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Book ONE 

THE GREAT PHILOSOPHER AS AN OLD MAN  

When I was on the ground I used a 

car to jump out of an airplane. Back to earth after college and before 
the music and youth infested savagery took over my mind—before 
the drinks and the endless inhales of smokes were toked to calm the 
anxiety—before the beats and steady stream of people began 
shuffling in and out of the old wood doors and walked with winter 
boots up and down the steps—and before the angry mob and the 
police and before the driving and the tree—just before everything 
hit at once—before the lights and the confusion of the body and the 
choking lungs, and even before the shaking away for survival with 
all my strength in order to get free from the melting compact discs 
as ribs were caught on brackets hanging sideways from the seatbelt 
and its harness—before the basement and before hate and love and 
before anything was made better or worse with little or less action, 
and before I was born, the tree was there, and the whole time it 
never moved. The Tree was fine and the car was broken like a 
number two pencil.  

 
 I don’t know what it was, because I didn’t even hit it that 

hard, but a day later you found glass and plastic and blood where the 
collision took place, but no bark or nothing. The tree was fine and 
this was weird—even the cops admitted this much.  

But good for me, because I was alive and that was the plan, 
and I could have done it and it would have been real easy. There 
was plenty of time to destroy everything I was. The speed was less 
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than thirty and less than twenty-five—somewhere below twenty-
two miles an hour and that was enough—there was enough force to 
smash my skull and to make a point…but… to who?—easy—to 
myself. Nobody else cared and I already knew that. And I wasn’t 
making a mockery of the word help. I was trying to skydive—the 
truth is that now… looking back on my car accident, death wasn’t 
what I was after and I wasn’t going to kill myself—no—I wanted to 
go to that fine line where I knew I could survive, and it’s so fucked 
up that I just figured out that’s exactly what I did. Gross. Sick. Sad. 
Young. A Marching band maniac thing to do for sure, but yeah, I 
did it. It was my fault and after it was over—other than meeting the 
line or the edge or whatever you want to call it—and I don’t think it 
really has a name and so other than going as far as I could without 
actually killing myself—and without hurting anybody else—well I 
don’t… 

 Other than the madness, there was no intent, and that’s all it 
was—it was a battle call and an urge to feel my humanity—it was 
something I did without thinking and I was very wrong—but for 
some reason there was something inside of me that needed some 
evidence— my eyes needed to be forced open and made to be 
without an edit… moldable with all the colors of everything that’s 
inside of my mind, and it was such a snap and a wish and a 
nightmare—and I had to do it to myself and I don’t know why that 
is, but for some reason I just had to see if I was real or not—and I 
was—and after the crash well…the equation was solved—I had the 
answer to my million dollar question. And with a big legal bill and 
some rehab I was given proof that I wasn’t a computer simulation. 
This was cool and this was youth and this was a fight, and so now 
good job kid you’re a writer now, and here you go and from this 
point forward even if I didn’t know it yet…now—these were the 
war years toned down with the electronic fusion of flesh with the 
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digital and the galaxy and the stars and the earth and the mind and 
the body and the dirt—and even the worms that will  eat my flesh 
from the tomb that I know I’ll never have…and I know this because 
I will never die underground, but then again that doesn’t really 
matter because I don’t care what happens to me when I’m dead—and 
so everything and everyone made from life was here—and the truth 
to existence was inside of the tree and inside of the skin.  

Call it what you want—because I don’t care—and the past 
isn’t very accurate even by scientific standards—and so you can label 
things anything you want to and great…good for you—you can 
stand up on your rock and call this another lost generation—you can 
call the kids selfish and you can do whatever you want, because it’s 
true that being uniformed of the truth doesn’t give me the right to 
take away your freedom of talk-talk-talk. 

And I hope you do talk—and you can call this the moral 
collapse or the beginning of the real or the post of the post-Post-
postmodern world—and you can ask me what’s wrong with you and 
them and us—and you can say anything you dream in the morning 
time and after the talk-talk-talk…you can get back up on your rock 
and say that it’s not like it was and something is real bad with 
everyone—and so do it old yella’—say what you want and come 
on—say your words of nonsense proudly like an idiot is supposed to, 
and that’s fine, because honestly, what will it matter when the 
maggots eat the last human being alive? 

And my friend—you can call it the last and final new 
generation because from my eyes the end of history begins with 
something new, and it was born after the bleeding stopped a couple 
days later—and after that I was nothing but an errand boy 
philosopher—and the old me—he died and is forever sleeping under 
the street signs—and some people have asked me if I was sorry for 
what I did—and I was—but what always worried me was how these 
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same people never asked me if I was ok—and everyone talked down 
to me and never at my level.  

Nobody got hurt but me in the accident. What I did was 
wrong and I wouldn’t encourage someone to do it—to drive their 
car into a tree—and I was sorry and I said I was sorry—but they 
never forgave me and said my sorry didn’t sound like the right kind 
of sorry—and I told them more of the truth than they wanted to 
hear—and the story is never as simple as it you think it is—the brain 
is a complex system and I never asked to be me—and to feel this 
constant urge to want to prove my existence to myself—and even 
though I was wrong and I told you I was over and over 
again…that’s the reason and that’s why I did it, and that’s exactly 
what I told everyone. I was honest to the teachers and to the friends 
and to the judges and to the cops—and you don’t have to agree with 
my decisions but I had to do it—and so sure…I’m very sorry—but in 
end… it was only a young man’s theory that I had to implement 
into actual reality—and now it’s over and I’m a man—and now I’m 
over it and I’m alive—and now I’m no longer sorry because I’ve 
been forgiven—and so now…please get over it.  

KNOWLEDGE WASN’T ENOUGH  
That oak tree was here before I was even born, and for all 

practical purposes I wasn’t even alive yet. I was twenty four or 
twenty five I think, and I mean I was a mass of real substances but 
my consciousness was constantly peeling like seasonal skin, and 
every new year and grade and book, and every new experience was 
new and old at the same time, and before I hit the tree I wasn’t even 
awake yet. I was lost and something had to shake me up or even kill 
me, and the only person that was ever going to wake me up from 
the complacency of the modern world… was me.  

School wasn’t enough and traveling abroad and leaving the 
good ol’ United States of America wasn’t enough. Staying up all 
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night and destroying my brain and making it new over and over 
again—and then waking up every single day of my youth and 
learning endless paper lines of the poetics of Twain and Virginia 
wasn’t enough, and even by scanning and storing in double 
membranes of the memorized paragraphs of thousands of words 
written by Marx and Spinoza wasn’t enough—and back then I was 
getting lost in time and within the modes of experience that doodled 
thoughts drafted by Kant and created the crazy theoretical world of 
systematic theory that somehow managed to become more of the 
same—drawing cartooned pictures of stain glass windows within the 
inner city projects—these words were stolen and given at a 
presentation on the mediation of the social creature and were 
translated into an emotionless form of a premise based argument that 
was connected to the roots of digital empiricism— and even after all 
of that learning, none of it was enough and I was a computer 
without consciousness. I was a human without a soul and I couldn’t 
see into the past and hadn’t yet realized that time and space is one 
thing—and before the tree I was dumb and small and I was confused 
when I thought there were multiple levels of a quantified truth 
table—and that the world was only what you make of it. But before 
you make something… you have to learn about the official rules of 
the game—and before the tree I was the same as the dead and the 
living and those young men and women— and after the tree and the 
typewriter—just everything was the same—and for some reason I’m 
reminded of a lost story about the last years of the life of an old 
philosopher, and as it often goes this guy was mostly forgotten about 
after he died, but when he was alive he was the top professor in the 
country and people said He was a genius. The man was held in such 
high regards within the ivory towers that many people said He was 
the Galileo of his time—he was even placed by many of his 
constituency within the same category as Albert Einstein—both 
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from Germany—both soft-spoken and awkward men—and much 
like Albert this old philosopher was younger once and he too made 
mistakes—but as he grew with his control over his wisdom…he too 
became an individual and his fame grew, but over the same time 
period something was wrong with him—he was jaded—the man was 
either loved or hated—and he didn’t want either or, he just wanted 
to be.  

One day…and out nowhere (as it seemed from an outsider’s 
viewpoint) the (then) middle-aged philosopher discovered that he 
was free from the concepts that he was chained to in the past. 
Suddenly overnight he quit teaching. The great philosopher put 
down the old books and formulated new ones—and in many ways 
Albert and this dead philosopher share striking similarities that many 
academics fail to even try to look for—that’s because evidence and 
records show that both men were searching for something greater 
than simple monetary materialism, and both of the great minds only 
wanted to discover more about what it means to be alive. But as it 
often turns out to be the case their popularity and cultural aspects of 
their minds were exploited by leaders who were sad cowards—and it 
is true—that their ideas were powerful and radical in nature—but it is 
a social fact to say that one man is never as powerful as the evil that 
manipulates its followers. 

 
Not much was different back in the old philosopher’s life, 

because time and people are relative to the technology they are 
around. The mind is elastic and uses the tools it is given—and just 
like it is today—often wisdom was distorted by the political parties of 
both the right and the left and the good and the bad. 

When interviewed both men said the same thing—they said 
they were only human beings standing while alive with the hope for 
enlightenment and peace—but no—this wasn’t what the 
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establishment order wanted to hear—because the paradox is that 
enlightenment means the ending of their regime—and what they 
wanted were powerful words that could mold the minds of the 
flock—and the old philosopher was talking about choices and 
freedom and art instead of bombs and theories and flags—and so 
after these men quit working for the state…both were cut off from 
the society that they wished to progress. 

The Black Hill Woods  
During the last days of his life the philosopher lived in the 

country in a small cabin. He was good to his family and later after he 
died his son said that he remembered him cutting wood in the day 
and that he was a man of few words.  

Time moved and shortly after his father died people wanted 
to know where he lived and what kind of man he really was. 
Scholars and historians wanted to learn more about his final work 
that he was writing right up until his death—and when they came to 
interview the son they were surprised with how minimal the home 
was.   

The son was asked by the press and the academics, “what 
about your father was so interesting to you?” The son said, “The 
way his hand moved when he was writing, because normally my 
father’s hands shook uncontrollably, but when he was writing or 
chopping wood time almost slowed down and he was as smooth as a 
violinist.” 

 
Thinking about this story of the old philosopher, I 

understand that the human memory holds the truth of history and 
both pull on the actual realism of what happened—but as the books 
as written by the old scholars read, the man who lived in the cabin 
was a great philosopher and he got up in the early hours of the 
morning and was awake until well after sunset. 
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At night he was writing and his son told them that his father 
always seemed tired but at the same time he never seemed to age. 
The official records show that he lived to be well over one hundred 
years old and everybody now says that His life was nothing short of 
amazing—and what is more remarkable about the old philosopher is 
about how little is truly known about his solitude. His son has the 
book and never donated it to research. Nobody knows what his last 
future work is about—and at first people were angry and 
disappointed about this, but soon time helped most of them forget, 
and days after the old philosopher died everybody waited around for 
some kind of statement from the estate regarding what the 
philosopher was doing since he walked away from academia almost 
thirty years prior to his death. The press wanted to know where he 
went. 

Truth is the old philosopher didn’t disappear after he quit 
working for the universities—simply enough he just lived a life of a 
father and a country man. He lived in the Black Hills. This is where 
he was while the rest of society waited. And even more years went 
by and nothing came of nothing—the circles of research from all 
around the world talked and speculated. They said they knew one 
thing, and that was he was a great philosopher. 

Those who waited for his new work said that once it is 
displayed to the world the book would be the philosophical treatise 
of major importance. The other philosophers made the great 
philosopher into a king, a kind of Socrates of the modern world, and 
even though the great philosopher was following his own 
footsteps…society believed that he was going to show them what he 
was working on. They said with such pride—in lectures attended by 
thousands of people—that he was searching for something profound, 
and once published…the universe would change and look much 
different to the modern man, and they believed they knew what he 
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was working on—they said…perhaps the riddle of war would be 
solved. 

THE CHILD OF A GREAT PHILOSOPHER 
When he got older he worked in the city—but when he had 

the weekend off he’d go home. The son said nothing really changed 
even after he became a man himself—and He’d drive into the 
country and play with the dog and He’d help his mother with the 
cleaning and give his father a hug—“It just like any family” the son 
said—and as the biography reads—the old philosopher was always a 
man of few words and didn’t show much emotion, but the son said 
he was a good man and a proud parent and taking a step back and 
looking out the window of the study the son didn’t say much else.  

Many decades later the son was an old man just like his father 
was—and His mother had died two years ago. The son was alone 
and the cabin was his. He was looking over old papers and (possibly) 
even the great book that his father had written, and ten minutes 
before he was going to cook a good meal and then go to bed…that’s 
when the phone rang.  
 


