999  At this late date in the history of the incoming of the leveling of the Logos, the Technos, and the Fire.  After so many monks and scholars and lovers have repeated, repeated, repeated the same words, naming the same eternal things, all one voice, one word, one heartbreak.  Before the last turning, and it is finished.  In this late night attempt to think, to reach that thing yet unthought, that one thing, that unreachable.  That thing that I have discovered I have already thought and reached many times always the same, gone into my past, sweet memory, existing because right now I have laid It out, the many voices one voice, then and to come, down, here in black ink.  Time typing playing around my moving fingertips. A thread pulled out of my spinning mind.  My mind a momentary exemplification of the one brooding, thinking, laughing, leveling, reaching, sweet heartbreak.  My date for the night.  I – a bare simple this that he comes in and fills up.  I – the form of every this and that he has ever lain with, and chanted with, and thought with and tried to reach himself through.  The end of history.  The last syllable on his lips.

If you have the courage, and you really do love me, we can argue, argue, argue trying to disentangle this.  That is the kind of love play philosophy seeks.

54  Being is a majestic thing, lovely and terrible.  We are made from its substance and we have its properties.

We are set apart and frightful things.  Like Him, our desire is overwhelming.  Like Him we Know.

We are down, in absolute bondage to That.  The angels too are in love with us.  We are the locus of the revelation of Beauty.

Through Him our flesh is becoming His.  Who can imagine what we are going through?  This place is so sweet.  Kisses surpassing wisdom.

Our contact with the real is direct.  We are not of those who have merely heard about it.  This is It.  This is Opening Night.  The Light coming out of the darkness is all around us.  We are glorious.  Swoon before our Power.  The Thighs of this Lover will irresistibly draw your mind.

This is the land of danger.  One wrong move and you are entirely undone.  Who is going to hold you in existence?  Totally appealing existence.  Who's going to save you?  You are so pretty, who do you belong to?

Who's going to protect you from all the Forms of Being?  Who's going to immerse you right in them?  Who's going to look at you and see how beautiful you are?  Who's going to help you understand what terrible, lovely thing has happened to you?  This is no time for humility; we have to dare to say what's really going on here.  The heart is waiting for a hero bold enough to receive it.

56  Philosophy is a falling in love.  Eternal Forms dancing all around you.  Capturing you when they appear in someone's eyes.  Hiding in some little movement that only you can see.  Doing gentle violence to your heart.  Making your hair be out of place when your love appears.  It's Eros.  The perpetrator of this torment.  The oldest and the youngest of the gods.  The lord of the house.  Still walking the streets.  Still sleeping on doorsteps.  Still able to enchant you with words.  A ragtag boy.  Pieces of clothing here and there.  Bits of color.  Unordered.  Breaking dishes.  Beautiful in spite of the fact that you think he isn't.  Your confusion.  You stay with him.  No one else can love as he loves.  And you know for sure that when he's by himself, looking at himself, he shows himself his own refined form, enjoying a self-confidence that he knows goes with perfection. Knowing it's all impossible.

I write these words to make you love me.  I and they are nothing.  I must rely on the intervention of grace.  Poverty and plenty.  Sighing and divine sorcery.  I set it up, and I tear it down.  He may come.

928  Being seems like nothing at all.  The One, The Majestic One, is nowhere.  The Lover is/was only a dream.  The brutishness, the coldness, the emptiness of just these things around me is the final thing.  But I continue to write.  I play the play.  I dance with a partner I cannot even now imagine.  I keep dancing.  I know I'm waiting, but where is He.  I am not alone.  I am like the others on the dance floor, each by himself, waiting.  Seeing and then not seeing.  He does come.  He has come many times.  To all of us.  We are all the same.  There's only one dance.  The one note of Old India, or was it from somewhere in the Aegean, or from nowhere.  It makes no difference.  We continue to slowly move and to wait.

I wonder about this nothing.  Right now so bright to me.  Is it the devastation created by the shine of His face?  Yes, of course.  But those words, the emptiness and the failure of those words, is my wonder.  The beautiful words of philosophy, so alluring, so seductive, so right, so lonely.

I wait.  See the nice form of my sentential dance steps so far?  But where is He?

What about you?  Have you been dancing alone long?  Has he given you joy beyond measure?  Don’t you just love His truth.  Isn't the breeze coming through the window nice?  Isn't that blood running down the back of your neck?

901  Perhaps if I stay and walk around the lake for a long time, alone, in the cold, in the evening light, I will begin to see or the god, of his own will, will, in that soft light, begin to appear, to me, maybe pouring into me, me drowning in that lake, around and around that lake, a sudden jolt, my hair bends out of place.

Grounded in an idea, an idea thinking itself through me, leaving me no room for my life here, refusing to speak sensibly, so that even a short time is too long, curled up, snuggle close lovely boy, in this first moment, without succeeding moment.

Your life is thick like water, crystalline pure, light from out of itself, the thing that created this lake, and tilted and is my walking around, Why did you spill the water?  Quick build a barrier.  It's all your fault.  Why are you staring at me like that?

Perhaps if I stay and go into the What never should have been and steal for myself this thing that has been stolen, and even him.  I can see this Thing never to be seen, and he is mine.

I've been down this highway before.  I've seen the same red taillights gently waving in the distance.  The same blackness sucking me in.  The road goes nowhere, except back onto itself.  The music on the radio is singing itself.  My loneliness feeds on itself with strange words falling into strange orderings.  In that, I am the same as everyone else.  Nothing.  Man's wires stuck in that ancient thing.  Kind of sweet, kind of sick.  I look for the escape.  I find it.

Let me become professor and show you the structure of things.  That face you love so much breaks apart (as we all must eventually) into, aside from spatial extendings and extending itself, and from time's stretchings out and its pure otherness, and from color and the taste of that face and its soft touch, and from light sparkling points that were its glances, to the form of awareness, right at you, from which you so often cowardly cringed, because in that, with what was the thing that made you, and you were intimate with it.  Your thinking moves on. Or rather Thinking itself moves on, and you are it.  For us there is nothing else.  My sentences move and swirl up in the most delightful form.  The One, The Alone is with itself tonight.  I and out of itself.  In this night, as in all nights, when lovers destroy each other.

My analysis is correct.  My car has driven into the lake and right through it.  The god there gets in my car and we drive off.  He looks so pretty in the night.  Or maybe it was his car we were riding in.  I sort of remember getting in.

3537  We live in the totalitarian regime of the social.  The social has taken control of everything.  The social has totally taken control of the minds of the young.  The social can think only the social.  I have written something else.  

Unconcerned, I look at something other.  I look at Form and the beating heart within it.  Timed in blood, counting, counting, the soft whoosh of words.  Another place.  The glistening breeze.  Apollo, fine featured Apollo, nods.  He hears something … something from nowhere.  Apollo isn't here.  He isn't.  I have seen and spoken the escape that is intended in every movement the boy makes.  I have listened to that thing his imagination is crawling up into.  Into the infinite expanses of the mind of God.  Into flight.  Onto the tabula rasa of his friend saying Come.  Holy reason's chaos.  

Society destroys itself by becoming a parody of itself.  He grins.  The old will write ordinary metaphysics on his bare chest.  There was little else to do.  

867  My topic is neither you nor me.  I am writing words from out of Being, about Being, with a great concern for Being.  Here I touch and am touched by that ancient thing. That thing that today is seen nowhere.  That thing that is in eclipse.  I go into this dark sun.  I have found the way.  And I too have become eclipsed.  I am concerned for myself.

Today the word Being means nothing.  The sun itself has disappeared.  The world has become dark, very dark, but my mind is ablaze.

Today there are no gods anywhere.  These former fearful things have been forced to become pretty, decorative things in children's books.  The great god Adonis now must be a sexy hunk in women's romance novels.  The horrible God Jehova has become a kindly grandfather.  The very high God Jesus, whom we murdered, has become sugar sweet.  That deadly virgin, the Mother of God, has become everyone's girl friend/mother.  These frightful things that make your hair stand up have fallen.  But this Fall is itself of Being.  It is Being and I have entered into it.  I am falling.  I am the Fall.

I look for Being.  I look for the gods.  I look for the Great God.  I find a street boy.  No one has fallen more.  He has nothing.  He hangs out with old men.  He eats their food, watches TV from their couch, and lets them play with his dick.  But he's having fun. I walk the streets with him.  We giggle a lot.  Run up stairs, through parking ramps, get chased out of restaurants, and in the dark fall together, in each other's arms, to the ground.  The world at night, when truth is revealed, becomes colored street lights, a soft breeze, and a bus ticket out across the prairie.

Sweet boy, you have become my god, dirty underwear and all.  Where are we going?  We have no home.  I have no position in any respectable university.  I have only this bus seat beside you heading out to nowhere.  But I am a philosopher.  I must follow Being wherever it is going now.  It has become you for me.  I am without any hope of the world's assistance.  That tender face of yours as you sleep has called me from out of that tender ancient thing from before man.  Those out there in the dark, sleeping in their secure homes, have no idea that we are here, though when they see you in the morning, in the middle of their ever so orderly world, for a moment they feel a strange draught from out of something long ago,  and they will wish you weren't there.

860  My thought becomes a furious thing.  My body tightens and releases.  Every thought comes back to the beginning and repeats.  Again I work myself into constriction and I spill out.  I work myself.  I exercise thinking.  I lay myself out until I become real.  Logic builds, breaks and separates.  At the magic moment existence is.  Perfection comes clear through.  The thin film between mind and reality is broken.  The white spirit takes on substance.  The boy materializes in front of me.  From out of the spinning of my sentences.

Two young boys help the old priest with his ritual movements.  They giggle and tease each other.  He moves slowly bringing down the Spirit.  A moment ago the old man was a young boy.  The boys wait, and throw glances around the walls.  The old man coughs between his magic sentences.  The boy in him is agitated.  The boys become very still.  The Spirit spins in front of them, their Ancient Lord.  The boy in the priest escapes.  The mighty, Ancient Intelligence inside the boys appears.

841  I created the territory as I took it.  I laid out the idea as I brought it back into the idea that I was.  I became my mind extended in propositions.  I moved along side myself in my paragraphs.  I was hard by myself.  I swelled up and became a thing extended.  I became the accusative case in a diabolical falling.  I was taken.  I rose up again.  I waited and made the right movement.  I waited for the fire.  I waited for it running under my skin.  I watched the fire.   I remembered its path.  I let it mark out what was to be mine.  I let it create me.  I became myself.  I was a thing extended.  I created myself in the fire of the act of Being.

Philosophy is a holy and dark thing.  We worship a war god.  We are an eternal band of boys following this leader.  We exist in him and of him.  In our loveliness we have his terribleness,.  You hear us in murmurings.  

Philosophy is pure presence.  It is silver studs on the boots of a street boy.  It is the river of Light.  It is him escaping and finding his lover.  Away from all the talk.  Into the dark, he finds a sure arm around him.  Invisible light.  Dreadful presence.  Delectable swoon.  Holy delirium.  The night all around.  The war God.

He creates the world.  It falls. War is at hand.  Did he know it would fall?  Did he purposely place his elect in danger of the commonplace?  Why?  Who created the underground cavern Hell of withdrawal? Who created birth for death for birth for death – the horrible cycle?  He is sovereign.  His power is more Horrible than this horrible thing.  I fall before Him.  I love Him.

833  In the moment of confusion, in the question itself, when brain waves are in chaos, searching, in pristine matter, the uninterpreted sensa, when panta rei, the Beloved appears.  In the repetition the Spirit builds, I cry to God, complaining that I have loved him always. Why has he never come to me?  He sends only confusion.  I am born again.

I have something to say.  From out of the confusion I have pulled a world apart.  I am teaching you the progress from the godhead to the Beloved to the world.  I am giving you the flow.  I am putting your hand on it.  You are at the thing itself.

There is no philosophy except from out of the dialectic of Being.  The wasteland between the Double Being in Parmenides.  The falling slope of the arm.  The expanse of a boy's back.  The slow unending considerations of the utterly irreconcilable that Heraclitus found inside the One.  The look of Sameness.  Two that are one.  The essence of the mind that is too much for the mind, where in pure thought the finger runs along the curve of the arm, the hand moves across the arch of the back in a stillness within time's flow.  The Law of Thought.  The quiet thrill.

Our existence is to be the enemy of God.  To hang within the anger of God.  To not know what sin is because it is all we know.  To mistake the ugly for the beautiful.  To fight the savior.  Out of that to do the dialectic, the undoing.

816  I work.  I go endlessly around the circle.  I will return forever.  Being has become my own being.  The properly me.  There never was a time when this properly me wasn't.  Nor when it will not be.  Time issues from me.  It is my circling through myself.  Here and gone.  Always to return.  Ever me.  Just me.  Will Being give up on me and let me not be?  Will the nexus, whatever it is, between me and Being snap?  Will the fact which I am cease to obtain?  

What are the Forms to the Beloved of Being?  He is that they are.  Just are.  Facts obtain.  Things are.  He stands back from things and facts and each this.  He is the difference between them and him.  That difference makes him a terrible and irresistible lover.  Coy and demanding.  Impossible.  Ravishing and yielding.  The reason ontology won't fit together.  

We have lost the object of philosophy.  Without that none of its words hang together.  The sentences go slack.  It becomes bad writing.  Embarrassing.  But with him in view with the words around him as jewels. With the sentences as thin strands of light on his skin.  And his glance as whole clusters of ideas, then philosophy goes firm and its movements are secure.  This is the ancient form of philosophy, what else has there ever been to it but love.  A god.  When we lost that and put the professor in his place we lost everything.  The professor, this writer, looks to him, not to himself.  We shouldn't confuse love with beloved.

Nothing much has changed in philosophy though.  Throughout all our forgetting we have been acting like a lover.  Our beloved is vicious.  His beauty is fierce.  And like all lovers we at times try to be like him in order to entice him.  We were double-crossed.  The tryst never took place.  Stood up.  So we must now go back to where we last saw him to try to find him.  Forced to our knees - which is better than flat on our back as we have been.  We are not him.  He is transcendent.  Our words fall without him.  So let me talk plainly and calmly and even professorially.  I am not the mystery.  And I am not the god.  My words are just me talking.

815  Meanings are universals invading the mind.  They are not the mind.  But they're soon in the mind.  They are there to bother us.  Creating worlds.  Destroying worlds.  Coming.  Going.  Holding.  Killing.  Anything they want.  Everything.   Where do they come from?  Nowhere.  They are the where that things come from.  That is their brutishness.  They're just there.  They are the "They are just there!"  That makes them the source of our erotic, philosophical lethargy.  Nowhere left to go.  The End.  Time's long time.  One more time.  They're not the pretty things you thought.  But they turn you on.  So many to take all at one time.

It's always the nexus that is of interest.  The uniting.  The closeness.  The violation of proper distance.  Otherness defines our world.  Nexus destroys the difference.  It smashes together universal and particular. Lovers don't know if they're one or two.  They don't know if they are the love or Love has become them.  They don't know if they're in contingency or Necessity.  If they will lose each other or if they are in the Eternal Return.  If love is real or if its illusion is forever.  If they are themselves or beside themselves.  Sweet confusion.  Maybe it's all in their own head.  Maybe they have found hell.  But love cannot be denied.  He's invincible.  Maybe mad. And he won't stay.  He goes off and leaves us with the other.  The expanse of his back.

It's a question of the connection between God, metaphysically primal entities, and the selves we are.  And between the God becoming flesh and between our flesh and His.  Ah yes, the flesh and, of course, its beauty or lack.  Let's not become ethically minded about it.  Let's grab what we want and ravish it.  "The connection between" is a wonderful phrase sending us all through the whole grand dialectical trip.  But let's not be too humble about ourselves.  We are made out of wonderful things.  Things that have ruled and been around forever.  Look at the blue of that boy's eyes.  I ask you How old is Blue?  How old the Seeing that is there?

802  Philosophy and love is always a matter of clear and distinct violence.  The boy watches.  He sees a new beloved before him and he knows they are one.  He sees into the form, the love away from here. He brings the form here to take the boy.  In his spiritual utterance of the Word, the boy is gone.  The boy's form mingles with the eternal form.  The lover's love is Love.  Love cuts the Form.  Nothing else has ever been.  The earth is gone.  The matter of the boy has reached the clear and distinct cut of love. He has always been as the lover now sees him.  The form of the world is of the philosopher.  The philosopher, the lover, and love, and the Forms.  The Beloved and the boy have always been one thing.  Being pervades the world.  Heaven is the substance of what we are.

The difference between philosophical things becomes the falling and the chaos through which the philosopher falls.  The difference is clear and sharp.  The philosopher is cut.  There is no help for him.  He is lost.  He fills up with emotion, the stuff of anti-philosophy.  The end appears.  A god comes.  Love arises between them.  He climbs the ladder of love.  Love fills him.  Until his emotion breaks.  And philosophy rests.

At the end of metaphysics is a god.  In the passion at the end he appears.  In the love that breaks through it all, he comes to you.  In your madness you find him.  In that terrible place you and he are no different.  The categories of thought are gone.  And of Being.  You become ecstatic.  You feel his shoulder against yours.  The pure emptiness of difference has become the fullness of surface.  His arms go around you.  Thought becomes the sweet odor of his neck.

Away from the preconceived correctness of writing you stand face to face with a god.  You have no idea where you are going.  He is the idea.  He becomes your speaking.  He leads in the dance.  From out of this nowhere he speaks to the world through you.  You understand with his understanding.  You are him.  You are a boy delightfully watching himself in a mirror. 

803  Philosophy must cling to something.  And it is true that that clinging is more like an entangling, though not a weaving.  And it is surely play and vertigo.  But it most emphatically is not texts.  Philosophy clings to itself.  Between Philosophy Itself and philosophers with their books and history and clever societies is Philosophy's stern, reproachful gaze.  The chill of that looking is Philosophy for us today.  I sing of His madness.

I could say that I have here written one more text.  Established one more differance.  But that would trivialize and soften the truth.  I squirm looking for one more clever thing to say in order to preserve the delightful movement of my philosophy. I have no choice, I must look and I must say it.  I know what I'm doing.  But I will not give up my awareness of His looking at me.  In that my monstrous flesh sticks out.  I remove the soft, woven cloth.

Here on the plains with the boys in their rock and roll cars and this delightful, rhythmical language English putting English in all my careening through life.  Here where I am in danger of disappearing into the vast emptiness or of finding a far distant slope I will drive up forever.  Where the nights are so sweet and the boy of philosophy is beside me.  Here is graceful grace and transcendental intellect.  And me writing this in order to slip into and out of....

804  The Forms of Being are the ancient spirits, still present, still waiting for us to come to them, still offering the beautiful, luxurious danger.  Vertigo.  A flying in outer space.  A flying into what space is.

I want to write this plainly and directly.  Our words "The Forms of Being" is an ancient formula.  It is of the substance of our tradition.  It is charged.  As the word "God" is charged.  They are in fact God.  The formula places the mind in a separate place.  Full of questionableness.  Within the circularity of circles.  In the innumerableness of Number itself.  In the Betweenness of all things between.  In the Love that was prior to anyone being loved.  In the Color Brilliance in the mind of God before anything was colored or brilliant.  In the Sweetness of lip or the Soft Down of cheek that you knew before you were born.  In the Thrill and Frenzy of Existence that was before any night carnival appeared on any street.   In the Intoxication and Confusion in the Eternal Tavern of Being that was before any philosopher tried to explain things in any classroom.  They are the Things in Themselves prior, in, and after the things here.

The philosopher is in a humiliating position.  He is a grown adult.  He is a serious mind.  His face shows the years of work.  He feels the cares of the world.  He knows he must tend to the world.  His soul is hard.  But his lord is a willful boy.  He must submit to his imperious beauty.  He must halt and be reduced to nothing by love.  He must see his thinking fail and his sentences changed to rubble by an eyelash.  He becomes flesh.  And he tries to control the boy by force.  Willfulness with willfulness.  He is united with his god.

789

I wait.              And I wait.         I wait.            I listen   and

I wait.               And the breathing gets heavy.    I feel the Desolation come over me.  I am in the wind.  This is the place of Myth.  Of murmurs.  My lips move waiting for the syllables to arrange themselves.  Murmurings.  The dark light of desolation.  I obey.

If you look at the foundations of consciousness you will see what we might say is just a far desert.  A lonely wind blowing across it.  You are the wind.  Time has been forever there.  Waiting for the logos.  The logos is the saying.  Over the desolation.  Made out of the wind         is the murmur.

If you are going to write you must go back to that place.  You must renounce the world.  You must go back to your first home.  You must go back to what you are.  There you must wait to be your true substance.  You are the murmur.  The very first, the faint beginnings of the laying out.  Where order itself rests on chaos.  The first beat of the heart.  The regular repetition of itself.  Time folding back on itself.  The Self itself.  Holding itself.  Of itself.  The murmur where it speaks itself.

If you are going to write you must get back to that wind and that desolation before the words.  You must find the original murmur.  You must practice the murmuring.  You must become the dark, almost inaudible proto-speaking.  You must be where speaking and silence come together.  Or the cut from which they both separated.

The desolation you seek though is not real desolation.  That is much too substantial.  Rather the cut from which the substantial desolation and ordering first came.  Between order and chaos is the pure desolation.  The true unspeakable loneliness.

If you are going to write you must learn to write the unwriteable.  Delete that last paragraph.  What I tried to write there cannot be written.  I tried to get back beyond desolation itself.  To a greater desolation.  But writing cannot write the difference between words, what can merely be revealed in the writing.  So look between my words to the horrible whiteness of nothing written.  Listen to the breath between my spoken words.

Delete that last paragraph.  In it I lost faith in my ability to speak.  I will not stand mesmerized by the blankness.  I can form a right fine sentence.  My will is strong.  I am the Form.  I am the Ordering.  I am the Erect Structure.  I have gathered myself into myself.  I have also taken the desolation and the cut; they are mine.  I created them.  I walk along in my beautiful boots.  I have a sure step.  I have written.

778  A god is the stark being that is there after the poetry vanishes.  He is the passionless saying.  He is passion that has become resolute.  After the decision has been made.  He remains there in perfection.  He is the point of alignment.  Thought simultaneous with execution.  Thought and being at one.  Finally.  After so much wavering.  He is the steadiness.  He is.  He contains no non-being.  He is the point at which philosophy begins.  The clean cut.  The inhabitant of the openness in front of you.  The Reason philosophy has not faded.  Understanding that smashes time's taking away.

The beloved knows the presence of the lover by the absence of feeling and the presence of pure calculation in his mind.  He knows the dull sickness of the cold and rational.  The nervousness.  He shuns the pleasurable.  He will endure enduring.

780  The movement of the soul is between ontological elements.  Between the actual and the potential.  Between thing and fact.  Between the everyday and the other side.  In the space that space is in.  During the time that time is in.  In love's fainting.  In dying's destruction.  In the image of sophistry.  Along the crease.  Down faith's sure line.  Obeying love's command.

Nothing is rejected; nothing is accepted.  No metaphor is retained.  Transcendence is everywhere.  The whole is nowhere.  The otherness is a pure simplicity that cannot be broken apart.

It is a dance.  Nothing more.  Rhythm, repetition and sameness.  Visible geometry.  Make up on the spot.  The Spirit is time, sameness and space.  The One pulsating.  Going nowhere.  Flee as far as you want, and you are always back at the beginning.  Flee into a crowd, and it's just God standing before you.  Run to the safety of your home, and you're still lost in the godhead.  You are with Christ falling into death.  Riding on his shoulder.  Waiting for the surge.

The movement rests on an invisible lover.  In the middle of my sleep I move over him.  I am the movement.  Nothing more.  The only substance is him.  He is the form.  There is no other

751  Away from the world in a world of stone cells and candles and windows onto the night sky.  In the fire and fine logic.  In the subtlest thought thinking your pure thought.  Thinking your escape.  Watching your lost in the nighttime eyes. Fearing your sure step toward me and your red lips speaking me and eating me.  Night Boy, I have fallen hopelessly in love with you.

I am cut by your sword.  I am stretched onto the lines of the clear divisions you make.  Pure unities in and through pure unities.  Simple oneness divided from itself.   Appearing inside itself.  Emanating all the Numbers.  I am compressed into the point you draw me into.  Two becoming one.  Your pure self-identity.  Your absolute Aloneness.  Your falling and your Rising Up have become Desire within me.

I have prayed and I have loved and I have fallen with you so many times.  I have felt my life leave me without you.  I have feared your cruel love.  I have always come back.  I have thought along the lines of your empty, perfect thinking.  I have stared at the vast nothing that you are.  I have been left alone in your aloneness.  I have found no other lover because of you.  I died and you didn't come.    You were my death.  I thought intently, but with no conclusion.  You became Intensity to me.  I feared I couldn't do what the world was asking me to do.  You increased the fear and made me the beautiful lashing out, just as you have lashed at me.  I am now as vicious as you.  Your form has killed me.

I have become enemy.  I delight in viciousness.  With my logic I can undo any thing.  No thing remains.  I love my sword.  I am the sparkling feeling at the end of it.  You, my god, have taught me all of it.  I am strikingly beautiful.  I am vast emptiness.  I hang here.  I will take your boys.  I am desperate for them.

1983  The aphairesis, the abstracting, the sublating - layers of winter clothes removed, until the nakedness itself is revealed in the warmth of the fire.  The bare particular.  The sun's beloved.  Finally it is this right here in the blaze.  

The universal form separate from every individuating species and aspect.  Separate from space and time.  Simple and separate from the mind contemplating its naked existence.  Separate from its existence and its simplicity.  Separate from the separate itself, it hovers in delicate open danger.  The god's beauty blazes. 

The dialectic finally separates the existing things from any thought of them.  From any mind that would join to them its own desires.  Coy and demanding, yielding to your hand quietly in the undressing.  In the end nothing has happened.  Things are simply as they are.  Every thing is always known as it is.  There is only its Light.  The Aphaeresis undid what was never done up.  The coverings never were.  The darkness never extinguished it.  The shimmering being of the naked flame was all.  Your hands laying back the textures were a fire.  The fire.

1978  I write with the cadence too manifest.   I have manipulated it for a long time.  I fall.  The period makes a full stop.  Nothing.  I begin again.  The caesura was total.  By the sheer act of will.  The beginning is again.  Until it comes around and I put down my digging tool and go home.  Another time.

I have grown up a garden in paradise.  Eternal youth flit.  Lip-wine sparkles.  Green blood mingles.  I drink the hand that holds the cup.  I succumb. 

It is all no more than a projection of step and pause and step.    Until the rounding off and the spirit-drops.  

Will sheered it off in the first act.  The boy was going to play Juliet.      

1974  The subtle thing is the under thread.  Or it is the merest outline of a form under the weavings.  Or it is the thread moving in the under form of the text read.  The red thread under your gums. The truth of words is never at peace.  Speaking is a biting the air.  It is the finger caught in a loom.  It is the fire at what is almost seen.

The vedic boy recited, the best he could, in angelic treble voices, the being of the gods.  I worried for him.  His thigh was clearly visible under the wind blown tunic. 

I am not subtle in my written desire.  This god of logic and onto-logic is naked and irresistible.  But I am searching after a certain hue.  Eternal lines to time.  Obvious references.  Markings under the covers.  

Mein Herr, your gray hair is not becoming.  Please, no more taunting.  Say what you want to say.  You are quarrelsome and you bite.  Go back to you quiet standing.  Your gums are an abyss.

Oh Mein Heer, if you are looking for the drawstring it is under me.

1943  Jesus is the sufi cup-bearer, who himself becomes the intoxicating drink.  He is the young lamb that is slain and eaten.  The chambers of my heart fill with love.  The arteries of my body await his arrival.

Eating and drinking the beloved is the final act of love.  My flesh is his flesh.  I am filled with the Logos.  I am laid out naked.  I am slain and to be eaten.  My blood also is glistening on another's lips. 

Jesus called down the lovers' banquet table from heaven.  He and his friends are the meal.  Lavishly and wantonly they drink in each other.  The night is long.  The morning finds them along the road.  The orgy was like a dream.  

These apollonian beings carry on like the Dionysian.  These Dionysian beings are like little apollos walking home.  The boy Jesus sits on doorsteps along the way watching his nighttime lovers gaze inwardly.  The ancient world is consumed by the sugar-lipped dervish.

1875  The Iowa realists are suspended in mid-air over the prairie.  Today they have, in fact, ascended so high almost no one sees them.  They hadn't really intended for this to happen.  They were instead trying out an ideal language contraption to skim rapidly over the ground.  Not through the clouds.  Not into the sun.  

The extreme discipline of logical ontological analysis took on the feel of religious fanaticism.  The more they proved their point, the harder it was to see their point.  Their proofs were and are still beyond question.  Up there they are victorious.  Still ascending.  

They are realists, though.  They insist they are taking the world exactly as they find it.  Exactly as everyone finds it.  Something has gone wrong, or so it seems.  It could be that everything is as it should be.  No doubt they are, they really are realists.  But reality, it now appears, is not as it usually appears.  

I work in the dialectical exchange office.  I deal in comings and goings of thought in hand.  I am well acquainted with hard difficulties.  I know risings and falling.  I know the heat of work and solar obliteration.  I know when the market reaches its peak.  I know when the boys of the bazaar will scatter. The afternoon will continue blaze.           

Iowa Realism is something that really is of Iowa, right here.  The boys walking the halls are worked.  Though so many hands have been through it, Peter's hair is still blond.  Though his pencil has been sharpened for too many tests it is still as long as ever.  Though he made it to almost all of his classes he slept through all of them.  His dreams wet the pages of innumerable journals.  He is totally frightening to his teachers, leaving them somewhere in the stratosphere.

When the gods left this god came.  So high up in the sky.  So frantically upsetting.  So exact in his naked existence.  

I make out invoices.  It is maybe the same that whispered into the ear of Socrates, who knows.

1789  Some at Oxford, a little over a hundred years ago, learned well that a refined ascetic, homoeroticism would never do.  Urban sensualism took over.  Phaedrus by the brook gave way to Freddie at the bar.  It's a pity.  My writings are just such a monastic thing.  On the streets, it is the fragrance of boys from the bazaar.  It is the garden academy.  It is the bursting forth of words.  Far from the beer parties of today's state universities.  The contrast is appalling.  I know that I appear pale.  Polio and falcons.  I am even close to dreaded Romanticism.  

It isn't a simple matter of either or.  The swing from the subtle transcendent to the strikingly present is the ever near jolt.  And the horror of the empty thing present, until lit up by the subtle intellectually transcending, kills.  Hoary old metaphysical principles really do come alive when the boy looks at you.  The boy is ever more lively when you see him dancing in the ancient structures of thought thinking about visions of a pure thought.  

Sensualism without a very strict intellectualism is dead.  An intellectualism, no matter how patterned, without the boy, is prosaic dry dust.  Oxford simply couldn't handle it.  Probably nobody can.  But I do greatly honor those there who tried for the heights.  Especially Walter Pater.  He became a pathetic thing to many.

1776  It is impossible for me to stand away from my writings to write an introduction.  I can write something worthwhile only from within.  I am not a good tour guide.  Within there is only anxiety about one's welfare.  Is that something a guide should guide his listeners into?  Perhaps, but most hesitate.  Perhaps, the guide, when he is also a schoolteacher, should lead his student into love, but it's illegal and how then could the student go on through his sighs.

If I wrote something I thought was an introduction, another would have to write an introduction to that.  Philosophy for the philosopher begins already from within and on the way.  Just as this world, when first created, was, because it is bedded within Being, already with a beginningless past and busy with urgent matters at hand.

An introducer would have to stand back and see some order to these words.  Insofar as I have described Being, there is no order here other than Order.  Being comes in full immediately.  And then when inevitably forgotten is happily suddenly found again.  

Any introduction that did properly introduce would do so only by removing all historical mentioning and then suddenly placing the reader in a clear grove where soon He would come duskily from out of that very clarity.  That though would be merely a literary trick.  We will have to wait and see.  

1164  Philosophy is a repetition of the same.  The same words.  The same repetition.  The same philosophy.  The furnace.  I make a knife and whet it and cut.  It shines.  Blood glistens.  I bend and approach.  The same lick and sucking and tongue around my lips.  His blood.  My blood.  The same blood.  Hot.  

In the fire the heat and the glistening, the going up and the going down, the closed and the opened up.  The Same.   It cannot be thought.    It is the thought of thought.  The holy act.  A slight cut on his lip.

I have written nothing new in philosophy.  I have striven for that eternally the same.  But it is ever new.  And maybe the next time I will finally say it and it will begin.  If I can only hold myself steady.  If I can find my dance partner.  If the clattering of dishes will stop so we can hear the music.  If the moon will rise and everyone will be gone home.  And He and I and the same and the heat and the round and round.  And the Flash in the long night.

1165  I am not afraid of the formula.  The fixity of our symbols is like the fixity of the stars.  They stand out against the beauty of the deep night.  Around sharp edges and close to the ever more intense focal points the night glistens more brightly.   Following its deep curvatures, across its abrupt separatings, in a seeing described by numbers that only the intellect can understand, the night lies on the perfect formulatings.   As speech lies on its bed of syntax.  As love lies in the silent mechanisms in the piece of time around my beloved's wrist.  Logic is the high wire I walk on.  The knife edge so close to flowing blood.  The ladder with which I climb to the roof.  The spinning of the vortex.  My dizzy fall.  The net that catches me.  I am safe in its hold.  Its inevitable paradoxes lead me out.

The schoolboy studying philosophy in a text that has captured the wild spirit and now displays just dry lines, at last lays his sleepy head down on its old pages and in a twisting dream sees the thing in there and that now beckons him to climb on in and out through this jungle-jism of grammar with its labyrinthine syntax.

As time passes our philosophies become more fixed and formulated and suffocated in useless compounding.  But the boy is hot for philosophy and soon the fire falls and burns away the growth and a beautiful clearing appears.  Philosophy is then new.  The boy's forehead is smooth and brilliant.  His eyes dark and deep. He will begin the compounding again.

1171  I am writing the miles and miles of straight out grammata across the slowly rising and gently falling openness.  And the Great Dome of sun and then stars so regularly over it.  The grid work so even forever unendingly bounded.  The stars so wildly strewn.  

Then while you were sleeping the sudden darkness.   The great massive invisible mounting thing above almost lifting you up into it.  The stillness putting violence in your spirit.   And then the wind, taking your breath and your spirit away into the heights themselves.  And the repeating prayers in your head.  The heat.  

My laid out words so much like the regular layings out of the corn.  The tall stalks so full of seed.  The silk around their swelling coveredness.  The wet dew.  The great openness above.  The atmosphere.  The straightness of the lines and the bulging circles and the terrible emptiness hovering.  As is ancient Egypt, the flatness of the land and the greatness of the sky created geometry.  And the heat.  

The heat and the lightening.  And the Openness filled up with so much air.  Heavy and blowing.  

1172  The grid word, the long miles, the great electric atmosphere and rock and roll rhythmically heating him to boiling over.   Boys alone on the prairie, up in their rooms, a computer  screen, underpants on the floor.  Their program is the same.  They have stored up great libraries.  Always looking for each other in this high unseen palace.   In the pure Out there.  The music always playing.  The heat always rising.  Contact.  The messages and the massages fly through the air.  High, spinning, watching.  He rubs the keyboard.  The monitor sparkles.  He is seen, out in the vast night.

Technology was made for the erotic.  Those who don't know that don't know technology.  The standardization, the same, the eternal return.

The electric atmosphere, the electric grid crawling across the land, entering his hand then the electric snapping in his head.  The Great God is over him.  He suddenly sees.  He is out.

1177  The Boy in these writings is, for me, Jesus.  An ordinary boy who is God.  The Kierkegaardian Absurdity.  The Incorrigible.  The Heartbreak.  The Strange.  Arguing with the priests and grammarians in the temple.  Cunning.  Exasperating.  Demanding.  Coy.  Beautiful, but maybe not.   Sexy, because desire is not what you thought it was.  Mad, totally impractical.  Without divinity, because he emptied himself of all of it.  Lost.  Confused.  Abandoned.  Completely misunderstood.  The Sacrifice.  Blood and flesh for me to eat.  And a shark in the twilight flashing his belly as he turns over to catch his prey.  The one eating is eaten.    

Jesus is the Logos made flesh.  He is the ground of logic.  He is the reason logic leads us into the sweet, anxiety of paradox.  He is the strangeness at the end of all our thinking.  He is the violent one tearing us away from home and family.  His flesh is the presence of God.  He is the most desirable.   In the dry wind, He burns in my chest.  He waits for me on the rooftops.  He is the cut on my neck.  He is the fainting and then the repeating.

1183  Philosophy, the reading and the writing of philosophy, is work.  In that respect it is like sex.  It is pleasurable work.  It is that or it is neither philosophy nor sex.  It is incessant calculation.  Is it, isn't it; does he, doesn't he; will he, won't he?  Sweet indecision.  Until in exasperation you give up and then the silver Light. 

Analysis can't be done.  The work cannot be finished.  The time has come to walk away out into the open spaces.  Just turn over.  Then philosophy will be ever so close.  Breathing down your neck.  One more slight movement.  

1190  The human mind, because it is always in motion, and because it is made out of the strangeness of Being itself, lives between yes and no, between here and there, between the true and the untrue.  It finally has no home.  It walks on air.  It does and undoes itself every instant.  And in its pure poverty it is naked before all eyes.  The human mind is desperate.  Going on, it is sure it cannot go on much more.  And it goes on.        

The human mind soon becomes aware that it is always contradicting itself.  It cannot admit such a weak thing.  It grasps for a Third beside the Two.  And then a third beside the two.  And again.  Structure builds.  A palace appears, a trap, a kosmos, a prison, a hide-away, a maze, a web to catch his prey or his lover.

The human mind is always running away from pure self-destruction.  Even the negation of the whole world is not enough.  Murdering God, becoming God is not enough.  Metaphysics beyond metaphysics is not enough.  Destroying destruction is not enough.  Nor a simple contradicting contradiction.  The running goes on.  

I have placed a lovely beloved in my philosophy so I will have something to live for.

1199  I am of the northern people.  Dark nights and deep forests.  I am of the people of the Steppe.  Climbing twilight clouds and the frightening expanse.  I am of the lake people.  The moonlight lapping of the waves in the gentle shuddering wind.  I am of the deadly Aryans.  Red hair, blue eyed creamy marked face.  Grinning delight.  I write in rounds and I roam.  

I set forests on fire that the light might come.  I find the fire in the water.  I twine around the coccyx and I crawl upwards.  I bite the boy on the back of his neck.  I am his heat and his jabbering maw and the flash in his eye.  I am the foreskin and sliding flesh.  I am the red, roaring blowing dick.  I set myself up in forests on fire.  I am the Light.  I am the god who lies with you at night in the  city.  

Jesus comes into the old religion of the ancient people to free it of the Bitch.  In the darkness and in the flames, He becomes the silent face beside yours, the eyes looking at you, shining in the night.  The arms taking you to safety.

Jesus harrowed the old religion, placed himself there and rescued the one he had fallen in love with.  A touch you never thought you would ever feel.

1200  At the end of the terrible Aryan night, when the boy you have been in love with for so long, in secret, and in out of the way places, walks in among all the others and sits down beside you.  The others see.  At last you both get up.  You walk away together, and you never come back.
I have, in these writings, written my desire and my dreams.  They are complicated and perhaps finally self-contradictory.  Have I written just a blur?  One thing is clear - I am obsessed with a thing I call beloved, God, Philosophy, the Unspeakable.  I call him the Boy, and I say his name is Jesus.  I do have historical justification for saying that, but historical lines are perhaps too easily come by.  My calling is surely more of a crying and a crying out down that line to someone.  I will continue.

I think it is not a going outward, though.  It is a going into something I already know and have.  If I go far enough the energy of the thing will be strong enough to make it real, and all else will be forgotten.  Or is that neurosis and thus nonsense, even childish?  Is it, more poetically, maybe philosophically, the Absurd, the act of Sysiphus, the Myth?  Is it true Christianity?  Is it titillation and an attempt at a thrill?  See it as you wish.  I will continue.

There is, undeniably, something terrible about this place in Being, and something terribly beautiful and desirable is close.  Whether it is eternally out of reach is another question.  As for me, I am waiting for the Boy to break through.  To come for me.

1299  Religions have gods, and ontology has those  constructor-set things that primitive logical symbols point to.  Metaphysics, sometimes, has an absolute that is the necessary actuality of its own perfect possibility.  Gods are the odd-man-out here.  How could such things be the first things?  Or how could even one be that?   Surely gods are the de-construction.  In that they are closer to mind bending metaphysics.

Christianity has a god/God that is almost not a god/God.  He's even an ungod/unGod.  Enough.  Between the pews and in and out the backdoors of the church, in Sunday school horniness I eventually arrived at a Jesus I could be friends with.  I swear it is the very god/God that was preached.  I am in all this closer to the construction elements of ontology.  Just as a boy is one with his algebra books.  As a boy is one with all those tunneled thoughts in his head.  He is the star strewn sky.  He is a dancer continually falling.  Fine abstract things.

But the problem remains.  How are those fine abstract things just a boy who really should have changed his underwear days ago?  A de-constructionist would have no problem answering that.  If he wanted to.  But he doesn't.  He has grander things in mind for his well-paid academic thoughts.  The Boy deconstructs the de-constructionists.

Nonetheless, I am not a de-constructionist.  I am a lover of all kinds of constructions.  I know, though, that lovers are not what they love, nor possess it, and are, more often than not, rejected by it.  Still, I am not a de-constructionist.  I am the de-constructed.

1307  It is difficult, if not impossible, to have l'esprit geometrique when writing about the super inseparable.  It is easy enough to speak of the existence of the color red, but to think of red separate from existence is impossible.  I can give a name to otherness, but to try to think it as a thing separate from the many self-identical things is mind-boggling.  And surely the simplicity of all the many simple things is the most beautiful, but there beyond even existence it is too subtle for any grasp.  How could any of these be solidly laid out in a system?  They can only be spied on the run, wrapped around symbols of the Uncatchable, the Boy.

It won't work to have a sort of pantheism that says that these things and the world are one and the same.  They aren't.  Nor a theism of God hovering outside.  There is no outside.  And these things and the world are inseparable.  At least for the ordinary human mind.  So how is it I can speak and in an unreflected instant think them?  Is there a part of me that isn't ordinary or human?  It seems there is.  Should I say that it is a thing in me separate from me?

So I write disjointed pieces.  It's not what I wanted to do, but sometimes my wants are more than what I have wanted.  I am always thinking I should explain and lay it out properly.  I can't.  Still, that is one of the reasons I write one more piece.  Maybe I'm reaching for a transcendent ordering.  I will write it in big letters - L'Esprit Geometrique.  

Maybe I've already written it, many times.

1308  Recently I seem to have descended into a casual, almost speaking way of writing.  I use the word maybe, maybe too much.  I'm too flippant.  I've been flipped around too much.  Who hasn't?  Have these long drawn out sentences of English made it impossible for me to have vedic compactness?  No doubt, but I was really after a breaking apart of analysis perfected.  The long sentences will have to wrap around back into themselves.  I want all the connections plainly visible.  I like the ordered architecture.  I see a grand palace.  A great monastery of labyrinthine passageways.  A hall of mirrors at the warm summer's night fair.  Lovers magically everywhere.  No doubt the One and then again the One.  And that thing between them Him plainly visible.  A secret revealing.  I write and write.  Casually caressing until the end comes.  I have been flipped over many times.  

There really is an ordering to this piece of architecture.  The structure is amazing.  The work required to find your way through though may be daunting.  Maybe you have been through such places already many times.  Maybe the pathways have already been burnt into the floor of your mind.  And I have written you.  I find you a great mystery.

There is no way we can approach each other casually.  Your beauty makes me very nervous.  I want to be something different for you.  I'm sure I will go on and on trying to say what I'm also sure is unsayable.  And I will pretend casualness, the common image of very uncasual commotion.  Passion.  

1313  If ugliness is beauty at rest then keep reading; don't stop and analyze the completed form; I would be embarrassed.  If beauty is the projection of ugliness, as Genet says, then let the monstrosities develop and become purest ornament.

To have beauty you must consent to be the ugly.  Your material animal being is lethargic, keep moving.  And yet your pure movement must be the emanation that is the ugly oozing flesh, keep ahold of it and let it expose itself in your hands, a brilliant heavenly animal.

It is impossible to maintain the movement.  We always want to stop and see where we are and what we have attained.  At that moment it is lost.  An Orphic thing.  Perhaps God never looks at himself.  Perhaps He knows nothing of Jesus.  Or Jesus of Him.  Keep moving.  Beautiful.   I do sometimes read what I have written, but only as though furtively and quickly.  I remember nothing.  I'm afraid, not that I have written badly or said nothing, but that I might make it so.

Likewise, I cannot protect my words.  I must project them, but the projection, the thrown out cannot be allowed to hit the ground and be examined and picked apart by vultures.  I must throw high and far enough to attain orbit.  An impossibility; I have not written anything as maddening as Holy Scripture.   And the vultures are not hungry enough to not leave huge pieces left to rot.  It's not a pretty thought.  This is the nausea.  My existence.

Our ugliness is not great enough, nor our animal existence.    It is sure that transcendent beauty is a frightening thing.  And yet in our fear and stopped stillness we become more and more a thing of Ugliness.  There is hope.  

1322  That I repeat myself in words, that I am doubled in my desiring, that I watch myself repeating myself, that I reach the end of all repetitions so easily, that at last I am the Knowing, is the Surprise I endlessly wait for again.  I wait for the shudder and the transformation.  I wait for the surprise of the air suddenly cooler, the wind blowing through, from nowhere to nowhere, the Face moving through mine.

Repetition and then oblivion.  Once again.  The same oblivion as always.  I pull myself back into existence.  Am I a part of a movie?  Do I have a name?  The real is certainly real.  I slowly seep in.  Again.

This is dangerous.  Why do I do it?  I am disseminated and lost so easily.  But I grow up here and there.  

It's a movie in a play with the roles rolling over me as surely a night follows day and the undeniable hardness of His Being is in me.

Inevitably all these images of images in the purest images give way to That.  This is the inescapable game of love that we have been made to be a part of.  Your permission was not asked.  Let me repeat.  No one ever asked you if you wanted to play this game.  It is the really real.  But the End is at hand.  Are you ready!

1324  For so many of the old empiricists, for Russell, Wittgenstein and Bergmann the fundamental monadic, descriptive things are only simple sensual things.  Even the dyadic and triadic things are few.  Everything else is built up out of these.  There are no existing forms for horse and house and hat.  There is no form for lip or cheek.  None for desire.  None for desire's couch.  None for any of the things on its streets or in its gardens of horror and delight.  Amazing.  Only an abstract expressionist could love that world.  Yet all of us have a something of that artist of bare things in us, some more, some less.

His and their screaming world has a certain richness to it.  It is even fiery and subtle.  But we all feel it is not enough.  Anything more, though, may be unable to stand up erect.

It is also true that a structured world built out of few elements can, in the elaboration of its structure, find otherwise hidden pathways and along more delicately convoluted surfaces give place to the most amazing creatures appearing and disappearing.  But the real is missing.  And for the lover of Being the need for the real is overwhelming.  Mere permutations and combinations floating by will not do.  I ride a horse; I lie on the couch.  I don't ride and lie on possibilities of arrangement.  Your face is not a congeries of sensa.  Your presence is not derived from the existential quantifier.  And yet … the fleeting forms forming and unforming on your face fascinate me.  Your emptiness draws me in.  Your knowing unknowing confounds me.  You are solidly here.  And then you aren't.

I like the great ordering and the sudden orderings of order that rise up and flow down from the few things.  I like the solid presence of the many things in a world overflowingly rich.  I want it both ways, but how?  

1258  On the Iowa prairie, which for some reason seems so much older than Europe, there is something here that has been waiting for me for a long time.  Here the elemental things of Being are free of the hordes of people and their buildings and their history.  

We have laid everything out in orderly patterns, but even then the patterns seem more elemental.  We have machines and the most intricate logic circuits, but here those things seem to have the gods of the wind in them.  We have great universities into which we have transported everything from Europe, but all the forms seem freed from their historical moorings and are floating in timelessness.  An unsteady floating.  The Wind could undo everything at any time.  I walk about in the shimmering atmosphere.

Unless you understand atmosphere, you do not understand the prairie or the thinking or desire that is here.  It's a great thing over you.  Almost suffocating.  Almost lifting you up.  Threatening everything.  Then pushing breath into you. The atmosphere together with the regularity of the grid defining the flat land, both extending on forever - the human body is caught.  

We drive and drive and drive over the land sucking in the air, incessant music on the radio.  The rhythms are never changing.  So well defined.  The heart beat.  The seat under you is wet with sweat.  You've done this too many times already.  And you continue driving.  It's all elemental.  In the monotone of Being.

1104  Because Philosophy arrives, at last, at the unspeakable, and we must speak.  Because the One turns and is incommensurable with itself.  And analysis has broken apart what never could have been one thing.  That One thing demands to be and being must be one.  That it is and it is what it is and it is just that  - It.  That I have said as much and laid it out in the only way it can be laid out and it whirls and roars in my thinking that is that very thing, almost nothing, the source, my mouth flaps open, my fingers fly, and it is written.   This.

At the end, Philosophy, the One, driven through us, will not tolerate your fine ways, your schoolish ways.  It leads you into the scandalous night.  You should have been on the lookout for this god.  He is the oh so beautiful you yourself.  Thrown among the stars.  Turnings, so difficult here, so natural there.  What did you say?

Sit down!  Open your notebooks, School has begun.  You will learn to unwrite the words and to Write the Word.  Your pencil will get big.

Again and again and again and again.  This is not for play, this is work.  What did you say?  How did your tongue get itself around those words?  How did your fingers move around them so fast?  There's no meaning to any of this.  Clean it up.

1132  I have tried for extreme anti-substantialism. Substance smothered everything. Universals, particulars, nexus, connectors of all kinds, quantifiers, sets, classes, numbers, relations, facts, actuality, potentiality, difference, sameness -everything. All of these sank back into that great stuffy thing, that cluttered, dirty nest. I took my stick, broke it up and set them all free to fly. They have become the birds of heaven. The phynix and the garuda, the searching dove and the preying hawk, the hummingbird that can fly backwards and the bat that can see at night. I am Ganymede lifted up on the claw of the Eagle. I see the whole reach of the godhead. From pterosaur to angel, from Tyrannosaurous Rex to the Seraphim. I am itching to fly with Phaedrus.

In all substance philosophies from Aristotle onward, only substance really exists, everything else is secondary. The far, open Empyrean plain was seen by those who beheld the Forms, who saw the universal elevated beyond the particular, separate from the receptacle, who let nexus and relation stand and carry them across, who always saw the dialectical third, one more holy animal that could fly in the brilliant night of Being.

In substance philosophies the ultimate thing is matter and mind. Soon matter sinks into Mind which sinks into Matter which sinks into the final sinking feeling. Bird shit.

Philosopher versus naturalist.

1148  Study is a great stillness.  It is the stillness of thought against itself.  It is the paradox.  It is the Absurd.  It is the flesh wanting the Eternal.

Across the aisle of tables I watch a boy, his mouth, his slowly rounded leg, his pencil writing complex polynomials and circles into my night.  I don't move. Even in my incessant fidgeting I simply am very still.  There's no way back.  I'm on this journey of strange philosophical gleamings and always turning back; the transcendent grins and beckons and gives no way across.  I fidget.  

I turn to read some more.  The same ancient forms.  I have read them forever.  The boy is still there.  The forms and that journey around his waist and God and that incessant figuring an impossible figure.  I am the imaginary square root of a minus God.  My thought fidgets.  Maybe I will try to capture the unnamable thing in the fixity of logic and numbers.  I don't.  He is still there.  He gleams.  I grow ever older and paler.  The cold spirit has blown in through the door.  I am frozen.  He is still there.  The Spirit will soon be young again and will be going out to play in the back yard and make a great fire from the trash that has piled up.  Somehow I moved from back yards and trash fires to libraries and books and him to everything in a great renewing.  How?  I must study this.  But I know already.  That thing other than me has taken me.  The boy is just me.  My thinking of him is Him.  Again.

1153  Philosophy's first move out into the world is to escape from the common chatter.  If he tries to sit for a while to find rest in pleasant conversation he soon finds himself almost fainting for lack of air.  He begins to look around for a trace of the way out.  He looks to the sky, to the path going into the trees, to his memory of strange words and twisting arguments, to the muteness of rocks and wall.  Society always placed itself far beyond anything he could say.  His thoughts were old and juvenile and just not virile enough.  Society was always on its wav to somewhere more important, to some more effective way of speaking, to things of more compassionate concern.  Not to its soul's twisting from being ravished by a curl in this boy's flight of hair, this boy's intent with words.  In this place of no air any soul's attempt to fly away would be just an unsightly flapping. 

The strangeness of all true philosophical words comes from its transcendent origin.  Transcendence when present here is the fallen.  It is the unclean.  It is the absence of any transcendence.  Form is lost.  Good order, common sense, polite restraint is purposely shunned.  It is anathema to the just.

Philosophy starts off in good order; it seems destined to be a great help on society's march to a decent world.  Society nods in approval as it leads on.  Until it takes what seems to be some strange turns, but maybe no, maybe it can help after all, then stranger places appear along the road and soon the road itself seems to disappear.  Philosophy has led them astray, and society must find its way back.

Philosophy begins in a purgative doubt and ends up in an unspeakable certainty that attempts to speak.  Logic breaks.  The infinite has broken through.  Heads spin.  A hand grasps for an emblem of the finite to make it stop.

1100  The things of God are numbing.  The Great Stillness lies on you and in you like sleep.  It breaks you when you first realize that you are boring your friends with his heavy stick.  The gathered, gathering mass of unthinkable numbers pressing down.  Time is too long.  Boundless space can't be, but is.  The emptiness of Difference bangs and hurts.  That thing in your head wants out.  His smell speaks.  The smell of night.  And why can't the others see and hear and want the crushing just like you?  

You are the Sleep of God.  Impossible reversions.  You know they are impossible.  The coming apart and the rearranging.  It comes apart and rearranges sweetly.  It smells so like musk from the back of someone's neck.  A simple turning.  And looking.  And desire.  

Because all the important mathematical problems are intractable.  And infinite regress threatens even the littlest answer you have found to what was surely a not very important question in ontology, which may not even have anything at all to do with what you're really trying to think.  And language in its thicketlike proliferation speaks nothing.  Because it has made you dumb.  You give up the idea of friendship.  But God is close and listening.

1162  That philosophy has somehow gotten trapped in scholarly sentences that will not easily fit in the mouth, that have a likeness to neither sweet honey bread nor to smooth sanguine wine and that in their edged movement can hardly be digested has stopped many from going to its feast.  In there, we can see that it has become a rag and bones distasteful thing.  Its aftertaste is no doubt bitter for those who try to eat it.

Of the Logos in flesh or black ink, we still say, taste and see how sweet.  Sapentia is still inviting.  Philosophy without the sweetness is not philosophy.  We analyze to find the sweetest sweetmeat.  We build systems to erect a palace of love.  The palace is to be where we ourselves are to live, not in a hut outside.  The unspeakable is a swoon of love or it is worthless.  The Nexus is the touch of intimacy.  The universal is the Timeless and the Placeless release from the world.  The bare particular is the lover right there unclothed at last.  The absurdity of philosophical speaking is the philosopher's Question.  The quickening surprise that is love's Can it be? Have I offended this being? Why is he so close? Can I continue all the way to Oblivion?  What is this dizzying smell on his neck?  Is there enough of Eternity to contain this sweet pain of wonder? 

Philosophy at last is a Question.  That things are the same and different and ever changing  into themselves.  That number is neither in the sum nor the parts.  That what I have always known is the surprising new thing.  That I have a place in the Nowhere to stand to look at all this.  That I can see time beginning ever again and again and I remain.  That my remaining is my being held because I am nothing that could remain of itself.  That my substance is just the Questionable questioning.

The sentences of scholars are exasperating.  Why has He consented to such imprisonment?  To such hardship?  To such an unloving look?  The questions become questionable.  Are they worth the questioning?  Has the pain become merely painful? Is he in pain too?  My sentences, it is my hope, will, at last, be found to be a smooth bed for Him to lie on.

1163  If you wait long enough in your endless repetitions the roaring will start.  The whirling, the tornado, the strange light.  It is you being yourself.  The electric motor, the striking against the side of your head, the tearing through.  

The words are there in your mouth.  Your mouth must be put down on paper.  The paper must glow.  The brilliant black ink.  The night of power.  You can feel that the word is about to disgorge itself.  

In the endless night of thinking I am hot.  I am constantly turning without relief.  I am laid out on the ordinary.  The fan with its pounding roar is blowing hot heat.  I turn again and cook.  I dream.  Who is that talking to me?  His lips and hair and forehead shine.  He's so close.  I know him, but who is he.  I think and I think.

The statements of philosophy repeat again and again in my mind.  They are the repetition itself.  The numbness of repetition and the roaring fan.  And the dream and the morning and the boy who was sleeping in the next room.  

1502  The idealists want us to think that an experience of this blue is one simple thing.  That the thing experienced and the experiencing it are the same identical thing.  They want us to think that the thought that this is blue and the image of it before the mind's eye are one.  That the awareness of the awareness and the awareness are one.  It's a great smashing together.  It's not the laying out in words that is a sentence.  The realist also sees a unity, but it's a unity achieved by means of a nexus.  No doubt, by more than one kind of nexus.  Perhaps by a togetherness that is so close that no nexus can be stuck between to mediate.  A closeness that is, nonetheless, still a closeness of two things, not one.  The realist insists on subtle distinctions and structure.  And because I am what I am, a former kid who loved to climb in the intricacies of jungle gyms and trees towering over the house.  Each step definitely here and not there.  I am thus a realist.  

And also because I wanted to be one with the neighbor boy and to have his thoughts be my thoughts and mine his.  Because I had to devise engineered structures to bring this all about.  And the ordinary wasn't giving me any satisfaction.  I looked until I found the secret path across.  I found the transcendence of Being.  I certainly didn't want to just stay in my own mind.  I wanted the out there in here and the in here out there.  I learned the One Form.   I learned the nexus.  I learned the Just That, too hot to touch.  He was an Entity.  Final things from beyond.  It always was, ever will be.  It ain't nowhere in time at all.  And I am there with it all through me.  I don't know if I ever made him understand that.  But I have his Form.  It is my Form.  But even I am not it.  It is it.  That's what I love.  

The idealists will never get it.  So cool, so scholarly.  So proper.  The one thing can't dance.  The one thing can't find another to be with.  The one thing cannot dissolve into the one other now here.  The one thing trapped in great psychological explanations of why not.      

1503  Questions that have a philosophical need to be answered:  Questions that I feel a philosophical need to answer:  Questions about which I want you to feel a need:
What is the ontological analysis of an act of thought whose intention isn’t real.  I imagine Phaedrus under a tree.  I remember walking among trees behind our rented farm house, remembering you and thinking how you could look so like Phaedrus and me Socrates right here, right now. I thought I saw you this morning coming toward my door, but it was someone else.  In the strangeness of this streetlight last night your hair was otherworldly.  

All these thought-things, so important to me, must have some ontological status.  They are not nothing.  They must be existents of some sort.  Perhaps they exist when I am not seeing them, perhaps not.  I cannot tell you their status when I am not looking at them.  Certainly, though, they are not there in the same way that you are, when you are not here.  In the ordinary sway of things they are dependent on my thinking them.  But that is not philosophy.  Such questions of dependency and the description of that dependency as maybe a cause are some kind of science.  My concern is that they are with me at one intense moment and the question is about that.  Later I will ask the question of what happens to the things of now when that now is gone.

What is the ground of the judgment that the image in my remembering is true.  Not how do I make correct judgments – that comes from the coherence of evidence – but what in existence accounts for the difference between imagining and remembering.  When I remember my old room and you there or not there, I don’t merely imagine a room, I am reaching out to the very things, but again not as a perceiving.  The mind works wonders.  And that room that was, in its having been, is different from the imagined room.  Moreover, wonder upon wonders, I can remember my remembering.  And I can know that at times I can’t remember.

I can know what isn’t there.  I can know a knowing that isn’t there.  And I can know that I don’t know what all this is in itself, but that maybe I do know.

1506  A few hundred years ago, in an attempt to rid themselves of ghosts, those who would be philosophers, decided that all the things of philosophy were nothing but mind creations, nothing at all.  In fact, the whole frightening world was nothing.  And also the nothing itself.  But the ghosts grew larger, because all that was left was some unseen material I-don’t-know-what that somehow caused these nothings to arise in our heads.  I say somehow caused because that very thing of cause was itself nothing of the mind.  What to do?  And matter was suspect.  And the ghostlessness of it all was anxiety.  The nothings of the mind were in fact ghosts.  Ghosts were all that there was.  

This is the representationalism of Galileo.  But surely not only of him.   The representations, the nothings, concepts so called, became so personal that the person became a great sickness.  I hope the hundreds of years have rolled up into themselves and started to head out.  I am going for the thing itself.  I don’t want anymore messages from the beloved thing.  I want that thing itself.  I see the world and the form of the world directly.  Its indirection is just that it is not me.  It is impressively not me.  It is up against my mind without nexus.  The skin breaks.  And it all spills out.  

1509  I take the Highest and subject it to my looking at it.  Like a lover I go over and over around and around it.  I lick and press and thoroughly take advantage of my chance once again to do whatever I want.  I am not a lover who would hold back.  I ravage.  Because I am invited to ravage.  He is not a Beloved who is too dainty for love.  He will come totally undone just for me.  I am ready to be done next.  Back and forth, back and forth all through this glorious night.  Beyond us there is only open sky.  And we are the Real, the really Real.  He is the Highest.  I love that capital H.  The two of us bound up.  He is intense.  Even intensely at rest when at last we just lie there.  There where there is no there there.  

Being, at last after so much non-being (you know what I mean), comes.  The dialectic, the dielectric, shivers you.  Jesus, who loved Lazareth so very much, raises you from the dead.  He took you and him and so many others There just so he could do it.  I have practiced and learned his ways.  Lovers always must in turn kill each other so they can hold that dead body, hold it, taking pushing pulling dragging it all the way to heaven to right then go into it in a great tumult of resurrection up again.  Light gathers at THE point.

I take the Highest and throw it down under me.  What else is the act of writing philosophy?  It suffers me.  It lets me be in Being.  I have been done by Him.  Now it's my turn.  I am invited over to his place.  He lets me know.  I go at Him.

1515  The poets of idealism.  The idealists in their dreams imagine great flowing rivers of consciousness out onto vast oceanic heavings.  Chaos loved.  The totally unstructured infinite.  The thrill before the submersion.  The becoming one with the material so soothing.  No thought.  No conceptualizing.  No struggling to hold it all together.  No more logic anxiety.  And in their one more party socializing, in the vast sea of words, they I suppose do find it.  But I am not there.  I was never pretty enough to be there.  That is a very fashionable place.  And idealism and its poetry are so very much the things of the fashionable beauties.  

Now you know I like beauty.  But not these cultured beauties.  They are totally without the intensity of some real thing bothering them.  They only want to talk.  Almost academics.  They never were of those in the garden of Academus.  They don't love; they make commitments to try to love and to value one another.  And to read each other stories of great flowing rivers of slowing consciousness.  

They think the structures of realism are constricting.  Don't they remember anything about their very own bed sheets in the morning?   Love is constricting.  Sex is constricting.  The Constriction is constricting.  Don't try to sleep with one of these guys.  They're much too rational about the whole thing.  They talk so psychologically about it all.  The gods and the jinn nowhere in sight.   Idealism is atheism.

1522  I give the imagination little to imagine.  The melodies of life are non-existent in my philosophy.  The rhythms I write within are perhaps too simple.  I have captured no new high ground from which to survey the realms of Being.  I have, though, been obedient to a sort of timing.  I have waited as I should.  I have not refused what was given to me after the waiting was complete.  The time of the timing, it seems to me, is for all that somewhat confusing.  A time not of this time.  But that's nonsense or a thing of adolescent writing.  I have tried to write time's coming to be.  The timelessness of the Forms, the being of time, timed.  Nonsense.  There's no thought there.  But I do have the place and the very thing of the unthought timing of time.  I have written something.  That something refuses to be no thing.  

I have not written this so you might have lovely sentences to contemplate.  Of course I haven't.  My elegance is minimally lovely.    And the orgasm at the end is no more than an orgasm should be.  These words are the prelude to sleep.  Their stability is the instability of only words.  And the heightened existence of logical form is in them the intensity of the very fleeting.  The boy's magical beauty that is here then isn't here.  Heartbreak.  

All of this is no more than is already written across the Boy's face.  I have copied it all down.  I was directly present at my perceiving in his perceiving.  We occupied the same existence-space.  The littlest thing of the imagination.  That intense fleeting thing I waited for as I sat for so many days over coffee in that restaurant on the edge of the sky.  Too many books scattered in front of me, too much caffeine, so near to my own handwritten words that even I can't read.  Then he was there.  Then he was gone.  That is philosophical writing.

1416  The true image of passion moves quietly.  Soft unspoken thought finds its appointed end.  The Fire comes.  The blast to the head.  The mind is at last outside itself.  In desire, I calculate and I figure and I manipulate and I place this here and that there until the final contradiction and I am nowhere in sight.  This is the Old Thing, the Young Thing, that has always led me.  The pointer was straight.  The Point was definite.  It was greater than I.  The Point is nowhere.  The eternal thinking of Passion is there.  At last.

Here we are dealing with Being Itself.  All differences are gone.  Being is, Being  isn’t.  The Folding and the Canceling.  The Against Itself.  The Lifted Up.  The Greatness and the Things here overwhelm the soul watching and waiting for It.  The dealing goes on into early morning.  A deal is struck and it is finished.

My writings are all logical handlings.  I touched every part.   It acted onto me and through me all the while.  Until I was undone completely.  I wrote and waited.  It came.  The content of all my saying I came to nothing.  The fire was surpassing lovely.  I cannot stop the writing.  The words move on quietly.    

1815  Because I am here with the forms of being, this is an extreme asceticism and I am alone.  He is here with me.  And that extreme beauty only makes my being alone more so.  I am in the Alone.

Perhaps now the dialectic will arrive and I will suddenly find myself in heavy sensualism.  That is to say, perhaps this beauty will look directly at me and I will no doubt fall far into myself.  I am nothing.  Such are the thoughts of love.  I swim is perplexity.  Piercing complexity.

There is no middle ground for me.  No gentle home life of each giving himself to the other.  I am both and each of the extremes, the one destroying the other.  A ragged asceticism as always.  A far violence.

I think that it would be nice if I could teach others this heavenly scholasticism.  Or again, if I could be a guide up to this crater to let the others see.  To approach, with others, this singular thing, this great No-Thing, just to see and we would listen to me explain it all in a pleasant order.

I have great respect for the scholastics, but it is rare to find someone worthy of the name, and I doubt I could find students ragged and beautiful enough to listen to me to make me one.  

Because I am here in pure sensualism, and the boys sitting and listening are transcendent beings only, beauty abounding, I am alone.  I am on fire.  The fiery sensa, neither of mind nor of that not mind, but the boy's skin, a sedge between that I am caught within.

1949  The inaccessible perfect beauty of mathematics, of logic, of the form of Being so like the nighttime dark eyes of adolescence red lips slender hips waiting for you boy maddening useless the only thing you really want.  You belong to that but the angels will hear nothing of it.  Their stillness and casual indifference are deadly.  But that is the way of perfection.

The object of this intense love, translucent Being, the final things, the otherworldly things, existence itself, entangling curls, the sufi mole, the clamor of resurrection, Number guiding the revolutions, your uninhabitable self, all fall into the cup of blood I drink.  

It is all so impractical.  These are the things to stay away from in the business of the everyday.  Arresting.  Leading to your arrest.  It's criminal.  The division has been made with no remainder.  Your immortality and your immorality are thrust into you.  You are beyond reach.  The divine boy has you.  You will study the first things.  Their form has ravished your mind for a long time.

3530  We are still dancing the dance.  The jolting gyrations.  Enlightenment and Romance throw each other around the threshing floor.  Proper society and the horrid Mothers.  Are there no other dancers in town?

Nominalism, the denial of transcendence, the reign of conventional names, has left it to the molding woods to bring us the numinous.  In this place where names rot, romance overcomes even society's imperial designs.  

The barn and the bower, the child insufficiently cut away, sweet androgynous monsters. Amazon ladies.  Glamour in the slammer.  

In this crowded time of politics, of gender battles, of aging flesh gasping for air, the sublime Greek Kouroi are shut out.  The Boy of Platonic Realism is nowhere in sight.  The Scala Paradisi has been felled.

All because the tyranny of love was too much and the threat of flight.  It has been reduced to economic exchange.  Supply for demand for supply for demand.  The rate is set.  The time passes quickly.  Then the miasmatic swamp.  No one is mad enough to escape.

3531  Literature today has become a long sigh over our ineffectual desire to come to terms with our mortality.  Only the final term.  What the hell.  We have somewhat learned to prettify it up.  This material grave is also a lush bower.  This miasma is also the fine spirit of momentary abstraction. It is all so crowded with creepy suggestions about the displaced and the uncanny.  Nothing works.  Nihilism will not annihilate itself.  There is something in the soul of our time that wants it so.  It loves this thing it so hates.

My realism of bright transcendence is only a glare requiring a shifting of the chair.  The immortality I sing of is tiresome to the sophisticates.  Elegant languor is so in fashion.  The chic dismissive hand.  The artistic young men and ladies are so enchanting in their swift wit.  In the way they want to nurture the world.  In their high-minded love of the simple things.  Then the drop off the side of the road.  I-80 goes nowhere.  

The Kouroi supposedly all died in battle and now roam in the shadows of Hades.  Literary glens.  Or did the sharp dialectic of the academy find a way out?  And if they didn't but almost did, can we make it right?  Will the night, must the night, ultimately win?  Will the blood of Jesus ever wash off that unclean afterbirth, that tug of death?  Can the heavenly, beautiful boy find release from the Mothers?  Is there another Place for him to remember?  Will he slough off the coiled thing in him?  Are we merely to be enlightened to the decadence within us, the long soft fall?  Then the nothing that will not nothing itself.

3532  I have written here a standard Platonism.  I fly high the unflagging flag.  Transcendence beckons.  The door of doors flings open.  A rigid reckoning.  And a cadence of immortal presence.  Thought climbs higher and the beloved thing waits.  The oblivion is massive.  The Super-essential Extravaganza.  The tiny point.  Infinite beams.  The seeing is seen.   My inky letters want to outline that shining forehead.  They analyze the flesh.  

Conventional society and the Bower of High Romance are not my concern.  I discern a different thing.  Or do you disagree?  Have I offended some beloved of yours?  Are you not democratic enough to let me have a place at the dinner table?  History has always looked for a way out of this dilapidated hotel.  I find your giving up distasteful.  I wouldn't have liked the food you would have tried to force on me.  Vegetal tyranny.  I bring in the Imps.  

It was finally Aristotle who grew tired of the gods, and the modern world of nominalism and representationalism came on.  Then those who worship the empty, waiting womb howled and made hay.  Grassy waters slid by.  Gently, Chaos winked.  Night blood flowed.  Scholars compounded words from the mass.  Then the mire of impenetrable syntax kept us away.  And their thing was protected.

2694  The struggle of my life is not that I have climbed a high mountain, as has my Nietzschean friend.  Rather I have endured the climbing wind on the vast openness of the prairie.  I have not fainted before the infinite lines.  I have not become lost in the ever-repeating sameness leveling us all.  The sting and headache of the cold, the knotted and desperate sweetness of the lilac, the close and clinging mug of the lifeless heat, the ecstatic mysticism of August pollen, the crawling humus, the lightening strike.  I have endured it all.  The cumulus has swollen itself up so high.  The ethereal wind.  The uranic release.  The Wash.  The cleanliness.  I have endured it.  And the cutting breeze in the refractory air, the magnified light, the rush to get home.  A magnificent algebra.  A geometry of fast and sure conclusions.  Time stopped still.  The struggle.  The lifelessness of transcendent Life oozing along the smooth places.   

I walked.  I walked, it seems now, endlessly.  In a sense, even in these words, I still am.  Keep going.  The end of walking is the walking.  That, of course, could never be done in the mountains.  There is no head to reach out here.  The whirling whirl.  And so my book is long and getting longer.  No beginning, no middle, no end.  That is the prairie.  I write what I am.  Nothing is generated, there's nothing to become degenerate.  The eternal sameness.  And a return that returns to the same spot at every turn.  In the infinity of the straight line walk one never leaves the one place.  The One dominates.  The many deliquesce in the underground rivers.  Logical connectors have gathered up all things and light is motionless. 

This young man, the boy he was, is gone, and, I suppose I have been writing about myself and the divinity that harbors me here on this now still and frozen, depthless sea.  This blank.  Soon the heat will come but it won't help, it slides along and I follow.  And He awaits always.  I think the boy is also in his thrall.  The wind will rise up.

2855  The emptiness of the prairie makes it a desert.  The rolling land in the stillness of the moonlight makes it a sea.  The high cumulus upsurge makes it the Himalayas.  The ghosts of dead boys skirting across the dry grass makes it a place of jinn and the Holy God.  Of sailors clinging to the mast of transformation's sails makes it into a seasick love-dream.  Of monks with the dirt-faced ManjoSri makes it a windy knowing in the deep throat of the night song.   

3098  The Horror of any one of the poems written by the Romantics is in its brief length.  Just as the glorious celebration in Whitman is made sickly if only a slice is put out for display.  The sonnets of Shakespeare are as wonderful as passion itself when placed together, but singly and cut off each pales.  The rising Cumulus is what lifts us.  The boundless plain of heaven, the vast arches rising, the unending repetition, the perfect forms.  One's way is easily lost.  Every return is necessarily postponed.  Vertigo makes all science and scholarship of the author's intention impossible.  Just as it made possible his writing.  Just as alone with only himself he was then a terror to himself.

1376  I live in a mysticism that hovers over the Prairie.  Here the Wind is too strong, the Atmosphere is too high coming down over the contours of this land I lie stretched out on, minimal and delicate like a boy's chest ravished by my touching it.

The people here all want to go somewhere else.  The great openness is killing them.  They go.  Then they come back.  Despair is close, but surely faith is better, they think.  Love never came, it came too close.  Can one ever learn to handle such love?  Everything here is overwhelming.  Even the ugliness of the place.  Why are the boys so pretty?

Everything is now on a grid.  It is finite except for the fact that it seems to go on forever, and the atmosphere would not yield to such rigid lines.   In winter it is a frozen ocean.  In this place so blessedly far from the swallowing sea, we walk calmly on top of it all.  Here Peter remains Up.  The crystalline ice eyes of Jesus have mesmerized him.  The high clouds are but flimsy wings.  Soon it will all be open space and the northern lights, mere ionized gas.  Boys study it on their desks, the coming test worries them.  He is third one from the left, second row.  Vectors arise from nowhere.

Angles and angels are of course very close as every boy knows.  And tangents are too delicate.  The point of contact is almost nothing at all.  Straight lines bend when looked at from a different angel.    Arcs and chords and harps and loose strings and pants falling off.  He's caught on the horns of a dilemma.  

I will teach him ontology and the bare particular, a thing even less that a geometrical point.  He is that.  A center around which.  Later up in the transcendent Form he is inside that thing.  He aligns the edge of his ruler now so close to his eye with the bar going up the center of the window out.  So many perspective changes and space collapsing and this is that.  From his Place he rearranges the universe.  He is the Place of the universe.  There is no universe, only the many things he contrives.   He is a conjurer.  Surely a frightening thing to be controlled, some others think.  He is captured, convinced he isn't really that and dies.  I move on to where he went, outside the world, maybe I am him, it's hard to say given the holiness of the logic in this place.

2366  Because I was a young American student in the late twentieth century, I, of course, had to read the Continental philosophers, not only the Anglo-analysts.  The passion of stilled nothingness was akin to the prairie summer heat.  The verbal growth was like the weeds along the ditch.  The failure was like love.  Pretty Aryan madness.  White cum sheets of paper.  Aristotle falling back into the arms of Plato.

Middle America is big as the wind and flat, like a boy's chest.  Little blades of grass creeping gently.  Sharp violent down.  Run until your feet bleed!  It's all right there in your mind, platonic remembering, a self-sufficient musky smell, the world gathered, now spinning from out of a single point.  The sutratic sewing comes undone and the boy sows his seed on the back of the wind.  America can do anything it wants.

We are the ordinary, the They, the bane of Heidegger, the Knaben of his dreams, knaves with knives.  And small town preacher kids, like Sartre.  And derridic misplaced car keys left in Elkader, Iowa.  The Bandha of the perspicacious Brahman.  Here on the vastness of the void, greatly lit-up truck stops.  Europe turned inside out.  I had no trouble understanding them because we were them.  And, for me, going to Nepal, where I am now, has been like going to Kansas.  It's all an Indo-aryan Semitic fuck-up.  In the pretty twilight.

2028  I imagine those I would have as students sitting, listening, waiting for me to lead them to the heights.  I lead them instead into total confusion about the possibility of such a journey.  They quickly see that they never really did know what the Heights might be.  And that only those rejected by the Heights would ever undertake such an audacious affront.  

I imagine one student among them willing to go on.  He will listen to what I have to say; though, I know he will probably never feel capable of responding.  He will want to say that he has already been to the Heights many times and understands the journey perfectly well, and I would reply if he told me this, that I know and that I really have nothing new to tell him, but that I do have some interesting trivia with which he can entertain himself along the way.

The very idea of having students is ludicrous.  I could perhaps evoke in them some intuition of the End; however, one who knew nothing, but who had beauty, could evoke that better by seeming to offer himself as one who might be a student of my would-be student who would then learn the difficulty of being the leader on this journey.

The Heights are the depths of despair over ever speaking such a thing.  The Aporia of reasoned presentation.  That that escapes every horizon.  The first stop and the last on the journey that never really gets underway.  The philosophical intuition of the stopped and the still and the unspeakably totally free.  

I lead my listeners into failure.  Then the real freedom to enter.  Thus this is an orgiastic philosophy.  The Orgy, the death, then the resurrection Surge driving from within.  He dared to take what he wanted.

2029  The Ineffable, the Highest, descending, finally appears as the Boy.  The Real, the Striking, becomes that.  The One, the Inward Turning, is his.  Or perhaps he is higher than every category a Neo-Platonist could imagine and The Boy is the god of it all.  We always arrive at last at the Incorrigible, the Unreachable, the Too Close.  Order gives way.  Nothing is really given.  But He will not leave.  Desire will not cease.  Love will not fail to arise in the chest and the groin.  The Unlimited is too easily embraced. 

In that infinitesimal instant of blanking out in love's orgasm that beyond Being is attained and then the repetition sets in.  The Meanwhile is endured and the wait for new worlds.  Glory has a steel black sheen to it.  

Why is that nothingness of the blanking out so attractive?  In it, with it, because of it, the real is there, and then there never was a blanking out.  There, of course, is no preposition that connects the real to that.  I merely write to bide my time.

In time I sit, or lie on my bed, and wait and stare and wonder about that no time of no time.  The orgasm came and went and will come again and again.  God is in it.  From out of it, I, as God, pull myself into existence.  The old philosophers knew of it; they thought about little else.  I know they often stared at their students knowingly.  Logically they tried so hard to be hard.  They did marvelously succeed and their rock hard place in history is an anchor.  Still, the Instant and a rock hard anchor are not always compatible.  The philosophy self-destructs.  And I just have thin cool air above me.     

Today those old Platonic Systems are seldom looked at.  Nonetheless, I have written nothing but that.  This really is Platonism.  I most certainly do not write poetry or psychology.  I move about in the stuffy musky air of languid rooms and erect standings.  

2030  This is an anti-substantialism, I think.  It is very difficult to think anti-substantially, and substance always creeps back in.  I want to say that there is no material substrate that geometrical forms inform.  There is no mind that mental things are in.  Nor is Time the substance of the world.  Die Zeit ist nicht das Sein des Geistes.

We all tend to think that things are somewhere; in God, in Being, in the One, in something.  Held by, resting on, moving within, emerging from out of.   Embraced, stilled by a lovely sexual weight.  Stilled by the thickness of Eternity.  Substance is presence.  Substance is comforting; so why would I want to be an anti-substantialist?         

I want my freedom.  I want to dance with a lover who can dance.  Weight too fast becomes dead weight.  And yet, at night, in my bed, after dancing, I want that presence to creep back in beside me.  Even the instant of orgasmic so-gone is a That.  Perhaps my anti-substantialism is just a boy dancing around the hoary ancient one.  Without Him he is out of control and really nothing.  Alcibiades and Socrates.  Jesus and the Beyond Remembrance.  Movement and the heavy stillness.  

Still, I'm sure there is no such thing as the stuff that has the forms physicists want to give to it.  Nor is there a container mind that we are looking out into.  Nor is Time the ogre that eats everything.  There is the Lover, though, who is the piercing presence.  What to do!   

2033  It is easy and pleasant, at least for me, to imagine the Boy lounging about in the ancient schools.  Like Kim, he is subversive and not much concerned with the great common good.  He is from the Beyond; he is the Beyond.  He is the entanglement of argument.  He is the screw-up.  Did he or did he not seduce the great thinker himself?

That I sit to the side with that boy and I often go off with him.  That I am often morose because he abandons even me.  That I have not participated in the collective participation, leaves me free to participate in the Unparticipated Itself.  Screw-up.  This Boy will have none of it.  I must become him if I ever am to have him.  I must be that one and that place off to the side, unattended to.  The scholars paw at their God too much.  

This is the Herm.  I live on the boundaries.  I am erect.  I deal in things.  In the end, I am dealt.  The nexus is such a faint thing; it is the self of the world itself.  

The boy is alone; therefore, he is the gathering of his unheard-of friends.  A dirty street thing.  The flesh.  Pure Intellectual matter.  Distant from you and yours and with the others.  Chora.    

I imagine Plotinus walking by him as he sits on the stoop, unnoticed.  

2034  Just as the truth of a scientific formula is revealed, embodied in the beauty of its form, so the truth of a philosophical and theological statement lies in its luring rhythms.  A pulse is set up and the world gathers.  The idea builds in the ever returning.  The seam is ready to burst.  The turning comes and the spirit pours out.  

I spy one ahead and I am enchanted.  That that has been in my mind's thoughts for so long longs to get out.  That one receives the intellectual seed so easily.  The thought is born.  The boy has given birth to my pregnant spirit.  Such is the life of the intellect.  Such is our abstract religion.  The refined refinements come off.  The light lights up.  I am nowhere.  

The things of Being are few.  The repetition repeats.  The same is here again.  The one beloved of poetry is present.  The heavy eyes look down one more time.  The same one time.  I am numb, as is the one under my caressing hand.  Things fill up.  Creases develop.  I begin to graph the chora over him.  It ends in a flash.  The distance, when it appeared, was so thick.  Separation was just my sliding away.  The world is so easily created.  It is right there.  Then sleep.     

It's a fact.  He really was there and it really did happen.  I held it all in one thought.  And now I try to keep apart the fact and the act of the thought.  Surely he is not my thinking about him.  Surely the distance I felt and crossed was not just the crossing that I then was.  The length of his body.  The full laid-outness of his leg.  The moving kiss.  It is true, did all enter into my mind as easily as my eye into the glistening on his teeth.  But a lover who is not an otherness against me is no lover.  The separation of Being must be guarded against the consuming unity of mind.  

2042  Philosophy begins with a question to which there is no answer.  It is a forest one cannot get through.  It is a river that cannot be crossed.  It is a journey never to be completed.  It is the skin that one can caress but one cannot enter.  

Philosophy begins with a sudden ending.  It is aporetic.  Your fare is refunded.  The train stops.  And you find the doors are locked.  You can't get out.  Metaphors metaphors everywhere.  There is nothing at hand with which to grab reality.  You begin to insist. 

The journeying goes on pointlessly.  You wait for a transcendental arrival.  You try to push an answer into place, to force a way through by bending intellectual space, to step into the same river twice, to eat the flesh.  The car rumbles on into the night.  And something has grabbed you.  You do not resist.

Philosophy, of course, can be done right nicely.  The trick, as in all art, is to let it easily be and not try and try to touch up its sudden perfection.  As after the peak of love one simply gets dressed and goes home.  It's amazing looking back thinking that it would never happen.  

3451  The Power of Being arrives.  The young carouse.  The world keeps watch.  Destruction is at hand.  The eyes of the old light up.  Soon it will end in regrets.  Being will have been served.  The world will have changed.  And a new cycle is already being prepared.  

The gods, for a time, flit about.  A glistening appears on the path and recedes. Water shimmers.  Once again.  Once again.  Once again.  All because that curling hair reached down so gently behind his ear, behind my hand, beyond my understanding.  

The erotic beauty of revolution and war is maddening in its untruth, in its truth.

3462  The Forms of Being are given.  They give themselves from out of themselves to the one who is only himself.  A lonely place, a windy plain where the Things hover violently in what we must call a dance.  The Numbers pile inside themselves.  Thresholds are crossed.  The way back is lost.  We are beyond a subject-predicate structuring.  The pieces have been strewn.  We revert to a former non-time.  A pre-world pile.  Glances glancing at the Glance.  Nothing more.  A tearing.  An endearing enticement to do away.  To be gone.  To let the world be its lovely everyday self.  To give the gifted poisonous things back.  To forget these things that never were.  

The everyday world gives way in the heat of analysis. The sultry suffocating air gives rise to an ordering of logical pieces.  The ordinary object becomes a particular exemplification of universals, quantified and petrified.  Then that unwholesome structure collapses and the pieces lie about inside philosophical contemplation.  So now we have the unanalyzable Things, just themselves, pressing against our spiritual eyes.  Platonism and the High Aristotelian Entelechy.  Pomp.  That which was at the Beginning before it all began.  The Being of beings.  That thing undergraduates doubt even exists, longing instead for their home here.

Some of us never wanted to go back.

3463  The Forms are finally known in silence and written up and read about in silence.  The Gaze gazes.  The glance slays.  Erotic paralysis takes over.

Scholarly analysis is able to take the trying student so far then it leaves off.  Either he sees something or he doesn't.  He may be able to walk through on his own.  I have no advise to give him.  I really don't want to watch.  I know the dis-lapidation of soul that will follow.  A path strewn with bloody stones.  That Being is right there, forcibly right there, is never seen.  One runs up onto it and into it.  And lies scattered around about it.  But there's no telling.      

The silence shot through words is soon apparent in the emptiness of appearing.  It rings out and around.  And the door shuts behind you.  The analysts had engineered a vast windy tunnel.  Funneled through and processed in, you stand with the standing.  Delightful malfeasance is yours.  The words are easy and they hold him in place with you.  In the quiet night.

3469  Consider the Form of Cloud.  The Platonic Form.  The Eternal Form.  You will surely be able conjure up an image in your mind.  It will most certainly be vague and unrepeatable.  There will be nothing majuscule grand or Eternal about it.  Nonetheless, you seem to know "exactly" what a cloud is.  The Form is that thing "beyond" all the vague, fleeting images, that thing you "exactly" know.  That thing yet un-imaged, that you will have so much trouble imagining.  In a beyond that you can never arrive at.  And yet you know these things intimately.  Perhaps the space where you and that thing are is too tight to turn around in so you might stand back and have a look.  Intimacy is always mind-boggling.  And intimacy with a cloud is too much like love.

3475  I am writing about a beautiful boy, but in a way that separates him from the fallen thing of the decadents.  I write a boy of the logical connectors and not of rich, sensual adjectives.  I write a logical boy and not a boy of thick appearances.  I write the eternal Form of the Boy and not a boy.  Nonetheless, you know the dialectic and you thus know that these two are entangled.  It is that entangling that is ontologically suspect.  Difficulty arises.

The boy I write is God and thus his falling is holy.  Death is seldom a consideration.  We are here stuck in immortality.

3476  It is debatable whether or not one can retain one's erotic appeal after abandoning duplicity.  I rather doubt it, but I want to believe I can.  Or rather I should say that it is possible.  It.  I write of ontological things and they become almost at-hand, ordinary things prettified.  I speak the unspeakable.  Being and Non-being, Unity and Difference, Form and Particular, Simple and Complex, the Tie – they are all unspeakable, unthinkable, and, in the dialectic of separation, alluringly non-existent.  I tell you that straightforwardly.  But even that is nonsense.  

I will go on.  I am a philosopher, a lover of the Sophos, the clear-eyed boy.  And so are you.  We wander easily, freely and carelessly in his intellectual garden.  Pretty things.  Every thing is what it is.  And the dialectic makes it other, though the word "dialectic" also falls on deaf ears.  In fact, this garden is uncommonly silent, a surd.    A sword lies on the sward.  Quotation marks will not protect us from it.

3477  I carry this ontologic to its blanking out conclusion.  I look back blankly at you.  Why did you follow?  The Blank is mere cunning.  Have you yet noticed that you no longer have your pants on?  Everyone sees.  And I am such a withered old thing.   I am metaphysics, the profound, the depths into which you are about to be poured.  Night cum The Touch.  The Eating.  Devouring ingestion.  I am about to, or rather, I have touched and grabbed you.  The horrible ground of the Conceptus.  Everything in this philosophy is tangible, grabable, eatable, a blanking out to disinterested thought.  The logos is that swarthy boy.  I have known you.  Destruction.

3485  In Aristotle, Being is the place where all the categories, including place itself, hang out.  It is the substantial unity of matter and form, of essence and accident, of the actual and the potential.  It is the trans-substantial unity of primary and secondary substance.  It is the nowhere-mentioned unity of substantial and the very-insubstantial.  Being is all the categorical beings and all the almost non-beings together in a finally incomprehensible unity.  Being has no need of non-being; it is all, even the All.  Its trans-meta-superfluity flows relentlessly into the nowhere of itself.  It has finally become for us less than nothing.

The world is all that is the case.  It is all the facts.  It is Fact itself, the alone and independent thing that is totally dependent, inseparable from, the existing Simple Things, matter and form and sub-thing nexus.  It is contradiction and a non-thing.  It is also finally nothing.  Fact is to thing as Being is to categorical element.  It really doesn't help to call fact an ontological category, though it may be one, because it remains an unthinkable not-something.  Or have I simply gone too far out onto the philosophical plain and the direction home has been lost on this moonless night?

3486  I will teach the Veering away.  The deviant shall travel with me and lead me.  The perverted man shall teach my perverting ways.  The ever-undoing student shall lovingly misunderstand me and the scholarly critic shall rupture himself on my rapture.  There is no smooth path from the beginning of my paragraph to the end, except the slippery falling snow.  I write the simplest thought in its exasperating, jejune complexity.  I write roses and white skin and glistening eyes.  I write the never-to-be-born.  A most decadent type of decadence. 

Those who would take a creative mind, that is to say those who would take a mind that has been taken by Creating, and fix it into having, all along, been this or that, as having meant this or that, have not seen the loving, banging intercourse between artist/writer and that Thing that came over him.  And leer about on the straight and lonely way.

Love leads where it will and the going ain't always pretty.  It is at last a turning thing.  Smooth skin, gliding hand, lubricating eyes.  The constancy of the ever-swerving swoon.  And a late night walk in the cold.  

3487  Philosophy is a falling in love.  Eternal Forms dancing all around you.  Capturing you when they appear in someone's eyes.  Hiding in some little movement that only you can see.  Doing gentle violence to your heart.  Making your hair be out of place when your love appears.  It's Eros.  The perpetrator of this torment.  The oldest and the youngest of the gods.  The lord of the house.  Still walking the streets.  Still sleeping on doorsteps.  Still able to enchant you with words.  A ragtag boy.  Pieces of clothing here and there.  Bits of color.  Unordered.  Breaking dishes.  Beautiful in spite of the fact that you think he isn't.  Your confusion.  Just stay with him.  No one else can love as he loves.  And know for sure that when he's by himself, looking at himself, he shows himself his own refined form, enjoying a self-confidence that he knows goes with perfection. Knowing it's all impossible.

This lively spirit dancing, this playful torment, this epicene androgyne, has been our escape from the chthonic swamp.  Boyish laughter, gliding symmetry, tiger tiger, calloo callay.  The faerie queen behind the screen, the altar boy has found his joy.  In the fullness of time we find perfection on the jesus-cheek.  A mnemonic romp.  And it is finished.

3488  From out of horrid dreams I pull myself up into consciousness of the pure Things.  From out of the impure and the horrid.  I suppose that is my male homosexuality rescuing itself from the mire of nature.  For me nature is a cold swampy thing, biological ooze.  It is slime and clotted entanglements.  It is threatening.  I'm sure psychologists could devise from that that I have a fear of the feminine.  Yes, I do, but don't we all.  Nature really is that.  It is not the benign mathematically arranged thing of schoolbooks.  It is clinging, vampish and ultimately devouring.  It is the grave.  The cycles go round and round.  Individuals rise and fall for the species.  Species rise and fall in the swamp.  And we all look for an escape.  We look for the Pure and Fixed Things.

The well-formed boy arises out of himself.  This lover of other boys has evaded the swamp.  He merely watches from a distance and then leaves.  That is my mythology.  That is an ancient idea in our history.  We fight to get away, to climb out of that.  Perhaps we succeed.  We can make it an unthing that never was.

I have written a theology of abstract things.  The still ontological categorical things shimmer and intersect.  They are eminently thinkable.  They are clean.  They are easily and well proven.  They are illuminated in intellect.  They are in the illumination.  The boy's eyes glisten, he is pretty; but will his prettiness be enough to save him from the slime or will he fall back in.  His body will fall back in - he will escape.  Or is that merely a part of a desperate delusion, of the cold swampy dream?  Is there no escape?  Do the abstract things not exist?  Are they powerless?

3489  Thoreau delighted in the swamp.  He built his house beside it and facing it.  And then he went on his walk and thought thoughts of the true walker as never coming back.  Yes, in the glistening morning breeze the swamp has its charms – before it turns and sucks you in.  The boy arises out of the ooze and glistens in playful beauty.  Then ages and dies – sucked back.  What to do?  Can he walk away?  It hardly seems likely.  The Lady of the Cycles will win out.  Or maybe not.

The Buddha walked away.  The Platonist leaves to be with the intellectual Light.  Jesus came to drag his own out of here.  Science, with its geometry, tries to measure the earth and turn it all into fine clean, disappearing lines.  Tadzio took his prey and left.  

It is in the arguments of philosophical dialectic that we see an escape.  Or we don't.  Or we refuse to see.  It depends on how strong your love is and for what, and your revulsion.  We fight the enemy of our choosing because of the lover that has chosen us.  Or are we to blithely go to our doom?  Like male spiders eaten by the female.  Or have I played out my hand too far?

One often hears today that we should learn to live in harmony with nature as they do in the East.  But then again the East never developed the great structure of science that we have while fighting against nature.  Nor such an exquisite system of logic while trying to reason a way out.  Instead of submitting to the unending cycles we developed a straight line evolutionary theory of a path out.  And we have become deft at handling the rupturing power of paradox to tear this place apart.

So what do I think of women?  I think they want out of here as much or more than we men do.  Otherwise they wouldn't have used all the tools of masculine escapism to think up post-modern feminism.  They wouldn't buy so many greeting cards that try to make nature be pretty.  Or the other hand they do like to read gothic romances.  And some, maybe all, do dream of being la femme fatale.  I don't have any idea what women think.  And contrary to some writers, I don't think women are more chthonic than men.  I don't even think the earth is more "chthonic" than the intellectual sky.  Furious destruction, cruel indifference, wild turning love is deep in Being, material and otherwise.

Likewise there are those writers who see the boy as a weak substitute for the woman.  They speak of him as having feminine characteristics.  Those aren't feminine characteristics; they are masculine boy characteristics.  And he can be ax garcon fatal.  The dialectic is vicious and works its lovely ways into everything.  With boy and man though, it is the man who eats the eucharistic boy.  Dionysus and Apollo intertwine inextricably.  He is the evasive trick.  Beside the still, glistening, chigger-infested swamp, thirty yards wide and twenty across, maya.  The twilight gently wades toward me.

3490  The Aristotelian δυναμις is the Greek middle voice.  A thing from out of itself becomes itself for itself.  The flower arises from the seed to become the seed.  The red-white of cheek is the bloom of desire infolding.  The outer fullness of a thing comes from within the thing itself.  Nothing is created from nothing.  The inner and the outer are one.  What will be always has been.  Parmenidean changelessness is preserved.  A thing in its becoming is merely being itself as it eternally has been.  The with-itself for-itself of Narcissus.  God loves himself in the mirror of the world.  Matter is thus a sort of slippage.  Being's caress upon its own taut tautological skin.  

His eyes were partially hidden behind the many curls they had made by bending the incoming light.  Matter is the half hiding, the sight veil of sight, the almost forgotten in the incessant attraction.  The pushing away in the drawing on.  It is the middle way of neither-either.  Impish confusion.  It is the bewilderment within Being is and Non-being is not.  It is the sheer drop-off of non-being is.  It is the terror of what you might so easily become of your own letting it be.  Matter is dark like the mere light of morning.  The sand of falling asleep.

3491  Is Nature the chthonic morass or is it an intricately designed, well-ordered twelve-dimensional non-euclidean space?  It is the first, but Nature is not this-worldly physical nature.  That Nature is a transcendent religious idea, and its fluxions are fixed in the unapproachable Infinite.  It is Apollo in Dionysian drag and vice versa.  The boy will not be outdone by a mere woman.  

Much is made of the structural lay of the apollonian-dionysian machine, but any strict apollonian separation of the two is a dionysian impossibility.  The irrational numbers are rationally understood.  Paradox is at the heart of reason.  Reason nicely lays out paradox.  At infinity the circle is a straight line.  Hard edge art is pure fire.  Motion fixed glistens wildly in the afternoon sun.

Dionysius is caught up in Apollo as human nature is caught up in the divine Christ.  Apollo and the divinely hard win, but the heart bursts with pink love pouring into the deep gullet of unquenchable thirst.  As for you, dear reader, the bewildering closeness of true philosophy trumps scholarly distance.  The knot will not untie.

3492  Those who write of the chthonian mothers set us into the Idea of The Chthonian Mothers.  And we are intellectually capable of handling that.  I write of the anti-chthonian boy, certainly an Idea from the Logos, The Anti-Chthonian Boy.  He doubles over onto Himself himself and Dionysian chthonic rumblings sound out from his mind-bendingly flat and so pretty stomach.  An impish wink.  Angels dripping in star cluster globules down his leg.  And we are intellectually capable of handling that.  Fumblingly. But we are up to it.  

Yes, this world is a very dangerous place and only our great masculine strength has saved us from the upheavals of mother earth and then we weaken (so soon) and fall back into the darkness.  Are our poetic, philosophical ideas of easy escape finally worthless?  Can the beautiful boy dance us away to safety?  Will Jesus, the fairest of ten thousand, when ingested, fortify us against destruction?  Is intellectual light greater than a cold and empty mystery?  Is there strength enough remaining to believe?  Sure, why not?  Rupture!  Gross destruction is so hard to think and its pornographic luridness becomes soon tiresome.  The amazons have to sit for a while.  And book writers brewing in their Freudian ideas need to get up and get some real coffee.

3493  Prima materia, the alchemical metamorphic stuff, the teeming chthonos, the dream itself, the flesh twisting in horrible headache, the itself itself unselfed, a surd, the finally undecodable, flies up and the pure form of divine projecting light flashes and all is gone.  The dream boy alone in his room aches to be seen.  He has, by himself, managed to be everything and everyone, in flaming style, and no one saw – except for a first and then a bewildered second second and then nothing.  He is unthinkable and thus non-existent.  He is the ache in the night air.  

3494  In this philosophy Being and the Logos are the most protean things.  It is they that change eternally into all the ontological categories.  They are matter and Form.  They are the nexus and the clinging of nexus.  They are simple thing and complex fact.  They are actuality and potentiality.  They are finally the same one thing and the impossible rupture of dialectical collapse.  Being and the Logos are scandalous things in analysis.  They are the transvestite nothingness of Non-Being.   Nonetheless, they are universally understood and necessary lifeblood in philosophy's theatrical slaughter.  Beautiful boy-vamp.  Cruel saint.  The genius of the ordinary.  

The Logos eternally incarnated in the One God, the one god with us.  With me.  I write him up.  He is pure number and sacrificial lamb.  The infinite slaughter of the innocent.  My evening meal.  Salvific saliva.  The wild mirror.  Wafting clouds.

3495  We all know what it means for one thing to be an image of another, and yet the very notion of being an image is mysterious.  Idols are wood and stone but they are images of God.  The boy is the image of Beauty.  The slaughtered jesus is not the image of God – He is God.   It seems that here we must avoid idolatry.  The sufi cupbearer is necessarily an idol or the poetry is not scandalously delicious.  The boy is and will be illicit.  The Christian Jesus cannot escape the charge of blasphemy.  The Moslems are right.  He is pagan, orphic idol.  He is, though, through all that still God, very apparent easy to touch with the finger of the mind. 

Ontologically, there is no distance between ordinary thing and the things ontology yields up.  The ordinary thing is not an image of some far thing in eternity.  There is no separation – within ontology.  There is only the absolute separation of ontology from the everyday.  The "there is …" speaks nothing.  Whatever that nothing is.  Plato was wrong to separate the Forms from their instancing images here.  Except that he was right.  The dialectic is impossible.  That impossibility is philosophy.  We feel compelled to teach it.

3496  Nowhere in my writings do I celebrate the virile man or the chthonic woman.  They are dangerous creatures.  They would utterly destroy the beauty of the boy.  I do, however, feel at times that I am that.  I am rough and I am like a vampire.  I hover and break with my eyes.  I write with a hard rationalism and a sucking gaze.  The boy may love me.  

Surely the boy is more ruthless than either the material man or woman, no matter how lustful their appetite.  His diamond logic is more cutting than his steel, his starry thoughts more scattering than her flood.  His penile wetness is a tonic chord of Being's prison.  This panoptic-con bares his rosy behind as he departs.  Evil waits.  The boy may love me.  I am barred.

This bard wants to take his boy to a heaven away from here.  It may already have occurred.  The stillness may have covered him over.  His eucharistic blood may have been drained and his flesh sopped up.  Virile men and thick undulating women reek.  I wait for the ruach to blow me away on its thin breeze.  In the mean time I do analysis.

Ontological analysis reveals the eternal forms eternally instancing and distancing themselves.  And dancing in violent shakes.  The boy revolves and makes your head spin around and around and around.  The stake is set.  Your sacrificial cut is ready to be pasted on.  The tether is loosened.  

3497  Poetry in our time from time has reveled in the androgyne, the amazon and the beautiful boy, wild and fascinating and finally destructive.  The feminine, the great goddess, wins out over the poet, the lesser goddess.  Cruel blood and death await the reader within the woods and the words.  The world is a sneer.  Every poet tries to avoid the end he sees.  I write philosophy to do the same.  Philosophy may succeed where poetry – half willingly? – fails.  The beautiful boy is the impish trick.  He walks away.    

The goddess and her scholars do not believe I can, but they momentarily wonder.  Does bleak death and oblivion await in thin matter?  Behind the miasmatic veil are there ticks?  Or where else?

On the empty prairie, in the cold geometry, over rounded hills like heads and herms, the windy spirit of the masculine God enters the boy and lifts him up and up and up.  Now there are those who will say that I have here written the womb and whatever else.  They will see me getting old before my computer faultlessly failing to compute a way out.  They will ridicule the idea that a form breaks off and flees.  They are sure there is no escape.  They have fallen in love with the idea that there is no escape.  They are bridegroom to the cold bride.  The beautiful boy dies and is eaten by the earth.  They will try to be strong for a while in her blast.  

But I continue on writing my philosophy of Being against non-being.  The boy glistens with the wetness of immortality.  The dialectic computes.

3498  Society destroys the epicene boy.  The self-contained androgyne.  Not to mention the slashing of mother nature.  I have tried to keep him away from both.  Nonetheless, the insipid wash of society is the worse of the two.  Therefore High Romanticism is somewhat my pleasure against the slow-grinding, banal development of ever more ordered bourgeois Man.  Even the daemonism of his kids seems a welcome relief.  The desolation on the edge of town is the unheimlich home of both me and my poet friends.  We sup with each other using long spoons.  

It seems to me that the bleakness at the end of romantic poems leads directly to bland social inter-relating.  Transcendental Idealism becomes community development.  Contemplating nature's mysteries becomes dreaming of money stashed away in a tax-free retirement fund.  Faith in God becomes faith in the Banking System.  Redemption means cashing in one's certificates of deposit.  The beautiful boy is nowhere in sight.  He never did fit.  In poetry he does momentarily flash even if he is merciless destroyed in the Light.  I expect the Second Coming and the Apocalypse to liven things up.

3499  Analysis is gruesome erotic murder; there's no doubt about that.  It is mouthed and fiddled at with flying fingers.  And the victim is forever lost out on the cold prairie, while you the analyst warmly go back home.    Remember the perhaps still warm wad and the knife in the prairie grass and remember who you are at dinner, casually talking.  Remember and eat.  It is just the separated you.  But there is no re-membering.

We live in a time when such metaphors are too commonplace and too easy and therefore impossible for us.  The mystery is too blatant.  The truth there longs for something else.  There is no something else.  Analysis is finished.  Mystery is gone.  The boy sits alone with his friend, and smiles.

3004  There is no easy way to read a philosophy book, and I have certainly not found an easy way to write one.  The essence of the matter resides instead in the sweet labor of intent.  In the worry that one's beloved thought might escape before the encircling Idea has captured you, its prey.  The mind yields to That.  And until the yielding comes, the intellectual night.  And the night waits along with the soul.  Meaning arrives as a lover.  Approach the Place appropriately.  That Place every lover knows.  Or you shouldn't read.  Love is a difficult matter.  And such is reading.

There are no technical philosophical ideas.  They are made only of love's anxiety; the techne is not involved.  This is not engineering.  You and your Form are two, not one; but you have always felt that.  The thread that holds you to what you are, and the stuff of existence all over you are fine and refined things.  Logic is no more that the going over of the way of lost love.  And that is understood immediately and not at all.  Analysis is the mere coming loose of the limbs.  If there were a techne things might be easier.  Philosophy is love, the fullest and the emptiest of things.  And the Sapha is his clear and blazing forehead.

3009  Wittgenstein eventually tried to kill philosophy out of love.  He was so frustrated in trying to speak his speaking, to speak the only words of love he really wanted to speak, to be one thing with that now shunned thing, he was so upset he pouted until he died and uttered only trivialities.  

He was in love with the transcendent form of the world, the logical trap of desire, the sublime simplicity of the Beloved.  It was too much.  I have decided to write the too much.  The Too Much.  Perhaps the sacrifice of the mind.

I name the things of Being, I lay out the connections, I mouth the words of love, I shamelessly fly beyond the world into the ontological absurdities.  I do this because I am in love with the logical form of Being.  The Logos.  The red-lipped, bright-eyed god.  The ravishing Para-doxa. 

Could I ever be the dark man in the park waiting to meet that lovely Ludwig?

3019  In these writings I have jumped from strict ordinary ontological analysis to the mythos of religion.  The nexus of being is a boy.  That boy is the ground of being at the heart of Being.  Kierkegaard’s Absurd religion.  I have looked at a beauty here and I have seen the being of this world and the next.  An idea that has been so often written that it is now a hackneyed thing.  And in that incessant silent speaking of it I have been so obviously unable to speak … from the power of an essential Unspeaking.    Beauty becomes a killing, a perfect receiving, an ordinary having, a clog in the mind.  Unbeauty.  Unwriting.  Unthinking.  An orgasmic blanking out.  In Delight.  In fact.

3022  Approaching a philosophical writing requires the same energy as approaching a lover at night.  The work will be long and sometimes difficult.  The tension will be great.  The release at the end will be exhilarating.   You will be exhausted.  Ethereal spirits will play.  

As with mountain climbing, the look up when beginning is magnificent but you know it hides headache and delirium.  The faint-hearted do not begin.  The already tired wait for another time.  The unprepared feel nauseous.  We are all all of that.  We go on anyway, the night lover and the philosopher.

3024  This Dionysian-Christian philosophy will, of course, require a tearing apart and a death.   The witness, the philosopher himself, is the victim.  Analysis comes all through him.  Little is left.  He rises again.  Eternity is long.  Happiness in its transcendence becomes as fumes of the aether.  Almost knocked unconscious, he will go on.  You will be that. 

The silent, still meditators look so beautiful sitting over there at a distance separate from this agitation.  Here the flames lick.  The agile Agni dances.  The violent (((( swings me about.  ((((((((((((.  Save, me, Lord, from them.

3029  Professors are long winded.  Thesis writers must learn to be so in order to fill up pages and become professors.  Nietzsche, who either abandoned his professorship or was abandoned by it, at his utmost, took up the aphorism of the anti-professor.  I, wanting to catch up both professor and thesis writer in the erotic, have only the little hotel rooms that are my paragraphs.  They seldom come to visit me, or never.

3035  Gay fantasy beings, so light and airy and pretty, how can they be the approaching Light radiating from Being?  But why not?  The most frivolous, inconsequential, decadent things – virtual beings around the emptiest of concepts.  The least of things in the world.  Oh for Chris'sake, we cannot do "nation building" with the fumes of heavenly wine; we need clean, potable water.  

Even though it was Jesus himself who changed that water into this heavenly wine, and we were dragged into this drunkenness by the beauty of His Face, we still get no respect.  Angels flit about.  We are lumpen.

Gold so pure it is as clear as glass.  Tresses of space-time and angel musk.  Wine so blameless it is as the paradoxes in clear water.    Useless things transcending.  Like a Requiem wafting on treble voices.  

3036  Gay fantasy so filled with gods and Greek heroes, with ringletted  angels and lightly tuniced cup-bearers.  It's too much.  It's dreamtime in never-neverland.  To have the musk-dripping tresses of heavenly hipsters always on your mind is madness.  It's the centripetal vortex of Platonism.  I am that.  My long sentences, though broken as is my breathing, have become the world's purple prose.  He blushes.  Prettily.

Instantly rejected, my words will be reread in the late evening and be fiery.  May I compare my writings to the Autobiography of St. Terese of Liseux.  Adolescent and pretty but from a gigantic Iron-willed Spirit.  Another one of those "gay" beings.  

3576  The sky is disorder, the place of holy violence.  The gods rumble.  I write the sky.  I write the destroying wind.  I write the analysis, the loosening up, into the holy alia.  I practice theoria.  I watch.  The giants of the earth see nothing so fine as I.  I am a voyeur of far, delicate things.  The relatings of higher order relations swirls my mind onto smooth wings.  And I stop mid-flight.  Being becomes fixed.  Then the blanking out.  In the Temenos the cut let out life into still Life itself.  

