. 



A few of the titles are carry-overs from college courses. Their inclusion, at times, may appear jarring from the otherwise personal context of the rest. Most of all, none was written with the intent to assemble a book. That is, there is no unifying theme. 



There was never any central narrative. In its current format, what I have attempted to do is arrange the various titles in a manner that tries to weave a thread throughout that holds it all together in some coherrent manner. I began with the Who am I question - which is a rabbit-hole of a question. 



Some was first written several years after my divorce. My children had grown up; and were living on their own. I found my self questioning what defined me - a father, divorced, A funk of depressing thoughts and feelings unmoored me in the circumstances. So, essentially, I began to self-analyse and evaluate what was driving me. 



My divorce had 'freed' me and the children had grown and left home. Freedom! That sense of freedom, however, came with its own complication – in terms of engaging in  adult relationships.



In no mood to get involved or remarry after my divorce, I realised that I didn't want someone to be my childrens' mom. Nor did I have any desire to become dad to another's children. In addition to having no desire to sire more children. I had done my part for humanity. Whatever that is worth. 



My children. My responsibility obligated me to being a part of their lives through to, at least, adulthood. I was, as my mother had been, a Single-parent. Which is something I empathise with - it's tough being the Good and Bad guy in that parenting situation (assuming you take those responsibilities seriously) and believe in discipline. Something my children can attest to; (and, yes, I did fuck up along the way, at times. I'm only human. 



The Joys of Parenthood does not come with a User Manual and a return policy.







At this point, I realised that there is no Ending Chapter; so that has driven me to write the following as  an epilogue. 



While the Who bedevils us it is the What that turns out to be the most interesting.



What I am – is a writer, an essayist, a diarist, a lollygagger, a journalist, analyst, philosopher, reductionist, editorialist, information-politics-junkie; and, I am Geek-ish in various areas. 



I am considered to be opinionated – as I will quibble or be annoyingly Serious. Some say that I can be argumentative when having a discussion. There being a difference between Arguments and a Discussions. Then there are, qualified arguments which can be heated – as others argue. I avoid yelling and screaming conversations.



Similarly, it's those who are unable to dicern the difference that end up in heated arguments about Discrimination. 



To discriminate is not inherrently a negative position. It allows humans to note any perceived distinguishing features or characteristics about all that is about and around Us. It allows us to categorise and make sense of our world or reality. 



So yes, there is discrimination and discriminating tendencies and habits. Discrimination is not is Prejudice which addresses learnt social behaviours.Words and meanings are so often conflated that, at times, they are meaningless expressions. How can we become 'non-discriminatory'? Or, 'non-binary' in a world that consists of binaries?



I am, often, self-deprecating as I will make mild observations or commentaries that can turn into scathing social criticisms. Based simply on the turn of a phrase. That's generally dependent on the use of wit laced with doeses of cynicism, sarcasm and 'other-isms' needed to make a point.



Truthfully, I often just like to cut through the bull and get to the point. 



About my political inclination, I'm not apolitical. I lean more toward Libertarinism. In the past, I've voted (in the Canadian context) for Liberal, Conservative, NDP candidates. I once even voted for a Marxist-Leninist as a protest vote – there being no None-of-the-above option available.  A protest vote.



My musical tastes is, in a word, Eclectic. It ranges all the way from from the 50s through to the 2000 eras – Bigband, Rock, Funk, Soul, Blues, Reggae, Punk, Gregorian Chants, Country and Western (up to around the Garth Brooks period). There is also an interest in some of the classical pieces and orchestral performances. I even enjoy some RAP (the early yeras performers such as Grandmaster Flash & The Furious Five, Parliament-Funkadelic (P-Funk) and Brick. That is just a partial list of my music preferences. 



Asking about my musical tastes is much like asking me Who I am. Like my views on religion, politics, I'm all over the spectrum. Interestingly, I'm not a fan of calypsoes. Simply put, it just doesn't speak to me (some will call it snobbism). It's the same way I feel about opera performances.







With regard to the subject of Religion, I'm clearly agnostic in my outlook. But I'd also say that I'm more spiritual than religious. Einstein is reputed to have said, 'God does not play dice'. Perhaps. 



I like the idea of keeping my options open. The after-life reservation with the horned-guy in the red outfit (if I read the tea leaves correctly) has been establised – as far as I am concerned. While the accommodations up above is very much up in the air. Says so in the Good Book.



I may have alluded somewhere above that I'm a computer geek. I'm am now comfortably retired (that is, I have accepted that I'm no longer seen as a 'productive member of society'. Put out to pasture.  Left to my own devices.



So, having this much non-productive time on hand, and years of accumulated skills and knowledge – I design and maintain a few personal websites that are accessible to internet surfers. I also design and build databases that serve as locally accessible archival resources built around publicly available information. But structured for personal use. There is no algorithm or scripts involved to maintain the human aspect to information processed. That is, all human curated.



These days such an idea has come to be known as 'Fact-checking' in the media. To me, it ammounts to just a local 'Google-like' Search Engine – without the annoying commercial trash that suffuces every attempt at Online searches. 



Far too many people today have no lived experience of picking up a hardcopy of newspapers that were often filled with advertising. I first jumped on to the newspaper organisations transition to on-line publishing of their News. One person I embraced the shift is that it was Ad-free. At the time the hard-copy Newspapers and magazines were often overstuffed with advertisements and pull-out sections. Actual News often amounted to, perhaps one-third of the actual edition. Which, at the time, meant more News and less Ads to plough through. It was much like muting the T.V during commercial breaks. 



[Rant On]

It annoys me: listening to the general public (newbies) refer to the World Wide Web as The Internet. I’m now at the point where I tolerate the misuse of the two. I blame it on the marketing crowd and the public’s, apparent desire to be fed bits and bytes of (morsels) of information. Why? The entire ‘buffet’ is right there at the Their fingertips. Explore with a purpose.



Appealing to the headline-seeking crowds that populate ‘feeds’ like Twitter or Facebook – remember AOL and its walled portal? – how are they or any other social networks different?



I can recall the derision that was directed at Newbies by geeks, such as myself, who were sucked into the ‘walled’ internet experience that AOL’s portals presented to its users. Today everything is about ‘Get The App’. Which is, essentially a window dressing that relieves the end user of the trouble of actually navigating around the internet. Instead, the App is launched, and. on auto-pilot, they are given a tour of a tightly curated segments of The Internet. Like a trip to Disney World.



Instead of a dial-up modem 14.4Kps running on an Intel 486Mhs or a Pentium Pro connecting to a Bulletin Board services, we now have, always connected, High-speed Fibre connections that can connect you with another person (computer) around the world in nano-seconds, so that you can Zoom (and/or bore) them about your rather ordinary day. 



Just think – all that computing power in their hands and the general public is so blase about the devices. Kids with toys. Where’s the MTV crowd today?



I remember the ‘good old days’ when ICONS (Applications/programmes) were invoked via icons situated within the GUI. Icons that, essentially, hid the operating system commands that invoked (scripted) the execution of applications via the clicking of a mouse-pointer. D.O.S or i.O.S command syntax are not for the casual computer user, as any computer-geek will tell you.



As you may surmise, I’m on the techie side of things. I often see irony, while appreciate the ironic humour. The Big Bang Theory, sitcom, thrived on its believability of the show’s characters, across the board.



Then Web Design developers discovered and unleased the scourage of Pop-Ups and innumerable forms of distracting and selling online snake-oil, shiny bubbles and trinkets. Look at where we are today. Even the Video-streami providers are pushing a return to Advertising as revenue generators after years of ad-free streaming. 

Now Ad-free means paid subscription to skip the ads. Reminds me of when listening to FM radio was an AD-free experience.



[Rant Off]



Not growing up with a father as a role model, I first heard Clarence Carter's - Patches in 1972 while in high school ... 



My papa was a great old man

I can see him with a shovel in his hands, see

Education he never had

He did wonders when the times got bad

The little money from the crops he raised

Barely paid the bills we made



I love lyrics and music. We all listen to or hear music differently; and so, I here give my mother all the props she deserves – she did, after all, raise this bedeviled bastard of a child. Lord knows, she did everything she could.



At one point in time, I considered a monastic life an appealing lifestyle option. Imagine that! But all the bowing, praying and genuflecting was a tad of a turn-off. And,  finally .....  prone to irreverence  as I tend to be , here's a passing thought: 



Moses, after spending days up in the mountains, saw some burning buses (or he smoked some herbs?) after which he came up with a (great) ten-point plan that he had chiseled onto slabs of rock. Thinking these Commandments were key to Love, Peace and Happiness he descended from the hills. Where he finds his people partying and praying to a Golden Calf – Baal. 







Then the lawyers emerged and got involved. I mean, Number One on the list is Thou shall have no other god before me. The rest, as we know, is history. Peering into the maw of a Black Hole in time  bedevils Humans. And questions persist: Did Man create God? If Humans did not exist would God exist? If there are to be 'no other gods', who creates them or from whence do they come into Being? 



Clearly, God does not invite competition - all else is subservient. Recall what he did to Lucifer; and that was an Angel. Man is further down the pyramid of Beings, burdened with flaws. And mortal. 



If Man created God, then clearly He (or choose your pronoun) is as flawed as Mankind. This Life may be as good as it gets. So why not live and enjoy, before the end of Time. 

Which keeps on ticking, ticking ….



Then there are those questions about The Big Bang and the God Particle which will neither prove nor dis-prove the existence of God.



Ever seen or heard of Stanley Kubrik's 2001: A Space Odyssey?



A Masterpiece! A masterful work of story-telling that weaves the various human existential questions that underlie Man's drive for Reason.. For Being.



But, as awesome as that movie is in the annals of cinematography and weaving of various narratives, one of the most arresting sequences was the deactivation of HAL 2000 . As the voice of the 'artificial' intelligence winds while pleading its case for survival, the question pops  up : What does being 'Alive' actually mean?



In closing, The Bard (William Shakespeare) was correct  when he penned  



All the world’s a stage,

And all the men and women merely players;

They have their exits and their entrances;

And one man in his time plays many parts,

His acts being seven ages. 



Now, as my 70th. birthday approaches the three-quarter mark, perhaps it's time that I sit back and consider the state of my RAM and ROM. The caches are not as clean and responsive as before. At risk of the unavoidable System Failure, I wonder about the system's RAM or the ROM -  Fate or Faith?. 



Queue the transition to The Matrix .....
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[Books Music And Movies]

A small attempt at  describing my musical tastes

Notlimah Hsineved  Rev. 24/09/2024





Lyrically speaking, a life without music is a life without meaning. And I find, as a 64 years old I find that the music that has accompanied my life this far has not faded into oblivion with the passage of time. Generally speaking, I dislike lists – one man’s poison is another’s ….. That said, in no particular order, here are are some of my favourite musical reflections of the decades past: 



Jerry Butler is noted as being the original lead singer of the R&B vocal group The Impressions. who were inducted into the Rock and Roll Hall of Fame. Favourite: “For Your Precious Love (1958)” 

The Temptations  released a series of successful singles and albums with Motown Records during the 1960s and 1970s. Favourites: “Papa Was A Rolling Stone“, “Papa Was A Rolling Stone (1972 Single)” and “Ball of Confusion”, “I Wish It Would Rain“. 

The Undisputed Truth  – A 1970s Motown recording act assembled by record producer Norman Whitfield as a means of experimenting with psychedelic soul production techniques. Joe “Pep” Harris served as main lead singer, with Billie Rae Calvin and Brenda Joyce Evans on additional leads and background vocals. Favourite: Smiling Faces Sometimes 

The Dramatics – An American soul music vocal group, formed in Detroit, Michigan in 1964. They are best known for their 1970s hit songs. Favourites: “In The Rain” and “Whatcha See Is Whatcha Get“ 

The Supremes – An American female singing group and the premier act of Motown Records during the 1960s. Founded as The Primettes in Detroit, Michigan (1959) the Supremes were the most commercially successful of Motown’s acts and America’s most successful vocal group. Most of the hits were written and produced by Motown’s main songwriting and production team Holland–Dozier–Holland. Favourite: “You Keep Me Hangin’ On”. Favourite covers include those of  Vanilla Fudge – You Keep Me Hangin’ On and Ken Boothe’s – You Keep Me Hanging On 

The Four Tops – A vocal quartet from Detroit, Michigan that helped to define the city’s Motown sound of the 1960s. The group’s repertoire has included soul music, R&B, disco, adult contemporary, doo-wop, jazz, and show tunes. The Four Tops was the main male vocal group for the successful songwriting and production team of Holland–Dozier–Holland who crafted the hit singles such as “I Can’t Help Myself (Sugar Pie Honey Bunch)” (1965) and “Reach Out I’ll Be There” (1966).  River Deep Mountain High (1970) 

The Four Tops – A vocal quartet from Detroit, Michigan that helped to define the city’s Motown sound of the 1960s. The group’s repertoire has included soul music, R&B, disco, adult contemporary, doo-wop, jazz, and show tunes. The Four Tops was the main male vocal group for the successful songwriting and production team of Holland–Dozier–Holland who crafted the hit singles such as “I Can’t Help Myself (Sugar Pie Honey Bunch)” (1965) and “Reach Out I’ll Be There” (1966).  River Deep Mountain High (1970) 





Stevie Wonder (Stevland Hardaway Morris) – An American singer, songwriter, musician, record producer, and multi-instrumentalist – a child prodigy of the late 20th century. Stevie Wonder signed with Motown at the age of 11 and he continued performing and recording  into the 2010s. He has been blind since shortly after his birth. Among Wonder’s works my favourites are: “Signed, Sealed, Delivered I’m Yours“, “Superstition“,”Living for the City”. 

Isaac (Lee) Hayes Jr. – An American singer-songwriter, actor, voice actor and producer. He was one of the creative forces behind the Southern soul music of  Stax Records label where he was both an in-house songwriter, session musician and record producer. He teamed with his partner David Porter during the mid-1960s, along with Bill Withers, the Sherman Brothers, Steve Cropper and John Fogerty (All of whom have been inducted into the Songwriters Hall of Fame), the duo Sam & Dave, Carla Thomas and others. Hayes was inducted into the Rock and Roll Hall of Fame in 2002. Favourite: Theme From Shaft (1971) 

James (Joseph) Brown – An American singer, songwriter, dancer, musician, record producer and bandleader. Brown began his career as a gospel singer in Toccoa, Georgia. He joined an R&B vocal group, the Gospel Starlighters founded by Bobby Byrd. 

His success peaked in the 1960s with the live album Live at the Apollo and hit singles such as “Papa’s Got a Brand New Bag” and “I Got You (I Feel Good)“. During the late 1960s he moved from blues and gospel-based forms and styles to an “Africanized” approach to his music-making . This influenced the development of funk music; and by the early 1970s, Brown had established the funk sound with records such as “Get Up (I Feel Like Being a) Sex Machine” and “Payback“. He also became noted for songs of social commentary, including the 1968 hit “Say It Loud – I’m Black and I’m Proud“. 

James Brown, often referred to as the “Godfather of Soul”, had a career that lasted 50 years and influenced the development of several music genres; and is considered the progenitor of funk. He is a major figure of popular music and dance. 

Curtis (Lee) Mayfield – An American singer-songwriter, guitarist, and record producer, and one of the most influential musicians behind soul and politically conscious African-American music. He first achieved success and recognition with The Impressions during the civil rights movement of the late 1950s and 1960s, and later worked as a solo artist. 

From Chicago, Illinois, Mayfield started his musical career in a gospel choir. Moving to the North Side, he met Jerry Butler (1956) at the age of 14 and joined the vocal group The Impressions. 

As a songwriter, Mayfield became noted as one of the first musicians to bring more prevalent themes of social awareness into soul music. In 1965, he wrote “People Get Ready” for the Impressions, displaying his politically charged songwriting. 

In 1970, Mayfield released several albums, including the soundtrack for the blaxploitation film “Super Fly” (1972) – a soundtrack noted for its socially conscious themes which addressed the problems surrounding inner city minorities issues such as crime, poverty and drug abuse – “Pusherman (1972)“. “Freddie’s Dead (Superfly)“,  “If There’s a Hell Below We’re All Going to Go” , “Move On Up”, “Get Down“, “Future Shock“. 



Marvin (Pentz) Gaye – An American singer, songwriter and record producer who helped shape the sound of Motown in the 1960s – first as an in-house session player and later as a solo artist. During the 1970s, he recorded the album “What’s Going On”  and had a string of hits, including “Trouble Man“, “Distant Lover“, “Let’s Get It On” and “Mercy, Mercy Me“. 

Sly & The Family Stone – An American band from San Francisco (1966 to 1983) pivotal in the development of funk, soul, rock, and psychedelic music. The core line-up was led by singer-songwriter, producer, and multi-instrumentalist Sly Stone, and included Stone’s brother and singer/guitarist Freddie Stone, sister and singer/keyboardist Rose Stone, trumpeter Cynthia Robinson, drummer Greg Errico, saxophonist Jerry Martini, and bassist Larry Graham. It was the first major American rock group to have a racially integrated, male and female lineup. 

Formed in 1966, the group’s music synthesized a variety of disparate musical genres to help pioneer the emerging “psychedelic soul” sound. They released a series of hits such as “Dance to the Music” (1968), “Sing A Simple Song“,”Everyday People” (1968) and “Thank You (ForlettinmeBeMiSelfAgin)” (1969), “Hot Fun In The Summertime“, “Family Affair (1971)”,  “Thank You (ForlettinmeBeMiSelfAgin)” and “I Want to Take You Higher”. 

Their critically acclaimed album “Stand!” (1969), combined pop sensibility with social commentary. Music critic Joel Selvin wrote, “there are two types of black music: black music before Sly Stone, and black music after Sly Stone“. 

By 1975, drug problems and interpersonal clashes led to dissolution; problems which forced Sly’s effective retirement (1987). The work of Sly and the Family Stone, however, influenced the sound of subsequent American funk, pop, soul, R&B, and hip hop music. 

The Jimmy Castor Bunch  – An American funk, R&B, and soul musician. A multi-instrumentalist is credited with vocals, saxophone and composition. Jimmy Castor is best known for songs such as “Bertha Butt Boogie“, “The Everything Man – Butt Of Course“, “E-Man Groovin’“, “Luther The Anthropoid (Ape Man)” and “Hey, Leroy, Your Mama’s Callin’ You” (1967). 

The Castor band included keyboardist/trumpeter Gerry Thomas, bassist Doug Gibson, guitarist Harry Jensen, conga player Lenny Fridle, Jr., and drummer Bobby Manigault. Many of the group’s tunes have been heavily sampled in films and in hip-hop, particularly the saxophone hook and groove from “It’s Just Begun“, and “Troglodyte (Cave Man)” (1972). 

Archie Bell & The Drells – An American R&B vocal group from Houston, Texas and one of the main acts on Kenneth Gamble and Leon Huff’s Philadelphia International Records. The band’s hits include “ Tighten up (1968)“, “I Can’t Stop Dancing” (both 1968), “There’s Gonna Be A Showdown”, “Girl You’re Too Young” (1969), “Here I Go Again” (UK hit 1972]), “Soul City Walk” (1975), “Let’s Groove”, “Everybody Have A Good Time” (1977), and “Don’t Let Love Get You Down” (1976). 

Archie Bell, who founded the group, was born in Henderson, Texas. He is the older brother of lead vocalist of Motown’s Dazz Band and world karate champion – Jerry Bell. His brother Ricky Bell was an NFL player and Eugene Bell was the last brother. 



The origins of “Tighten Up” came from a conversation Bell had after receiving his draft notice. Butler, in an attempt to cheer him up demonstrated the “Tighten Up” dance to Bell. Bell asked what it was and Butler told him the name. Bell then put together the track which hit the charts following his induction into the Army. “ 

King Curtis (born Curtis Montgomery – An American saxophonist known for rhythm and blues, rock and roll, soul, blues, funk and soul jazz. Variously a bandleader, band member, and session musician. He was also adept at tenor, alto, and soprano saxophone, he played riffs and solos on such hit singles as “Respect” by Aretha Franklin, (1967)and his own “Memphis Soul Stew” and  “Soul Serenade (1964)”   

Jr. Walker (Autry DeWalt Mixon Jr.) from Blytheville, Arkansas; grew up in South Bend, Indiana. His saxophone style was the anchor for the band’s overall sound. The other original members of the group were drummer Tony Washington, guitarist Willie Woods, and keyboardist Vic Thomas. 

Walker’s career started when he developed his own band in the mid-1950s – the “Jumping Jacks” and his friend Billy Nicks (drummer) formed his own team the “Rhythm Rockers.” Periodically, Nicks would sit in on Jumping Jack’s shows and Walker would sit in on the Rhythm Rockers shows. 

Favourites:  “Gotta Hold On To This Feeling“, “Shotgun“, “What Does It Take (1969)”, “Take Me Girl I’m Ready”, “These Eyes“, “Walk In The Night”, “Way Back Home (1971)”,  “What Does It Take (To Win Your Love) 1969 “,  “Shoot Your Shot” 

Santana – A Latin and rock band formed in San Francisco, California in 1966 by Mexican-American guitarist Carlos Santana. The band came to public attention with their performance of “Soul Sacrifice” at Woodstock in 1969. This exposure helped propel their first album, also named Santana, into a hit, followed in the next two years by Abraxas and Santana III. Lineup changes were common. 

In 1998, the band Santana was inducted into the Rock and Roll Hall of Fame with Carlos Santana, José “Chepito” Areas, David Brown, Gregg Rolie, Mike Carabello, and Michael Shrieve. The band has earned nine Grammy Awards and three Latin Grammy Awards. “Angels All Around Us / Viva La Vida (Sacred Fire 1993)”, “Black Magic Woman“, “Open Invitation (Sacred Fire 1993)”, “Samba Pati (Sacred Fire 1993)”, “Spririts Dancing In The Flesh (1993)” 

Favourite cover: “What Does It Take (To Win Your Love)“ 

Booker T. & The MG’s – An instrumental R&B/funk band that was influential in shaping the sound of Southern and Memphis soul. Original members of the group were Booker T. Jones (organ, piano), Steve Cropper (guitar), Lewie Steinberg (bass), and Al Jackson Jr. (drums). 

In the 1960s, as members of the house band of Stax Records, they played on recordings by artists such as Wilson Pickett, Otis Redding, Bill Withers, Sam & Daveand Albert King. They also released instrumental records under their own name with the best known being the 1962 hit single “Green Onions“. Others include “Groovin“, “Hang ’em High“, “Chinese Checkers“, “Hip-Hug-Her“, “My Sweet Potato“, “Soul Limbo“, “What Does It Take“, “Time Is Tight” 





Having two white members (Cropper and Dunn), Booker T. & the M.G.’s was one of the first racially integrated rock groups. The band was inducted into the Rock and Roll Hall of Fame in 1992, the Musicians Hall of Fame and Museum in Nashville, Tennessee, in 2008, and the Memphis Music Hall of Fame in 2012. 

The Meters – An American funk band formed (1965) by Zigaboo Modeliste (drums), George Porter Jr. (bass), Leo Nocentelli (guitar), and Art Neville (keyboards) in New Orleans, Louisiana. 

The band performed and recorded their own music from the late 1960s until 1977 and played an influential role as backing musicians for other artists, including Robert Palmer, Dr. John, and Allen Toussaint “Ride Your Pony“. Their sound is defined by a combination of tight melodic grooves and highly syncopated New Orleans “second line” rhythms under highly charged guitar and keyboard riffing.

Their original songs “Cissy Strut” and “Look Ka Py Py (1969)”  are considered funk classics. But their library includes hits such as “Chicken Strut“, “Handclapping Song“, “Tippi-Toes“, “Ease Back” and “Africa“, “Darling Darling, Darling“, “Hey Pocky A-Way“. 

While they rarely enjoyed significant mainstream success, The Meters has been nominated four times for induction into the Rock and Roll Hall of Fame and was presented the Grammy Lifetime Achievement Award. They are considered originators of funk along with artists like James Brown and their work has been influential on many other bands. 

Tina Turner (Anna Mae Bullock) – An American-born singer-songwriter, dancer, and actress who rose to international prominence as a featured singer with Ike Turner’s Kings of Rhythm. Before recording hit singles with Ike and as a solo performer. One of the world’s best-selling artists, she has been referred to as The Queen of Rock ‘n’ Roll she is noted for her energetic stage presence, powerful vocals, and career longevity. Favourites: “River Deep, Mountain High (1966)”, “Proud Mary (1971)“ 

Sam & Dave – An American soul and R&B duo who performed together from 1961 until 1981. The tenor voice was Sam Moore and the baritone/tenor was Dave Prater. Nicknamed “Double Dynamite,” “The Sultans of Sweat,” and “The Dynamic Duo” for their gritty, gospel-infused performances, Sam & Dave are considered one of the greatest live acts of the 1960s. 

Many subsequent musicians have named them as an influence, including Bruce Springsteen, Al Green, Tom Petty, Phil Collins, Michael Jackson, Elvis Costello, The Jam, Teddy Pendergrass, Billy Joel and Steve Winwood. The Blues Brothers, who helped create a resurgence of popularity for soul, R&B, and blues in the 1980s, were influenced by Sam & Dave. Favourites: “Sweet Soul Music”, “Hold On. I’m Coming”. 

Sam & Dave are members of the Rock and Roll Hall of Fame, the Grammy Hall of Fame, the Vocal Group Hall of Fame, the Memphis Music Hall of Fame. 

War (originally Eric Burdon and War) – An American funk band from Long Beach, California. Formed in 1969, War is a musical crossover band which fuses elements of rock, funk, jazz, Latin, rhythm and blues, and reggae. Their album The World Is a Ghetto was the best-selling album of 1973. and the band transcended racial and cultural barriers with a multi-ethnic line-up. Favourites: “Spill the Wine (1970)”, “Ballero (Live 72)”, “The World Is A Ghetto“, “Slippin’ Into Darkness”, “All Day Music (Live)”, ”  The Cisco kid”.  



Rare Earth – An American rock band affiliated with Motown’s Rare Earth record label from 1970–1972. Although not the first white band signed to Motown, Rare Earth was the first big hit-making act signed by Motown that consisted only of white members. 

The main personnel in the group were Gil Bridges, saxophone, flute, vocals; Peter Hoorelbeke (aka Peter Rivera), lead vocals, drums; John Parrish (aka John Persh), bass guitar, trombone, vocals; Rod Richards, guitar, vocals; and Kenny James, keyboards. In late 1969 Edward “Eddie” Guzman (congas and assorted percussive instruments) was added to the group. Favourite: “I Know I’m Losing You”, “Get ready (Single 1969)”, 

The Jimi Hendrix Experience – An American-English rock band that formed in Westminster, London, in September 1966. Singer, songwriter, and guitarist Jimi Hendrix, bassist Noel Redding, and drummer Mitch Mitchell comprised the group which was active until June 1969. In April 1970, Hendrix, Mitchell, and bassist Billy Cox performed and recorded until Hendrix’s death on September 18, 1970. 

Highly influential in the popularization of hard and psychedelic rock, the Experience was best known for the skill, style, and charisma of their frontman, Jimi Hendrix. All three of the band’s studio albums, Are You Experienced (1967), Axis: Bold as Love (1967) and Electric Ladyland (1968), were featured in the top 100 of the Rolling Stone list of The 500 Greatest Albums of All Time, at positions 15, 82 and 54 respectively. In 1992, the Jimi Hendrix Experience was inducted into the Rock and Roll Hall of Fame. Favourites:  “All Along The Watchtower”, “Purple Haze”, “Hey Joe”, “Are You Experienced“, “Crosstown Traffic (1993)”, “Foxey Lady”, “The Wind Cries Mary”. 

Iron Butterfly – An American rock band formed in San Diego, California; their heyday was the late 1960s. Original members were Doug Ingle (vocals, organ) formerly of Jeri and the Jeritones and Palace Pages. Jack Pinney (drums), Greg Willis (bass) and Danny Weis (guitar). They were joined by tambourine player and vocalist Darryl DeLoach. 

Best known for the 17-minute title track of Iron Butterfly’s second album “In-A-Gadda-Da-Vida”  1968 which provided a dramatic sound that led the way towards the development of hard rock and heavy metal music. The 17-minute In-A-Gadda-Da-Vida became a top-30 hit (edited down to 2:52) in 1968. 

The members when In-A-Gadda-Da-Vida was recorded were Doug Ingle (vocals and organ), Lee Dorman (bass guitar), Ron Bushy (drums) and Erik Brann (guitar and vocals). Iron Butterfly played its first national tour in 1968 alongside Jefferson Airplane. 

“In-A-Gadda-Da-Vida” is what “In the Garden of Eden” sounds like after consuming a gallon of cheap red wine. After hearing then-lead singer Doug Ingle slur the words. 

Steppenwolf – A Canadian-American rock band (1968 to 1972) was formed in late 1967 in Los Angeles by lead singer John Kay, keyboardist Goldy McJohn, and drummer Jerry Edmonton, Guitarist Michael Monarch and bass guitarist Rushton Moreve. Steppenwolf sold over 25 million records worldwide including “Born to Be Wild“, “The Pusher”, “Magic Carpet Ride (1969)”, “Tenderness“.

Lou Reed (Lewis Allan Reed – An American musician, singer and songwriter. He was the lead guitarist, singer and principal songwriter for the rock band the Velvet Underground; and also had a solo career that spanned 50 years. The Velvet Underground achieved little commercial success during their existence but are now regarded as one of the most influential bands in the history of underground and alternative music. Favourite:  “Walk On The Wild Side“. 

Rick James (James Ambrose Johnson Jr) – an American singer-songwriter, multi-instrumentalist and producer. Born and raised in Buffalo, New York, he began his musical career in his teen years in various bands and groups before entering the U.S. Navy to avoid being drafted in the early 1960s. 

In 1965 he deserted to Toronto, Canada where he formed the rock band the Mynah Birds and eventually signed a recording deal with Motown Records in 1966. After forming the Stone City Band in his hometown of Buffalo in 1977, James finally found success as a recording artist after signing with Motown’s Gordy Records, releasing the album, Come Get It!(1978) wihich has the hits “You & I” and “Mary Jane”. This was followed with three more successful album releases (1981) which included hits such as “Give It To Me Baby” and “Super Freak”(which mixed elements of funk, disco, rock and new wave. James was also known for a successful career as a songwriter and producer for other artists (Teena Marie, The Mary Jane Girls, The Temptations, Eddie Murphy and Smokey Robinson). 

Grandmaster Flash & The Furious Five – An American hip hop group formed in the South Bronx of New York City in 1976. Composed of one DJ (Grandmaster Flash) and five rappers (Melle Mel, The Kidd Creole, Keef Cowboy, Mr. Ness/Scorpio, and Rahiem). The group’s use of turntablism, break-beat deejaying, and conscious lyricism were significant in the early development of hip hop music. 

Grandmaster Flash and the Furious Five built their reputation performing at parties and live shows in the mid-1970s and achieved local success. By the time the Sugarhill Gang’s “Rapper’s Delight (1979)” was released, the group realized the potential of cutting records and signed with various labels until staying with Sugar Hill Records where the group rose to prominence in the early 1980s with their first hit “Freedom” (1980). It was not until the release of “The Message” (1982) that they achieved mainstream success. 

Grandmaster Flash and the Furious Five eventually broke up into two separate groups due to differences until a brief reunion in 1987 before permanently disbanding.Widely regarded as among the most influential of hip hop acts, their biggest single and acknowledged masterpiece “The Message” (1982) is often cited as one of the greatest hip hop songs of all time. In 2007 they were inducted into the Rock & Roll Hall of Fame (The first hip hop group to be inducted). 

Brick – An American band that created a successful merger of funk and jazz in the 1970s. Brick was formed in Atlanta, Georgia (1976) from members of two bands, one disco and the other jazz. Their most popular single was “Dazz (1976)” – a song that mixed R&B with a combination of disco, funk and jazz “Disco Jazz”. It was released in 1976 – their Good High album that would become their biggest hit. 

Other hits followed, such as “Dusic” but Dazz remains their most heavily sampled by hip-hop artists like MC Lyte “Cold Rock A Party”, Ice Cube’s “No Vaseline”, Dana Dane “Cinderfella Dana Dane” (1987) and Snoop Dogg “Snoopafella” (1999). 

Parliament-Funkadelic (P-Funk) – An American funk music collective of rotating musicians headed by George Clinton but primarily consisting of the individual bands Parliament and Funkadelic. P-Funk is an abbreviation of Parliament-Funkadelic or Plainfield Funk. 

The collective’s origins date back to the doo-wop group the Parliaments, formed by Clinton in the late 1950s in Plainfield, New Jersey. Under the influence of late-1960s artists such as Jimi Hendrix, Sly Stone, and Frank Zappa, Clinton later relocated to Detroit and began the sister groups Parliament and Funkadelic. 

Their distinctive funk style drew on psychedelic culture, outlandish fashion, science-fiction, and surreal humor that would have an influential effect on subsequent funk, post-punk, hip-hop, and post-disco artists of the 1980s and 1990s.

Parliament played an eclectic and commercial form of funk while Funkadelic incorporated more psychedelic rock influences. Both groups released albums such as Maggot Brain (1971), Mothership Connection (1975) and One Nation Under a Groove (1978) and scored charting hits with singles such as “Give Up The Funk (1976)”, “P-Funk (Wants to Get Funked Up (1975)“, “Funkentelechy“. Sixteen members of Parliament-Funkadelic were inducted to the Rock and Roll Hall of Fame (1997). 

KC and the Sunshine Band – An American disco and funk band founded in 1973 in Hialeah, Florida. The band took its name from lead vocalist Harry Wayne Casey’s last name (“KC”) and the “Sunshine Band” from KC’s home state of Florida, the Sunshine State. 

In 1973 Harry Wayne Casey (KC), a record store employee and part-timer at TK Records in Hialeah, Florida was introduced to Richard Finch, an engineer working for TK Records. This was the beginning of the Casey-Finch musical collaboration. The initial members, including Casey and Finch were Jerome Smith (guitarist) and Robert Johnson (drummer), also TK studio musicians. 

Their best-known hits include: “That’s the Way (I Like It)“, “Shake, Shake, Shake (Shake Your Booty)“, “I’m your Boogie Man“, “Keep It Comin’ Love“, “Please Don’t Go“. 

The Average White Band (AWB) – A Scottish funk and R&B band that had a series of soul and disco hits between 1974 and 1980. AWB formed in early 1972 in London by Alan Gorrie and Malcolm “Molly” Duncan, with Owen McIntyre, Michael Rosen (trumpet), Roger Ball and Robbie McIntosh in the original line-up. 

According to Duncan, members of the band had played together before in Scotland but had moved to London separately and met up by chance at a Traffic concert. They decided to jam together; a friend who heard them “This is too much for the average white man” which was adapted as the band’s name. 

They are best known for their instrumental track “Pick up the pieces” and their albums AWB and “Cut The Cake“. 

Jimmy Cliff (James Chambers) – A Jamaican ska and reggae musician, multi-instrumentalist, singer, and actor. He is best known among mainstream audiences for songs such as “Wonderful World, Beautiful People“, “Many Rivers to Cross“, “The Harder They Come“, “Reggae Night” and his covers of Cat Stevens’s “Wild World”; as well as Johnny Nash’s “I Can See Clearly Now“. Jimmy Cliff was inducted into the Rock and Roll Hall of Fame in 2010. 

The Persuaders – A New York City-based R&B vocal group best known for their hit singles in the 1970s, “Thin Line Between Love and Hate” (1971) and “Some Guys Have All the Luck” (1973) originally formed in 1969 after previously singing with other local groups. They were signed by Atlantic Records in 1971 with an original line-up of Douglas “Smokey” Scott, Willie Holland, James Barnes and Charles Stodghill. By 1973 John Tobias and Thomas Lee Hill had replaced Barnes and Stodghill. 



The Persuaders recorded the original soul versions of songs later covered by other artists, notably “Best Thing That Ever Happened to Me” a major hit for Gladys Knight & the Pips. “Some Guys Have All The Luck” was covered by Robert Palmer and Rod Stewart [personally think it’s the worst cover to date!] and by Maxi Priest. It’s a “Thin Line Between Love and Hate” British rock band The Pretenders [best cover!]. Highway To Hell? 
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[Foot note]

Notlimah Hsineved  25/09/2024

…........................................................................................................................................................................................





For posterity's sake the contents of this document was written on a custom-built computer (self-built, assembled and configured) - from chassis and hardware components to software. First assembled around 2003. Except for the original system chassis, various components have been repleced or upgraded to maintain functionality.



Currently, this system is just one of two - the other, used as a backup, a secondary system that is used to maintain a mirror of the Primary. The secondary system, also custom-built, was originally assembled in or around 2008.



Between them both, I see no path forward that would allow another upgrade to 'my babies'. Point to where a CPU failure in either system will result in a situation that will force a reliance on the last remaining system. The cost of comparable replacement components (if available) become prohibitive.



Together, these two computers are the last remnants of what had been my four systems local computing  network. I like to think of it as my control room. With more computing power than was available to NASA when the Voyager space probes were launched, at my disposal.



My specific requirements for a powerful and robust system, leads to it being cheaper to switch to a base-system that focuses more on connectivity rather than backroom administration and performance concerns.  Laptops and mobile devices are for those who work while connected to the various wireless hubs around the city. 



The Mobile Generation is dependent on 'the boys and girls that fill the ranks of the world's digital backrooms 'warriors'. And when 'The Internet' goes down, those groups of specialists are required to get those backroom systems back online, ASAP. 



I've done my share of being 'on-call' Disaster Recovery duties. Nothing snaps you out of la-la-land like a pager going off; just as you're drifting off in Morpheus' arms. 



'Nothing brings the Mind into focus, like a a gun to the head' (or a rope around the neck). 



Death is the easy part – Snap!  Lights out.



Unlike Death, dying may seem to last forever? Are ghosts, perhaps, remnants of lives or times caught between the strands of that which is Eternal? 



While I do have access to a laptop (more of an after-thought of a device that is used primarily to transfer Important Data files (hard to replace or re-produce) as possible archives. Operating Systems and Applications are expensive to replace. Access to irreplaceable  data is priceless. 







There is always the 'cloud-based' options. Which can become quite an expense for hobbyists and non-commercial ventures. Though I do have a few Social Media profiles and publicly available web sites/blogs, they do not, individually, encapsulate the entirety of the  narratives that this document tries to represent. 



I like being in control of the Vertical and the Horizontal – to be in control of my data, without being monetised and dependent on the availability of the good graces of Service Providers (gate-keepers).



The value of an Object or Idea is, always, dependent on two conditions: How much or what is someone willing to offer (in exchange) and how much (or what) the other is willing to accept in return. Advantage goes to? 



That is what this document represents to me - snapshots of myself.  Of who I am. The devil has always been in the details. 



In an attempt at Future History, before 2016 it was deemed 'unthinkable' that Donald Trump would win the U.S presidential election. We know how that turned out. Currently, as election day approaches the unthinkable is, again, ahead of Americans. And many around the world are beyond dumbfounded at the thought of a second Trump presidency.



I look forward to Kamala Harris and Tim Walz's Presidency and Vice presidency after  November's election. As a secularist, I say, God Save America! 



Heaven help the rest of us?



I'm sorry Dave, I can't do that …..  signing off …..
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