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I should start out by saying I did not know Pellegrino well. I first met
him in September of 2022, when I was starting my fifth year of a PhD in
Structural Biology here at Silicon Valley University. We had just become
roommates, in the small graduate housing apartments offered on campus.
He had been assigned to me at random. He seemed to have just arrived,
after a sort of extended gap year. I never got a good explanation about his
academic situation. Everything about him seemed somehow vague and
undefined. He said he was studying Philosophy but some Multidisciplinary
Humanities Program. When he introduced himself, it was merely as
“Pellegrino” and I wasn’t even sure if that was his first or last name… or,
when I come to think of it, whether that was his name at all.

When I met him he gave me the impression of having inherited his
clothes and style from an uncle who had once been a hippy– faded and
colored T shirts and pants which were just a little too large, along with the
same old running shoes with a small hole near the big toe where his socks
could be seen. He had longish black hair which looked like it needed a
hair-cut, which was pushed back with a pair of cycling glasses. He was tan,
skinny and of average height. He had the relaxed and loose accent of a
California surfer, which made abstract words sound strange in his mouth,
like there was a cognitive dissonance between his accent and the
“intellectual” things he sometimes said.

I rarely saw him at the apartment. Whereas I woke up early, each day
at 7am for my morning workout, he would likely sleep until noon.
Sometimes I would hear the door close to his room in the early hours of the
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morning. Some nights I could hear faint electronic music, a thumping beat,
through his door. On the rare mornings I did see him, he was always
cheerful, but had deep dark circles under his eyes. He may have been a
kind of insomniac. He seemed restless, anyhow.

I almost always saw him outside, in the late afternoon or evening
towards sunset. He was always walking–where I did not know–at times
under the sandstone arcades of the main quad, or out by our many
tree-lined paths. He had a strange way of walking which allowed me to spot
him from a mile away. He did not walk quickly, but with each step extended
his stride as far as he could, just a little too far for the length of his legs, so
that he lunged rather than walked. Every so often while he was walking I
would see him stop, no matter what or who was around him, and stare out
into space. Then after a while he would type something into his phone, and
continue on walking as before.

When we talked it was always a nice conversation. He was very good
at asking questions about myself–what I was interested in, what I was
doing, my plans & so on. He was an attentive listener, always asking a
further question to better understand. He had this easy way about him, like
he knew instinctively what the right words were, or the right attitude, to put
people at ease no matter who they were. He reminded me of those people
who can, depending on who they are talking to, at a moment’s notice switch
from one language to another, so that their personality seemingly changes
completely. In fact I think he did speak italian, or write it at least. He once
mentioned he grew up in California, for example, and that his parents were
scientists, like me. One of them must have been foreign, given his name.
But now that I think about it, he never offered up much information about
his own life. Not that I inquired much into his affairs. I was far too busy with
my lab work, my dissertation, my teaching and my supervisor to bother
myself with these things.
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I never did see him walking with anyone else, or for that matter really
doing anything with anybody. He never brought anyone home, at least not
to my knowledge–though once I may have heard a girl’s voice in his room
but I can’t be sure. It was not clear to me when or if he went to class. I
never saw him on his computer, even at the university cafe where
everybody is at least pretending to do work. He must have worked at some
point, I reasoned. All I knew empirically and with certainty was that he
walked, circling in the same predetermined orbit, each day by himself. It
was like a kind of hypnosis, almost.

It happened in the first days of April–the sun was out, the flowers
were in bloom and the spring quarter was just getting underway–when he
disappeared for good. I didn’t even notice for the first few days, busy with
work, until I took a look into his room when the door was open. Seeing he
wasn’t there, out of curiosity I walked in. This was the first good look I had
had of his room, since he always kept his door closed. It was at once clear
to me that he had left, and in a hurry. His closet and his cabinet drawers
were wide open and empty. His bed was unmade. There were no books or
notebooks on the bookshelf, or on his wooden, university issued desk.
Maybe he didn’t have any to begin with. The only signs he had been there,
as far as I could see, were a few pictures taped on the wall above his
desk–pages ripped out from an art history book–of what looked to be
ancient greek sculptures and old christian paintings in many different
versions and colors. Before I left, I rummaged through his desk and could
find no note, no writing of any kind. When I stuck my hand deep in a
drawer, in-between some old chargers and pens, I found a dead and
broken iphone, with a crack that spread out like a spider’s web across the
screen.

Admittedly, the moment I first walked into his room I had for a second
feared the worst, but upon more reflection later I put the thought out of my
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mind. All signs pointed to his leaving town, not a suicide. After all, he had
taken his things, and had left no note… nothing except some trash. Only I
did not know if he had left on his own accord or if he had been kicked out,
in all likelihood because, I suspected, he never went to class or did any
work. He reminded me of many young men I knew, smart to be sure, but
lazy, and unwilling to really work–so they signed up for grad school to keep
the party going for a few more years and put off making a real life decision.
I was pretty certain of this, but I decided to test my hypothesis. I first went
to the philosophy department and asked for him. They said they knew no
one of the name Pellegrino, or, for that matter, when I described him to
them, anyone who matched that very particular description. Maybe I got the
department wrong. So I went to every humanities department I knew of,
Anthropology, Comparative Literature, Religion, Classics, Eastern, Western
Studies you name it, I always got the same response–that they had never
seen, knew, or had records of anyone remotely like Pellegrino. When I went
to the graduate housing office, they told me that as far as they knew the
other room in my apartment, Pellegrino’s, had been unassigned for the
whole year, empty. By all indications Pellegrino had been an imposter,
posing as a graduate student.

In the weeks that followed I kept Pellegrino’s iphone on my desk.
Sometimes I would pick it up, hold it in my hands, and run my fingers down
the web of tiny fractures in the glass. I will admit it did not occur to me, not
until well after he left, to plug the phone in and see if it would charge. When
I did, after what seemed like an eternity, I saw the white apple logo appear.
I examined the phone thoroughly, going through every application to look
for any signs of life: any documents, communications, photos, anything that
could tell me more about him, who he was and where he might be now. I
found a great deal. I discovered the following: an extensive collection of
notes, some short and some long, almost forty on the native Notes app. On
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his google drive there were saved as well a series of google documents.
On the Mail app, six draft emails were all that was saved. They were
addressed to no one in particular. The emails and documents were tied to
an email address, s.p3llegrin0@gmail.com. The rest of my findings were
some photos found on his camera roll, photos, screenshots and even
selfies presumably taken on the phone by Pellegrino himself.

You will certainly ask me why I am making these documents public.
The contents of the phone, as a whole, remind me of the lab notebooks we
scientists keep, in which we, indiscriminately, write each day all our
experimental observations and reflections and calculations. This is so that
all we see, think and do as scientists is recorded. We are duty-bound to
keep these records, and it doesn't matter one bit whether we ourselves
think our efforts are of any worth, whether our experiments “succeed” or
not. For one we cannot know what insights our own experimental attempts
and observations may bring to other Scientists in the future–in particular
those “failed” experiments we pour down the drain.

There is of course another, more important reason for my publishing
this document. A year has passed since Pellegrino’s disappearance. Over
the last year I have attempted to contact him through his email but I have
never yet received a response. I am hoping that someone may recognize
Pellegrino through the things he has said. The reason I am not so hopeful I
will find out the truth about Pellegrino is also the reason why I feel
comfortable going through someone’s phone and publishing its contents. In
truth there was, and is no “Pellegrino”. Pellegrino is the name of a part, a
role this young man played with me and god knows how many others. Why,
and who he really was, we can only guess through the words he has left
behind. But are these writings really the truth of the person behind them, or
just the script for an act, another part of the part he played?

My findings are attached in the document below– A.V. 5/7/24

https://goodnotes.com/


the confessions of san pellegrino
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I understand very well what you mean about feeling that you're not good
enough--or to put it another way--that you haven’t Done enough-- or to put
it even another way--feeling like a failure. and that is a strange thing, to feel
like a Failure, because it doesn't mean really that you've failed at this or
that thing, but the feeling is more total, because when you say you're a
failure, you're a failure in Life. this is just an aside but i also have never met
someone who was not american who spoke about themselves in these
terms--as a failure. and you know i've thought about this a lot. I would ask
myself how much of this feeling's strength and weight-- of having to be
better-- comes out of guilt. this is something I hate about catholicism--i think
the feeling of guilt serves no good purpose, in fact it is the most disabling
and paralyzing moral emotion, and incompatible with joy. If we did not feel
guilty for failing, what would then propel our desire to succeed? what about
joy?

This is what I wanted to ask you though--What is it that you want to
succeed in? What is it you want to think about? i take it that "being more
educated" or "being more established" are not just ends in of themselves
for you, like getting more money or honors or a higher rank, but are
important because they are the marks of recognition of having done
something well. of having excelled in something. What is it that you want to
excel at? i suppose that's the question we're all asking ourselves.... I can
understand if you feel you are short of ideas in this respect, if you feel that
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you don't have many options available to you... but i have a theory why.
one thing i am learning about far too late, is the question of money- how
much money do i need? I think we can go around for a long time with a lot
of hidden and unremarked upon pressupositions about how much money it
is we actually need, to get everything we need in life. as a young man,
usually its not that much. if you were left to your own devices today and
say, were given a stipend so that you had a roof over your head, food on
the table, and say good health care--what would you do with the rest of
your day?

One problem with SVU, is that there is a sense that— people think about X
because that is their work. Rather than, they think about X THEREFORE it
is their work. Like if they were left to their own devices, then they wouldn’t
be doing it, i suspect. The trap i smell in other people for whom certain
things are their “passion.” There is something i hate deeply about thinking,
about analysis, like what I am doing now. It can come from the heart, it can
touch the heart, it can come from that place but most of the time it doesn’t.
thinking makes you alien to everyone else and to things around you even if
you think about things and that makes you closer to them cuz you observe
them, you instead are made distant to the human beings around you even
if you are thinking about them…

I feel that SVU is the kind of place one can step out of, even for a long time,
and still be there in spirit, mentally that is, whilst being somewhere
completely different. that is the strength of the mentality (or mental
disease), the profound distortion of attitude, which a place like that can
affect. Silicon valley is, historically speaking, the current epicenter of the
american capitalist empire (even more so than new york), the richest place
at the richest time in the world, though you would not know it if you
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compared it to rome (a sad fact)... and SVU is at the epicenter of the
epicenter, and those who go there are the golden geese--with the insigna,
stamp of the current bourgeoise elite that opens doors to work anywhere in
the world, go to any university at any big and prestigous corporation & so
on---with the guarantee that you will alright. so in theory you are given
Infinite Possibility. & yet i have found that the people there, and being there,
has often had the opposite effect-- of measure by measure limiting my
possibilites (the ones that exist in my own mind, the ones that i live with) to
an incredibly narrow and narrowing horizon. part of this has to do with the
fact of class--the current or aspiring bourgeoisie has always been pretty
narrow minded/repressed, and this new technocratic & boring bourgeoise
even more so). It also is because a place like SVU, by its own nature,
selects for those teenagers and adults who know how to play a very
competitive game & follow the strict rules to win, which results in a place
that is populated by these former chilldren who are, importantly, simply not
open to trying anything new or risky, who refuse to consider anything
remotely outside the "track," any new game outside the one they have
played up to now, because those that do are filtered out by the college
application game. so in the end I find SVU to be, in the pure and original
sense of the word, a very conservative place full of very conservative
people, conservative in the sense they want to conserve their status as part
of the bourgeoisie, sure, but also that they are conservative about their
choices in life--there are few choices that are acceptable to them. this is not
a criticism of the desire for success or ambition--the problem is not the
desire for success or the ambition for something--whatever we value-- the
problem is that the "good," whatever we value, --the possibilities towards
which the ambition is directed, the activities in which one succeeds----are in
this strange culture environment that is SVU (and the problem is Cultural)
in practice very few, because there are very few people who incarnate
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those different possibilities in a real way. and this completely defeats the
purpose of going to school in the first place, which is to encounter the new,
which to say to be introduced to new possibilities for living beyond those we
were considering when we were 17. the result is this strange phenomenon,
where though in truth we have, materially and in reality all the possibilities
in the world, we feel as if we have none, and the horizon of our lives
shortens and squeezes out any color until we live in a grey tube of despair.
the beautiful thing though, is that after living in this narrow grey tube, it took
very little to get that wonderful and also incredibly painful feeling feeling of
"damn I didn't know I could have done that!" or "I didn't know i was allowed
to do that" basically hearing or seeing something which tells you that
something you had ruled out long ago as something you couldn't do, or
wouldn't be able to do, was actually possible this whole time (& hence the
pain of regret). For my own part, i'm looking into jobs teaching English...
just so I can live on my own in a city and have time to do my own projects...
but there is something dissatisfying about that clearly and i suspect i am
ruling many things out/censoring options and that accounts for my
dissatisfaction.
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The Wondrous & Magnificent Silicon Valley Space Station
I like to think of SVU as a space station orbiting around earth. Covering this

curved floating city would be a great roof which has been designed to simulate our
own, earthly heaven. It is a closed system, in which everything is sunny, temperate,
and benign. Everything is measured and regulated, including, of course, the people
inside. Only some tourists are allowed, the rest are carefully checked, just like
well-manicured parks with their flowers and trees and green grass and flowing
water fountains. If you listen carefully you will detect the lightest humming,
unyielding and constant, of a thousand engines--great heaters and refrigerators
which bound the tall-walled working and housing facilities and keep everything in
the closed ecosystem in a measured Homeostasis.

It is only the changing foliage of trees and flowers, the length of the day, or
the fluctuations of temperature and precipitation that would inform you of the
movement of time. Since we are no longer an agrarian, nor a religious society,
there is no need for those events which marked and celebrated the traditional
cycles of sowing and harvest, the passages of the moon and sun, the coming of
spring and winter. Life is measured instead by the coming and going of the space
shuttles, all passing around in predetermined paths,which rise and fall in pitch and
intensity as the working day begins and ends.

The station resembles a great airport terminal, with its arrivals and
departures,and above all in the transience of its inhabitants. The station is
populated by and large by engineers, doctors, and a few scientists. These are the
educated people who tend to the health of the various systems which keep the
station alive. With them are just as many business people, whose job instead is to
tend to the capital of earthly corporations. Workers are also present to serve food
and clean up after the others, but they are kept in separate living quarters and are
otherwise ignored. All the business on the station is run in an easy, understandable
Business English (the lingua franca of our age) abbreviated for technical clarity
and ease of compression into digital files.

It is Science, divulged on popular transmissions and discussed at work and at
home, which has the final say on the most efficient and optimal program of one’s
day (which is to say, of one’s life). Exercise should be regular and vigorous,
(lowering and elevating brain activity in crucial sectors). Ten minutes of sunlight is
recommended, especially in the early morning. Sex is recommended at least once a
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week, to clear the lymphatic system, to promote dopamine release and can be
justified as well by its provision of mild aerobic stimulation.

Faced with the necessity of these sexual relations, computer applications
have been devised to ascertain, to a high degree of certainty, each person’s ideal
erotic partner. This innovative and efficient social engineering removes the need to
frequent unruly places such as bars or concerts where young people on earth
congregate to meet each other. Children and adolescents too are much too busy
with work, study, and their computers, to bother themselves with an evening of
unsupervised parties and drug-use. They are instead provided medically-sanctioned
amphetamines and other stimulants to improve their mental performance, and other
mood-regulating drugs should non-productive emotions such as sadness manifest
themselves. The occasion of Death, which regrettably does occur despite the best
efforts, is dealt with quickly, efficiently and above all secretly, so that the psychic
health of other workers may not be disturbed.

The main business of the station is education, and it is taken up with great
seriousness. On earth, the perpetual conflicts between historically antagonistic
religious, ethnic, and political groups, as well as the tensions between the sexes,
have never been overcome in schools. Luckily the educational system here has
been designed with great foresight. By forbidding any discourse, or humor,
touching upon these problems, these problems have finally been resolved.

Science, Technology, Engineering, Mathematics–the disciplines that have
made possible this floating world–are held by the youth in great esteem, and are
well-rewarded. Among a peculiar few, the knowledge of arts–hobbies– such as
painting, poetry still persist (much like stamp-collecting). These arts are seen as a
useful way of relaxing the student after the real work is done, who will not have to
worry about satisfying any strenuous, objective requirements (which anyways do
not exist in Art). Some also study philosophy, a fruitless discipline whose purpose
and usefulness they themselves cannot even state. Eccentrics, they are considered
by most as either idle or rich–or both. They tend to congregate in and around the
schools, to hold acrimonious and fruitless disputes on word choice, and eventually
to recommend one other for teaching posts so that they may reproduce their occult
interests in the next generation. Music is rarely heard on the station, since it
distracts people from work and may lead to dancing.
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one of the things i was telling my father over the phone was that, whatever
questions i has about my future, about what i want and wish for, i find they
end up confronting me in the form of people--either they ask me an
unexpected question i was avoiding or they themselves are the question--
(do i want to live like this person, do i want his life?). though i've discovered
that i truly am suited to teaching, and that it would be a joy to speak with
youths for a living ( perhaps with adolescents for a change who posses
reason) i wouldn't consider that my work--to teach. i think i would be
insincere if i said that. i think my work is to express things, to speak to
others. for now that is through writing because its the only way i know so
far to connect with others (not knowing how to paint or play music) but i
would not call myself a writer or an artist, just yet.

you know yesterday i met a stammerer (a stutterer), someone with a
stammer or stutter, and i had a realization-- the moment i saw him with
such difficulty mouth a few simple words and then remain silent-- that i
myself have been stammerer, a stutterer!! i understood in that moment the
immense effort he undertook, tongue-tied, to say such few and seemingly
inconsequential words was an effort was something i knew all-too-well.
what i recognised in him was his being overcome by was this very desire to
speak, this need to get out the words, almost at all costs, in front of the
other. that has definitely been true for me in the past, and after all this
thought about what to say i've only just begun to get damn the word out in
front of others.i love performing, i love having an audience--the theatricality
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of things. i don't watch much actual theatre but i see theatre in everything.
anyways i think dancing has really helped me in this regard. helped me
loosen the tongue, so to speak.

and i think what i mean by seeing theatre everywhere is not the feeling of
artificiality of things...when people are fake or so on because they are
putting on a show for someone, as opposed to being natural... on the
contrary, i think when things are explicitly theatrical, when we are In the
theatre itself, when the public and the performance and the actors are laid
out, that is when things feel the most Real in a sense. we all have our lines
and our parts and altough no one might be present we still perform them
and perform ourselves and i quite like that, it is freeing, because i don't see
what i am doing as eternally binding. i could just as well play another part if
i wished to even though it doesnt suit me as well. its also that what im
living, each day, IS theatre, in the sense that it is people speaking to
eachother, in a place, with or without music, coming in and out of rooms, all
the while me hearing and seeing everything. when this reality (of the
apparent unreality/artifice) is acknowledged... in/by art... things feel real.
your question about my stuttering, and prayer, and theatre Are all in a
sense dealing with same thing but i wont be able to do it justice... ill have to
leave the abstractions to you! when i say i am and was a stutterer that just
means that i have or feel i have so much to say--to cry out, to sing--so
much to offer up--a prayer, but there was something that obstacled what is
and should be a spontaneous act--and that was the tremendous need
itself--the fear that i wouldn't say anything, that the prayer will not be made,
and, well, what will the others think of me then? and the prayer--what is
said, the gesture made, the song sung-- is called forth by the other, by the
"public" the audience ,the beloved, ect-- whether or not they are actually
"there" or not.... it comes out of my relationship with them and is my
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relationship with them.... so i am always a performer, performing, and if im
not performing that means there is no relationship. when i say i want to
perform it is just that i want to make more real, more incarnate, meaning
simply more immediate and intense, than what already happens when i am
on my own but still with that imaginary public.

i think you understand what i'm about to say... because i think its something
all women understand innately... and what makes all women natural artists
in a way. I want to show myself just to show myself, i want to expose myself
just to expose myself, whether its what i think or how i look or feel, even if
often i hide it i want it to be in view, on display. im shy about it of course and
often i dont, but underneath that is a deep desire to exhibit oneself, to show
off! even to denude onself completely. we're young and beautiful once
though, right? when i feel this way, i like to dress up trying on different
colors or costumes, almost to feel undressed by the looks of others, to
dance like no one is watching knowing that i am watched. its fun! to try
different parts play different roles. as long as theres an audience. the same
impulse that brings me to do that is the same one i think that brings me to
write--to sing, rather--but maybe just another form of vanity. maybe why im
attracted to art is that i recognize all those seemingly small and
disconnected things As being Art--whether it is choosing colors or just
moving or telling a story--or perhaps that i can concentrate all these
desires--to confess, to dance, to show off yourself, to show period--all into
one activity--this thing we call Art--though im not sure what art form could
contain all these things. but perhaps what is so great about a relationship
(of the kind we were speaking about earlier) is that we have found a person
with whom we can infact, do many of these things and therefore have
exposed/shown more of ourselves to.
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i am so glad too you feel that way about philosophy and its refreshing to me
to feel this great enthusiasm of yours though i can't really put into words
why it [philosophy and your enthusiasm for it] feels important to me...
maybe its just the name of a certain kind of encounter or conversation i
have with people which is special. i think sometimes of aristotle's definition
of man as zoon to loogon--which means not the animal with reason but
more directly the animal with speech. i cannot offer you any analysis of
philosophy especially to you for the love of god i will only observe in my
experience philosophy in its most exciting form has always taken the form
of performance--experienced AS a performance--which in its nature is
theatre. platos dialogues are the liner notes of a play, a play that in a sense
we-re-enact as we read it sometimes aloud. the works of aristotle are not a
treatise but the notes written down after a lecture given aloud--a
monologue. the writing then can bring rise to and supplement a
conversation, in the same way we can talk about what was said or literally
read out someone elses lines--but it always returns to the spoken word-- in
essence that is what it is, and whatever truth comes out, whatever excites
us and gets us out of bed comes out of the performance, the dialogue, the
encounter, the live show. without that whats the point? and thats what i
found to be missing in the university franky. the encounter, the dialogue i
wanted/want something more than what i found there. maybe because
there are other ways to encounter and to know someone & oneself...
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Calling names

“Liberal” and “Conservative” are two words which do not mean much to
me. To be conservative means to want to conserve something–but what exactly do
you want to conserve? Your own culture? Some say tradition–well which tradition,
exactly? There are many traditions, cultures which are at odds with each other.
There is a liberal tradition, too, a very strong one. It is passed down just like
catholicism. In fact the liberals are quite conservative–since the culture that they
want to conserve is their own, their homogeneous and particular liberalism which
they have inherited from their parents or professors and which we can clearly
identify from their clothes, coffee shops and tastes in music. Liberals are tolerant in
theory and in practice just as intolerant if not more intolerant than conservatives
who are intolerant in theory and, accepting their own intolerance, tend to have a far
better sense of humor about things. And marxists–they seem humorless too, and
dogmatic, and that is probably why I don’t want to be called one.

I know the name Marxist isn't to be thrown around lightly and that using it
means something more than just a theoretical understanding reached and tested
over time. I guess what I wanted to separate in my own mind, first of is being a
Marxist in terms of this philosophical understanding, the accepting this analysis of
surplus value, as you said, and of the larger functioning of and development of
capitalism--and even the class-based materialist analysis of history.... and then
being Marxist in terms of one's politics. They seem like two different things to me.
On the surface level from my readings of Marx a long time ago, I would perhaps
flippantly accept straightaway at face value Marx's critique of capitalism, but that
wouldn't necessarily lead me towards one type of politics or another. That would
merely tell me that any talk of politics without calling into question capitalism,
would be like debating the rearrangement of the cherries on top of a
three-story-cake the composition, ingredients, baking, of which has already been
decided before-hand. To be Marxist in that former sense would merely be to say
that--there can be no real politics (or ethics) for that matter--whether you're a
Monarchist or an Orthodox Christian or a Hippie Anarchist-- until the capitalism
problem has been dealt with. But the Marxism in the latter sense, as a political
label seems to go further, not only imagining a future political-economic order, but
prescribing it, and, based on its theory, being certain of its coming. And on the
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other hand Marxist politics tries to give an account of the individual man, and his
needs and desires, his relationship to the material world, but this "Marxism" seems
to go way past the mere accepting of Marx's analysis of political economy which
would in theory make someone marxist.Politics to me is only interesting in so far
as it follows directly from the understanding of what each of us individually need,
in the deepest part of our spirit, like Plato it has to be the fruit of the understanding
of the individual personality, of our deepest desires, fantasies and needs, of the role
of art and of literature, basically of Paideia--a question which seems to be relegated
as secondary in this Political Marxism, secondary as only a means to wake people
up to their political reality and remind them of it, but that is all. I'm scared to say
this obviously with all the Marxist cultural theorists out there but I feel Marxism, a
political culture, as a house to live in, appears to me as hollow precisely because it
cannot supply and deal with the life of the individual man or woman, past his
immediate material needs. Marxism as politics still has to do this even though it
appears to be unprepared for the task, since politics comes out of a deeper and
more fundamental ethical, and dare i say spiritual understanding, which to
materialist Marxists seems to be an embarassing topic. Perhaps this cultural
hollowness is why it can function equally in catholic el salvador as it can in
confucian china, as a negative source of critique. And since my grievance against
capital, past the obvious one, is the way in which it has destroyed those cultural
forms of life--our songs, our dances, our ways of working and being together-- the
traditions--- which we even now still remember and regard as precious and
therefore grieve-- this too i don't find spoken about by marxists or communists
today, except for some token nostalgia for indigenous third-world farmers. The
reason why I find the anarchist label more appealing too is that it, like Marxism is
based on an analysis too on how things are--that humans do and and have will
naturally organize themselves around their values and needs without the need for
the modern state or for private capitalist property--precisely those traditions and
forms of life which i described earlier which are destroyed the moment Capital and
the state its handmaiden begin and begun to get involved, but as a politics (as i
understand it idiosyncratically) instead does not in any real sense prescribe any
new way of organization or society, but merely a removing of the manmade
obstacles which obstruct what is the natural ground-state, which is this free society
which at the end of the day marx too imagined.
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I have no trouble imagining you at home so well-loved. you (appear to me
at least) to have that interior confidence that comes with being so
well-surrounded, well nurtured in the ways that matter--honestly kind of like
a plant that has had all of its water and its sun and just stands up there
satisfied with itself and with everyone sensing this health is drawn to its
shade and its clean air--so that you are naturally generous with others
because the grounds upon which you stand are in this way stable. im not
saying that always to be healthy is to be stable and things arent always that
way god knows but that was my impression at first. in response to what
happened i can only say; i can only imagine, because i really only can
imagine it. And with difficulty, because it has never really happened to me.
like when someone describes a trip somewhere, somewhere i've always
wanted to go, and i get some of the excitement secondhand, and when
they tell me i'd like to understand to get more of that to the degree i can,
and to some degree i definitely can. i can find bits and pieces of it here and
there, in different places with different people so that perhaps i could cobble
together all these impressions into a story i could understand and put
myself in but it would be with such a milder flavor and strength that what i
gather actually happened to you. Past this all i have are questions. what
does it mean to break up with someone you are still in love with? what
reason could be possibly given for it? i was asking myself what it was like
to see someone or to share a classroom with someone with whom you've
shared something like that, and with which now, there was this newly
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enforced distance, enforced by reason almost. what understanding do you
have when you look at eachother, or do you avoid eachother's gaze?

you asked me if i have ever been in love and in the past i would have said
no and made some qualification, but i would say yes. only because i think
that love is not some Great Cosmic Mega event but more like a question
that is asked at every second, with only one answer--yes or no? it is just
the intensity and the continuity of the yesses that make us say we've been
"in love" or not. that i've never had, such a long and extended and intense
series... so i wouldn't say i've been "in love" as most people mean it, but as
i define it, yes, and many times! god knows i've had some intense yesses...
but sometimes they last just the span of a brief eye contact on the subway,
or a conversation, and that is all, and that's ok!... i felt that when i met you,
for example! not ashamed to say it! it felt great! some yeses are terrifying
though, and they are invitations to something as well as great big flashing
danger signs and they are easy to run away from as a result... and we can
go through life with someone who is agreeable, who does not elicit any
nos.... but doesn't exite you (and therefore terrify you) in that way. my last
relationship" was like that, brief and for that matter almost two years ago,
based fundamentally on a misunderstanding of my own emotions--i think
when i met her i wanted intimacy...but the intimacy of friendship, not of
being lovers. i felt we could talk about everything and that i had found a
comrade, but she wanted and thought she had this Great true love.
everything moved so quickly and was so confused that i was not clear
enough when it mattered with her in the beginning, flattered by her own
attention/desire and by this vortex of feeling and therefore lots of damage
resulted from what was essentially a misunderstanding-- so much arguing
and negotiating--when there should have been just the presence of
friendship. this left some bitterness afterwards because in her hurtness she
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hurt me... i didn't know it then, i thought we'd all forgiven eachother long
ago but some shards had remained, causing some unconscious anger
towards her...even until recently i am ashamed to admit--and i did have to
do some thinking to understand and to feel what it was exactly that was
causing the pain so that i could forgive her for it completely and move on.
and i forgive her. it wasn't her fault really.

it honestly sounds to me like you are still in love with this fellow and he with
you and the pain of this i can feel in your writing be cause of what appears
to be an unnatural separation, made even more apparent by the fact that
you still have to live and work and speak together. you having to restrain
yourself from what you would naturally do, i mean. it appears as if its
unnatural for him as well but that he is possessed by some idea that makes
him do that. im really sorry about that. that must be so difficult for you. i
don't even know what it would mean to stop being in love with someone
anyways so maybe this is a banality. good god i would not know what to do.
i do not want to sound presumptious not knowing a thing either about you
or him or even the subject matter... i will venture that perhaps the idea this
young man might be possessed with, and afraid of, is that of what this love,
(yours, his) might ask of him... sometimes we as men want to "keep our
options open" and we are afraid that we will be losing out on some
experiences with other women, other kinds of woman who we think offer
something else-- if we truly tie ourselves to, or commit to seeing
through--the feelings for one person. often there isn't even a specific Other
woman in mind, just a vague outline of possibility and therefore supposedly
of freedom, and this supposed possibility is Strong enough to impinge on
what is real and between our hands.

I would answer yes to both your questions. yes there must be some fear
somewhere about meeting someone new, but i havent really encountered it
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yet... its not as sharp or immediately apparent as it used to be but that
doesn't mean its not there, maybe i just need to be a little closer to
someone and therefore more in danger in order to feel it--but as of now i
don't and that makes me feel way more open to meeting women. whats the
worst that could happen, anyways. it might not be fear (of a particular thing)
but more of an anxiety (more indeterminate) of making the most of things,
which to me means at the moment making myself open to encounters. it is
down to fate, so im not worried about it happening or not, i will know it
when it comes, and that relaxes me but that doesn't mean i dont have to be
vigilant, to be active--in the sense that i have to go out, go on dates,
introduce myself in some form--but i don't see this as a question merely of
romance but just of what i want to do in general. you used the right
words--exposing oneself. youre absolutely right, i want to be in the place
where i am more exposed, where i can meet a greater variety of people,
increase the probability of that. but not only for that. where do you go out
to? what kind of people do you want to meet?

ah and to answer your final question--of course i want to admire someone,
and i admired this girl i told you about... her character, her thoughts and so
on... but without... that Eros... and i think you know what i mean.... there
can be no true romantic contact, or touch, because there is a distance, a
space between you... you know right away if the space between you is
filled-so there is no space--by desire-- you know the vibe right away. no
analysis needed. that is what i meant by beauty--its not some
dissinterested beauty, but Erotic beauty, which you feel right away, which
brings out that deep and painful physical longing, which you get when you
truly desire someone, which is sensuality. without that it can only be a
friendship. though its true that every friendship has at its basis some form
of desire, right? even if its sublimated or incredibly minor...
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The Dangers of Smoking (& Philosophy)

● Doing it will lend a particular flavor to your breath when you speak, which may
repel most people.

● People will be able to tell you have a habit without you needing to say so. Wherever
it is done, the signs of it will cling unto the objects and places around you.

● In general it will stimulate the lungs as well as, of course, the mind with a mild and
usually pleasant buzz. Soon the lungs will feel used and exhausted. It may cut off
circulation to the limbs and other extremities. After doing it, your appetite for other
forms of consumption will be suppressed, for a time.

● Alternatives, proposed by the healthy and well-meaning as a way to wean oneself
off the habit, containing small trace amounts of its active addictive ingredient, may
temporarily ease cravings, but are in general dissatisfying to those seriously
addicted and are quickly discarded.

● Serious addicts will give you examples of people who have lived long, rich, and
happy lives whilst maintaining daily use of this addictive substance. You must not
listen to them. This is an attempt to persuade you and themselves that their habit is
healthy.

● Those in their vicinity are liable to incur its second-hand effects, and children at
their stage of development might be the greatest victims.

● Addictions tend to develop in adolescence, when one is most impressionable to
peers and older role-models such as teachers.

● Those with parents or other close family members who do it are particularly at risk
of developing an addiction.

● Sometimes older siblings and friends may enable it in their younger peers by giving
them access to addictive (and forbidden) materials.

● Youths are often seduced by portrayals of it in films, tv, and other media, where it is
done by sympathetic and desirable characters.

● If you are lucky enough to go through your youth unexposed to it, you are unlikely
develop an addiction in middle age.

● Once begun, even after a long period of sobriety, the sight of someone else doing it,
or the offer to do it with a stranger, can be enough to incite you to return to your old
ways.

● It can be done alone but it can be more pleasurable in another’s company.
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● You may find yourself doing it at strange times of the day or at night, in strange
places and with strange people.

● It is often accompanied by caffeine or alcohol. In the past it was often seen
happening in bars and cafes where these drugs were served. It even mixed with
other disreputable activities and people.

● Now isolated rooms in boring places have been set aside by the government to
prevent addicts from mingling with the general population.

● It is a great thrill to do it in places where it may be explicitly forbidden, like
classrooms, government buildings or churches.

● Sometimes, when missing your own, you may need the spark of another to start
doing it.

● Sometimes, you have the spark but need another’s paper to begin.
● It is an increasingly expensive habit to maintain in developed countries.
● Doing it has traditionally required significant amounts of paper but now electric &

less labor-intensive options have been proposed, which are, for some reason, less
satisfying.

● You may make many new acquaintances, and even friendships through this
addiction, by going to the places where those who do it congregate (which exclude
those allergic to it) and meeting fellow addicts.

● It is often used as a pretext to start a conversation or even as a sexual advance, but
you will find that as soon as you cease your habit these relationships and
acquaintances will disappear–as there will be little else to do together.

● Many have built their whole social life around it and without it their life would be
an eternal solitude.

● Some who otherwise do not do it will nonetheless make an effort to be seen doing it
publicly, especially at parties and other social gatherings where significant members
of the opposite sex can be found, in order to attract certain particular members of
that sex who may find it sexually attractive.

● It will become difficult to live with and date someone who does not also share your
habit

● Most people will probably say you are better off doing something else, and they are
most probably right.
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I haven't had opportunity to write lately so my mind is swimming with all
sorts of impressions and feelings that i haven't been-able to revisit properly
or get out in one way or another. being in new york, it's all over-stimulating,
going out to see and see as much as possible. with hungry eyes
sometimes i get a kind of indigestion. i didn't grow up in a place like that. it's
almost like people are in this collective madness, gorging themselves in a
bath of sights and sounds which they don't fully digest. When i don't have
time to, i don't know, see/feel something fully, see it again perhaps, draw it
out from memory, or speak about it to another( not knowing if all those
things are the same thing) i feel that all slips by like the photos taken on my
phone on my vacation but that remain in the picture gallery folder never
seen again.

I stayed on the very edge of new york, in some dirty, grey, neighborhood
where the working-classes still live, and where houses have ugly fonts
spelling the address and garish but threatening metal fences walling off
their small patch of artificial grass. My room was an overpriced Airbnb
which smelled like it had just been cleaned but not well, so that the cleaner
smell mixed in with whatever sweaty-must lingered in the dark un-cleaned
corners. Outside there was a wooden bench set up and above it
a-makeshift sun roof. On the sides of it hung what remained of a stained
glass window framed in wood. There was no particular design, just
rectangular panels of Rich Red, Purple, Pink Yellow, and Green variously
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arranged. This Sudden Burst of color, this touch of humanity and effort to
beautify in this otherwise Absolutely Grey-Brown contiguous mass of
sadness, gave me an inexplicable joy.

I was sitting in an old Italian Cafe in GV when I first thought of this, and
wrote it down. Outside it was all painted green, and inside it is small and
warm, lived-in wood, and paneled not in a garish way by paintings and
frames and prints and statuettes each bringing back the old world, cluttered
together like the small circular tables and wooden chairs…i think i was
trying to see if I could explain to grandmother what new york was like. And I
explained it like this: I said that new york was like the Carnival that comes
each year in her village. It is a festival of lights, of food, of music noise and
movement. Many go also to join in the spectacle–both to watch and
perform in front of the others. And so you have the crowds there for their
entertainment, you have the performers performing, and then you have
those who run the rides, sell the food, and clean up after the day is done.
Living in New York, I continued, is like living at this 24/7 carnival. The ticket
for this Carnival is Expensive–the Price is so steep–that when we step into
this festive Twilight Zone, and meet its residents, we inevitably ask
ourselves: how do they afford this luxury? Because it is a luxury…no one
really needs to live at the carnival except those who work there. The young
and not-so-young people who live here are like those kids who have so
much fun at the carnival that they never want to leave, and do whatever
they can to stay and come back every day. Is it a home for them? Can a
carnival ever be a Home?

Have you ever seen where those who work for the traveling carnival live?
Behind the lights and the music, away from the tents, is usually a collection
of trailers on the festival grounds. Have you ever passed by those trailers
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during the day, when there are children playing outside, and their parents
lying around drunk and tired in foldable chairs? Most People who work
here live in places like this, far away from excitement, in ugly places where
people get up early in the morning, where they all seem smaller and shorter
than usual, and darker and dustier than usual, shuffling and trudging off into
the subway compartment with their android phones pulled out. It feels as
though things lack substance, as if everything had been hastily constructed
as to appear old, or old enough–to evoke some era or experience– either
that or is brand new. In any case when you take a hold of the brick and
stone or metal it strips away easily, chipping off into plastic. But the plastic
seems strong enough–it holds. There exists, I think, a tasteful kind of
wealth, and even a charming poverty too, maybe in some old world fantasy,
if poverty can ever be charming. New York has neither. In this sense it is
democratic. Both the rich and the poor are equally ugly.

Sometimes I look at the old people walking around. The old of new york
appear to me to be worn down, tough and rigid, but insistent on proving
that they can keep going and keep up no matter what. They seem to be at
once insensitive to the mass of people and movement going on around
them, but at the same time be dependent upon it for their energy. There are
not that many, in truth. I think to understand a place, one shouldn’t look at
the young. It is the elders of the place which show you its soul… years and
years of living in the same place will cause you to melt into it, to take upon
yourself its properties, and show its true nature in your body and spirit.

Later that night I walked back home through the same neighborhood. I
chose to walk back home, since it was not far. I had stopped outside a deli
open late on a street corner. All of its windows were boarded up to protect
from thieves and its windowed door was plastered over with many-colored
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announcements. A light wind blew, and outside, on the crossroads there a
patina of water glistened on the asphalt, reflecting upon its dark surface the
white lights of the deli, and the green & red of the traffic light speaking to
the wide and empty space where the two streets met. It was cold and the
other person in the deli walked away quickly hunched-over in their black
puffer jacket. I stood outside there watching the lights change over the
open crossroads. I took a picture of it on my phone. It felt important
somehow, being alone there at that moment, as if what I was seeing, and
my solitude, was precipitating some kind of clarity. I do not actually
remember what I was thinking when I took that photo, but searching
through my phone I looked back upon it. There is nothing so remarkable
about the scene itself, but something about the moment in which I took it,
what I was looking upon as a thought/feeling came. Maybe that was the
precise moment I decided to leave New York.
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beautiful faces

the beautiful face, I can’t get tired of it, it sings out continuously the song of
itself, a song to which I become addicted. What I am constantly looking for is the
looking-upon the beautiful face and maybe even being looked upon in return. To be
looked at by what is looked upon, to look at her looking at me looking, it is also the
closest thing I see to a mirror in reality, for the object in the mirror does not look
away. Or the closest thing to having someone’s beauty the way I have, perpetually,
my own face in the mirror. This, in my life, I cannot understate, is the most
simultaneously frightening, awe-inducing, and moving experience I may have.
Sight is the king of the senses. The face, the beautiful face, is what I want, what i
am looking for always, and to have it appear–& it always does just appear, as it
where, given by life unexpectedly, at least the first time, showing up in my line of
sight all of a sudden, their face, & for it to be given like that, the thing which the
eyes long to have, their one place of rest, which gives them the most joy but also
the most fright (for they are frightened to lose the thing, the place of their eternal
rest), an attack upon our eyes which cannot choose, the event of that face, at once
an inconceivable relief & terror appearing out of all the other faces, out of
nowhere)--is a gift. But a passing gift. even if I look upon it for what feels like
forever and try to fix it deep in my mind–it fades away the moment I’m alone,
staring at a dark blank wall by myself. Knowing that it is precious but it is brief, it
is a flower in bloom, it requires, it demands, this beauty, all of my attention, but
only to feel completely and therefore fall completely under its power.

When this beauty looks back at me, when it moves, when it is alive, I am
alive–in fact the most alive, in this mutual-looking..the love in my eyes looks for
love in their eyes. Maybe even more beautiful and therefore terrifying is to
discover the judgment of whether I myself am beautiful in their own eyes, whether
I possess the beauty that could be the cause of such love that I have for them. If I
do not then I am lost. I can hope that this beauty isn't something outside that will
leave me in a moment, to abandon me to be alone, dependent on a face or faces
which come & go–but is instead, in truth, something which is really my own. What
I want to keep is the image of some beauty–the manifesting of this beauty
which–existing as an image, is an image which exists and can exist independently
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of the event of the beautiful face which I see, of the person which i want, and is
accompanied by a feeling, the beauty-feeling. This beauty-feeling is the quality
that the beautiful face has, which cannot be separated by the face, to be sure, but
that I see and feel in not just one face, but many faces in my life, called forth by the
beautiful face, not only in real life, but in pictures, or portraits or films, which that
same beauty-feeling present. This persuades me finally that existing in me is some
primordial beauty-image, and beauty-feeling, something which can always be
contacted, and called up in me, when I am reminded of it by the beautiful faces I
see in life and in art. I am reminded finally in my painful longing for this face,
which I would go anywhere to satisfy, at each magical instance, event, of
someone's beautiful face–that it is very much my own, this beauty, that I love. For
that, in its rarity and ephemerality, it is most worthy of the work of my hands–to, in
devotion, outline and draw out each form & shade & color, in pictures & words–
which, for a mysterious reason, has moved me so greatly. I feel it deserves to be
shared & propagated to the deserving and the undeserving both, to be revealed
rather than hidden away, to be given as a gift again and again for all, what was
once given to me alone, in a passing moment.
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non so perché, sento un forte bisogno di parlarti... guardaè piu forte di me.
ma per l'amor di dio, capisco e rispetto il tuo silenzio, non so perché ma ti
penso spesso in questi giorni, con una grande tenerezza. mi sento un po
stupido scriverti cosi ma va beh sara un monologo for my own benefit. sai
stavo guardando questo film e c’era un personaggio, una ragazza che
aveva il tuo stesso viso, ma al momento non mi ricordavo chi mi ricordava
e perché sembrava così familiare… era un film degli anni novanta su van
gogh..era tanto bella. e quando mi sono reso conto sentivo una mancanza,
una tristezza, e non capivo bene da dove arrivava o perché c’era. parlerò
candidamente come un diario tanto.

non è per il fatto che non siamo andati avanti come amanti-- se ce, ce, se
non ce non ce, è una cosa che si capisce subito senza dire niente. e poi,
sai, persone che abitano periodi così, un po ambigui della nostra vita, come
stata quella potrei dire per entrambi (e direi che noi stessi eravamo un po
ambigui) e giusto in un certo senso tenerli e lasciarli li dove erano, un po
come non rivoltarsi la testa quando si lascia un luogo (ricordandomi
qualcosa che mi hai detto su non voler tornare a b.) io sono cosi, a me
piace andar avanti e lasciar queste cose al passato, di non fissarsi con una
falsa nostalgia, e questo distacco può essere abbastanza brutale, ma
necessario. e penso che puo darsi tu sia così pure. ma dicendolo mi rendo
conto che è stata una cosa, una relazione tanto provvisoria, come fossero
le cose durante il covid, provvisoria ma necessaria, forse tanto per
solitudine che per desiderio. ed l'ambiguità quindi pure resta nel, nel fatto
che, come quelle amicizie che si fanno in ostello per esempio, dove si
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scambia una intimità nata da curiosità ma anche dalla necessità, essendo
in un posto nuovo e sapendo che domani si parte, che molte cose non si
sanno e non si sapranno mai, ed è affatto per questo che si può essere
intimi in quel modo, perché ce una distanza già intensa prima che si
comincia, e mi rendo conto che forse io sono stato così con te, perché di
molte cose non ne abbiamo parlato, ne attraversate, ed amen giusto così.

e francamente non sono stato franco con quello che sentivo, forse per
queste ragioni, che non sentivo il bisogno di darle, tanto c'era sempre
qualcun altro, era provvisorio e temporaneo quindi, pensandoci adesso, a
voce alta, quello che mi intristisce non è il fatto che tu non sia stata mia
ragazza o che non l’hai voluto essere, perché non penso che era,
strettamente parlando, una cosa così seria, era più un gioco. secondo me
tu capisci questo. quello che manco, e di che mi rendo conto, adesso o nei
miei messaggi un po desiderosi che con te, è che in te avevo un amica, o
almeno una amica potenziale, ed e questo, veramente, sotto sotto, che
volevo con te, e che, pensando a questi anni che sono passati, sento un
gran spreco, perché ho perso un'amicizia, un'amicizia che volevo. ma pure
quando ci conoscevamo, so di non essere neanche stato un buon amico,
ma questo dovevo impararlo dopo. purtroppo queste cose si sanno troppo
tardi. per me l'amicizia è più importante di tutte le cose e so di aver perso
una cosa preziosa, che è la mia amicizia con te, e lo so che è colpa
mia...non credo nel senso di colpa veramente, pero è cosi, la sento.

secondo me avrei voluto che fosse stata una cosa leggera, che potrei
quindi scordarmi e basta, e con le cose diciamo amorose con le donne è
abbastanza facile vederle così, ma quando si tratta di amicizia, non è infine
così facile. ma lo so che anche queste cose hanno il loro tempo e la loro
stagione, e quando il momento passa e uno non è lucido ce dà accettar le
cose, ed ho fatto pace con questo fatto.
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vorrei solo correggere una cosa che ti ho detto anni fa quando ti sono
andata a trovare perché non l'ho detto giusto. era il mattino dopo ed
eravamo seduti al caffè. e parlavamo del amore giustamente... e mi avevi
chiesto se ero mai stato innamorato... e penso prima di aver risposto una
cosa un po dialettica, come, "o sono stato innamorato tante volte, o non lo
sono stato mai" e poi con un secondo pensiero un po triste ho detto che
non ce mai stato l’amore. Ed è questo che ti volevo dire, veramente-- e
vorrei tanto che tu leggessi questo solo per questo-- che non è vero!, che
mi sbagliavo completamente su cos'era l’amore!

ed è solo quando una amica me l'ha fatto notare questa cosa--che l'amore
non è una cosa che si trova dopo una lunga analisi scientifica dei fatti,
come un fenomeno raro che dobbiamo cercare ed accertare per poi, se
siamo fortunati, dichiarare la sua presenza nella vita. mi ha fatto capire che
non esiste quest Un, grande amore che forse un giorno verrà trovato e
dichiarato. è questo che avrei dovuto dirti: che l'amore che vorremmo è
fatto invece di milioni e milioni di piccoli amori, e questi amori si svolgono in
ogni istante, ed sono semplici da individuare-- sono il "sì" che sentiamo,
che ci portano verso qualcosa o qualcuno, invece del "no." ed è solo la
forza di certi sì, una ripetizione insistente del sì, un sì che non si ferma mai,
che ci fa parlare dell'Amore come questo evento raro e singolare, e ci fa
fare tutte queste distinzioni. quindi vorrei che tu sappia che so di aver
sentito tanti "sì" così belli e variegati, forti e leggeri, piccoli e grandi, quando
giocavamo insieme che so senza alcun dubbio di averti amato lì e mi
dispiace di averti dato l'impressione al contrario, e sento quel bel sì anche
adesso e non penso che andrà mai via perché non mi è mai andato via.
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the fearful garden
The university is a garden. Like any garden it must be protected from all that

is unpredictable and violent and therefore dangerous. In this garden all our
interactions between each other occur in rather intimate spaces, or rooms. All
university people know the intimacy of these rooms can make them quite
dangerous, because our closeness to each other might bring out, god forbid, some
real emotions–and as we know real emotions, positive or negative, can be
unpredictable and violent. And of those emotions, the most fearful and dangerous
is of course desire.

In order for this place to function (its condition of possibility) a filter has to
be imposed, like in sound, on the high and low frequencies. We all work and
function within this narrow band, which is comfortable, agreeable, and safe. There
can be no violence here. When was the last time you saw a fight, an argument, or
for that matter, two kids kissing? If we feel desire here it must be a manageable and
regulated desire. If it were a full and real desire–and therefore to some degree
violent– the whole system would explode. It certainly would no longer be able to
provide its expensive educational product to thousands of customers every year.

In this university-garden, the most intimate of rooms is the class-room,
because in it we talk intimately about intimate things, and therefore it is the most
erotic place, maybe even more erotic than the bed-room. A bunch of young people,
( beautiful-because-they’re-young), flowers at their fullest bloom, at the height of
their own desire–students– are put all together in one room with us, the teachers,
and asked to talk to one another intimately about intimate things. We as a rule tend
to separate this “erotic” desire between people with the “intellectual” desire which
is the reason why everyone is in the classroom in the first place. You do not need to
read the Symposium to know that this distinction is not so clear, that the relation
between the two is far closer than we think–and we cannot keep the classroom
“clean” from erotic desire. By this I mean, the desire between student and student
and teacher, to be exact. Let’s not dance around it.

Philosophy– “Philo-sophia”, starts with “philia”– Love, desire. The word
student comes from the latin studere, which means “to be eager for” or “to desire.”
The student is she who is eager, who desires–but desires, is eager for what,
exactly? Which one is it, then, the erotic or the intellectual? Why not both? Could
we not say, at least in some cases, this love–desire–is not just linearly present
between teacher and student (s), but expands spherically to englobe the cosmos and
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all the objects of knowledge within it which a student desires to know, a
knowledge which in turn compacts itself to be found in the teacher, who is then
desired for precisely for incarnating this knowledge?

As of today, of course, desire itself is the most taboo, the most criminalized,
subject matter at the university. First of all you are not allowed to act on your
desire. There are all sorts of rules about what is appropriate and inappropriate
flirting, when and under what circumstances you may touch someone, whether a
contract must be signed & so on. Fair enough. In theory we are here to study, and
work, not to fuck. It goes further. You are also not allowed to talk about your
desire, like we would not openly talk about our other emotions, such as fear or
sadness or excitement, on the grounds that it is distracting and irrelevant. This,
perhaps, is also fair–it’s not on the syllabus. It goes further, however,–unlike fear,
or sadness, or excitement for example– if you were possessed, all of a sudden, by
desire for someone in your class…even if you did nothing… you would be in deep
trouble. The rule is that the expression of your desire–even just your face, or even
just your eyes—can “creep” them out, it can make them uncomfortable… even
trigger their traumas! This too is understandable…but only up to a point.

Underneath these rules is fundamentally a fear of erotic desire itself, itself an
emotion, the suspicion of this emotion even when you are doing nothing.
Obviously there is something incredibly terrifying and violent and destabilizing
about real desire, particularly when it is directed at you from another. However,
rather than educate people to deal with these inevitable feelings, both of their own
desire and that of others, which we can agree will arise even if we deny their
importance– it is far more expedient for university people to keep them out of the
“workplace” entirely and deny them any real existence. What follows is clear–all
thinking people correctly come to the conclusion that they must repress their
feelings outright or face the consequences. Why? Because, every man with a
functioning dick knows that if he feels a strong sexual desire it will show whether
he wants it to happen or not. Desire shows itself on the body, man or woman,
whether we like it or not. And we know, if we are at all sensible, when someone
desires us, even if they hide it well. So, in order for our desire not to be expressed
we must repress the feeling, filter it out, before it can become too strong. And it is
not possible to isolate and filter out any inconvenient emotion, not without taking
others along with it. As a result we have the University: The Association of the
Emotionally Handicapped and Sexually Repressed.
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I don’t know that we have to really "know" someone say they're beautiful. i
dont trivialize it but i also don’t take it as some rare apocalyptic event. it
happens everywhere and all the time if we are paying attention. this has to
do maybe with how i think of beauty, or rather, how thinking doesn't really
come into it at all. i'll explain. but maybe beautiful isn't the best to use
because its so laden with everything, lets just say beauty is whatever
attracts you and ugliness what repels you. there are a thousand variations
that we use, like pretty or hot or cool or good that really just mean we are
attracted by something beautiful. i know that when you're talking about
saying you're beautiful youre talking about something deeper thats founded
on some deeper understanding--to say someone is a beautiful person
rather than just good looking, meaning something about their character,
ect, so the difference between looks and personality. i dont think its all that
complicated nor do all these distinctions really hold. i dont know if theres
one judgement of beauty which holds more than the other--someones
appearance versus their inner deeper soul for example. beauty is
something that i feel and it feels the same whether what im looking at is
"looks" or what someone says, or does, whether i see them for five minutes
or over the course of ten years. the feeling is in a sense always the same
and immediate. who's to say i don't see someone's soul that when i see
them right away, and who's to say what it is exactly i see--and hear, and
feel, and touch too, because all the senses are active, arent they? in one
instant we pick up on a million upon a million of unsaid details about a
person which all adds up to that feeling, the smallest and most impercetible
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things we couldn't even put into words if we tried--all of this information
integrated immediately without the need for thought. who says that we
need many days or many meetings to notice and absorb these unseen
things rather than once? Sure, we change our mind, but i would ask you
how often that happens really. I trust the beauty feeling, and its the
beauty-feeling that then gives me the firm knowledge to make some kind of
statement about something, not the other way around. thats why this
saying of beauty isn't such a big deal or require all this epistemology.
maybe this is your problem, that you associate this statement with some
sort of serious evaluation, a philosophical judgement about them based on
data collected through observations in the various spheres of life--opinions
about art and life, their behavior in the restaurant or at work or in a different
country or dancing the macarena, and so on of course one can do that and
maybe that "beautiful" is worth more than another, but i doubt it, mainly
because even that is, and necessarily has to be, a partial picture, a
photograph stamped in time. i also don't have to worry about whether
someone thinks me beautiful is based on the "truth" about myself rather
than illusions or pictures, because they are all pictures, some more detailed
than others but only that. maybe this is the problem for you-- if for you this
statement of being beautiful as, whether applied to you or to someone else,
as this definitive statement, being borne out serious, well-weighed
philosophical evaluation, then there always will be this terror that we are
wrong, because our judgements were wrong, and therefore we are wrong
about them being beautiful. but the beautiful thing about feeling someone is
beautiful is that you can never be wrong. I've never said to myself, damn
you were wrong that was actually ugly, because what i saw then was
beautiful and what im seeing now is ugly. if i hear someone playing the
trumpet for example, i can say, thats beautiful, that person is beautiful
without knowing what they did before or what they did later, how they treat
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their family or how they do their tax returns or whether they can dance the
macarena or not. and though i've said that i dont need to know someone in
this way to say they are a beautiful person, or know them over time or
dancing the different dances of their life, that i dont need to form a deep
and well-thought out evaluation to call someone beautiful, which merely
means to feel that they are beautiful, that doesn't mean that i dont know
something, that i am not in possession a sort of deep and indisputable
knowledge when i feel that someone is beautiful. again, the fact that we
always have such a limited, partial--photographic view of people--in one
sense such limited knowledge of something (no matter how long we know
them or how much of their body we have touched or how often we've talked
about deep things) doesn't inhibit this other knowledge of someone or
something being beautiful. it can be a girl or a boy or an instagram post or
a rap lyric or a painting or a crack on the wall of an old building, or the way
someone picked something up on the ground or shaked someones hand
(grace is beauty) but, like, the trumpet player, playing one song, which is
necessarily just a picture taken at one moment, we have seen an
instantiation of beauty, and what might be more beautiful, their capability of
beauty--and that totally particular and limited and split-second image can
actually be at the same time ever-lasting, even if later we only see ugliness
or whatever, whether its a shitty ass town or a boy we thought was cute but
is actually not that hot or whatever--not because we go around with the sad
memory of something having been beautiful but because we know that
something ugly has within it latent the ability to become beautiful, and this
ever changing-ness of people, this ability to move and transform from
ugliness to beauty rather than being beautiful all the time, thats beautiful
too, isnt it?
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dancedancedance

Flood-lights at the foot of the long chain link-fence cast long shadows on the dusty
and rocky ground. Cigarette smoke drifted up from the excited voices and clinking
beer bottles. The gravel shifted and groaned under the weight of the crowd, a
procession of dark figures whose outline was barely traceable in the moon-light.
There at the head was a small open utility door, and around it spanned a great
graffitied wall, many stories tall with rows of dim rectangular windows. In front of
this small door stood two austere men. As one approached the door the talk and
laughter gave way to silence. The expressions of those present, as well as their
black if somewhat strange attire, would have suggested some far more solemn
occasion if not for the dulled but insistent thumping emanating out from that great
mass of concrete, and the changing multi-colored lights which shone out of the tall
windows high up above. The anticipation, and yes, even fear grew in approaching
until I stood at the opening, a paces width from those two implacable sphinxes,
standing for god knows how long not knowing where to look or what to do with
my hands. but to hear the right word, to enter, to pass by them and into the small
hallway and to the left into the cloak room where my bags were checked and my
phone cameras covered by small stickers, trying to do so quickly and not looking
back before they changed their mind, all the while with a quickened heart as if I
had just passed under fire and come out again alive-- that exhilaration no doubt
was the first Jolt, the first of many, which flushed and opened up my senses. I was
wanted tonight.

Sitting on the black leather couches by the coat check, the others climb out of their
heavy black jackets, chatting as comfortably as if they sat in their own living room.
I by now could get my first good look at them. Taking a big gulp I am confronted
by all at once. Revealing themselves to me are shoulders, necks, bare backs and
legs and breasts. And Color too, finally–neon greens and bright whites and reds
which, in the sea of common synthetic and leather black, was as thrilling if not
more thrilling than the show of firm muscle and skin. They walk about with long
locks or shaved heads, in jet-black, bleached blonde, or red. With our outfit we
each announce our fantasy and an invitation to join–provided you are dressed the
part. Some girls are boys, some of the boys are girls. Some of the girls want girls
and some boys want boys and then there are all the uncountable permutations in
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between and past them. Yet there is a kind of light, or an energy rather, that bathes
all bodies in a distinctively feminine cast. Here the differentiation of man and
woman, of rough and smooth, of cloth and skin, fades much more into a kind of
softness, where things are shown, exposed, and tender.

To me each half-naked person is like a classical statue, curved in graceful and
still-moving gesture. Each is worth an hour’s attention even if I am only allowed a
passing look. It is said that all the statues we have of Classical Antiquity, which we
see in museums and in our imagination always in that alabaster white, were
actually painted in bright colors, gilded in gold and jewels as rich as the gods and
humans they represented. If we could imagine again those young posing figures, all
arrayed together, sitting and standing and looking and sweating, in hundreds
bristling--we would perhaps have a picture of what that dressing room looked like,
and maybe those buttoned-up classicists with their books might understand that
their precious marbled bodies do live and move outside the museum walls.

Here is a lot of talk about drugs. We cannot get around it– it is the main and for
some the only subject of conversation, so it is only right I speak about it here. What
will I take? How much? It is not, strictly speaking, necessary that I do drugs to
enjoy myself--only that the others, the majority, do drugs. When they do I can feel
it–this presence is a low but pleasant frequency humming all about–it can almost
be tasted in the air– a slight metallic tang. If I am in the presence of enough people
who are, for once, relaxed and therefore open, not only do I benefit from their
relaxation and openness towards me, but I too in turn will feel it and my shoulders
will gradually loosen despite myself. To be in this space opened up, however
chemically, and to be surrounded by people in this space is like being amongst
electromagnetic waves of the same frequency who amplify one another. But there
is so much going on, so many frequencies operating at once, so many different
vibes as there are people bumping into one another that it is inevitable things will
become muddled and confused. The best method, therefore, is simply to take the
drugs yourself.

I need to go to the bathroom. More often than not when we say we want to go to
the bathroom it is not because we need to use the toilet. The bathroom is the drug
market-place and also the taking-place. It is understood by all tacitly (in an
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example of how anarchist-societies can function) that if you’re bringing drugs you
have to be discreet enough to hide them well enough and ingest them with no one
officially looking. Hence the popularity of the bathroom stalls, being always
crowded with people which makes it difficult when we actually need to use them
for their original purpose. Anything can be found if you ask enough people. Here
the old saying holds --seek and ye shall find. It is a wonderful way to make new
friends. If you need to stay up, if you need energy—ask for coke or speed. If you
need to loosen up and relax without drinking, ketamine is the word. Then there are
those who swear by shrooms and acid but those as we know can be unpredictable.
Of course, there is always alcohol, which rules as the undisputed king over all the
other drugs ( and is my personal favorite).

The bathroom is the only well-lit place–almost too-well-lit, so that when we pass
one another to wash our hands we can see the sweat on our skin and our wide eyes.
We’re all huddled up together, in groups of three or four or five. It is understood
that to get into the stall and take drugs alone is sad. But taking drugs is also a
communal effort. We take turns holding the cell flat on our palms, crush it with a
card and inhale it using a rolled-up bill or house keys. Then we step out, flushed,
back into the cavernous dark.

There is one drug, however, which in my view rules as Queen of the night. It is the
evening’s condition of possibility–the magic ingredient–without which the dance
could not live. MDMA or Ectasy, is this unspoken presence which pervades the
party through and through. It does what alcohol can do but more, with a feminine
touch, more subtly, more completely and more intensely. The magic of MDMA is
not only that it returns us to our body in a great-euphoria feeling, but that it works
directly upon the heart, and more specifically, upon our own Self-regard. This
regard for one's-self becomes so great, this warm chest-feeling so overflowing, that
common and everyday need for assurance or strengthening of this self regard,
which we are dependent upon from others, is no longer needed. To feel this finally
provides a great, perhaps even the greatest, relaxation. This relaxation in the chest
then expands outwards, a warmth that, making its way into hither-to-forgotten
regions, re-acquaints us with our body once again. So great and overflowing too is
this regard for oneself that necessarily it flows towards the other, by its very nature
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perhaps. It is this force above all that surmounts that insurmountable energetic
barrier we encounter each day–the one that stops us from approaching a stranger.

The crowd follows the music to the great hall. There, huge square Concrete
columns announce themselves, entering, exiting and holding apart the concrete
ground and roof far above. At its center a storm is brewing. As I move closer to
the eye I am buffeted by sound so furious it is almost silent. There is no speaking
here--the public inhales and exhales through each banged up note, swiveling and
turning like martial artists in a collective demonstration. I must brace myself, strike
down my feet, and lean forwards or be swept away. In the eye of the storm there is
the DJ. The DJ leads the dance, she is the source. The DJ is a dancer with her dials
and knobs in the same way a composer dances with her stick. A rave without the
DJ would be like watching a Symphony play to an empty podium. I begin to
breathe, then slowly I begin to feel that familiar warmth going to work. I close my
eyes and see the bright lights flash. All is dark here and the feeling is dark and
heavy but underneath, if one listens long enough, there is a lightness and subtlety
that, once heard, slows and subtlizes you to the finger-tips and weaves them into
the music and your own desperate Want.

At the end of the great hall, up the crowded stairs, past the runners-upanddown,
through the hallway with the red and yellow and blue stain-glass windows, there
stands a small threshold. out of it issues a warm and easy breath of color, talk, and
sound. The music is loud but it is soft, joyous, and human. It puts a hand forth in a
gentle but insistent invitation–to investigate and explore. At the center of the space
is a circular bar at chest height. Before, down below, we could not but look focused
ahead towards the wall of Sound which accosted us. Here we now look at
eachother. It is a game of looks. From each point in the bar-circle the rest of the
circumference is open to survey, to meet or pass each gaze as it meets and passes
our own.

On the dance floor I see her, feet firmly planted, knees bent supplely, shoulders
introducing themselves left right left right like the others. The basin, like the
serpent’s head, begins to seek out, spiral, and following it, the spine upwards into
the neck and head– the serpent's tail. Behind the back and forth which would be the
main beat, there are the quiet melodies and colors that speak to the spherical
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explorations of her spine and the unveiling and unprotecting of her neck. Her arms
by and by participate, raising themselves, to finally make their way up above,
twining with each other, leaving the twirling torso and armpits open and exposed.
It is the hands that reveal the true dancers. Hands that with great delicacy, each
finger-tip's tip touching, as if blind-folded feeling a face for the first time, make
their way into space, to take in, receive, and envoy pleasure.

She takes me through the crowd, drawing closer, intro and through the eyes
wandering, the heated masses passing by the path cut through them by the
braceleted-soft-tipped-long-nailed-grasp curling around itself. She closes her eyes
and as if on its own accord the body feels itself, moving to the soft undulations
under the beat which moves the others to move in such a way. She cannot not help
but move as she does, following her own way, paying no heed to the others. Her
fair hair falling around her shoulders, bathed in drunk with the
ever-changing-warm-light.

Later we all sit outside in the smoking area on the dirty asphalt floor, with whoever
we have collected or has collected us tonight. All the little groups melt into one
half-naked body, with many expressions lit up by iphones and cigarettes. Their
eyes are turned up and wide like animals caught in the dark. With tired looks they
watch the passers-by but with a hunger that overcomes their tiredness. They all
look like children to me, especially the old ones.

It is curiously rare, in today’s long adolescence that precedes parenthood, to meet
other children again. When we do we are met with a strange and unfamiliar
phenomenon. Children express their relationships by touch. We see them walk
hand-in-hand. When they fight they stay far away from each other and this state is
self-evidently painful and unnatural to them. A hug is a reconciliation, and a return
to their original state of happiness. Children understand this without it having to be
explained.

That is what the critics do not understand–the healthy ones who are afraid of the
unhealthiness of it all, without seeing the true disease is the starvation of touch
with which we live daily. It is a hunger which grows each day until one day we can
no longer take it. And so for all the supposed taboos which a person might
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presumably come here to transgress–-the most powerful and most forbidden act of
them all, which all the dizzying music, drinks, smoke and dark might just make us
strong enough to achieve–is the smallest & lightest human touch.

As the sun goes up there is always be a small sense of anguish–a hint of it in the
cold air one you are greeted with as you leave the warmth and music behind, a note
of it up in the trees with the birds singing their first songs of the day over the
morning-quiet streets empty as you walk, heart-full as you are with beautiful things
seen. There was the long look she gave you, when you told yourself you would see
her later on the dance floor. But there is still time enough for one more dance.

The floor is by now like a windy field of many-colored flowers. In many, most, the
petals have begun to find their own space, carry their own weight, and shake on
their own with the wind. In those the seeded center, the pistil, the gravitational
core, is just beginning to show itself. These form the majority of the field, who
now sway and turn altogether, leaning and swirling slightly hither and thither. Then
there are, mixed in between them, the usual spent and tired flowers, drooping at the
stem, shifting this way and that gracelessly. And then there are, if we are lucky, a
few flowers who have come to full bloom. Each is a festival of its own. All of their
bright and full petals lead pointing to their chest for all to see, nothing hidden, with
each petal vibrating on its own, upon this great head allowing itself to be pushed
and pulled, sails unfurled now feeling more of its weight caught in the wind
violently, moving to the silent music underneath the music, inter-twining and
turning in its own way, letting all of itself be taken, loosened, until the one by one
each petal, each seed at the center is given away and they slow and slow and
become still.
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