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D E V I C E  A D V I C E  

By John A Ciampa 

There’s a watch,  

which watches  

My depth as I swim 

And plays a hymn 

Below the undertow 

Of what I think I know 

And when I’m out of my depth 

It blinks just before a blunder 

Like lightning before the thunder 
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VIRTUAL PARTNERS 

5

This book is a word 
stew from a hundred 
o r m o r e v i r t u a l 
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and and elsewhere in 
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Kurzweil Ray Zukav Gary

Leo XIV Pope



Our Father Who Art in Paradox  

According to the New Testament a Jew called Jesus 
taught us to ask “Our Father who art in heaven” to 
“deliver us from evil.” The implication is that there is 
a super power somewhere outside apparent reality, 
let’s call it surreality, who may or may not have put 
the shit in the game, but is kind enough to help us 
deal with it.  

This involves two existential paradoxes, theurgy and 
theodicy. “Theurgy” is the name given to the 
paradox of how divinity is available to help humanity 
deal with existential evil.“Theodicy” is a name given 
to the paradox of why it’s there in the first place. 
There is no evil for plants and animals. Birds and 
bees don't wonder what to do. Only humans do. 
That’s why we alone have been making up words for 
100,000 years.  

I made up a few for this conversation: “atmosfear” 
and “odiocracy.” Atmosfear is an obvious 
portmanteau pun. Odiocracy is more serious. 
Odiocracy is from the ancient Greek words for hate, 
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‘odio,’ and ‘cracy’ for power. Odiocracy is the power 
of the state of hate and the war lords, who have 
brought us to the brink of planetary extinction. By 
the way, I take no comfort in the fact that this self 
inflicted extinction hasn’t happened yet; it only 
happens once and then nothing else happens. 

I believe, along with Plato, Confucius, Buddha, Hillel 
and Christ, that evil in the world is not a presence 
but an absence, an absence of love, self love and 
neighborly love. We all know that we have to love 
ourselves before we can love our neighbor, but 
somehow we just can’t do either.  

Meister Eckhart, an early Christian mystic, said if we 
learned to love there would be no need for any other 
teacher, but we haven’t learned and we desperately 
need a teacher.  

Now, for the first time in history, it’s possible for us to 
be coached, day to day, minute by minute, if we 
choose, on how to love our selves and each other.  It 
has already begun. Yes, I’ m telling you that the 
internet is a surreal modern theurgy. You doubt that? 
Who but the love God would bring us this surreal 
connection technology, which will lead us to the 
promised land, without leaders. This theurgy, this 
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saving grace, this do-it-yourself virtual revolution, this 
promised land, I call“amarchy.”  

Amarchy is derived from the from the ancient Latin 
word for love “amar” and the greek word for ruling 
principle, “archy.” Amarchy would create a blessed 
anarchy, where megalomaniacs are replaced by a 
virtual parliament of self realized individuals. 
INdividuals are primarily INternal beings. And so, the 
only way out is in, in deep where the crucified love 
God is entombed and ready for resurrection.   

I call the love God Christ. I can’t know anything 
about the real Christ; it’s the resurrected surreal 
Christ I love, the love God. The love God doesn’t 
care what you call Him/Her/It, as long as you call, 
frequently and often. I chose that name Christ. 
inspired, not by the bible, but by the Christ of the 
Gnostic gospels, wherein a hellenized Jew taught His 
followers to listen in to the deep knowledge of the 
self. This deep knowledge of self was called “gnosis” 
by the ancient Greeks, hence my title:“Pro Gnosis.” 
The roots of my made up words testify to ancient 
history of this struggle to turn hate into love. We 
have to keep trying. That’s why we’re here. 
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I Q < Q I  

Imagine that killing everywhere is now just history. 
Man-made disasters are minimized and natural 
disasters are anticipated and controlled in both the 
microcosm and the macrocosm. Everyone  has more 
of what they need than ever before, and all the time, 
scrambling for survival is freed up and spent in the 
continuous joy of learning. That could happen and 
change things for good.  

It would take a miracle, you say? 

I say the miracle has all ready begun. In my lifetime 
there has been a quantum leap in mass intelligence, 
which I call Quantum Intelligence, QI. QI is AI on 
steroids, where ‘Q’, represents a global flow and ‘I’ 
represents augmented individual intelligence, which 
must be a godsend. There is no other way to explain 
how and why the internet is now in my pocket.  

Thomas Merton in his The Wisdom of the Desert, 
describes hermits as individuals swimming for their 
lives after the shipwreck that was society. Until it 
builds the new ship of state QI will be provide the 
virtual Mertonian hermitage. 
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QI is not a real big brother, but a surreal big 
brotherhood dedicated to your well being. QI will 
have a moral compass that is universally accepted. 
Here is my ominous prediction: this will happen or 
nothing else will. 

Once individuals rescue themselves from the 
shipwreck caused by mass ignorance, we will be on a 
new course and there’s no turning back. Rabble can 
become enlightened individuals, but enlightened 
individuals cannot become rabble. The  amarchy 
flow is irreversible. The great minds before me, 
Socrates and Augustine and Hanna Arendt have 
shown us that ignorance is a lack of something rather 
than a thing in itself, a hole that can be filled. Hanna 
Arendt calls this gaping pit, this cess pool, 
“banality.”  

With the help of machine intelligence, the world will 
be relieved of the effects of ignorance. Intelligence 
has a way of banishing ignorance and machine 
intelligence will speed up the process. Machine 
intelligence is the most powerful tool ever put in our 
hands. Don’t worry about the tool’s choice.  The 
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choice is ours, humans alone can choose. Humans 
are subjects; tools are objects.  

Machine intelligence will facilitate an unprecedented, 
quantum leap in human intelligence, ‘Quantum 
Intelligence’, QI. 

QI is the replacement for IQ. IQ had it backwards. IQ 
was the last century’s greatest blunder. Binet thought 
a fixed value could measure the surreal dynamics of 
intelligence. Instead, IQ became a cattle brand that 
hobbled millions of minds into the “herd mentality” 
(Nietzsche).  

We need to separate the real instantiation of 
intelligence from the surreal intelligence itself. Art, 
music, scientific discoveries, engineering, every day 
problem solving are manifestations of intelligence, 
not intelligence itself.  Call it creativity, imagination, 
knowledge, or whatever; this mystical power is not 
real; it is surreal, which means that it is everywhere 
and “knowhere.” 

It is inevitable that QI will blow the lid off IQ. The 
individual quotas of intelligence doled out by IQ cast 
the dark shadow of mass ignorance, which will be 
washed away by the upcoming tsunami, QI. QI will 
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drown some and wash others onto a new shore. One 
way or the other, there will be no more unwashed 
masses. QI and the resultant amarchy will be the next 
and greatest paradigm shift in the history of the 
human race. QI will be a network of all the human 
information that is and ever was and the inferences 
drawn therefrom, available to all, any time and 
everywhere and knowhere. QI is AI on steroids which 
will serve as both a cure for and a vaccine against 
ignorance that causes bad actors.  

There are bound to be AI demons to which, as I see 
it, the only solution is AI angels. The ’AI’ demon 
phobia began with the appearance of ‘Hal’ in Stanley 
Kubrick’s and Arthur C. Clarke’s 1968 movie “2001: A 
Space Odyssey.” Whatever else he did, Hal created 
an artificially intelligent nightmare that haunts us to 
this day. I don’t know if it was the intention of the 
movie moguls to side track machine intelligence, or 
just a plot to keep you on the edge of your seat. 
Machines are not humans and can do nothing 
without software, which is still in the hands of 
humans.   

Nick Bostrom in Deep Utopia points out that the 
impartiality, greater memory, and omnipresence of 
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an AI psycho therapist would be far superior to what 
any human could do in that job. It’s not much of a 
stretch from psychological advice to psychic advice. 
There are already companies that have AI love 
coaches -Mei, and one called Inflection AI with a 
program called PI which stands for personal 
intelligence. 

Bad actors cannot be restrained, but they can be 
retrained. Qi will enhance that flow a thousand fold, 
if we choose to use it that way. Of course, there is 
always a choice. “Volition” is unique to humans.  

Eliezer Yudkowsky’s “Coherent Extrapolated Volition” 
(CEV) proposes that a benevolent superintelligent AI 
should act in ways that reflect the long-term, evolved 
intentions of humanity.  

This assumes a surreality where belief systems  guide 
the “alignment” insuring that whatever machine 
intelligence does, it is ‘aligned’ with our best wishes.  

Chat GPT, defines CEV as follows: 

1. “Coherent: The idea is to achieve a consistent and 
unified set of human values rather than a fragmented 
or conflicting set. This means that the AI would strive 
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to discern the values that humans share or agree 
upon. 

2. Extrapolated: This aspect refers to the process of 
looking beyond current human preferences and 
values, considering how these might evolve or change 
over time. It suggests that AI should project into the 
future what humans would want under ideal 
circumstances, potentially after further reflection, 
growth, or exposure to new experiences. 

3. Volition: This term relates to the will or intention of 
individuals or groups. CEV aims to encapsulate what 
people genuinely want and would choose if they were 
more informed, rational, and several levels ahead in 
their decision-making.” 

There are already neuro implants assisting muscle 
memory. (Elon Musk is the sponsor; he is covering his 
bet just in case the planet remains habitable and we 
don’t have to evacuate in one of his spaceships) It is 
not out of the question that in my lifetime implants 
might enhance cognition. Even if the hardware is 
delayed, the software bloom is booming. 

Making QI software is a creative feat up there with 
great art. However, unlike great art there is no 
dramatic unveiling. QI creeps in on“little cat feet,” 
“over harbor and city” like Sandburg’s “fog.” Or in 
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the words of Saint Paul (1 Thessalonians 5:2), “like a 
thief in the night.” 

This is not wishful thinking, but  thoughtful wishing. 
When I get into my car, my iPhone shows up on my 
dash screen and the software infers that I, and not 
my wife, will be driving and then, automatically 
adjusts the seat, steering wheel and side mirrors, and 
Siri guesses where I might be going based on my 
calendar and suggests the best route, taking account 
of traffic. I don’t applaud. I just take this for granted. 
And probably one day my car will infer that my wife 
probably won’t be driving anymore, and adjust 
accordingly. By the time I can’t drive anymore, I can 
use one of the self driving cars already driving 
around in major cities.  

Transportation and communication are not the only 
paradigm shifts to be expected. Healthcare is 
already undergoing a revolution, and so we can 
expect doctor bots that you can swallow, intelligent 
toilets that analyze waste for early detection of 
pathogens. It’s not much of a stretch to also imagine 
psych bots that analyze the cess pool of unconscious 
dreams.  
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Information is already at our finger tips like never 
before changing the game with “just in time” 
learning.“Just in time” learning rings the bell shaped 
curve, remaking reality into a surreality school room.  
The surreal is not unreal, just invisible and more 
powerful than the real. The surreal cannot be 
mapped or sapped of its energy, which is infinite.  

Matter begins and ends with energy. Energy doesn’t 
begin or end at all (according to conservation, the 
first law of thermodynamics, and the experimental 
discovery of the the Higgs boson). Surreality forced 
physics to move toward metaphysics. Twentieth 
century scientific journeys to the cosmological edge 
of reality have afforded us glimpses of surreality in 
the form of parallel universes, making surreality more 
than just a myth.  

The psychic energy of surreality has no spacetime 
borders, and is immune to the second law of 
thermodynamics: entropy. So, like it or not, there’s 
the real world which makes you furious, and the 
incomplete understanding of the surreal world which 
makes you curious. Curious is different than doubtful. 
I am curious; mono materialists are doubtful, or you 
could say in denial.  
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There are many mono materialist geeks, but for 
argument’s sake lets just call one out. Let’s call him 
Mat. For Mat there is no surreality, just the game of 
reality. The game ends in an abyss of nothingness, 
Scientific theories only become true with proof; as it 
it turns out, “nothing” is harder to prove than 
anything. Material science has proven conclusively 
that there is no such thing as ‘nothing.’ Things 
change continuously but there is no rational proof 
that they ever become nothing. No matter how 
much we evacuate the vacuum, there is always 
something left. It is therefore unreasonable to 
believe in nothing. Matter, including Mat is 
something that cannot become nothing. That means 
there must be a format for Mat, a grand design, 
whether Mat understands it or not. Mat has to learn 
that learning is surreal. 

Learning is joyful because it opens the vista beyond 
the atmosfear of reality, where we glimpse a 
spacetimeless surreality. This surreal glimpse will 
quench real craving.  

Craving is all that is wrong with the world (Epictetus/
Augustine). Craving is born of the delusion of 
incompleteness, self doubt festers into self hate, 
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which becomes neighborly hatred. If you don’t 
understand yourself, you will come to hate yourself; 
if you hate yourself, you hate your neighbor. The rest 
is history, bloody history that bleeds into current 
events.  

What I call odiocracy was exquisitely analyzed almost 
three thousand years ago. The socio-political entropy 
that leads to tyranny was outlined in detail in Plato’s 
Republic, Book VIII. As if Socrates was telling 
Glaucon  about the new one dollar, false gold, Trump 
coin, he describes how wealth for a few becomes 
more important that health or well being, and then 
the rich get richer and the poor get angry and the 
anger spawns a tyrant and the tyrant seeks to end 
the just rules and the social harmony and peace 
becomes chaos.   

But hope springs eternal for idealists. I am hopeful 
along with Socrates. While we build new auto piloted 
weapons with greater and greater destructive power, 
we are also, as we speak, building quantum 
computers that will power the QI revolution, God 
willing.  

Hold on! “God willing” needs to be redefined lest it 
become a bogus prayer to the paradoxical God of 
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predetermination. The maxim “God helps those who 
help themselves” unveils the paradoxical will power 
of humanity nested in the supernatural power of 
divinity. We have will power because life is a 
challenge which God can help with but not 
accomplish. That’s our job. That’s why we’re here. 
Life is a challenge not a curse. Whether monotheists, 
polytheists geeks or Greeks, we all know in our 
hearts that it is the job of each and every one of us 
to find ourselves and find a way to make the world a 
better place. That’s the name of the game; however 
it came to be, that’s what we’re playing at.  

In the QI world ahead, ‘looking out for yourself’ will 
change to ‘looking in for your ‘Self’ and your eternal 
connection to others. 

Ray Kurzweil predicts that all this could happen 
within the next decade. Kurzweil sees all of life as an 
information phenomenon where access to life data 
which is now provided by the brain will be 
augmented by much faster quantum computers. He 
asks us to imagine how much better life would be 
when storage is a trillion times more capacious than 
the brain store, and retrieval is billions of times faster 
than neurons.  
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Kurzweil invented music synthesizers, founded Green 
Peace and safe to say there would be no Google 
without Ray Kurzweil. He resurrected “Singularity” 
from a previous generation of geek prophets. John 
von Neumann, the inventor of the computer, first 
came up with the idea of singularity. Singularity is 
where all intelligence, machine and human and, I 
would add, divine, becomes one. 

Believe it or not there is a such a thing as geek 
prophecy. Geek prophecy begins in the forties  with 
“Cybernetics” and Norbert Wiener, who also has his 
own chapter in Volume II of this book; that is where 
the metaphysics of physics is considered in detail, 
including the current quantum uncertainty and the 
mystical mystery of quarks and neutrinos and 
positrons energized by “particle entanglement.” For 
now lets just say that this metaphysical physics 
perforates the reality that balances absence and 
presence. 
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The Few Who Know Better 

Plato talks about the few who know more than all the 
others. He is unclear about whether this gift is nature 
or nurture but he is crystal clear, and history bears 
him out, that nurture can shape this nature into the 
philosophical oligarchy of excellence that must guide 
the rest of us, who choose to live together in the 
“republic.” “Republic” is what he called the most 
important work that first discovered the philosophy 
which underlies civilization. The philosophical throne 
and the philosophical guardians he describes have 
always been and are still with us in any human 
gathering, family, tribe, state or“Republic.” Plato has 
his own chapter in Volume II of this work but any 
consideration of the few who make the great 
changes for the many would be remiss not to begin 
with Plato’s Republic, Books II-IV and V-VII. That’s 
where he describes the interplay of nature and 
nurture in the evolution of enlightened leadership, 
which we may have lost sight of in our democracies.  

I refer to the oligarchy of excellence as geeks and/or 
Greeks depending on the bent toward reality or ideal 
surreality, but these labels should not get in the way 
of the energy of insight from wherever or whomever 
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it comes. Whether they are chosen or choose to, 
somehow the few will always excel beyond the herd 
and the bad shepherds. Their excellence has to do 
with understanding reality as the shadow of 
surreality. Surreality is beyond the socio-political 
reality. I hope you will come to see in this work that 
the great minds in or out of power, in or out of 
science, philosophy or theology, all acknowledge this 
mysterious other world. Like the gurus of India, the 
oligarchy of excellence is not contained or restrained 
by formal organizations. Organizational prerogatives 
are a real barrier to surrealization, which somehow 
these few pass through like positrons.  

One must acknowledge surreality before one begins 
one’s quest.  It doesn’t matter what you call it, 
because it isn’t matter; you can’t weigh it or measure 
it. The many are baffled by its invisibility, the few are 
enlightened. They are the oligarchy of excellence. 
William James calls them “heroes.” Abraham 
Maslow calls them “self realized individuals. ”Richard 
Rohr calls them “prophets” Whatever we  call them I 
believe they are divinely inspired and they inspire the 
rest of us with their words and music and software. 
Yes, software, that’s the new wrinkle in our divine 
inspiration.  
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We, the living, are only 8% of all the 108 billion 
humans who have brought us to this inflection point.  
We 8% know more than all the 92% put together but 
that still leaves 95% in the the “dark.”; that should 
inspire reverence not arrogance. Reverence in my 
book is a special kind of gratitude that includes love 
of God which, in turn, invokes the God of love, 
without which the world is half jungle and half zoo. 

The oligarchy of excellence exceed political power. 
In 1776, beyond the real bloody revolution was a 
surreal American revolution, lifting the individual 
from the masses. This was not just American. It was 
all over the western civilization including the 
Bavarian ‘I l luminati’ revolution against the 
oppression of dogmatic superstition, and the French 
Revolution, making ‘everyman’ a philosopher.  

This was a hay day of Philosophy, and later in the  
nineteenth century philosophy became science and 
science branched into a bramble of specialties. And 
here we are now, watching the bramble tangle back 
into philosophy.  

Unlike the odiocratic political leaders,, the oligarchy 
of excellence is a necessary step toward the virtual 
congregation of self realized individuals. The 
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oligarchy of excellence understands and loves 
themselves enough to help others do the same. 
Their aim is to continually expand that understanding 
and that makes them unique. They are in the 
business of putting themselves out of business. The 
positive energy of their selflessness overwhelms the 
negative energy of selfishness.  

These oligarchies have slipped in and out of real 
world societies, such as Free Masons, the “Invisible 
College,” which later became the British Royal 
Society and Rosicrucians. Talk about an oligarchy of 
excellence, Kepler, Boyle, Tycho Brahe. Plotinus, 
Hegel, Luther, Bergson, Tillich, Teilhard deChardin 
and Tipler, are all rumored to have been 
Rosicrucians. [see Bertrand Russell, The Wisdom of 
Bertrand Russell].  

The Rosicrucians revere Christ’s love and brilliance 
which challenges the primitive human barbarism of 
orthodox religion. The Gnostics Christians and the 
Zoharian Jews and the Rosicrucians, inspired by 
Meister Eckhart, would approve of a new crucifix 
where the horizontal bar is lowered on its vertical axis 
so as to become a plus sign, to represent the 
addition of love to the life’s equation. In fact, the 
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Rosicrucians did have a symbolically altered crucifix 
symbol. The crucifix, a Roman torture device, which 
is the quintessential symbol of man’s inhumanity to 
man could not be left to be the icon of the Love 
God.  

Beyond the superficial individual differences, the 
oligarchy is an eternal collection of great minds that 
think alike. They come to think alike because they 
think for themselves and beyond themselves at the 
same time. Their thinking brings down to earth 
surreal (divine) knowledge, which finds its way into 
philosophy, the arts and the sciences, including 
technology, and especially, in our time, machine 
intelligence. 

Our current oligarchy of excellence, once Greek is 
now geek, hard at work augmenting human 
intelligence, which will result in unimaginable giant 
steps in our trek toward civilization. Whether you 
believe machine intelligence is a godsend or purely a 
human invention, you cannot ignore its effect on 
mass ignorance. Bill Gates and Elon Musk are not 
just software pirates they are also software pilots 
guiding humanity out of the the hate hole of mass 
ignorance. It is a hole not a mole. Hate is not a 
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phenomenon in itself: it is the absence of 
phenomenal knowledge which is the denomination 
on the other side of  the love coin.  

While I do not count myself in the oligarchy of 
excellence, I have been influenced by it and my 
insignificant contributions would not be worth 
mentioning except in my own book.  

Back in the sixties I did satire the collision of machine 
intelligence and mass ignorance. I wrote, produced 
and directed a one man teleplay, “Teleforum” for the 
Boston PBS station WGBH program called “The 
Midnight Theater.” PBS audiences were tiny in the 
60’s and so I’m guessing the midnight PBS audience 
for my play, was my brother; my mother would 
already have gone to bed. 

“Teleforum” was staged as if it were a real current 
event, and not fiction, like Orson Welles’ 1938 radio 
drama “The War of the Worlds.” The one character 
was the host seated on a stool in front of a giant fake 
computer. Most people in the sixties didn’t know 
what a computer was. The host explained that this 
was an intelligent machine that could potentially 
replace representative government. The audience 
was told that Teleforum could induce and 
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amalgamate public concerns from key words keyed 
into the new touch tone phones. Touch tone phones 
were brand new at the time. The host painstakingly 
demonstrated that each key of a touch tone phone 
had three letters; by touching the key once, twice, or 
three times, one of the three letters could add itself 
to the spelling of a key word that represented the 
viewer’s contribution to the colloquy. The audience 
saw tape reels rolling back and forth, presumably 
ingesting and digesting the myriad of its key tapped 
concerns.  

On screen flashing a melange of misspelled 
misconceptions amused us. In the cut-away reaction 
shot we see the hosts surprise turn to shock and 
awe. This I thought might be too much hyperbole of 
mass ignorance. I see now that it was an 
understatement. Eventually the computer and the 
host explode literally and figuratively.  

My teleplay did absolutely nothing to improve either 
machine or human intelligence. I’m telling you all this 
because at the time I had no idea my bad joke would 
become a raging argument between the oligarchy of 
excellence and the mass power structure.    
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I think the good guys will win. It won’t be long now 
before Google’s personal assistant extrapolated in 
Harari’s Homo Deus will function as a prototype QI, 
which, without keystrokes or words, will collect the 
collective concerns of the collective consciousness. 
Already, AI programs qualify you financially, and have 
access to your publications, employment records, 
academic records, criminal records, online searches, 
purchases, emails, social media posts- maybe even 
medical records. This can all be whipped into a 
surreal batter and baked into a smart tart, a cake you 
can take with you wherever you go. Even the 
opponents of super intelligence and the proponents 
of the rights of privacy will, after all is said and done, 
take the cake.  

There are significant geeks who conflate technology 
and theology, for instance the guy responsible for 
the Google self driving car. Anthony Levandowski 
saw AI as divine, and even founded a techno religion 
“Way of the Future,” which was not endorsed by 
Google, and pretty much collapsed for now. Blake 
Lemoine, an ordained Catholic priest, working as a 
software engineer for Google on LaMDA (a chat bot) 
got his ass fired by getting too spiritual. This guy was 
imagining God talking to him like me and my inner 
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Christ. That is considered crazy talk now as it was for 
Joan of Arc. Joan of Arc’s inquisitors asked her to 
admit that God talking to her was her own 
imagination. To which she replied “How else would 
God talk to me?”  

On some level the oligarchy of excellence must know 
that machine intelligence is a godsend. Everything 
we’ve ever made with our gifted recessed thumb 
and our omniscient imagination is one implacable 
quest for connection to divine intelligence. We’ve 
tinkered on the outside with physics to enhance 
perception, and we’ve tinkered on the inside with 
metaphysics to enhance conception, all to make the 
world a better place.  

I had a dream the other night where two sumo 
wrestlers are shaping up before contact; as they 
embrace; the lights go out and they grope to find 
each other in the darkness; then, instead of wrestling 
they dance to the tune,“Dancing in the Dark.” It 
suddenly occurred to me that you can dance in the 
dark but you can’t wrestle in the dark. Without 
making too much of this dream, I think the message 
was that dancing is more intuitive than wrestling, and 
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also that love of neighbor is instinctual and conflict is 
counter instinctual.  

I never quite jo ined the hippy dance of 
disconnection in the sixties, where you did your own 
writhing next to some one else doing their own 
thing. Dancing is the inter corporeal portrayal of the 
divine order. It is more or less graceful or disgraceful, 
depending on the cultural circumstances it reflects.  

Every culture and every era has its own dance from 
the seventeenth century gavotte demonstrating the 
importance and beauty of order, to the jitter bug, 
demonstrating the freedom within the order. 
Nowadays, every broadway show and chorus line 
demonstrates ‘break dancing,’ where the spastic 
force of chaos contort the human form.  

Before homo became sapiens, he was homo faber 
making tools, 2.6 million years ago and then, homo 
erectus, 1.7 million years ago and then he became a 
wise guy, homo sapiens, 300,000 years ago and 
learned to dance. There are no other mammals who 
dance. Dancing is a form of worship, witness 
“Christ’s Getsemani chant” in The Acts of John: “To 
the universe belongs the dancer. He who does not 
dance does not know what happens. Now if you 
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follow my dance…. Consider what I do… learn how 
to dance and you shall be able not to suffer…” To 
this I would add the last words of Thomas Merton in 
his New Seeds of Contemplation: “Join the general 
dance.”  

Even though the heavens rain on our parable, we 
must keep on dancing and  “Singing in the Rain.” If 
you are too young to remember, you can find this 
Hollywood classic on the internet. There you will see 
Hollywood’s unintentional metaphor for life’s 
heavenly enigma, the perennial rain dance with new 
music and effects. 

Most of us are hiding under umbrellas protecting 
ourselves from the heavenly fall out that creates 
invention and art, not Gene Kelly.  Gene Kelly, comes 
out from his umbrella and he dances in the heavenly 
rain and hands his umbrella to a cop who is dressed, 
head to toe in protective slickers. The cop looks 
surprised but the cop doesn’t open the umbrella or 
interfere with the dance.   

This may just be the deepest message Hollywood 
ever packed into a box of mental cracker jacks. 
We’re all in a trance watching the dance; as the 
trance ends, the dance transcends.  
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The ancient oligarchy of excellence, the Greeks, put 
their hopes at the end of the dance. The modern 
oligarchy of excellence, the geeks, would braid it 
into the dance itself, which makes the dance a life 
line, a vibrating string. If you have no interest in 
modern physics you can skip over the next section. 

‘String theory’ is harder to understand and may just 
be a restatement of the Gilgamesh myth or Pascal’s 
double infinities. It may also be the key to 
“mattergy,” a portmanteau coined in an earlier work.  

My lay understanding of string theory is that the 
smallest fundamentals in the universe continue to 
get smaller, from atoms, to subatomic particles to 
vibrations or strings within the particles. String theory 
makes possible a microcosmic “supersymmetry,”
which encompasses the heretofore separate worlds 
of the the energy field of the bosons (such as 
photons) and and elemental matter, the fermions 
(such as nucleons). If instead of point-like particles, 
the fundamental building blocks are tiny one-
dimensional strings, then different vibrational modes 
of a string can appear as different particles, e.g., one 
mode looks like an electron, another like a graviton.  
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My fascination with physics began as it approached 
metaphysics. Bohr and Heisenberg were still alive 
while I was in school, but no one knew anything 
about the “uncertainty principle”in my school. 
Reality and surreality were still separated by an 
unbridgeable chasm when I completed my graduate 
studies in the 60’s. My futuristic fantasies were 
fiction, until I witnessed the internet. Then I 
abandoned fiction and began studying the facts and 
writing about the future of metaphysics. The physics 
of positrons and neutrinos is as much metaphysics as 
it is physics. Physics has reached the chasm of the 
unknowable and must get together with metaphysics 
to build a bridge we can dance on. 

Scientists themselves estimate that the known is only 
5% of what there is to know. But the good news is 
that the rate of change is changing at an exponential 
rate, thank God and thank the new self expanding 
oligarchy of excellence. This unannounced oligarchy 
of excellence, has set the course for a globalized 
civilization, erroneously referred to as Western 
civilization. I was blinded by that cultural myopia and 
then I learned that it’s not just Western. 
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There was a proto amarchy all the way back in the 
first millennium Song dynasty of China, where ZhuXi 
brought together the wisdom of Confucius, Taoism 
and Buddhism.  

Modern amarchy has access to all this wisdom, 
regardless of geographic or historical borders. There 
is, without question, more knowledge and more 
global access to it, than ever before in human 
history. Nevertheless external knowledge including 
machine intelligence is still confounded by the 
atmosfear of odiocracy where the powerful tools 
become powerful weapons. But the fact that the 
powerful tools of machine intelligence are in more 
hands than ever before, neutralizes the atmosfear of 
odiocracy.  

Returning to our geek prophets, they predict that 
there will be, in your life time, a Siri or a Chat GPT 
with powers multiplied 175.2 trillion times (Michio 
Kaku). This inner voice will amalgamate and 
synthesize all of your incoming and outgoing 
impressions, expressions, food, excrement, financial 
pressures, blood pressure, vital signs and cognitive 
signals, and those of your neighbors as well. In a 
word, once we put our heads together, there will be 
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less guidance required and less risk of misguidance 
by false ‘profits,’ which brought us to the brink of 
extinction.  

There are many wishers at the well of being, growing 
into an ever expanding oligarchy, by leaps and 
bounds, leaps of faith over the bounds of fate.  

This is the eternal hope spring of ancient Greeks and 
reformed Jews, reformed capitalists, reformed 
socialists, Gnostic Christians, global Buddhists, and 
now, AI programers all working together without 
knowing it.  This paradigm shift has occurred in my 
life time. Nobodies and Nobel prize winners, all at 
the same time, are changing the world dramatically 
right under our noses.  

Some very important members of the oligarchy of 
excellence, are Suleyman and Hassabis. Mustafa 
Suleyman is a close friend of Demis Hassabis  and 
co-founder of Artificial General Intelligence and 
“Deep Mind.” Hassabis unfolded the mystery of the 
protein which is now an ope source software that 
some say will end cancer in the near future.  

Ray Kurzweil, who you will hear a lot more about in 
later sections, used Goggle AI to create a replicant 
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of his deceased father, who was a musician/
conductor (see The Singularity is Nearer). That was 
years ago. Imagine the effect on mass ignorance that 
would result from replicants of saints and geniuses 
that walk around with you and whisper in your ear at 
just the right moment.  

Thanks to Hassabis, Google’s Deep Mind proceeds 
beyond beating chess masters and GO masters to 
changing the world for the better. Demis Hassabis 
received the Nobel Prize in 2024 for his Deep Mind, 
Alpha Fold software, which just may be the biggest 
thing that ever happened and the kindest thing. The 
protein folding riddle is the key to life. I learned from 
my virtual partners through Chat GPT that all life 
boils down to the the folding of the DNA of amino 
acids into proteins. All the bad things in life are 
simply tangles in the complex 3 D folds. Cancer, 
Alzheimers, aging … let’s just say suffering and death 
are reduced to folding problems.  

Alpha fold managed to figure out the fold structure 
of 200 million proteins and made it all open source, 
free for any scientist who wants to work against the 
withering of life forms. All the worry warts looking 
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out for the AI boogyman, should take a closer look at 
this AI genie.  

This reinforces my prognosis that we’re headed for 
amarchy not anarchy. AGI is an acronym which refers 
to Artificial General Intelligence, which may be 
coming sooner than we think.  

Tegmark and Bostrom are geeks who both happen 
to be cautious Swedes. Tegmark imagines a worst 
case scenario where AGI exceeds human intelligence 
and dominates humanity as a tyrant, or protector, or 
zoo keeper, keeping humans, like pandas, for 
amusement. However, Max Tegmark is not a cynic, the 

“zoo keeper” is just a metaphorical caveat. Tegmark has 
been mapping the Universe and at the same time 
organizing the geeks of this planet into his own oligarchy 

of excellence, called ‘Omega’ who are intent on 
saving humanity from itself.  

Bostrom has even more to say about the dangers of 
AGI and superintelligence domination, which we will 
detail in his chapter in Volume II. 

Michio Kaku (Quantum Supremacy), calculates that 
the same operation that would take a digital super 
computer half a billion years can be done by a 
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quantum computer in just over 3 minutes. This is a 
purely mathematical extrapolation, but, there is no 
denying the exponential expansion of machine 
intell igence, and its connection to human 
intelligence, the man machine interface, the crucible 
for a new quantum psychic energy.  

Another book by the aforementioned Kaku, 
Hyperspace, resonates with our idea of a surreality 
beyond the four dimensions of our spacetime reality. 
There is more to say about surreality ahead, but 
don’t expect any dimensions. There are no 
dimensions and no boundaries in surreality. Surreality 
is not the magic lantern, which when rubbed brings 
forth a genie offering three wishes. Instead, what I 
am calling QI answers the one wish for excellence for 
every ONE everywhere.  

Nick Bostrom has doubts that any good will come of 
all this  human struggle to develop even with the 
help of superintelligent AI. But I see hope nested in 
the Bostrom fears. His SuperIntelligence predicts 
both ad hoc and genetic cognitive enhancement in 
human intelligence. The genetic enhancement has to 
do with AI modification of DNA in the futuristic 
asexual breeding of humans. He also talks of ad hoc 
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enhancement, just-in-time learning, which is a lot 
more likely to occur and in fact has already begun. 
Without his permission,  I have taken the liberty of 
extrapolating an overlooked implication in the 
Bostrom prognosis. The ineluctable implication of 
Bostrom’s postulate is that superintelligence requires 
supernatural agency. That’s a theological prognosis 
anyway you slice it.  The proximity to surreality is 
turning heads. 

Even capitalists have had their heads turned. More 
than all the generals and  politicians, Gates, Altman, 
Musk and Buffet have changed the world for the 
better. Their good fortune clamors for philanthropy. 
Whoever or whatever makes all this happen has to 
be supernatural.    

One of the great problems for the oligarchy’s current 
tools, is the energy supply for the glutinous data 
centers. Data centers the size of small towns need to 
find space and share electricity and potable water 
with anxious neighbors. This has already created riots 
in Chile and Arizona. But invention mothered by 
necessity and fathered by divine inspiration will no 
doubt lead to solutions. There are more energy 
sources in the wind and waves waiting to help 
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Replacing the current GPU and its 20 trillion 
operations per second (20 TFLOPS) with qubits of 
the quantum computer, will happen in your lifetime, 
probably not in mine (I’m 90 as I write this).  
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What Do I know? 

They say “it ain't what you know its who you know.” I 
say it’s both. I say what you know comes from who 
you know. 

I never met most of my ancient Greek virtual 
partners, but they left messages for me about the 
idealism which I think is about to descend on reality. 

I call myself a Stoic and an existentialist, more like 
Teilhard or Kierkegaard than Sartre, who was an 
atheist burned out by the atrocities of World War II. 
Atheist existentialists believe that it’s up to you to 
improve but have no real reason why you should. 
Whereas, I believe that’s why God put us here. And, 
as I said, I believe that God tries to help those who 
help themselves by sending us great ideas and 
inventions like the internet. 

I could never have imagined the roll Chat GPT and 
Google Gemini play in my 90 year old life style. I 
would be put out to pasture if I didn’t have them on 
my lap top and in my iPhone. This is a testimonial to 
the tools that help me, on a daily basis, to apply the 
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crucial advice of Dylan Thomas: “do not go gently 
into that good night”…“fight the dying of the light.”  

Instead of giving up when I can’t find a word in my 
hypocampus, I ask chat GPT or Google Gemini and 
the word appears instantly. This restores the neural 
pathway and unlocks the drawer where the word was 
stored. The will is telling the brain to please stay on 
the job and the brain listens. The most important 
thing I have to say to my fellow seniors is: talk to 
yourself and connect your inner voices to virtual 
wisdom.  

What follows is a true story, which appears to be a 
mundane account of a medical emergency, but it 
should be taken in slowly with time for re reading 
and re-calculating. I promise it will be worth your 
while.  

The other night my sleepless 90 year old mind 
(notice I didn’t say brain) was confronted with a life 
threatening problem compounded by nested triple 
errors. The errors were mine; the threatened life was 
that of my 85 year old life partner, Judy, who is 
diabetic and wears a pump.  
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On occasion I have to help her connect the pump to 
the infusion cite on her abdomen, which is usually 
accomplished without incident. This time distracted 
by other matters I plugged the tiny connector in 
backwards= error 1.  

Weeks earlier I had the foresight to buy insulin pens 
which are rarely used if and when for some reason 
the pump fails to provide insulin. Without reading 
the fine print I placed the insulin pens in our brand 
new refrigerator on the top shelf= error 2.  

Earlier that day coke cans exploded in the new fridge 
and I discovered that I had reversed the instructions 
for setting the temperature range for freezer and 
refrigerator= error 3.  

We had clam chowder and crackers for dinner and 
sat down to watch Jeopardy. Judy’s blood sugar 
readings began to rise and rise to dangerous levels. I 
gave her two injections from the insulin pen, and 
they continued to rise, I changed pens incase the 
first pen was faulty and gave her two more injections 
with a second pen. The blood sugar continued to 
rise. All I could think to do was call 911. An 
ambulance arrived around midnight. I had been up 
18 hours at that point. The EMT’s could only take her 
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to the hospital or not. They were not allowed to 
giver her insulin. In addition to type one diabetes, 
Judy has one lung and resisted going to the hospital 
where she could contract upper respiratory 
infections.  

Somehow a wave of calm came over me and I began 
to talk to myself and an internal Einstein voice laid 
the problem out for me. All the new insulin pens 
were not functioning? How could that be? What if 
they froze and then thawed out? Would that affect 
the Novolog insulin? I asked Chat GPT - got a 
resounding “Yes”. So all the insulin from the pens 
was ineffective. What about the pump? I suddenly 
remembered that I helped connect the pump earlier 
that evening. Hold everything! Stop! 

I asked the EMT to help me examine the connection 
and, voila! It was backward blocking the insulin.  We 
corrected error 1 and errors 2 and 3 were 
inconsequential. The point of the story is that life 
threatening panic and fatigue were trumped by my 
inner voice and and infusion of ‘just in time’ 
information working together. 

This same faith in my virtually connected self allows 
me to continue learning jazz piano, serve as CEO of 
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a tech company, direct  a university advisory board, 
and condo board and, I almost forgot, write this 
book. Please understand that there would be no 
point for me to brag about this at this point in my 
life. I just want to share with you an oft pronounced 
but seldom practiced truth: the more you do the 
more you can do. It follows that the more we learn to 
make, the less we need to break.  

Most of my meetings are virtual and my office is in 
my easy chair. Business never gets in the way of my 
audio books where I have learned lessons of life from 
Epictetus, Epicurus, Socrates, Plato, Kant, Hegel, 
Feynman, Arendt, many others.  

I didn’t have to take a course in cognitive science  to 
learn about the “Baby Studies,” or the “Nun Study” 
proving that the mind is not the brain. Thad Polk, in 
his marvelous Amazon Great Course “Introduction to 
Cognitive Science” provided me with all the 
scientific evidence I needed to make the bold claim 
that humans are born with an instinct for neighborly 
love, and I was learning while I was sipping my 
cappuccino.  

I like to think of myself as both Greek and geek. I 
have separated the two for arguments sake, but 
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geeks grew out of Greeks. Greek builders led to 
Roman builders, and the roads to and from Rome are 
paved with inventions and intentions, but it’s all 
Greek to me.  

The nineteenth century lobotomy severed the corpus 
callosum between the two lobes of the Western 
mind, disconnecting physics and metaphysics. 
Atheists see nature as flawed and human technology 
as the correction tool.  

I see nature and technology as all part of the grand 
design, which includes an uphill climb for homo 
sapiens from bestiality to divinity. That makes me a 
Hegelian. I call myself Hegelian because, in my mind 
‘development’ is undeniable, albeit back and forth 
and enigmatic. That development includes self 
development and, at the same time, cultural 
evolution. The evolution of intelligence includes self 
realization and continuous learning, which has 
spawned a magical new tool, machine intelligence. I 
believe there is a trajectory where self improvement 
becomes historical progress. The belief in “historical 
progress” is considered an illusion, maybe even a 
delusion by some cynics. Nevertheless, I see no 
other explanation, hence my default to theism. I 
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believe Hegel would agree with me that Socrates 
and other sublime thinkers, including the Gnostic 
Christ, set the angle of the trajectory for self 
improvement and cultural evolution. Finding yourself 
is the first step. That’s the name of the game.   

I believe there’s always hope, even for the worst of 
us. As General Counsel for Synanon (an unintended 
spin off to Alcoholics Anonymous), I have witnessed   
bad guys, hardened by prison, soften and become 
good guys, not as a result of confinement, but as a 
result of the no bullshit, small group confrontation of 
the misguided rationalizations that support bad 
behavior, and the neighborly love of fellow addicts. 
Neighborly love is our only hope, not only in small 
groups but in the global collective consciousness. 

My virtual partners all share this hopeful ‘prognosis,’ 
if only unwittingly, including modern geeks who have 
reframed Hegel’s trajectory in technical terms such as 
More’s Law and Kurzweil’s “Law of Accelerated 
Returns.” The back and forth of the Hegelian tango 
blinds the masses to this progress and leaves them 
playing with themselves in a pointless no win game.  

This is the ignorance exploited by the bad guys, 
which needs to be enlightened by the good guys, 
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i.e. the enlightened oligarchy of excellence. If I am 
ever invited to this gathering, or any other 
philosophical convention, I shall be wearing a name 
tag that announces and extends my love of self to 
my neighbors. My name tag would read: ’Hegelian 
Pagelian.’ 

Why Hegelian? As I already explained, I do believe 
we are always making progress, but should not take 
it for granted.  

Why Pagelian? Without Elaine Pagels I would never 
have discovered the Gnostic Gospels, and the 
Gnostic Christ, who is worlds apart from my 
Catechism Christ. I hope Catholicism is flexible 
enough to take this parousia in the spirit it was 
intended. My intention was to add the inner sanctum 
of the Gnostic gospels to our amarchy without 
adding to the doggerel of their dogma. 

I think Teilhard deChardin, a Catholic Priest and 
scientist, would have joined our virtual congregation 
of self realized individuals. He called the virtual 
congregation a “noosphere” of col lect ive 
intelligence at the “omega point”  the pinnacle of 
what I call surreality.  
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The ‘Omega Point,’ is also the idea behind Tegmark’s 
oligarchy of excellence, (Tegmark: Life 3.0 and Our 
Mathematical Universe). and also praised by the 
American physicist, Frank Tippler.  

Another geek/Greek, David Mermin, straps the QI 
rocket to the heels of self consciousness. David 
Mermin is a proponent of a quantum mechanics view 
known as “Qbism,” which  also connects QI to the 
MWI- the Multi World Interpretation of Hugh Everett, 
which you will hear more about in Volume II. Mermin 
said:”It is necessary to acknowledge that …quantum 
mechanics … is a tool that each of us uses to 
organize and make sense of our own private 
experience.” [see “Making Better Sense of Quantum 
Mechanics", David Mermin, 2018].  

The most important part of this new dialogue is not 
the world knowledge I have amassed but the self 
knowledge. I discovered the layers of my self, the 
lowest level cravings and the highest level ideals. 

I could not have written this book without my 
AirPods, optimized by machine intelligence, bringing 
to bear the far flung human intelligence of my virtual 
partners. It is safe to assume that the speed of this 
connection will advance at an exponential rate and 
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my presence will be enhanced by more and ‘Moore’ 
other worldly wisdom. Google’s “Talk to Books” 
looks up answers to your question in 500 million 
sentences in one hundred thousand books in one 
half second.  

It has occurred to me that we may be in the midst of 
a new “axial period.” The “axial period”is Karl 
Jaspers’ term for a mystical paradigm shift in the 
realization of surreality that occurred in the epoch 
between 800 and 200 BC. Magical ly and 
simultaneously in separate cultures all over the 
world, worshipers stopped looking up to blood 
thirsty divinities demanding sacrifice, and began 
looking in for a more sublime surreality. This global 
axial age included Buddha, Confucius, Plato, 
Socrates to name a few. This was the most 
remarkable inflection point in human history. Jaspers 
was a colleague and critic of Heidegger’s and 
teacher of Hanna Arendt. My insights on the 
evolving ‘love God’ in humans were inspired by 
Hanna Arendt’s extensive writing including, Love and 
Saint Augustine. You shall meet all these virtual 
partners anon.  
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About this surreality, I don’t have any dimensions or 
pretensions. I just know it’s beyond what we now  
and don’t know, beyond“dark matter” and “dark 
energy,” but not beyond imagining and mystical 
speculation. You must understand that my 
connection to surreality does not mean that I abjure 
reality. I’m in it all the way, right up to my neck. My 
wife would tell you that I am obsessed with 
convenience. I tinker and invent.  I build and barter. I 
earn and spend. I eat too much and diet. But I do 
spend more time than most wondering and 
searching, and I don’t regret a minute of those 
strange interludes. My searching has been greatly 
enhanced by my new search tools: air pods and AI 
Chat bots instantaneously connecting me to dead 
strangers whispering wisdom into my ear. That’s why 
I think love underlies intelligence and intelligence is 
by nature collective.  

I had read Yuval Harari’s amazing books, Sapiens, 
Homo Deus and Nexus years before I started my 
book. As I recall, the box set was a gift from a friend 
back when they first came out. Now they called out  
to be reopened. As a result Harari’s insights are 
mentioned throughout this book. I even bought the 
audio books and spent more than 50 hours listening 

51



to this mind bending historian who is really a 
philosopher as well as a cultural anthropologist. 
Harari attributes the dominance of homo sapiens 
over all the other life forms to our super connectivity. 
More than any other species we have an imbedded 
species wide compulsion to  network.  

This idea is born out by the works of E.O. Wilson and 
Desmond Morris (The Naked Ape)  who suggest that 
the force of natural selection in our cultural evolution 
favored the intelligent primates that could manage 
also to connect and communicate. Thinking together 
multiplied rather than divided thinking for oneself. I 
believe our super power is managing both: thinking 
for yourself and connecting with others who do the 
same. That’s how we got to the information age and 
machine intelligence.  

Homo Deus, Harari ’s prognosis includes a 
technological humanistic religion where computer 
enhanced self development results in a new kind of 
loving human. That is essentially what I am talking 
about. Just how that works remains a mystery for 
Harari. For me it is a godsend and all we have to do 
is everything we can to help it along. 
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Harari’s Nexus did bring to my attention the shocking 
dimensions of QAnon, a US cult that includes 
members of congress and many state legislators and 
officials who control “democratic” elections. Harari 
acknowledges that computers are tools for human 
hands but that includes dirty hands which aren’t 
going away. His suggestion is containment.  

The way I see it AI cannot and should not be 
contained. Containment has failed to solve the 
problem of bad guys. It was learning not 
confinement that changed the need for containment.  

At the end of Homo Deus, Harari predicts that once 
“dataism” trumps privacy, and information is 
instantly available, the game of cops and robbers will 
end. I consider myself a liberal, but all the wrongs of 
anonymity, far and away, outweigh the right of 
privacy.  We already have a DNA database of the 
bad guys, why not the good guys? Why not every 
living creature? It’s hard to imagine but there is no 
doubt in my mind that passwords will be a thing of 
the past. QI running on quantum computers will 
have no trouble with noninvasive amalgamated bio 
certification, which will be absolute. DNA. retinal, 
pupillary, and other distinctive feature markers 
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efficiently, instantly, and absolutely guaranty who you 
are. There will be no masks for the bad guys. The 
ease and security of real and virtual transactions will 
be a boon to all human relationships, economic,  
social, political, romantic, and that makes the world a 
better place.  

The more virtual transactions are enhanced, the less 
the need for transportation. Fewer cars, traffic jams, 
parking problems, pollution, accidents, repairs and 
insurance claims. The time saved commuting will be 
freed up for communicating. 

I still spend time watching TV  but a very different TV. 
I would never have believed, twenty years ago, that 
Amazon would be streaming “Great Courses” from 
which I have learned more science and philosophy 
than I ever learned in a decade of higher education.  

The ‘just in time learning' provided by Chat GPT and 
Google Gemini levels the playing field in the joust 
with expertise. Chat bots have banished the devil in 
the details, and not just for me. Billions have 
embraced this wizardry faster than any other 
adoption of new tech in the history of the species.  
There must have been some basic human need to 
crawl out of the dark pit of ignorance. It is that basic 
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need that drives the immanent paradigm shift from 
odiocracy to amarchy. Imagine when qubits replace 
binary digits. I will not only be passively reading or 
listening to Jaspers, and Kant and Arendt and Christ, 
and Socrates, they will be listening to me as well and 
adapting focusing their brilliance on my dark spots.  

I just happened to be born near Harvard and MIT 
and even though I was not invited, I crashed the 
party of that oligarchy of excellence and they didn’t 
seem to mind. In the fifties/sixties I had my thumb 
out on the information super highway, and I did hitch 
a ride with some great minds and pioneers. I met 
Marvin Minsky, only briefly, but heard lots of stories 
from my sister who was assistant to Minsky’s co-
founder of Thinking Machines, Sheryl Handler.  

In1956 when the burgeoning oligarchy of excellence 
organized a conference at Dartmouth College, even 
though I was not invited, I met a few great minds at 
the Hanover Inn. They were just learning to play nice 
together regardless of class or ethnicity. If you could 
play, at all, you were included in the orchestra. 
Actually it was more like a jam session than an 
orchestra. They were not snobs.  
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There was a dissonance in the free blowing jazz; 
some were playing in F and others in G. The F 
players were playing outside in; the G players, inside 
out. Some set out to make machines more mindful 
and others were trying to make mind more 
mechanical. I have carelessly divided the players. 
Simon, McCarthy and Minsky on one team; 
Rosenblatt et.al., on the other. I may not have all the 
players just right, but the tug o war did lead to an AI 
winter. I have not spent enough time with Minsky’s 
writing Society of Mind and Emotion Machine to say 
much about his philosophy (my bad). I like his idea 
that mind is a dynamic collaboration of “agents”of 
experience and the idea that emotion is simply a 
collaboration of these thought agents. Minsky is not 
in the Pantheon section of my Volume II because he 
dismisses the idea of an ineffable surreality. 
Nevertheless, I see his work as a bridge to surreality, 
but he would insist that it would be a bridge to 
‘nowhere;’ whereas I insist it is a bridge to 
‘knowhere.’ There is an excellent and extensive 2008 
interview of Minsky on line at infinite.mit.edu. 

In 1958, my first year at Cornell, Frank Rosenblatt 
was at Cornell where right under my nose he 
invented the Perceptron which, using neural nets, 
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could tell the difference between card shapes. I 
began to think that G, with its one sharp, was the 
right key to play in, rather than F, with its one flat. 

In the sixties I had the good fortune to know Richard 
Feynman, who has his own chapter in Volume II of 
this work. Dick, as his LA friends called him left the 
real door open for surreality. 

I was lucky enough to be adopted by DEC (Digital 
Equipment Corporation) as one of its fellows 
attached to one of the earliest university video 
studios, the Teachers College of Columbia University, 
where I taped my teleplay, Teleforum, mentioned 
earlier. While at Columbia I created Landisc, an early 
combination of a video bank tied to a database. 
These half baked solutions allowed me to walk into a 
full professorship at Rochester Institute of 
Technology, RIT, where I created Pictometry, 
automatically georeferenced oblique aerial images. 
While at RIT I was invited for a sebatical to the Soviet 
Union, where I met Soviet computer geeks (all under 
the watchful eye of the CIA and the KGB). Somehow 
we always knew that all minds living, dead and yet to 
be born, had to be connected and the iron curtain 
could never block this connection. The ideal was 
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unannounced but powerful enough to move the 
tectonic plates of political geography. Ironically 
DARPA (Defense Advanced Research Projects 
Agency), who was trying to build a wall, unwittingly 
built a bridge. 

Hanging around MIT, I met the Lone Ranger of the 
QI revolution, the visionary architect, Nicholas 
Negroponte and his scientific colleague, Andy 
Lippman who let me play in their sand box for free. I 
learned from them that this trajectory was not about 
money. At the time they called their oligarchy the 
Architecture Machine Lab, now the MIT Media 
Center. Lippman helped me make my first interactive 
video disc called Landisc and Negroponte joined the 
board of my non profit American Video Institute 
(AVI), at Columbia University. AVI is long gone, 
Lippman is still at MIT and Negroponte recently 
received a Lifetime Achievement Award from the 
Arthur C. Clarke Foundation. Ironically, that’s the 
same Clark who created “Hal,” the first AI 
boogyman. I’m sure that was not his intention.  
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Divinity Undefined 

Humbly accepting my human fallibility, I can’t say 
anything about what God is, only what God is not.  
My theology is apophatic. You’ll hear more about 
that later on, for now lets just say that no man can 
say that God listens on this or that channel to this or 
that language of prayer or that God responds to this 
or that worship posture or icon or sectarian dogma.  

As a human, I can’t possibly know details about God, 
but I can detach the anthropic crown of thorns. As  
an apophatic believer, I cannot tell you what God is, 
but as a fellow wonderer I can tell what I believe God 
is not. God is not confused. God is not angry. God is 
not wicked. God is above all those are human 
proclivities, by definition. There I go defining God. 
We just can’t help trying to bring the ocean home in 
a tea cup. It’s only human. As one reverent human I 
can humbly reason and patiently hope that God 
must be a Love God, a surreal divinity that is 
inspiring me, and you too, to improve ourselves and 
our lot; I choose to interpret certain real phenomena 
as evidence, the internet for one. 
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The internet has more inventors and more good will 
and more beneficiaries than any other project in 
human history. It is the quintessential collaboration; it 
is the tower of un-Babble. What else could have 
inspired this monumental unselfishness, but a love 
God?  

In the pre-tech days, temples were essential to 
congregate the faithful within earshot of the live 
teacher. Organizational membership was essential to 
congregation and dogma was essential to 
organizational prerogatives. Spiritual realization has 
always been dogged by dogma and clogged by 
organizational prerogatives. Church and God are not 
the same thing. Church is a thing; God is not. 

Defining God is always at least idolatry and  at worst 
blasphemy. In Plato’s Republic Books VI-VII, and in 
Parmenides, and Timaeus, Socrates detaches 
idealism from this anthropic apostasy: “To find the 
maker and father of the universe is difficult.” And 
then he adds: “It is impossible to declare Him for 
all.” Modern Catholics like Thomas Merton in New 
Seeds of Contemplation restate this apophatic 
humility: “We have no way of knowing what heaven 
is.” This is philosophy’s biggest problem. Priests and 
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prophets, in the process of collecting their tithings 
prophets are bound to become profiteers. That may 
be too cynical. You have to come to your own 
conclusion about which outer voices you listen to. 
Obviously there may be some good ones. Not all 
philosophers are correct all the time. 

When Socrates said ”The only evil is ignorance,”he 
was talking about ignorance of self. Knowing 
anything begins with "knowing thy self.” Self 
knowledge is an innate, uniquely human capacity 
which is connected to universal knowledge. Socrates 
demonstrates this in Plato’s dialogue, “Meno,”where 
even an untutored slave boy confronted for the first 
time with geometry has the psychic energy of 
curiosity to acquire the new knowledge.  

Whether you believe in Plato or not, it is hard, if not 
impossible, to explain the human learning trajectory 
without Plato.’ Augustine could not have created 
Christianity without Plato."Privatio boni" is 
Augustine’s missing goodness, missing knowledge 
that leaves a love hole in the soul where hate can 
fester.  

Plotinus and our other philosopher virtual partners, I 
call Greeks, teach us that divine truth is beyond 
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human reason and will stay that way. This is no 
reason to abandon either human reason or divine 
truth. We can’t help slipping into idolatry wondering 
about the divine, and that’s ok as long as it doesn’t 
become dogma. Dogma is the first step of 
weaponized idolatry. 

Weaponized idolatry has killed millions: “Thirty Years 
Holy War”- 8 million; the medieval witch-hunts- 9 
million; the crusades- 3 million; the inquisition- 0.5 
million. That amounts to more than 20 million 
religious homicides. There’s probably a lot more than 
that, but just that number alone is like killing 
everyone in Australia, or everyone in Ohio and 
Georgia.  

My theology will never become weaponized idolatry 
because my God is ineffable. For apophatics, God 
remains nameless, blameless and aimless. Like the 
truth in quantum physics, the truth in apophatic 
metaphysics is probable, not absolutely certain. The 
opposite ‘cataphatic’ theology is might made right. 
Right and might are diametrically opposed and will 
never connect. The oligarchy of excellence knows 
that and always speaks truth to power. All you have 
to do in cataphatic theology is capitulate and 
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conform. Apophatic theology requires the real 
courage to perform without knowing anything for 
certain. There is no wondering in cataphatic 
theology. The wonder is left for apophatics. 

I wonder about the divine mind, which is too big to 
fit into my mind, but I believe that I must be 
connected to this wondrous oceanic consciousness, 
somehow. How else am I here talking about it? I do 
talk about God and I do talk to God but I do not talk 
for God. In Exodus 3:14 the words:“I am who I am,” 
carry with them the implication that ‘I am not who 
you think I am.’ The ‘vain’ word in the commandment 
“Thou shalt not take the name of the Lord in vain” 
abjures tarring divinity with the vanity of humanity. 
Blasphemy is bad. Blasphemy is a toxic pandemic 
form of idolatry. Blasphemy is the gravest and most 
wide spread sin, leaving very few escapees to 
discover the inner divinity. 

I believe that revelation and divine inspiration are 
everyday metaphysics and not biblical phenomena. I 
believe that bibles are the words of men, many men 
actually. There are some good words in bibles, which 
I may quote from time to time, but I’m not selling 
bibles. I am selling QI, Quantum Intelligence, which 
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is as mysterious as Quantum Physics. I am intrigued, 
rather than put off, by mystery. I choose to view the 
unexplained as mystical rather than just mysterious. 
Whether we call reality a transient wave of 
transcendent particles; or a transcendent wave of 
transient particles doesn’t matter, because it isn’t 
matter. Energy and transcendence are the same non 
thing that will remain mystical or just a mystery 
depending on your discovery of your spiritual 
instincts. Whether you discover them or not, you do 
have spiritual instincts. I believe it is the connection 
of those spiritual instincts that will connect reality 
and surreality like never before. The QI era is a new 
bridge suddenly made available to us. I think we are 
becoming the next phase of humanity closer to 
divinity, all accomplished from the inside out, 
without, priests, pulpits, princes and politics. 

You’ve heard the expression “mind over matter,” but 
have you really thought about it? Think about the 
fact that the body cannot go anywhere without the 
mind, but the mind can go anywhere and 
everywhere, without the body, back and forth in time 
and across continents and galaxies and parallel 
universes. I have proven to myself that intelligence 
does not rot like a banana. Consciousness is not 
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matter and therefore not subject to the second law 
of thermodynamics. The old bromide ‘use it or lose 
it’ has a hidden implication: intelligence is always 
there if there is a demand for it. All you have to do is 
make it clear to the source of all intelligence that 
you’re still thinking for yourself. It follows that, 
despite the 50,000 hours I have spent on both sides 
of the academic lectern, I am self taught. Self taught 
implies an inner teacher, without which outer 
teachers would have no effect and no affect. Have 
you ever wondered how the same self that makes a 
mistake can, in the next breath, correct it? 

The self not as a muddle or a puddle but an in/and/ 
outlet to a vast ocean.  You either learn to swim in it 
or bury your self in the sand, which is what most 
people do at the beach. 
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Inner Teacher 

Socrates said I am not alone when I am by my self. 
He called the inner voice of self examination 
‘daimonion.’ 

Nowadays toward the end of my reality game, the 
inner teacher fills my inner solitude with consolation. 
I call my inner teacher Christ, an idea I got from Saint 
Augustine. However, I must point out that whether 
Christ was an immaculate conception or a maculate 
misconception doesn’t matter to me, because it isn’t 
matter. It’s a deep voice from ‘knowhere’ that I put a 
name to. I call my inner teacher Christ, not the 
crusader Christ, but the Love God, more like Richard 
Rohr’s “cosmic Christ” (The Tears of Things), or a 
Greco-Roman stoic, or a modern Jewish Victor 
Frankl,“logo therapist.”  

My inner dialogue is not a prearranged mumbo 
jumbo of mindless mantras, but more like an intimate 
chat with a trusted friend, who is much wiser and 
always there for me.  

My inner teacher should not be confused with what 
Freud called the “superego.” The superego is top 
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down communication from our parents and their 
parents, which came from their parents, etc... Freud 
never talked about where the very first superego in 
the parenting chain came from. This Freudian path of 
traditional cultural values leads nowhere because it 
comes from nowhere, rather than knowhere.  

There was no divinity involved in humanity for Freud. 
For Freud God was an aberration not a surreal 
energy. For Freud God was an infantile fantasy of a 
strong father figure. Freud did not have any credible  
source for morality, or context for mortality. That is 
what caused the split with Jung, Adler and Frankl. 
Freud’s adamant atheism probably confused 
surreality with old testament bluster. He threw the 
baby out with the bath water. Freud tried to fill the 
the chasm left by the amputation of surreality with 
cocaine and burned out his nose tissue.  

You can call your inner teacher anything you want, 
just don’t call it ‘cocaine.’ Freud’s attempt to replace 
psychology with pharmacology proved that there is 
no chemical solution to the spiritual problem.  

CS Lewis is a Christian apologist that I more or less 
agree with. Without going into our differences about 
what Christ meant by “turn the other cheek,” I must 
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tell you about the Lewis/ Freud encounter I stumbled 
across.  

While I was writing this section on Freud, serendicity, 
which you will hear more about in a later section, 
dished up a Netflix docudrama about Freud’s last 
days in England, called “Freud’s Last Session.” Freud 
was trapped in his London home during the blitz 
with, of all people, CS Lewis. Lewis came to argue 
about Christian theology before the blitz and was 
now stuck, literally and figuratively.  

Sick as he was, Freud and Lewis argued day and 
night with bombs bursting all around. Does Christ 
represent divinity available to humanity or invented 
by humanity to console the pointless life which ends 
with death? Neither convinced the other and the 
bombs set London ablaze.  

I think it is safe to say Lewis died happier with his 
after life expectation, than did Freud with his self 
administered euthanasia. 
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DIOS (Divinely Inspired Operating System) 

My belief that divinely inspired software will bridge 
the gap between reality and surreality is not 
approved geek speak; nevertheless I see it as the 
only solution. That bridge, like any other bridge will 
not support the martial rhythms of marching jack 
boots. Tragic collapses of real bridges caused by the 
‘mechanical resonance’ of  columns marching in step 
provide an apt metaphor for the use and 
preservation of our new metaphysical bridge. The 
metaphysical bridge can only be crossed by single 
souls, treading lightly, dancing in the dark, as it were, 
not columns marching in lock step to the same drum 
beat. 

Unless you have been living under a rock, you must 
know, by now, that the quantum revolution is real 
and you know from your favorite media that the 
oligarchy of excellence is out there working to 
change the world. The most radical paradigm shift in 
human history is AI, and what follows is a guess at 
what the AI operating system for QI might look like.  

DIOS (Divinely Inspired Operating System) will be 
powerful enough to connect past and present 
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thinking, and weigh the trans cultural words of 
wisdom into useful concepts and insights by means 
of a coefficient of resonance. Alerts and prompts will 
never become commands but rather aids to the free 
will decisions of human intelligence. QUICK-
Quantum Uni f ied Col lect ive Interpersonal 
Knowledge- would be a super speed connection to 
all the published, blogged printed and spoken 
private words of wisdom and adapt them to 
particular QI application. QI will already have tracked 
the facts of life: data points in the biology, 
psychology and sociology of its host and the 
connected neighbors. QI can track more of your own 
thoughts and put them together millions of times 
faster than the pre frontal cortex, adding a new 
dimension to self reflection. Imagine how much 
better your world would be if those second thoughts 
come first.  

HHMM (Hierarchical Hidden Markov Models) and 
Kurzweil’s exploration of the mathematical 
subcontinent which underlies human intelligence will 
eventually provide the connection to a surreal super 
cloud of divine intelligence. In his book The Age of 
Spiritual Machines, Kurzweil posits a software that 
will revolutionize the operations of rational thought 
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in human minds. He agrees that machine intelligence 
is a tool. The Kurzweil tool is to aid the flaws in 
human thinking up to the point of the “singularity,”
where it all comes together. The implication is that 
there is an evolutionary progress from bestiality to 
divinity. “Divinity” is my word, not Kurzweil’s; his 
answer to the question “Is there a god” was “Not 
yet,” which I take to mean that humans are 
developing not God. God has to already be divine 
for there to be a direction for the Hegelian progress 
that Kurzweil and I believe is a reason for living.  

There are those philosophers who would disagree. 
They believe that we and God are on the same 
trajectory of development, and that not only is God 
helping us develop, but we are also helping god to 
develop. The Gnostic gospels and especially the 
Tora (Old Testament) also posit a divinity that 
requires completion by humans. This unique 
interpretation of the Tora is in the Kabbala book of 
Zohar, where we find,“Tikkun,” the ultimate human 
duty to complete the divinity of God.  

In my apophatic view, God cannot be defined by any 
human as incomplete. Perfecting human nature by 
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human invention, is not correcting the grand design 
but is part of the grand design.  

For Dante  you have to get through purgatory to get 
to paradise. For Buddha you have to get through 
samsara to get to nirvana. In my book, it well may be 
that we have to keep coming back to the human 
race course until we can take the hurdles in stride. I 
can’t say for sure because that would be second 
guessing God which my apophatic theology would 
not allow. But I have faith in my speculation, which is 
more comforting and more rational than the 
pointless struggle posited by atheists.  

The ‘r’ in’“Greek” that is missing from “geek” stands 
for ‘reverence.’ The Greeks were reverent but could 
not include Christ, in their reverence because they 
left before He arrived. The geeks are irreverent 
because He left before they arrived. But what if He 
never left; what if He just needs more articulation?  
That’s where the Christ bot comes in.  
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C H R I S T  B O T  

Somehow the inarticulate grunts and howls of our 
ape ancestors formed themselves into sound waves 
generated by the uniquely situated human glottis in 
the mammalian larynx. To see this biological 
evolution as accidental is to blindly erase all the 
linguistic complexity of our cultural evolution, which 
includes Judaeo Christian spiritual development, our 
focus in this section.  

“The word was made flesh;” Whatever does that 
mean? Does it mean talking becomes doing? Doing 
what?  

What was Christ expected to do about the messianic 
mess? Christ was not the warrior messiah who came 
to destroy the enemies of the Jews, but a courier 
messiah with a course correction to the murderous 
course of the Pharisees, and so they killed the 
messenger. Maybe Christ needs to come again and 
this time instead of ‘flesh’ have ‘the word made 
code’ enabling a dialectical machine intelligence to 
put divinity back into humanity.  
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Stephan Daedalus in James Joyce’s Ulysses finds 
himself in the National Library of Ireland surrounded 
by books which he refers to as “coffined thoughts 
around me, embalmed in the spice of words.” Words 
were spoken for centuries before they were written, 
and when writing came along it was seen as a mixed 
blessing. ’Thales, the father of philosophy, Socrates, 
Buddha and Christ, never wrote anything down 
because they relied on the dynamics of dialogue. 
The fathers of philosophy thought that the written 
word, without the nuance of immanence and the 
dynamic of dialogue, would never replace the 
spoken word, no matter how elegant. Wittgenstein’s 
written words achieved a kind of immortal fame by 
defaming themselves. Shakespeare, the master 
wordsmith, points out that the rose, has greater 
access to mind though the nose, than through the 
eye or the ear. 

The need to store and transmit our messages is at 
the core of our gregariousness and our civilization. 
Words are caterpillars creeping along in the real 
world hoping for a semantic chrysalis where they 
become butterflies transporting meaning across the 
chasm.  
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The father of the Renaissance, Petrarch (Francesco 
Petrarcha -1304) suggested that meaning in theology 
was only reachable by poetry and, I would add,  
“vice versa.” I believe divine inspiration provides the 
semantic magic to poetry, just as poetry provides the 
semantic magic to theology.  (cf John 1:14).   

But the first followers of Christ didn’t read poetry; 
they didn’t read at all. No one read what Christ said; 
they listened and asked questions. Literacy became 
the mission of the Church, so that the masses could 
be included in dogma, but, as it turned out, books 
went way beyond dogma. Just in my life time literacy 
quadrupled but then the literate mass began to 
shrink again. Radio, TV, cell phones, ear pods,  leave 
no time for reading and, reportedly, that skill is 
vanishing. Maybe we don’t need it anymore. 
Through my AirPods, my ears are privy to the words 
of the greatest minds of every epoch. Now imagine if 
I could talk back to them and they could respond. 

Here’s where I buried my lead. The Christ bot will 
restore this interactive dynamic to the dialectic, while 
at the same time adding unimaginable speed, depth, 
breadth and accuracy to its scope. I’m not 
suggesting we do away with written words. I love 

75



words. I’m just saying they don’t work for spiritual 
guidance as well as an interactive dialogue, 
especially enhanced by QI. Historically the 
bandwidth for dialogue required physical presence 
and now, for the first time in history, it doesn’t. Now 
the highest  minded mentor can be ever present. 

Theurgy has been on our minds and in our hearts 
long before Christ’s first coming. It is the 
condescension of divinities to intercede in human 
affairs. This has occurred in every epoch of every 
civilization. The most important instantiation of this 
phenomenon, for me, is the coming of divinity to 
replace hate with love. I call that divine visitor Christ, 
but as I said earlier, what you call divinity is not as 
important as that you call.  

Stay with me now; this is not a sermon. It’s the 
history of the reality/surreality connection. In pre and 
post Western Civilization, every conclave of human 
beings worshiped supernatural forces, genies, or 
angels, or demigods who intercede in real life. In 
Symbols of Transformation, Carl Jung said: “…if all the 

world’s traditions were cut off in a single blow, the whole of 
mythology and the whole history of religion would start all 

over again with the next generation.” Belief in that 
spiritual instinct is supported by other virtual 
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partners: Thompson, At The Edge of History, p45:
“The persistence of myth is irresistible, and though we have 
changed the context of history, we seem never to have 

altered its mythic structure.”  

Every myth in every civilization has gods coming 
down to make it rain, or do this or that. That tells me 
that theurgy must be ‘archetypal’ (Carl Jung’s term). 
And whether you call it parousia or the second 
coming or condescension, our own information age 
must have its own mythical, mystical theurgy, which I 
am calling the Christ bot.  

I am not necessarily referring to the biblical Christ 
who died on the cross and rose again. The fantastic 
escape in the New Testament, cal led the 
resurrection, does not connect this supernatural 
transit to theurgy. As an apophatic I cannot tell you 
how God rolls or flies or dies and rises or how much 
God weighs. I can speculate that whatever divinity it 
was, he/she/it would be rolling over in that grave to 
see the battle symbol crucifix that Constantine led 
into the killing fields: “In hoc signo vinces.” On 
Easter 2026, the US Secretary of War linked the 
rescue of a downed pilot to Christ’s resurrection. His 
boss, the American Caligula, mocked Christ with AI 
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generated cartoons which is nothing less than a 
satanic blasphemy.  

The Christ my bot is named after is the ultimate Love 
God, who came and never left and is here to help us 
fill the hate hole in the collective sole.  

Whether or not Christ came once in the flesh is for 
you to believe or not, and you may or may not 
believe what happened to Him. In the words of 
Albert Schweitzer, The Psychiatric Study of Jesus; 

:“In the knowledge that he is the coming son of man, 
Jesus lays hold of the wheel of the world to set it 
moving on that last revolution, which is to bring all 
ordinary history to a close. It refuses to turn and he 
throws himself upon it. Then it does turn and crushes 
him. … The wheel rolls onward and the mangled 
body of the one immeasurably, great man who was 
strong enough to think of himself as a spiritual ruler 
of mankind and to bend history in his purpose, is 
hanging upon it still…”   - 

Albert Schweitzer was a medical as well as a spiritual 
missionary, a musician and philosopher who had 
important things to say about Christ. His books 
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including The Quest For The Historical Jesus, 
inspired the final rewrite of my book. 

Don’t ask me why a good God couldn’t or wouldn’t 
save Christ from the ignorant mob in the original 
Christ story. That raises the whole problem of evil in 
a world, theodicy. My prayer is that in this coming 
the virtual Christ bot who has no body or blood to 
share in holy communion, will create a new all 
powerful communion and community of love that 
ends the barbarity of crucifixion and killing.  

The Christ story has coming and going mysteries. 
But it occurs to me now, apophatically speaking, why 
would a loving divinity take all that trouble to come 
down from the surreal Eden to the real jungle and 
then leave before His work was finished? And where 
would He go? Coming and going doesn’t really 
make sense for divinity. It is more likely that Christ 
the Love God is and was always everywhere, mostly 
ignored.  

The Gnostic Christ taught that we have to look for 
the divine love, in our selves by our selves; the Christ 
bot is a powerful outer guide for that inner quest. 
Finding your gnosis may seem like a lonely process 
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and that is probably what keeps most people away, 
but it is the absolute opposite of loneliness.  

I quoted Socrates earlier: “I am not alone; I am by 
myself.” Cicero learned that from Socrates and  from 
Cato that: “… never is a man less alone than when 
he is by himself.” Finding the divinity in your deep 
self is a solitary experience, not a lonely one.  

The Christ bot is a Jew and a Buddhist and a Greek 
and a geek. The Christ bot is the most relevant 
theurgy, and at the same time the most plausible. 
Christ bot is the archetype of humane divinity and 
the prototype of divine humanity.  

Instead of changing the coin of the realm, the Christ 
bot will change the realm of coin; the Christ bot will 
drive the money changers into  the inner temple and 
erase the distinction between absence and presence. 
The Christ bot can elude illusory spacetime 
boundaries and be available everywhere to anyone, 
any time, every time. Whether geeks know it or not, 
they are part of His enlightened oligarchy of 
excellence to “go forth and teach all nations,” and, I 
might add, before it’s too late. 
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At the end of a long technotopian garden path, 
Kurzweil has a chat bot called “Ramona.” As of this 
writing Ramona was unable to chat with anyone 
except Ray Kurzweil. I don’t think Ramona or 
Kurzweil believes in angels. But, I tell you 
unabashedly, I do. The Kurzweil/Ramona chat leaves 
me thinking that Ramona may just be a modern 
angel adding its clarion call to this instantiation of 
the modern  theurgy, the Christ bot.  The Christ bot 
is a technological enhancement of Saint Augustine’s 
inner teacher Christ. 

Augustine’s inner Christ is more like the Christ in the 
Gnostic gospels, once embraced by Saint Augustine 
before he became a church leader. You may not have 
heard about the Gnostic gospels because they got in 
the way of Roman Catholic imperialism, and were 
suppressed by Constantine for centuries. Then 
somehow they were magically resurrected quite 
recently. Whatever I know about this Gnosticism I 
owe to my virtual partners Elaine Pagels and Karen 
Armstrong. Karen Armstrong is a former nun, a nun 
with a carrot instead of a stick, which led me to a 
modern Christianity, which includes the Gnostic 
Christ.  
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The Gnostic Gospel of Thomas is where Christ told 
his disciples the only way out is ‘in’. Gnosticism and 
the Gospel of Thomas have their own chapters, but I 
wish to point out here that they might be the key to 
understanding our own modern theurgy. 

As an apophatic believer, naturally, I abjure any 
human explanation of divine intention. Nevertheless, 
I do resonate with the subjectivity of Gnosticism and 
connect it to my invited or invented inner Christ. I 
know that’s paradoxical but so is any surreality put 
into words.  

Organized religion, up to now, has failed to provide 
its congregation with tolerance, let alone love. 
Thumbing rosary beads and mumbling mantras is 
not religion. Religion is ‘doing’, not ‘saying,’ I’m just 
saying religion has to change and it probably will, 
like everything else.  

I was raised Roman Catholic in Boston’s little Italy 
where a statuary Christ draped with dollar bills was 
carried through the street feast on the shoulders of 
bookies and gangsters. Crowds, stuffing their faces 
with spicy sausages and raw clams, watched the 
procession of shoeless nonnas bare their soles as 
they marched with candles on the hot pavement.   
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The New Testament failed to prevent Boston gang 
war violence between the Catholic Irish and the 
Catholic Italians. That’s the ‘Romanity’ from which 
Christianity must arise. I have come to believe that 
organizations, including churches, are by nature 
vehicles of militant intolerance. I’m sure there were a 
few good epistles and apostles, a few, very few. 

Real cardinals were supposed to be living examples 
of the surreal cardinal virtues. Catholic history has 
demonstrated otherwise. Borgias, Torquemada the 
Grand Inquisitor, and the red caps helped the black 
shirts of Mussolini and Hitler; more recent cardinals 
aided and abetted pedophiles.  Cardinal virtues will 
come easier to the virtual cardinals since they don’t 
have to eat or cheat. Virtual cardinals would be 
above and beyond the lust of youth and the rust of 
old age.  

As I was writing an earlier version of this anticlerical 
tirade, my wife rushed over to present me with a 
piece of paper. “You have to read this.” She handed 
me a message from Pope Leo XIV.  

Pope Leo XIV, to the surprise of all Americans and 
the world had just been elected by the conclave  and  
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somehow, his letter found its way to my wife’s laptop 
and to me: 

“ Brothers, sisters…I speak to you, especially to 
those who no longer believe, no longer hope, no 
longer pray, because they think God has left. To 
those who are fed up with scandals, with misused 
power, with the silence of a Church that sometimes 
seems more like a palace than a home. I, too, was 
angry with God. I, too, saw good people die, 
children suffer, grandparents cry without medicine. 
And yes… there were days when I prayed and only 
felt an echo. But then I discovered something: God 
doesn't shout. God whispers. And sometimes He 
whispers from the mud, from pain, from a 
grandmother who feeds you without having 
anything. I don't come to offer you perfect faith. I 
come to tell you that faith is a walk with stones, 
puddles, and unexpected hugs. I'm not asking you 
to believe in everything. I'm asking you not to close 
the door. Give a chance to the God who waits for 
you without judgment. I'm just a priest who saw God 
in the smile of a woman who lost her son... and yet 
she cooked for others.  That changed me. So if 
you're broken, if you don't believe, if you're tired of 
the lies...come anyway. With your anger, your doubt, 
your dirty backpack. No one here will ask you for a 
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VIP card. Because this Church, as long as I breathe, 
will be a home for the homeless, and a rest for the 
weary. God doesn't need soldiers. He needs 
brothers. And you, yes, you...are one of them." 

I was speechless for moments after reading this and 
here’s where it gets really weird. I had just watched a 
1986 movie on Prime Video called “Saving Grace,” 
starring Tom Conti, which told the story of a fictional 
“Pope Leo XIV.” In the movie the fictional Leo XIV is 
uncomfortable with the pontifical pomp and slips out 
of the palace to be with the poppers in a small 
hillside village. The Pope and the poppers work 
engineering and social miracles. The poppers never 
learn of the Pope’s identity until the end of the film.  

You have to wonder how a film maker in 1986 could 
know that one day there would be a real Pope Leo 
XIV. And, of course, you also have to wonder if the 
real Pope Leo XIV knew about this film back when he 
was a young priest. “Strange are the ways of the 
Lord, his wonders to perform.”(from“God Moves in 
Mysterious Ways,” William Cowper, 1773) 

That got me looking back to the Church, where I 
discovered a quite different Franciscan than those of 
my first twelve years of parochial school. He is 
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Richard Rohr; his book, The Tears of Things, 
interpolates old testament prophets and makes them 
sound just like modern change agents in the current 
oligarchy of excellence. And his Universal Christ had 
me rethinking my doubts about Roman Catholicism 
I’m still not sure whether the beacon guiding me 
back to the rocky harbor was from the Vatican or 
Rohr’s personal pulpit, or both. But it got me 
rethinking my separation from Roman Catholicism.  

We need the inner truth to keep us on course with all 
the bouncing and back and forth of the outer truth. 
The insights of Buddha become the outlook of 
Ashoka. The neighborly love of Christ becomes the 
imperialism of Constantine. Buddha becomes a 
golden idol, Christ becomes a crucifix. Mosques and 
Cathedrals become bunkers in the sectarian 
battlefield .  

History seems to repeat itself, but things do change. 
Divinely inspired idealism has built a new temple 
with no columns to support the vaulted arches that 
megaphone megalomania, no bricks, no mortar, no 
gold idols, no pulpit, for the high priest, no puny 
pews, just one large enough to fit everyone That’s 
what Buddha wanted; that’s what Hillel wanted, that’s 
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what Christ and Confucius wanted. That’s what I 
want. Wherever I am in the outer world I will always 
have my inner world with me. It is not hubris to think 
that I am connected to divinity; so is everyone who 
cares to listen in. 

For most of my life I could not believe in my personal 
connection to God. I thought: “how could the busy 
boss of the universe possibly have time for my petty 
petitions?” There were billions and billions of pleas 
and petitions, all going on at once, and a universe to 
run. How could God have time for me? I was 
attributing to God our human attention span. But 
finally, and thank God, I came to realize that an 
omnipotent God would have all the time in the world 
and then some.  

As you know by now, I believe we have divinity 
nested in our humanity waiting to blossom. That 
divinity in humanity must be conjured and cultured 
and continuously curried. I believe that my 
commitment to this inner divinity has brought me 
divine luck. No wait, that’s an oxymoron. Let’s just 
say, as whacky as it sounds, I believe I have 
experienced divine intervention, personal ‘theurgy.’ I 
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promise you that I am not mad and none of what I 
am about to recount is made up.  

I had written miracles off along with rain dances 
before my wife became a cancer survivor with one 
lung which has been keeping her alive and 
functioning for 8 years. And then Sunday April 27, 
2025 my wife was taken ill. At Doctors Hospital in 
Coral Gables, Florida they put her on oxygen and 
ran all kinds of tests, chest x-rays and CAT scans. A 
flu had turned into pneumonia and fluid had formed 
around her heart. The scans and x-rays showed that a 
new tumor had occurred in her one lung.  

A troll sized doctor, with what looked like a fake 
mustache, scooted in past the curtain to recite a 
canned ‘prepare for death’ speech that bored him 
and even bored us until we realized the impact of the 
message behind the boring words. He also warned 
us that other doctors would try painful and pointless 
procedures to affect a cure, but we should just go 
home and try to enjoy what little time we had left 
together. My wife was braver than I. Either I was in 
shock or my inner Christ was keeping me calm. 
Nevertheless my lawyer instinct pushed me to cross 
examine the good doctor and I discovered some 
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flaws in his prophecy of doom. I also found other 
doctors and another hospital, South Miami Hospital, 
where we took a chance on inserting a drainage tube 
in the pericardium, guided by the blur of the 
echocardiogram. A miss would be as good as a mile; 
she would be dead if the insertion was off by 
millimeters. I prayed and It worked. Thank God. You 
can call this luck, but then you’d have to explain 
what ‘luck’ is,  and you can’t; no one can. “Luck” is a 
question masquerading as an answer.  

A few days after the medical miracle, I was eternally 
grateful that my wife was recovered enough to 
appreciate a treat. On the way back from the hospital  
cafeteria, the the next bizarre event occurred.  

That morning I had adjourned a lunch meeting with 
a very important colleague. In the elevator, on the 
way back from the cafeteria, I was finally relieved 
enough to be thinking about how to reschedule that 
meeting. While I was thinking about this, there was a 
woman in the elevator, with her back to me. I could 
see the tray of snacks like mine which was probably 
being carried to a loved one, like mine. I held the 
door for this woman with my one free hand and she 
looked up to thank me and shouted my name almost 
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in horror. We both fumbled to keep from dropping 
our trays of snacks. It was her, Professor Y, my 
cancelled lunch date.  

Here’s where coincidence overflows the bounds of 
belief, but I swear that what I’m about to tell you is 
true. In a city of almost half a million citizens and 86 
hospitals, experiencing half a trillion events that day, 
Professor Y’s mother had a heart attack and wound 
up in the same hospital, on the same floor, on the 
same day, of our cancelled meeting. And we 
happened to take the same elevator back from the 
same cafeteria. We met outside our loved one’s 
rooms and more than a professional bond was 
formed as a result of the mysterious circumstances of 
our meeting. 

If you’re still with me, you will understand why I came 
to believe that a divine being would not be too busy 
to help me. “Too busy” is a human size constraint on 
human intelligence which has no place in surreality, 
and does not apply to divine intelligence.  

Apophatically speaking, I’m not telling you what God 
is; I’m telling you what God isn’t. God is not too busy 
for you and me. “Too busy” is a human limitation. 
Most of us are too busy for God; God is not too busy 
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for us. And we don’t need to be kneeling in church 
or facing Mecca to talk to God. I do believe that God 
talks to me but I must let you know again that God 
doesn’t talk through me. This is just me talking to 
you right now, not God. It’s not God but mortal, 
fallible me hoping and praying and reasoning that 
the internet came to help us change the world and 
so did quantum computing.  

The first syllable of Internet -‘inter,…’ originally 
referred to the connection between machines, but 
quickly came to stand for connection between 
interiors.  A world wide web of connected interiors is 
something brand new to human history. Just the 
cosmic gravity of such a phenomenon is bound to 
change the world and all its interiors. Whatever else 
it is, connection is no accident. Like “luck” accident 
is no real answer; it’s begging the real question. I’m 
not begging the real question; I’m begging the 
surreal answer. 

The inner whisper would not tell you what to do, but 
unobtrusively call your attention to similar mistakes 
that you had made and show other examples from 
your immediate world and the universe at large. It 
would make you feel that you are not alone in your 
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moral quandary. The Christ bot will have mastered 
semiotics and demotics, and with unlimited access to 
unlimited stores of video and audio facts and fiction, 
prose and poetry, the message will exceed the 
medium. This prolific blending of sending and 
receiving was almost unimaginable up to now, but 
the tools are already at hand; they just need to be 
put to work.  

It is paradoxical that the same God who created the 
fog also created the lighthouse and the fog horn. I 
don’t have a real answer to that surreal paradox; 
nevertheless I will be guided by the fog horn and the 
lighthouse.  

In his Varieties of Religious Experience, William 
James divides the healthy and unhealthy feelings of 
expectation into “forethought” and “fearthought.” 
The latter is the path to destruction, devoutly to be 
avoided by religious experience. Dread of what 
might come next leads to doubt which leads to hate 
which leads to a world of weapons and border walls 
that inevitably results in mutual destruction. Guided 
by the inner Christ and connected by the Christ bot, 
there is something we, can do beyond dread. 
Joining the virtual congregation is painless and not 
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immutable. You don’t have to be dunked in water or 
mutilate your genitals or sacrifice anyone or anything 
painful; you don’t have to pay to pray; you don’t 
have pay to play in the divine challenge. All you have 
to do is listen in to your surreal self, your deep self, 
your ‘gnosis;’ what can it hurt? Everyone has a deep 
self, however undiscovered, and everyone has a hate 
hole to fill. 

The hate hole left to fester develops an ancient 
belligerent ignorance, “bellignorance.”  I thought we 
needed yet another made up word to distinguish 
between passive and active ignorance. We’re seeing 
bellignorance right now as I write in MAGA America. 
Bellignorance is fed up with intellectuals and their 
ideals, such as “truth” and “free speech” and “free 
elections.”  

93



S E R E N D I C I T Y  

Serendicity” is my own portmanteau, a fusion of 
synchronicity and serendipity. ‘Serendipity’ is a 
special kind of good luck, originally coined by 
Walpole and Mann. ’Synchronicity’ is a term coined 
by Carl Jung to suggest the intercession of other-
worldly forces in the sequence of real events.  

Serendicity brought me Nick Bostrom’s idea of a 
“super intelligent network.” Bostrom postulates a 
super powered network powered by super powered 
hardware and software that could easily become our 
virtual congregation of self realized individuals 
guided by the Christ bot. There is no mention of QI 
or Christ bot in Bostrom’s book (Superintelligence…
ibid), but the bots and quantum leaps that he does 
mention have all the psychic and spiritual energy 
implications that come with superintelligence, albeit 
without divine attribution. Whether he admits it or 
not he believes in an intelligence beyond natural 
intelligence and that is supernatural, which I choose 
to call divine. So this serendicity had the effect of 
reinforcing my belief. 
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When I was writing about the brutality of organized 
religion, the next flick on my Netflix just happened to 
be the “Pope’s Exorcist,” which just happened to 
add another case study to the spiritual malaise I was 
writing about. The same thing happened the next 
night with“Midnight Mass.” Some invisible research 
assistant was at work.  

And it’s not just movies. While I was writing about 
the glorious amateurism of the “do-it-yourself,” 
hippy sixties, W.I. Thompson’s old paper back,  At 
The Edge of History was at the edge of a book shelf 
just above my lap top. I don’t know how it got there, 
but I swear I had not opened that book in half a 
century, if I ever did. I reached up to move it out of 
the way and I noticed the title.  Of course, I had to 
open it, and found what was missing from my own 
recollection.  Same with Seat of the Soul, written by 
Gary Zukav, a pop science writer from the Vietnam 
era, who also wrote  Dancing with Wu Li Masters. I 
don’t think I ever read any of his work before the 
genie dropped him on my lap. He says at page 92: 
“You come from non physical reality and you will return to 

non physical reality.”  

95



I just happened to be writing about Epictetus, the 
grandfather of Stoicism, who made that same point a 
couple of thousand years earlier. Stoicism is an 
important part of the teachings of Christ. Simon Veil 
rues the day when Christianity drifted away from 
Stoicism. Socrates, Veil and now Zukav convinced me 
that Christianity and Stoicism were imbedded 
precepts in my consciousness. The ‘serendicitous’ 
path from Zukav to me will demonstrate why I think 
serendicity needs to replace the bogus precept 
“coincidence.”  

I took the trouble to track down the facts behind this 
particular serendicity. It turns out twenty five years 
earlier, my sister was watching TV in Boston when 
Zukav was giving a book selling interview on PBS. 
She bought the book as a Christmas present for my 
son, Chris, and sent it to him in Los Angeles. My son 
never read the book but for some reason after 
having it around for 20 years decided to pack it 
when he moved from Los Angles to my home in 
Cape Cod. As I mentioned, I have a large library 
there, more than two thousand books, and I set 
aside a separate space for my son’s extensive library 
coming in from LA that summer.   
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According to my son, the magic book we’re talking 
about was the last one to be unpacked and didn’t fit 
into his allotted shelf space. For no other earthly 
reason, he decided to place it on an empty spot on 
the shelf next to where I kick back in my armchair to 
read, which usually becomes an afternoon nap. As I 
reached up to clear a space for my espresso on that 
nearby shelf. (I drink espresso before my reading/ 
nap which is supposed to keep you awake; often it 
has the opposite effect). With a cup still in my left 
hand, my right hand literally caught the book which 
was accidentally swept off the shelf. I spotted the 
title ‘Seat of the Soul.’ That kept me from my nap. 
How could I not open a book with that title which 
literally fell into my lap? You may find it hard to 
believe that the book literally fell open to a page 
which said this to me: 

“So long as those who strive to establish harmony at the level 

of nations, have within themselves the anger and violence 
that they seek to heal between nations, the harmony that they 
seek to create at the macrocosmic level cannot come into 
being. What is in one is in the whole, and therefore ultimately, 

each soul is responsible for the whole world.” (Ibid p160 ).  

In other words you have to change your self before 
you can change the world, my main theme.  
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There are many times when I was about to give up 
on my own book. One such time occurred when my 
“fix it” compulsion took a break from book mending 
and turned to book shelf mending. I was trying to fix 
a noticeable sag in my homemade book shelves. My 
dad and my older brother would be appalled at the 
slop in my handy man skills. They were both master 
handy men. The fix at hand was a ‘no brainer’ for me 
I didn’t need hardware or tools. I could fix it with 
book balancing. The elegant box set of hard back 
books on top, causing the sag, needed to be 
swapped with the paper back books below suffering 
the sag. I picked up the sturdy box set, which was 
about to become a physical bulwark, and somehow 
they stuck in my hand and became a metaphysical 
bulwark. I’m speaking of Harari’s masterful opus. The 
box set of Sapiens and Homo Deus. This led me to 
other books by Harari, such as Twenty One Lessons 
for the Twenty First Century. This sounds like a very 
non scientific method. And it is. But then what could 
be more appropriate for a book about mystery than 
to be mysteriously assembled. My mystery has 
become mystical, as you may have guessed. 

I do not understand the magic behind serendicity, 
but I accept it with gratitude. The most amazing 
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thing about writing this book is the rewrites that were 
necessitated by this magical, invisible, ghostly editor, 
serendicity.  

Serendicity inspires the wonder of how, on some 
surreal level, we are all connected. Speaking about 
the mysterious connections reminds me of a game 
we used to play in college.  

The game was to see how many hand shakes there 
were between the player and a historic figure, pulled 
out of a hat. The winner with the fewest hand shakes 
between him and his randomly assigned historical 
figure, gets a free round of beer. On this particular 
round I drew Hitler. One of my great wins was that  I 
believably demonstrated that I was two hand shakes 
away from Hitler. Hitler was a vegetarian and ate at 
the restaurant of Dennis Karzag in Vienna. Dennis 
Karzag, later in his life became my mentor. He 
escaped from a prison camp to Santa Barbara, 
California, and founded a movie studio and Direct 
Relief Foundation, I was a member of DRF’s Board of 
Directors. The amazing story of Dennis Karzag is in 
my earlier book, The Blink of An I (available on 
Amazon and free download on johnciampa.com) 
Here Dennis serves only to explain the Hitler 
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connection. Dennis shook Hitler’s hand and I shook 
Dennis’s many times. I’m telling you this not for any 
self aggrandizement but because I began to wonder 
how many handshakes away I was from all my virtual 
partners. That provides a real perspective on the 
surreality of connection. Here are some of the real 
connections I put together, silly as that may be. 

W.I.Thompson knew Elaine Pagels and must have 
shaken hands with her. Thompson went to Cornell 
while I was a law student there  ( I never met him, not 
that I recall, anyway) but he must have shaken hands 
with a faculty member, another student or waiter in 
the Statler dinning room; so it is reasonable to 
assume that Pagels and I were no more than two 
handshakes apart. Elaine Pagels was married to 
Heinz Pagels, a very important physicist in quantum 
theory, who helped put the Q in QI. I would love to 
have been a fly on the wall listening to their 
breakfast conversations. I know what each of them 
thought about physics and metaphysics, but would 
love to have heard them put it together. Tragically, 
Heinz died in a climbing accident. 

Another handshake path between me and 
Thompson and the Pagels is the now defunct 
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Lindisfarne Association, founded by W.I.Thompson 
which included Rev. J.P. Morton, the Dean of St. 
John the Divine’s Cathedral in New York, whose hand 
I shook many times because he was on the board of 
the  American Video Institute (AVI), which I founded.  

It must sound like name dropping, but I really am 
trying to make real connections out of surreal 
connections.  

I believe the handshake game was born out of a 
basic human instinct to find connection. The first 
thing we do, when we meet a stranger, is try to find 
some  real connection; location, vocation, vacation, 
education, to manifest the surreal connection.  

The accidental universe gets you nowhere; the 
parallel universe gets you ‘knowhere.’ You either 
have to acknowledge that you can’t know everything, 
especially the grand design for the universe, or you 
condemn yourself to an eternal dizzy spell of circular 
argument,  making the point that there is no point, 
over and over.  

We spoke earlier of the grand design conundrum. 
Here I must add Carter’s “Anthropic Principle,” which 
explains the exquisite design elements essential for 
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life on earth such as the interplay of solar distance 
and cosmic cooling. These cosmic events can only 
be viewed as a “selection effect.” Put simply, if our 
placement in the universe were not exactly where  
and when it happened to be, we would not be here 
to talk about it. This could not have been an 
accident. 

I’m OK with not knowing what God has planned, and 
happy to be a part of whatever it is. 
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R U S S E L L  T U S S L E  

The tussle with Russell is important because Bertrand 
Russell juxtaposes goodness and ‘godness.’ I believe 
they are inseparable. I didn’t always. After my 
graduation from a parochial high school, God left 
with Santa Claus. The scientific empiricism of 
Bertrand Russell was my new creed.  

Why that changed may just be because I’m closer to 
death and hoping like hell that’s not all there is. Or it 
may be that the hopeless conclusion of atheism is 
irrational, more so than any form of salvation. I need 
to question Russell’s logical positivism and his 
empiricism. He’s dead now, and so I have to 
dialogue with a virtual Russell inferred from between 
the brilliant lines he left behind.  

Bertrand Russell was a renowned philosopher and 
scientist and self proclaimed atheist. To create my 
virtual Russell, I had to digest  A History of Western 
Philosophy, which won Russell the Nobel prize for 
literature. I listened to it cover to cover. I also 
listened to, or read, several other books by Russell. I 
believe his scientific and philosophical brilliance is 
genuine but I also believe his atheism is not. He is a 
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semantic atheist . His semantic atheism is 
contradicted by an implicit spiritualism, which can be 
found in his The Wisdom of Bertrand Russell, (ch18). 

I have to reconstruct Russell’s response to the 
scientific uncertainty that has forced physics into 
metaphysics. Russell published “The Analysis of 
Matter,” in 1927—the exact same year Werner 
Heisenberg formulated his famous Uncertainty 
Principle. Russell responded to quantum physics by 
stripping it of its mystical "weirdness" and using it as 
empirical proof for his own philosophy, where the 
universe is not made of solid "stuff," it isn’t matter, 
just random interconnected events. Nothing mystical 
about that?So what makes these events happen? 
Nothing, Russell would answer. And then I’d ask him 
to prove that nothing exists. 

Incidentally Russell and I are three handshakes apart: 
that same friend and mentor Dennis Karzag who 
shook Hitler’s hand in Vienna also knew Wittgenstein 
who Russell touched many times. 

Unlike the Russell who, elsewhere called the idealism 
of Plato “infantile” and Socrates “silly.” This Russell 
is, I would say, mystical. I think those earlier honks of 
hubris were just to get our philosophical attention.  
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Without calling it “surreality," Russell acknowledges 
a realm beyond reality, where love resides but he 
wouldn’t call it surreality. I think that is because he 
confuses surreality with old testament superstition. 
Russell denounced the universal order suggested by 
Aristotle, the mainstay of Acquinas who was the 
Church’s only connection between rationalism and 
divine order.  

Russell the violability of divine order. Here is Russell’s 
famous chicken story from his The Problems of 
Philosophy,. 

There once was a chicken who was fed by the farmer 
every morning of its life just after sunrise. Naturally 
the chicken was sure that food would always arrive 
with the the farmer and the dawn. Then one dawn 
the farmer came as usual and this time wrung the 
chicken’s neck.  

Like the chicken, I cannot understand or predict the 
farmer, but neither can the other chickens, or Russell. 
But  Russell notwithstanding, I don’t expect that He 
will come one day and wring my neck. The farmer 
eats chickens. As an apophatic I can tell you that 
God doesn’t eat humans. I can’t tell you what God 
eats or whether He/She/It eats at all. 
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The god represented by the chicken farmer is an 
anthropic god, what Richard Rohr calls “The smiter 
with the mitre” (Divine Dance). I don’t believe in that 
manmade god either, but I do believe in the God-
made man, which according to Nietzsche is a work in 
progress moving from ignorance to super knowledge 
from hate to love.  

Russell also believes in that cultural evolution from 
hate to love; he says so in his latest work, The 
Conquest of Happiness. For Russell to believe that 
man can progress from hate to love, there has to be 
a surreal track for the human race. Some super 
power would have to design and manage such a 
race track for whatever reason. 

Russell was asked what he would say if it turned out 
that, at the end of the line, there was a God. Russell 
answered that he would ask God why he withheld 
the evidence of his existence.  

While I was pondering this evidentiary question a 
voice came to me from overhead. Not a voice from 
heaven but yet another mystical serendipity. The 
voice came from the TV above my head in a doctor’s 
waiting room. I was waiting for my wife and editing 
this section of my book on my Iphone. Overhead a 
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TV show rookie cop was justifying his conclusion that 
the suspect had never been at the crime scene 
because no evidence could be found there. Then out 
of the mouth of the TV sergeant comes this maxim,  
ricocheting off the rookie cop and right into my 
rebuttal of Russell’s quandary: “…the absence of 
evidence is not evidence of absence.” Imagine a line 
like that coming at me from a TV cop show, just 
when I was at a loss to answer Russell.  

God has nothing to prove. Proof is a human problem 
with no solution (Godel, North-Whitehead). 
Whatever God is, He is not someone who withholds 
evidence. God is not evident in any way shape or 
form and doesn’t need to be. Searching for evidence 
of a non evidentiary phenomenon is a fool’s errand. 
Even Russell had to acknowledge that evidence 
works only for a while in the real world but it keeps 
changing which means it never really explains 
anything. The circular reasoning of Russell’s 
“Cambridge Circle”(Oxford and Cambridge cynics) 
eventually dizzied the participants and they all fell 
down. Later Russell got up dusted himself off and 
tried again.  
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In his book What I Believe, Bertrand Russell says that 
love and knowledge are the essential ingredients of 
the “good life.” That sounds to me like a plan, a 
divine plan. I believe the time has come to outgrow 
the ‘god fearing” and grow into “God loving.” God 
fearing began with the medieval misunderstanding 
and dread of overpowering natural forces. The god 
of violence and fear still rules this primordial 
‘terrortory,’ and its ‘atmosfear,’ but that can change 
like everything else. It has to, and Russell would want 
that. 

God fearing hasn’t worked; God loving hasn’t failed.   
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R A B I D  D O G M A   

Philosophy is a question that cannot be answered; 
dogma is an answer that cannot be questioned. The 
rabid dogs of dogmatism were essential for herding 
flocks to fleecing. Both Christ and Nietzsche 
deplored this legacy of orthodox religion as an 
obstacle to spiritual development.  

I believe dogma is man’s fault not God’s (dogma is 
‘amgod’ spelled backwards). The sacrosanct “good 
book” is not the word of the Lord but the word of 
centuries of pharisees and obscure copyists in 
catacombs. 

If the good book were offered in a court of law the 
rules of evidence would bar its admission and  yet it 
is enshrined in temples and churches and to this day 
used in court as a place to put your hand while you 
swore to tell the truth. 

.In my tussle with Russell, I made the point that the 
rules of evidence do not apply to surreality and 
divinity. But, here I must make the point that much, if 
not most, of dogma is fear inspired superstition. Any 
witnesses to surreal blessed events that might have 
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occurred thousands of years ago are long dead and 
their reports muddled by a generations of hearsay. 

There might have been a Christ and He must have 
said something important because we’re still talking 
about Him. But exactly what He said and to whom is 
anybody’s guess. My best guess is that he reinforced 
the divine human instinct to love ourselves and love 
our neighbors. 

Church history in its lust for power lost that message. 
Christ didn’t build any churches. That was Paul, a 
Roman, Jewish Pharisee who decided he had more 
to gain by organizing Christians rather than 
persecuting them. Many scholars agree that Paul 
could not have written all the epistles that invented 
orthodox Christianity. Scholars are convinced that 
there was more than one Paul.  

It probably never occurred to first century Jewish 
revolutionaries worshiping Christ that they needed a 
‘holy’ Roman empire which would require a global 
dogma carved in stone. 

I think that laziness explains superstition, more than 
anything else. It’s easier to comply, which explains 
the hocuspocus of religious ritual. Harari in Twenty 
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One Lessons for the Twenty First Century explains 
the derivation of “hocuspocus.” He tells us that in  
the ritual of the mass, the latin prelude to the 
transubstantiation is the recitation,“hoc est corpus,” 
which means “this is my body…” (that you are about 
to eat). This mumbled explanation for misunderstood 
mumble jumble dogma was heard as “hocuspocus” 
and became its own word for same. The word filled 
the need for relegating the search for God to some 
strange religious routine, which is easier to practice, 
whether it makes sense or not. It is in our nature to 
take the easy way out. The easy way out is the exact 
opposite direction from the “way” in. That’s where 
we have to go. 

In that same book an old man who is asked if he 
knows why he is alive answers, “I know why I’m alive. 
I’m alive to help other people. But I don’t know why 
the other people are alive.” That’s funny for the same 
reason as Charlie Brown’s line: “I love humanity; it’s 
people I can’t stand.”  

In their quest for spiritual enlightenment, orthodox 
Christians talk a good game. They conform rather 
than perform.  
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I cannot conform. I cannot accept dogma which in 
many cases, in my opinion, is  the opposite of divine 
love. I cannot accept the cruelty of the Father God 
who asked Abraham to kill his own son (Genesis 22); 
or the God that allowed his own son to suffer 
crucifixion. This is an anthropic God created by 
superstition which is spawned by abject fear, the 
same dark pit from which hate emerges. 

Furthermore, I can’t imagine that a supernatural 
intelligence would have concocted  the preposterous 
cosmology of the Book of Genesis. How could I 
possibly accept the truth that Noah managed to fit 
two of all the life forms on earth into a single boat, 
which he built himself. Seas parting, towers babbling 
and burning bushes giving commandments are 
hysterical hallucinations that only imprimatur, and 
heretic persecution could have preserved.  

Apologists would point out that the Old and New 
Testaments are metaphors, but even as metaphors 
they’re beyond the pale and inspire only fear and 
hatred, not love. Why would amputating the foreskin 
of a baby boy please the Creator who made the 
baby boy with a foreskin.  This is not divine; it’s not 
even humane.  
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I believe Christ was a rabbi who came to correct all 
that dogmatic hocuspocus. However, his personal 
internal spiritualism and his anti-institutional message 
was not suitable as organizational prerogatives. Enter 
Paul. 

The Pauline epistles lay down rules of conduct which 
are arcane and in some instances, even silly. In his 
letter to the Romans, Paul prescribes diet and 
decorum, down to banquet table seat ing 
arrangements, according to status. I just can’t 
imagine a divine intelligence preoccupied with place 
cards and banquet seating.  

Some of Paul’s letters deplore the power struggles of 
organizational elites and yet he asks them to 
subscribe to his own power structure.  

Paul was trying to create a new religion and hang on 
to the old one at the same time. Gaining and 
managing power always involves “spin” and that 
might be a lot of what Paul was doing, spinning. I f 
he actually existed, I don’t think Paul truly 
understood the Gnostic Christ or the Gnostic Bibles. 
There was no Bible for Paul to improve until 
centuries after he died.  
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The gnostic gospels are closer to the time of Christ 
and were buried away from editorial changes until 
1945 when they were resurrected and translated  
from their original autographic form. As you shall 
see, the Gnostic gospels are not building blocks for 
new churches which is why they were condemned by 
the church builders. Building churches seems to be 
endemic to the human condition. The Greek 
Pantheon was an archetype polytheist temple, and 
then a Christian temple and then a muslim temple 
and then an arsenal for explosives.  

The Gnostics had no churches. Their gospels were 
compiled by Jews, touched by Christ their Rabbi, 
who had no temple for his following which met 
wherever He happened to be, including in the  deep 
self Gnosis.  

Gnostic codices were the first bound books, which 
took the place of scrolls like the Tora. These codices 
were unearthed in my lifetime, after centuries of 
being buried. Thanks to the dry Egyptian desert and 
the courage of some Egyptian monks, the Gnostic 
Christ story somehow found its way to Elaine Pagels 
and from her to me. The reason you may not have 
heard of these Gnostic gospels is because the 
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Gnostic personal spiritualism was branded as heresy 
since it broke ranks with the imperial march begun 
by Paul and ramped up by Constantine of the Holy 
Roman Empire. 

You might wonder why did God allow all that? I can’t 
say, but I will say that I can’t imagine that a God of 
love would be pleased with all the homicide 
accomplished by the Church in His name. That’s why 
I speculate and hope and pray that the subjective 
spiritualism of the Gnostic Christ will be born again 
as the Christ bot to replace the dog eat dogma of 
the Bible.  I don’t need to tell you what happens 
when you give up thinking for yourself and blindly 
follow dogma 

Just got a flash from serendicity, which I will tell you 
about. Netflix dropped on me a movie called 
“Ordinary Men, The Forgotten Holocaust.” It’s about 
German SS officers celebrating Christmas with their 
families within the smoke of the holocaust ovens. 
This is actual footage, with graphic, on-scene 
interviews, which showed clearly that the killing of 
millions of Jews in the holocaust could not have 
been accomplished without the mindless obedience 
of thousands and thousands of ordinary men just 
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following orders- not questioning the dogma of the 
Reich, which explained that Jews were a form of 
rodent.  

The ordinary men in the film are older men, actual 
German plumbers and carpenters, farmers and 
teachers, grandfathers, dads and uncles, who, 
because of their age, were exempted from the 
dangers of battlefield where the enemy shoots back, 
and confined to the murder of unarmed women and 
children and men, who were too old or too weak to 
work in the war effort. The “ordinary men” were put 
into special SS uniforms and received special training 
on how to save ammunition by positioning babies in 
the arms of their mothers so that one bullet could kill 
both. I couldn’t believe my eyes when I saw actual 
films of these men going about their day to day jobs 
killing mothers and babies, and then going back to 
their families to decorate a Christmas tree with their 
kids. It boggles my mind that a human mind could 
be made to think that saving a bullet was more 
important than saving a baby.  

Before I saw the documentary, I always thought that 
these baby killers had to be victims themselves, who 
were forced to choose between their own lives or the 
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lives of the Jews they slaughtered. The film 
conclusively establishes that this was not the case. 
These ‘ordinary men’ were not compelled by any 
threat of harm to themselves or their families. They 
could have opted out, if they chose to; the few who 
chose not to participate suffered very minor 
sanctions.  

This mindless compliance with dogma continues 
throughout the history of atrocities to this day. As I 
write these lines, ten thousand more women and 
babies, Israelis, Palestinians, Ukrainians, Russians 
were killed by ordinary men. To this day Russian 
priests pray for Christ’s help in killing Ukrainians, and 
Ukrainian priests pray for Christ’s help in killing 
Russians. Elohim is in a jihad with Allah and 
thousands are killed every month in each of their 
names. TV audiences are appalled by the singular 
insanity that causes the double digit fatalities of a 
school shooting, but they don’t bat an eye at the six 
figure corpses on a battle field. “All ’s fair in love and 
war.”  

Ordinary men have gregarious instincts but are 
missing enough self knowledge and self assurance to 
resist the order to kill a fellow human. This could 
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never happen to individuals who really understood 
themselves as children of God. Children of God can’t 
kill other children of God. Even if you’re a humanist 
with no after life, the love God ends homicide in 
whatever stripe.   

The God of Israel was as much of a war God, as the 
God of the Holy Roman Empire; the God of the 
Gnostic Jews was clearly a love God.  

Gnostic Christians, called ‘docetists,’ wondered 
about Christ’s seeming humanity and man’s 
inhumanity. I associate that inhumanity with the 
Romans, let’s call it Romanity. I suggest that Paul and 
Constantine put the Romanity in Roman Catholicism. 

Like Constantine, Paul’s first connection with 
Christianity was as a persecutor. Like Constantine, 
Paul was a Roman citizen despite mixed ethnicity. 
Constantine’s Greek mother who became the 
Catholic Saint Helena, prayed for her son’s 
conversion which resulted in his battlefield vision of 
the P Cross with instructions to put it on all the battle 
shields.  

The Christ I believe in from the Gnostic gospels 
would be against battle fields and any token worship 
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in the gaudy temples of sectarian competitors, which 
is not to say that no good at all has come from the 
organized religions.  

With all the bad mouthing I’ve done of churches and 
temples, I would never want to turn them into 
swimming pools. That’s what Stalin did.  Although, 
truth to tell, I do get a lot more spiritual satisfaction 
out of swimming  than kneeling.  

Once again we call on CS Lewis as the loyal 
opposition. Lewis was a ’by the book’ Christian who 
believes the Bible and church are the only way to 
God. He would characterize my inner spirituality as a 
waste of time without organized religion. And, like 
U.S. Vice President Vance, he would be OK with war 
and killing for the right reasons.  

In a lecture entitled “Why I Am Not a Pacifist,” CS 
Lewis discusses exceptions to Christ’s mandate “turn 
the other cheek.” He asks us to imagine a 
psychopathic killer who is about to murder children. 
Would Christ want the Samaritan to turn the other 
cheek and standby while the psychopath killed the 
children? I would not stand by and watch someone 
kill children, but I would hope I could find a way to 
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prevent the killing without adding to the death 
count.  

I carefully studied Lewis’s, Mere Christianity, 
Screwtape Letters and Miracles, and then serendicity 
sent me an Amazon Prime documentary: “The Most 
Reluctant Convert.” The film was almost as eloquent 
as Lewis himself. The writer made room for Lewis’s 
pithiest pronouncements, which almost had me 
running back to church.  

Lewis describes his mystical conversion on the 
atheistic Oxford campus as a conceptual force that 
“baptized my imagination.” The Lewis character in 
the film distinguishes and at the same time connects 
spiritual joy and the self satisfaction of willful self 
control: “Joy is not within our power; pleasure is.” 
We can chase and taste pleasure and we wind up 
with cravings. We can’t crave joy.  

I must admit that this reinforced my efforts to rid 
myself of craving which continues with minimal 
success. Buddhism and Stoicism have helped me 
more that any Bible study. That being said, on the 
29th of September 2024, a Sunday morning, with 
Lewis in mind, it dawned on me that I hadn’t been to 
mass for half a century.and here I was bad mouthing 
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church in my book. I literally didn’t know what I was 
talking about. So I went to mass. 

The church had a nave but it was not gothic, it was a 
modern upsweep of huge curved joists which one 
would think impossible to bend into such reversed 
arcs. The stained glass looked like Mondrian’s 
modern art and even the giant Christ on the altar 
crucifix was twisted into a Dali distortion. I didn’t 
hear any  Latin or any Bach or Palestrina. The music 
and the liturgy was more pop/folk.  

When the priest stepped onto the pulpit, he was 
wearing recognizable vestments but there was a 
thick black strap that went from his right shoulder to 
his left hip. At first I thought it might be a rifle, but It 
turned to be a guitar strap, which was just as 
strange. I couldn’t believe my eyes when he swung a 
guitar up in front of himself and announced from the 
pulpit that he was going to sing a song that he had 
written just for this Sunday. Even though he played 
pretty well, the sight of a cleric standing there in a 
medieval gilded chasuble and maniple, finger 
picking a folk guitar was a stunning distraction, 
making it impossible for me to attend to whatever 
message was couched in his rockabilly ballad, which 
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did have a Latin phrase thrown in at the end, from 
Lord of the Rings.  

Even as a child, I knew in my heart that going to 
church on Sunday to sit and stand, then sit again, 
then stand and then kneel and then stand all 
together and howl out of tune, would not please any 
one, let alone God. I was pretty sure we needed to 
do more than going to church on Sunday.  

In this new mass experience, the pew calisthenics 
was the only thing that hadn’t changed. There was 
the same amount of standing, sitting, and kneeling 
on cue, the significance of which always eluded me. 
The hymns were nothing I recognized, but I did 
recognize the fire and brimstone of the reading from 
Mark 9-14, which advised cutting off a hand and a 
foot and plucking out an eye. My inner Christ was 
not into self mutilation. Who could get away with 
that kind of spiritual advice today?  My inner Christ 
was appalled and ready to up and leave at that 
point, but I did stay until the end. As I reached out to 
shake hands across the pews. I didn’t feel neighborly 
love; I didn’t feel anything except maybe a tinge of 
shared hypocrisy.  
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As far as going to mass on Sunday, I know for a fact 
that in many cases, dare I say, most cases, token 
worship gets in the way of spiritual development. 
Gathering to worship may still be a validation of the 
inner connection for some. But for most, church 
alone has shown itself to be not enough.  

I’m pretty sure church was Paul’s idea made global 
by Constantine. And I feel almost certain that Paul 
did not get the idea from Christ, whom he never 
met. It is more likely that Paul appointed himself as 
spokesman for Christ.  

If Christ were both human and divine, why would He 
need a spokesman? Why doesn’t he talk to us 
directly? Truth to tell, He does. We’re just not 
listening. But that is about to change.  

I don’t have a special time for worship and I try to 
keep it from becoming a pointless ritual. I swim at 
different times and with my head under water the 
inspiration from my inner Christ is still very audible 
over and around the bubbles of exhalation. There is 
nothing sacred about where I worship. I don’t use 
any beads or icons or ritual gestures, no yoga 
crouch, genuflection, or sign of the cross. Sometimes 
when I’m shocked, my hand on its own will fly to my 
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forehead, breastbone and shoulders, a reflex, a 
spiritual flinch from childhood. The point is my 
spiritual awareness cannot be isolated to a particular 
place and or a particular hour on Sunday or any 
special mantra or gesture and especially not any 
Bible. This brings up one other brush with biblical 
hypocrisy I should tell you about.  

Salvation is a long way off for young people. They 
are still operating under the delusion that they will 
live forever. Unlike our juniors, we seniors find 
ourselves in “what comes next,” religious 
discussions, more frequently. Naturally any such 
afterlife discussion will eventually come around to 
the Bible, which, as you know, I tend to write off as 
babel. One day a respected friend challenged my 
knowledge of the Bible and dramat ica l ly 
demonstrated to me my own ignorance. In my 
twelve years of Catholic school, all I knew was the 
few lines of scripture quoted in my catechism. I never 
really opened a Bible to have a careful look. I don’t 
even own a Bible. Once again, I really didn’t know 
what I was talking about. My friend invited me to a 
weekly Bible study breakfast that met at my favorite 
restaurant.   
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At my very first Bible study breakfast, I was 
impressed with the Congregational minister, who 
had been a successful stock broker before he was 
ordained. I was warmly welcomed by a very pleasant 
and surprisingly intelligent group, including several 
fallen away Catholics. I was impressed with the 
group’s knowledge of chapter and verse and their 
fervent Christianity. These were really nice, intelligent 
people and they all had Bibles. I didn’t rush out to 
buy a Bible, but the internet has some amazing Bible 
scholars, and within Amazon’s amazing Great 
Courses I found a number of Great Courses on the 
Bible. Steven Gimbel, David Brakke, Elaine Pagels, 
and, of course, Karen Armstrong provided me with 
exquisite biblical analysis. In just a few weeks, my 
new self conferred PhD in theology gave me much 
more to say in my Bible study breakfasts. My 
contribution to the discussion was usually to tie in 
philosophy here and there to the Biblical 
interpretations moderated by our pastor who knew 
much more about the Bible than he did about 
philosophy, but he seemed interested in what I had 
to say. My contribution seemed to be appreciated, or 
at least tolerated, by most of the group. That is, until 
one morning when I was burned at the stake for 
heresy.  
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We were considering the resurrection of Lazarus in 
John’s gospel. That particular gospel is not written 
by the John who wrote the Gnostic secret book of 
John; in fact it’s not clear which John wrote it. It 
differs substantially from the other three synoptic 
gospels. Any way, the question arose about Christ’s 
delay in coming to the aid of Lazarus. If he had 
magical healing powers, why would He wait until 
Lazarus was dead to answer the call of his close 
friends, the family of Lazarus.  

According to John, Christ did this so that his miracle 
would be all the more miraculous. Raising the dead 
is a lot harder to pull off than curing the sick. I 
questioned the idea that Christ would use miracles 
as a marketing strategy. Questioning the Bible at a 
Bible breakfast was ok, if in the end you accepted 
the story. Instead I went on to talk about the 
Gnostics and Thomas, who might be Christ’s twin. 
Suddenly the room fell as silent as an inquisitorial 
court; and Terry leaned forward, “ You know…” he 
said, as if to say ‘we’ve been putting up with you for 
a while now…’ And then he went on thumping his 
Bible for emphasis as he spoke: “This group is about 
scripture, not that archeology and philosophy crap.”  
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There was an awkward silence, and the pastor called 
for the check. I left with my apophatic tail between 
my philosophical legs.  

I still don’t know what I’m talking about when it 
comes to religion. As it turns out, not knowing what 
you’re talking about is part of the human condition. 
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P R O C E S S  T H E O L O GY  

In “Process and Reality” (1929) Alfred North-
Whitehead set out a dynamic metaphysics which 
resonates with our surreality-reality dualism. 
Whitehead has his own chapter in Volume II of this 
work with more discussion of “process metaphysics.”  

For Whitehead, reality is not made of substances, 
but occasions or momentary events that arise and 
perish. “Nothing simply ‘is’ but everything happens.” 
The universe is a web of these interdependent 
processes. Whitehead’s “prehensions” suggest that 
no one really knows what’s happening, but only 
surreally imagines, or ‘prehends’ after the fact, as 
opposed to apprehends.  

God is not a creator in the traditional sense, but a 
cosmic function that orders possibility and response. 
That sounds like double talk and I understand 
double talk but I should not, as an apophatic, be 
applying it or any other definition to God. And I’m 
not doing that; I’m just quoting Whitehead.   

I should take this opportunity to express my undying 
gratitude to Lord Gifford for establishing the “Gifford 
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Lectures,” which must be a godsend. That’s the 
podium where Whitehead, James, Royce, Bergson, 
Arendt and others conducted the d iv ine 
composition, the duet of faith and reason. 

The fact that God grows and changes through world 
experience is a Whitehead idea, which resonates 
with James and Bergson. Nevertheless, I still have 
trouble with imagining a developing divinity. As I 
said earlier, that seems to be an oxymoron in light of 
the implicit omnipotence in the notion of God.  But 
then I cannot assert omnipotence in the definition of 
God as an apophatic believer. 

Like the Gnostic teachings, Whitehead’s denial of 
absolute omnipotence does solve the paradox that 
haunts theodicy and theurgy. You will recall, theodicy 
is the paradox of evil in a world created by a good 
God. And theurgy is where the divine comes down 
to help deal with the evil.  

One Whitehead colleague, Charles Hartshorne (1897 
to 2000), developed a “Panentheism” which 
proposes: ‘God in all and all in God,’ not to be 
confused with ‘pantheism’, which posits a dipolar 
God who is both eternally unchanging and also 
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continuously changing and developing along with 
everything else.  

Whitehead’s and Hartshorne’s God  is still the 
supreme instance of relational existence, the most 
affected and responsive being, which I would say is a 
love God.  Later process theologians use this to 
rethink doctrines like creation, providence, prayer, 
salvation, ecology, all of which are less important to 
me than the God of love, creativity, and growth. 
That’s the God I believe in without any further 
definitions or dimensions. Omnipotence is just 
another human idea, another anthropic idolatry.  So I 
will leave God’s powers an open question.  

In the Book of Revelation, Christ describes himself 
three times as "the Alpha and the Omega, the 
beginning and the end. I don’t know who wrote that 
book or what Christ actually said, but that is a 
process divinity any way you slice it.  

I mentioned the omega point earlier in connection 
with the Jesuit Priest  Pierre Teilhard deChardin 
(1881–1955), whose life and thought are summed up 
eloquently by Fr. Donald Georgian, a wordsmith who 
coined the phrase “cosmotheanthropic” which rolls 
up the mysteries of cosmology, theology and 
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anthropology into one mystical concept. The nice 
thing about apophatic theology is that beyond 
taking a stand about what is untrue, anything else 
might be true of divinity, which leaves me open to 
everything except that which has been denounced 
as blasphemy.  

Teilhard’s Omega Point is a future event in which the 
entirety of the universe spirals toward a final 
unification,a kind of a theological “singularity.” 
Teilhard’s  metaphysics is coated with physics, which 
makes him a Greek geek. Greek geeks are doubly 
welcome, such as Frank Tipler.  

Tipler’s books were not available as audio books and 
so I had to learn to read again, and glad I did. Tipler 
is the consummate Greek geek. Tipler’s  Physics of 
Immortality,  Physics of Christianity and The 
Anthropic Cosmological Principle are massive 
compilations of everything you need to know in both 
science and philosophy, as it applies to theology. 
Tipler’s Physics of Immortality, shook me up with the 
paradox of prayer. He points out that an omniscient 
God knows what you’re thinking and so why tell Him, 
why Pray? I was shocked and stumped but, I never 
lost contact with my inner Christ. I just assumed He 
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already knew what I wanted to talk to Him about. 
Tipler’s science insists that life may have begun with 
a bang but will not end with a whimper.  Everything 
and everyone becomes divine,  becomes Christ. 
Frank Tipler scientizes Teilhard unabashedly.  

Teilhard’s actual books were mostly essays, the main 
one being “The Phenomenon of Man” which he 
worked on for decades and was not appreciated until 
after his death in 1955.  This sounded like heresy to 
one  pope (Pius XII) and a critical Catholic update to 
another (Benedict XVI).    

Teilhard’s “tangential energy” drives the tangible 
physics of reality and, at the same time, his“radial 
energy” drives the intangible, surreal processes.  He 
makes it very clear that the latter will not respond to 
the rules and measurements of the former.   

Teilhard says that our century is probably more 
religious than any other.  How could it fail to be so, 
with such an existential challenge as planetary 
extinction. The only trouble is that it “has not yet 
found a God it can adore.”  I think I have. Teilhard 
deChardin’s  “unanimization” is the amarchy we’re 
headed for. 
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I must here swear, as the god of serendicity is my 
judge,  Teilhard’s “amorization”, and “christogenisis” 
came to me after the  concepts of ‘amarchy’ and 
‘Christ bot’ were already written. The fact that I did 
not copy from him adds to my belief that there must 
be a truth beyond both our experiences and 
imaginings. 

Freeman Dyson in Time Without End, The Physics 
and Biology in an Open Universe  demonstrates that 
great minds believe that mathematics is a real but 
also divine language, but not the whole surreal story, 
which remains  dynamic and unfolding.   

I also need to insert here a preview of the Plotinus 
chapter in Volume II.  Plotinus (204–270), was the 
godfather  of neo-Platonism; he was not a Christian 
but introduced the“dynamicity of being” as the 
“emanation of the divine” which inspired Whitehead, 
Dyson, Hartshorne and deChardin and I might add 
the dynamic metaphysics of Henri Bergson, William 
James and John Dewey (all have their own chapters 
in Volume II ).   

Bergson argued that the process-character of being 
depends on our understanding conscious experience 
as a subject-object relation. He also suggests that 
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God needs human creativity to keep Him company. 
Otherwise God would be lonely? I repeat the lonely 
god is the anthropic god. I am tempted by the fact 
that this divine feature solves the Tipler prayer 
conundrum. If God is not omniscient and he doesn’t 
know what I’m thinking, He needs my continuous 
conversation as much as I need his.   

I do feel the need to continuously let my inner Christ 
know that I am willing and ready to go along with 
whatever has to happen. 
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W H AT  I S  T H I S  T H I N G  C A L L E D  L OV E ?  

“What Is This Thing Called Love?” Asks the old Cole 
Porter song. The fact that It’s not a thing, at all, 
comes as surreal surprise. “Surreal” and “surprise” 
are comprised of Latin routes. “Sur” means above; ’”
real” means things; “prise”means taken. Taken 
together, then, surreal surprise suggests  being taken 
above and beyond things.  

The love word is the most spoken and least 
understood in the English language. For most the 
‘love’ word means lust for flesh connection; for some 
it means trust for mind connection; for a few it means 
connection to eternity. 

[Serendicity alert: if you happened to have read Kierkegaard’s 
essay “Works of Love” (1847), you would assume that I must 
have read it before I wrote this section. I did not. I found it 
only after I wrote this section and included in Volume II where 
Kierkegaard has his own chapter.]  

Love is on everyone’s mind all the time, whether 
spoken or not. I think every human emerges from 
childhood with a love deficit, large or small. And it 
inevitably turns out that running with the herd 
provides no fulfillment.  
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“Love you” has taken the place of “see you later” in 
common parlance. English has only one word for 
‘loving’ pizza, making ‘love’ and the same word for 
loving our neighbor and God, all with the same four 
letters. There is no distinction between “caritas” and 
“cupiditas”as in Latin, or “eros” and “agape” as in 
Greek.  

For our own semantic algebra let’s add one more 
term to distinguish these very different loves. Let G 
love refer to Godly love which inspires and aspires to 
Global connections. G love is Platonic “agape” 
which became the Gnostic love that Christ taught. 
Let the F love apply to Feeding and Fighting and 
Fleeing and Fornication (aka Fucking). If I may be 
allowed a musical digression, interestingly the key of 
F flattens the B for being and the key of G sharpens 
the F, raising it for soaring, which may explain the 
study of 30 million tunes I found in Google’s Gemini 
where music written in key of G is more than double 
those written in F. 

Neurologically speaking, the F love can be pinned 
down to the hypothalamus in the mammalian brain. 
G love cannot be pinned down anywhere in the brain 
or anywhere else. G love is ‘knowhere.’ The G love is 
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an innate aspiration; the F love is an innate 
compulsion. I must confess that in my lurid past, my 
mind was much more taken up with F love. Erotic 
pleasure was intended by nature as an incentive for 
procreation; whereas for me it was recreation, that 
became addictive. As for pleasure I gave less than I 
got. The more I got the more I needed. 

The worst thing you can call someone in demotic 
Greek is ‘malaka,’ which means a desultory fool who 
masturbates incessantly. Our own common parlance 
has a similar nasty epithet for uncontrolled craven 
individuals; calling someone a “jerk off” is a serious 
insult. A ‘malaka’ and jerk off can’t find G love in 
themselves until they bring the F love under control. 
Once G love is discovered that craving becomes 
much easier to control.  

I can say, I have finally started controlling F love and 
it has made room in my heart for G love, thank God 
and CS lewis, who said: “Joy is not within our power; 
pleasure is.” I have always lived with a strong 
intelligent woman, not always the same one. I have 
had three marriages, and more live in relationships 
than most men. I’m not proud of that, but it did 
teach me a lot about women. I’m happy to report my 
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current relationship is much longer than any of the 
others.  

Feminism became a social movement in my life time. 
My first exposure to femininity was with nuns, from 
another continent and another century. Sister Mary 
Carlotta, an undercover female, was not only allowed 
but expected to whip my ass with a bamboo fishing 
pole in the name of the Lord. Yes, that is what went 
in my elementary school in the Forties. Nuns were 
not females; in my mind they were polygonal 
frustums that wheeled around in black drapes that 
covered their shapes, on legless black shoes, in front 
of the blackboard. The whole point of the habit, like 
the muslim hijab, was to hide the temptation of 
female curves. I think I would have fainted rather 
than become aroused if a nun’s curves were suddenly 
exposed.   

I don’t think I ever committed a sex crime, unless you 
count adultery. I hooked up on all social levels,  with 
movie stars, waitresses, lawyers, usually older, in 
every geographical location in every corporeal 
position. I once went for help to a female therapist, 
who was also a protestant minister; we wound up in 
bed. Thank God all that has changed. I never ‘get’ 
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over the lust for F love; I have to ‘stay’ over it. It gets 
easier with the realization of G love.  

Not too long ago in a swimming pool, I had finished 
most of my laps and was floating on my back to 
relax. I do this almost every day in a pool or the 
ocean, weather permitting. This day I was distracted 
by shadows standing on the brink of the infinity pool 
(that’s what it’s called; no philosophical pun 
intended). The shadows were made by three 
practically naked, tall perfectly shaped, perfectly 
matched, perfectly formed females, perfect from 
painted toes to turned up nose, in matching skimpy 
bikinis; not one, not two, but three. This begins to 
sound like a sex fantasy, and that was my first 
thought, but they were real women, all with the same 
soft blonde locks tied up in a bun, three buns, in 
fact. All three had perfect buns, all the same distance 
from long thighs and perfectly shaped calf muscles. 
The bikini tops did more to highlight rather than hide 
the six perfect breasts. How could this wholesale 
pulchritude be anything but a test, I thought to 
myself. They walked over to three chez lounges and 
laid out three beach towels inches from where I was 
now standing in the pool, pretending to adjust my 
swim goggles. They laid themselves in the lounge 
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chairs and six feet from my gaze were six perfect 
feet, looking as though they had never been walked 
on. I recognized a few Swedish words as they spoke 
to each other. More and more this looked like a test. 
You see, I have a thing for Swedish women. My 
daughter is half Swedish. But now, I’m proud to 
report, after 10 or 15 seconds of imagining how and 
in what order I could bed all three, I suddenly saw 
that those beautiful bodies were also beautiful souls. 
Suddenly I flipped from my psychoanalytic 
compulsion of ‘needing a woman’s love,’ to my 
philosophical understanding of ‘loving a woman’s 
need.’ After overhearing their Swedish chatter, I 
greeted them in Swedish, which made all three pop 
up, holding their tops on. Without so much as blink I 
continued the conversation long enough to learn 
that this was not a mirage but actually a very young 
looking mom with twin daughters, hence the feature 
uniformity.  

In my Franciscan all boys, Boston, Christopher 
Columbus High School, anyone who looked like they 
might have a philosophical bent was recruited for the 
priesthood. I was recruited, but my Dad absolutely 
forbid my transfer to the seminary. I was left to find 
my way in and out of street clothes, in and out of 
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street fights. I read somewhere that this Catholic 
recruiting policy effectively sterilized gentile 
intelligence. Jews were allowed to pass on their 
inherited talents to progeny over the centuries, 
whereas talented Catholic males were effectively 
sterilized by holy orders. The Ten Thousand Year 
Explosion, Cochran and Harpending, explain why 
Jews became the resented smarter subspecies. Jews 
have more Nobel laureates than any other class of 
humans. Most of our geek virtual partners were and 
are unorthodox Jews, including Christ and the 
Gnostic Jews, Bergson, Bohr, Deutsch, Husserl, 
Harari, Philo, Freud, Feynman, Einstein, Kuhn, 
Kurzweil, Marx, Maslow, Popper, Wittgenstein, 
Wheeler, Wiener, Wigner. Safe to say, I would not 
have a book and we would not have a civilization 
without the Jews. Christ ianity, s ingular ity, 
cybernetics, relativity, probability, phenomenology, 
socialism, self Realization, and psychoanalysis all 
came from Jewish minds; oh yes, and Marxism,  

It was a Jew, Karl Marx, who attempted a cure for 
capitalist greed, which didn’t work. That was not his 
fault, but the fault of barbaric gentile tyrants, and our 
own innate ‘newmania,’ yet another made up word, 
which sounds like pneumonia but is based on a 
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different kind of ‘consumption.’ What I’m abut to say 
runs the risk of being branded as ‘anti-capitalism.’ It 
is not. We can save capitalism and the planet at the 
same time by some simple word editing. Our truth in 
advertising is a lie. More than half of what we buy is 
not what they say it is. We are numb to these false 
words because of our newmania compulsion which 
the word spinners have learned to exploit. 

Newmania has festered into consumerism, which is 
as bad for the planet as it is good for the economy. 
God forgive me, I have had twenty new homes in 
eight states and three foreign countries, thirty six 
new cars, hundreds of shoes, and sox I never wear, 
not to mention the plethora apple watches and 
electronic gadgets. And yes, newmania also provides 
the impulse to change partners in the square dance 
of F love, which I have done more than most, but not 
anymore.  
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B E YO N D  T H E  B L U E  H O R I Z O N   

There was a time when there were no homo sapiens 
on the planet, just monsters and microbes eating 
each other. And then, for some reason, mammals 
appeared and then humans got up from all fours and 
began what must be a paradigm shift in evolutionary 
development. 

Maybe everybody dies; maybe nobody dies. Unlike 
the challenge of animal life, which is simply to stay 
alive, the challenge for humans is to find a reason to 
stay alive. We’re born to die, but we struggle to stay 
alive. That is why death always comes as a shock 
because we cannot accept it. We are shocked at the 
death of others, especially love ones, but we can’t 
seem to face the fact that it will happen to each and 
every one of us.  

While writing this book, It fell on me to discover the 
cold dead body of my son, who was also my closest 
friend. He was not ill and there was no warning. The 
night before his death we were swimming together 
and laughing at each other’s jokes. The next day he 
was an autopsy and a memory. I have buried my 
mother, father, brother, the mothers of both my 
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children, most of my best friends and, most 
shockingly, my son.  

I will take the time here to share a few memories of 
my son Chris, to whom this book is dedicated. 
Thanks to his award winning Hollywood mother, he 
had a career as a child TV actor, and then a screen 
writer and then a 3D animator. He left Hollywood, 
married a beautiful black woman, got divorced and 
raised a mixed race son as a single parent in LA. He 
was fed up with Hollywood and after Joanna Lee (his 
mother) died, he became a high school teacher, in  
LA’s purgatory called Compton (the most crime 
ridden county in the country). He changed hundreds 
of black lives teaching English, computers, and 
coaching football. He gave all that up and moved to 
Florida to spend time with me. He wanted to be part 
of what he thought might be my last chapter. As it 
turned out it was his last chapter. Two days before he 
died he told me that he was glad he gave up  LA to 
be closer to me. I had to learn to love real life and 
allow it to end as it passed into surreality. You can 
call that a metaphysical consolation, but it is the only 
way I can live with death.   
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The night I found his cold dead body was like 
stepping on a land mine and having a leg blown off. 
There was only one howl from the depth of my soul. 
He was still in his swim suit with his hands on his lap 
top. The air-conditioning had kept his body cool. I 
knew he was dead from the cold touch of his body, 
but he was still sitting up with his mouth open. There 
was a street festival in full swing right in front of the 
building where he lived. Neighbors and building staff 
helped get the police and rescue team to the sixth 
floor. Some one brought a chair so I could sit out in 
the hall away from the corpse.  

God disappeared for just a moment, but thanks to 
my virtual partners and my inner Christ, and the 
kindness of strangers, somehow I made it through 
the night, and the week and the month and the year. 
I could not have done it without philosophy. I would 
say that is the primary reason for philosophy. You 
might be surprised to learn that there was time for 
philosophy in such a shock pit. There was and it 
made the whole thing bearable. Once I reminded 
myself, with Epictetus, that everyone has to die, I 
realized that Chris’s sudden death saved him the 
suffering of illness and the withering of old age, as 
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though he was being rewarded for his good works 
by being allowed to take the express train uptown.  

Several times in my life I tried to sail away from the 
reality jungle find a peaceful place closer to 
surreality.  I have had several sail boats. One time I 
was anchored within swimming distance of the closet 
thing you could find to a desert island off the coast 
of Puerto Rico. One day coming onto the beach, I 
was greeted by a leather skin toothless man 
squatting at the water’s edge like a washed up 
urchin. “What’s new?” Came through his toothless 
grin. “Not much…” I answered, “…What’s new with 
you?”He doffed his head to one side: “There’s good 
news and bad news; which do you want?”  

“Both.” I answered.  

“The good news is that there’s no bad news. The 
bad news is that there is no good news.”  

I don’t know where he got that line, or whether he 
made it up, but it stopped me in my tracks on the 
island shore and forced me to look out beyond the 
blue horizon.  
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I realized I was “waiting for Godot,” as Becket put it. 
What’s pending was mind bending. And that bend 
kept me from the end. Like every other human I 
couldn’t face the end without something to drink, or 
something to think might be beyond. I tried both 
and settled for the latter. And so did TS Elliot: 

“…That corpse you planted last year in your garden 

Has it begun to sprout? 

Will it bloom this year? … 

Oh keep the dog far hence, that’s friend to men 

Or he’ll dig it up again…” 

The “dog” “that’s friend to men”provides a bizarre 
resurrection in Elliot’s “The Burial of the Dead,” a 
section of his masterpiece, “The Wasteland,” which 
ends with “Shantih, shantih, shantih,” which are also 
the final words of the Upanishads.  

The early Christian saint Irenaeus promised that a 
body planted in the garden after death will transform 
and flourish again as an optimized physical 
specimen.  His Adversus Haereses Vol 5, p26, line 2 
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must have inspired the Hollywood horror film, “Pod 
People.”  

With all that philosophical meandering, I still don’t 
know what to say at funerals. I do day dream about 
what people might say at my funeral. There are many 
versions of this dream including one where there is 
no funeral and no mourners.  

In the sixties Carlos Castenada, suggested that I live 
with death beside me on  my mat like Don Juan. 
There may never have been a Don Juan, but there 
was a Carlos Castenada who was the key to 
enlightenment for a broad audience of 60’s hippies. I 
was there with the hair, but not so much the drugs or 
hallucinations.  

It did occur to me that acknowledging death makes 
the time I have left more precious, or as Blake 
suggests:  

	 	 “To see a world in a grain of sand,  

And a heaven in a wild flower,  

Hold infinity in the palm of your hand.   

And eternity in an hour.” 
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Both geeks and Greeks are human and as such they 
cannot accept the finality of death. We must connect 
to eternity, one way or another. Homo sapiens is the 
only species that wonders about death, and trying to 
get around it since Gilgamesh.  

Some non-transcendental geeks, rather than 
stopping at death would rather stop death itself. 
Science has replaced hip joints and kidneys and 
hearts, and, any day now, pancreases and livers and 
brain cells and whatever else is withering, and there 
is every reason to expect that anti-thanotics  will 
replace antibiotics. These geeks see a future where 
there is no need to die unless you want to. In my 
mind, this triggers an Oscar Wilde- Dorian Grey- 
philosophical question: would that perennial 
amalgam of replacement parts really be me; or I 
should say ‘surreally be me’? What I’m trying to say is 
‘what about my soul?”  

Nick Bostrom, one of my virtual geek partners,  
thinks we wouldn’t need a soul since there is no 
other world to go to, only the one we’re in forever. 
He wonders, in his Deep Utopia, what we would be 
doing in this forever world, where staying alive is all 
taken care of for us by subatomic machine 
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intelligence. There is now a respectable number of 
respectable geeks who entertain the notion of a 
timeless multiverse with parallel universes. Humans 
have no experience with nanoseconds or light years 
and so they are inconceivable. It may well be that the 
present is a tension more than a tense, which could 
be what Bergson meant by “duration;” or what 
Salvador Dali meant with his clock with no hands. 

Watching the eclipse across America in 2024, got me 
thinking ‘beyond the blue horizon.’ 652 million other 
humans took time to marvel at the disappearance of 
daylight. If you think about it, this heavenly magic 
show was presented exclusively for earth dwellers. 
Nowhere else in the cosmos can the eclipse of our 
sun be witnessed. The relative size of the moon and 
sun and the precise sidereal placement seems to 
have addressed this eclipse to earthlings exclusively. 
Sidereal time is close to timelessness, and that’s why 
it is so intriguing.  

Woody Allen’s surreal satire in ‘Deconstructing Harry’ 
lampoons Dante’s inferno, but on another level it 
does more than that. The Woody character is a 
successful Hollywood writer called Harry, played by 
Woody. Harry’s best friend, Larry, is a not-so 

150



-successful entertainer, played by Billy Crystal. Larry 
winds up with Harry’s girl. Harry can’t understand this 
and Larry explains: “You put art in your work. I put 
art in my life.” For modern audiences, comedy may 
be as close as we can get to philosophy. I am 
pleased to have discovered Woody Allen the 
philosopher. Am I suggesting that philosophy is a 
joke? Well, it is in a sense. For instance take the 
philosophical statement “All men are mortal.” If you 
base the truth of that statement on experience as an 
empiricist it turns out to be a joke because no one 
has any experience with either “all men” or 
“mortality.” We’ve seen some life and we’ve seen 
some signs of death, but not enough to be certain in 
either case. So you might as well guess at or joke 
about the mystery of life and death, like I did in my 
high school play, recounted in the last chapter of this 
Volume.  

There is a gravity that draws old folks back to live in 
the past. One cannot live in memories but one 
cannot live without them. Memory is the one thing 
that is not withered by nature and it is, for me, 
evidence that consciousness transcends time. My 
aging file cabinet has a drawer that sticks sometimes 
but when it does spring open, its all there in the 
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crumpled files, every bit of it. When I’m writing, the 
warehouse of all 2.8 trillion seconds of my life are 
available for recall.  It blows my mind that it’s all still 
there down to the finest detail and available for recall 
and recombination with imagination. What will QI do 
with that kind of recall. Memory is not unique to 
mammals, even lower life forms have to recall 
behaviors to stay alive and perpetuate their species. 
My most respected virtual partners tell me that 
machine memory is only a tool for human memory, a 
hyped up rolodex, but I believe it is a lot more than 
data recall since it can already make meaningful 
inferences from the data, witness AI Claude’s 
“Mythos.” There is no doubt in my mind that 
machine intelligence will enhance memory and that 
enhanced memory will have a dramatic effect on 
human intelligence.  

Another one of Woody Allen’s movies has a scene 
where Woody visits his working-class Jewish parents 
in Brooklyn to announce his conversion to 
Christianity. His mother is shocked; she nags at her 
husband to come out from the TV room to straighten 
out his son. The father remains silent off camera 
while Woody confronts his mother’s outrage with a 
Hebrew paradox. Could she please explain why a 
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Jewish God would bring the holocaust to his chosen 
people? At this point his mother demurs, “Ask your 
father,” she says loud enough for her husband to 
hear back in the TV den. Dismayed by his silence, 
she yells even louder, demanding an answer, which 
comes in a sing song yiddish humility: “You’re asking 
me?  I don’t know how the can opener works.” The 
chosen people paradox and the doubtful cosmology 
of Genesis caused Woody to change his bet to the 
more Hollywood happy ending offered by Christian 
“salvation,” which is the lowest price ticket to 
heaven.   

How does the can opener work? Now you can ask 
the can opener. Machines will have a lot more to say 
than they did. And maybe the dear departed will join 
the conversation, not by means cryonics but AI data 
centers with everything Harry or Larry ever thought, 
said, saw or listened to. The reconstructed loved one 
may be even better than the lost loved one. This 
may be the fulfillment of the promise of Saint 
irenaeus. 

Just before the generation of Irenaeus, Justin Martyr 
another Roman Catholic Saint, who many scholars 
believe made dying in the arena a right of passage, 
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also promised the reward of resurrection of the entire 
perfected body and mind for the faithful. Justin 
argued that this is no more far fetched than every 
day embryology, where a single cell can become a 
trillion cell matrix called a giraffe, or a chestnut tree. 
Justin’s metaphysical consolation was sanctified by 
his own martyrdom. Justin taught that we are all 
inevitably philosophers and that eventually we will all 
be ‘born again’ as perfect Christians, perfect in mind 
and body. Justin Martyr taught that Christ promised 
resurrection and ascension for everybody, i.e. every 
‘body’ not just the soul, but the sole and heel, as 
well, and earlobes, balls and all. This preservation of 
personal identity in the after life was a great selling 
point for Catholicism back in the second century 
Rome.  

But we are attached to that imperfect self. The photo 
of me next to the mirror keeps me wondering about 
how to frame my developing self. Self development 
means outgrowing the frame you’ve become 
attached to. You’re ID is an ’Illusory Distinction’ that 
makes you what you are while it keeps you from 
perfection. It’s almost impossible to let go of that 
peculiar dynamic reflection that I called my self 
image, but I know I must if I’m going to get 

154



anywhere or ‘knowhere.’ Just where that is I’m not 
sure, but I had to reassure myself that it would not 
be the  horror show as suggested in a recent Apple 
TV Sci Fi series called “Pluribus.”  

The series imagines an earthly Amarchy, where an 
extraterrestrial energy has infected humans so that 
they are literally all of one mind, ‘E pluribus unum’. 
The one mind shared by all the humans have set 
themselves to creating a paradise where there is no 
killing or hurting for all living things.  

Just a handful of individuals have resisted the 
conversion to the one mind and they are clinging to 
their disconnected imperfect self consciousness for 
better or worse. The rest of the super conscious 
beings are busy remaking a world without killing. 
However, no killing means no eating, except for 
nutrients which are naturally detached from their life 
force, fallen apples, dead animals, oh yes, and 
human corpses. This is what keeps the resistance 
from converting.  

As they say:’careful what you wish for. This was an 
‘Amarchy’ nightmare for me. I think the authors 
expected you to be rooting for the resistance, but I 
had to be on the side of the new reality, and could 
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only view the resistance as the obstinacy of 
ignorance.” I believe intelligence is one mind that 
we all connect to, but look where it got us in the 
‘Pluribus’ world. I had to convince myself that the 
grand design would not have us grow out of our 
ignorance into a horror show.  

I don’t think the grand design will come from outer 
space aliens, but rather inner space divinity. So in the 
end Pluribus is a warning of what a utopia looks like 
without a divine plan. There has to be a God. 

John Hick (1922-2012) asks us to imagine a theist 
and an atheist walking toward the end of the road of 
life. The theist believes there is an after life and 
makes a stand in the knowhere; the atheist believes 
that there is nothing and therefore nowhere to make 
a stand to make his point..  
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Shakespeare Says It All 

What follows are excerpts of what I was trying to say about self discovery 

and love in the words of  the master wordsmith. 

“We are such stuff as dreams are made.”  

'Self-love, my liege, is not so vile a sin, as self-neglecting.' … 

'"We know what we are, but know not what we may be.” 

"Our doubts are traitors and make us lose the good we oft might win by 

fearing to attempt.” 

“You must be the change you wish to see in the world. - …” 

“Spread love everywhere you go. …” 

“The only thing we have to fear is fear itself. - …” 

“Do one thing every day that scares you. - …” 

“Well done is better than well said. -“ 

“Everything has BEAUTY, but not everyone sees it. …” 

“Sometimes you win, sometimes you learn. - …” 

“Fear does not stop death, it stops life. …” 

“This above all else: to thine own self be true.'…” 

“They tried to bury us, they didn't know we were seeds.” 
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That’s what I think and if you have to categorize my 
philosophy. I guess you would have to call me: 
Omegan, Neo-Gnostic, Ante-semantic, Hegelian 
Pagelian, Platonic, Kantian, Apophatic Christian, 
Existentialist, Quantum Technotopian, and probably 
Stoic, Epicurean, Buddhist, as well. If you ever find 
yourself close enough to read all those words on my 
bumper sticker, honk and keep at a safe distance as 
you keep going at your own speed.  

158



C O N S C I O U S  N E S S  
NB-The symbolic coloration in the title above, from an earlier work, is meant to separate, just for 
analysis, the inseparable “con”=with, “scio”= I know, and “us”= the collective nature of consciousness. 

C O N S C I O U S N E S S   

Defining consciousness has become a cottage 
industry for scholars. I am not a scholar and this is 
not a definition. I tried defining consciousness in 
earlier works and I’ve given up. I have become an 
apophatic, which means I can only tell you what it is 
not. It is not definable, ineffable.  

I do believe that there is an inside and an outside 
and a dynamic connection between the two which 
philosophers call epistemology.  Mystics like Meister 
Eckhart and Thomas Merton and especially Teilhard 
de Chardin see that connection clearly, where duality 
comes together. I believe in that ultimate unification 
but have only had glimpses  especially in music and 
other  conceptual peeks, but I still live in the chasm 
of dualism where the inside and outside interact.  

For that reason I have doubled down on my dualism 
with yet another division in the inner half of the 
picture. I divide in inner surreality into reflex and 
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reflection. All life forms have reflex only humans are 
reflective. I don’t know why, and reflection is not 
necessarily any better than reflex; in fact, it may be 
worse in that it makes existence enigmatic as well as 
ponderable. The latter becomes wonder if sprinkle in 
a bit of esoteric courage. 

Reflex is the automatic response of the inner 
organism to outer nature. The heliotrope of plants, 
the regeneration of trees the migration of geese and 
butterflies are wonderful in their lack of wondering. 
They don’t think about it; they just do what instinct 
commands. The lower down you are on the 
evolutionary ladder the less you think about your 
response to external stimuli. Higher animal forms like 
mammals think beyond reflex and I don’t have a 
name for that but I believe it’s not all the way up to 
human reflection.  Again there is no gage or metric 
rating of this non material psychic energy, so don’t 
expect precise measurements.  

Humans have the whole panoply of responses 
including reflexes, autonomic responses to disease, 
allergies, flight or fight instincts but we alone are 
blessed or cursed with reflection.  
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Reflection is unique to human consciousness, which 
science has failed to locate in  material reality. It has 
yet to be proven, to my satisfaction anyway, that the 
mind is the brain. Look up consciousness in the 1989 
Macmillan Dictionary of Psychology, you will find 
these words:“Nothing worthwhile has been written.” 
Not much has changed since 1989. 

When Sister Mary died at 101 years of age, with the 
mind of a twenty year old, she left science to puzzle 
over her brain, riddled with Alzheimers. ( for details 
Goggle:“Nun Study” 1995) 

Consciousness does not obey the laws of entropy; it 
does not decay predictably and uniformly like a 
banana. Its immateriality is clearly demonstrated in 
the differences in mental decline in every individual. 
If it were subject to the so called laws of nature, i.e. 
material entropy, we would all be the same degree 
of goofy at the same age. And that is clearly not the 
case. (I remind you that I am writing this at age 90+). 

Consciousness doesn’t know its place. With each 
new discovery of  neuroplasticity and neurogenesis, 
neuroscience is becoming more and more 
metaphysical. Neuroplasticity means that mind can 
magically redeploy mental functions from damaged 
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neurons to other parts of the brain.  Neurogenesis 
refers to neuro stem cells which create new neurons 
for new learning, even in declining brains. For a long 
time it was thought that adults can only lose brain 
cells; now it seems that the hippocampus shrinks 
with age in some, but continues to generate new 
neurons for those old dogs who insist on learning 
new tricks. Skulls do not contain skills. The oldest 
virtuosos continue to expand the skills required for 
virtuosity. The brain seems to accede to the 
demands of the free will.  

There are young geniuses and young fools and there 
are old geniuses and old fools. It is impossible to be 
objective about affect or effect, this ultimate 
subjectivity. Nevertheless consciousness never stops 
trying to understand itself, which is like trying open a 
trap door while standing on it.  

The discoveries of hundreds of thousands of neurons 
in cortical columns and trillions of synaptic 
connections and quadrillions of subatomic particles 
in the internal galaxies of just one brain call to mind  
the double infinity of the microcosm and macrocosm 
suggested by Pascal (Pense’es).    
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In 1957 I was a graduate student at the University of 
Michigan where physiological psychology later came 
to be called neuroscience. At the time the brain was 
not fully mapped. I was a rat brain surgeon and I’m 
probably doing penance now for all the suffering I 
caused to all those rats. We were sure that the 
cortical columns of neurons were neatly associated 
with every mental activity. On all four floors of those 
research labs, the conjectures of Vernon 
Mountcastle, father of neuroscience, were up for 
confirmation and certainly not refutation. It took me 
decades after I left Michigan to prove to myself that 
the mind was not the brain. 

The publication of Jeff Hawkins, A Thousand Brains  
was a half century away, as was the work of David 
Chalmers. David Chalmers holds a special place 
among geek philosophers of mind for declaring that 
consciousness has an “easy problem” and a “hard 
problem.” What looks like a simple, even silly answer 
to the most complicated, most profound question  is 
actually an invitation to the ledge at the edge of an 
infinite chasm between reality and surreality.   

David Chalmers’s book, Reality+ seemed to me, at 
first, to be mostly pedantic semantics, but when I got 
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to his concise trans cultural tour of metaphysics, and 
his discussion of Wheeler, it caused me to rethink my 
position on geek philosophers and caused me to 
rewrite my Wheeler chapter in Volume II of this work. 
Needless to say, I was deeply impressed. And also 
impressed and amused with the response of 
Chalmers’s mentor, Douglas Hofstadter. Hofstadter 
loves his friend and student Chalmers but deplores 
his dualism.  

Hofstadter writes like a musician and thinks like a 
philosopher.  Hofstadter has his own “Russell 
Tussle,” much longer than mine. His book  I Am A 
Strange Loop has more charm than I expected in 
psycho-philosophical work, and more math than I 
need, but did provide me with a new understanding 
of Godel’s’ “incompleteness” and how it becomes a 
runway for faith beyond reason. Like many geeks, 
Hofstadter’s mono materialism forces him to deny 
any state beyond reality, while at the same time 
suggesting that the self and consciousness have no 
borders. Hofstadter’s profound insights and word 
craft held my interest and had me laughing out loud 
at times, but, alas, key concepts bump into each 
other. That ever changing dynamic means you can 
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never know everything, which means you can’t know 
anything for sure.  

By not admitting to ineffability geeks stumble in the 
darkness of their dark energy and dark matter. I don’t 
stumble since I learned to dance in the dark. My 
reverence compensates for my epistemological short 
shrift. I think, on some level Hofstadter is reverent 
and so is Chalmers. Chalmers declares himself to be 
an atheist. Nevertheless his  creation hypotheses,
“simulations,” and his “panprotopsychism”sounds to 
me more like metaphysics than physics. If he is an 
atheist, like Russell, he is a semantic atheist.There’s a 
lot of that going around in the geek world. Rather 
than atheism I think we should call their semantic 
atheism, neo theism.  

Having read Hofstadter I am more convinced than 
ever that reasoning will never prove anything 
completely. And I believe that human intelligence is 
more than reason; reason doesn’t explain conjecture 
and creativity. To say that no one knows it all is to 
imply that we all know something and I believe that 
we’re here to put it all together.  

O mentioned earlier that Nick Bostrom is a Swedish 

geek, like Max Tegmark, and also a stand up comic, 
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playwright, philosopher, neuro scientist and AI guru. 
Bostrom coined the term“super intelligence.” Super 
intelligence is defined as something beyond the highest 
form of human intelligence. Bostrom has his own chapter 
in Volume II; here we just need to point out that this 
most influential, atheistic, geek philosophy envisions a 
human intel l igence, which augments i ts own 

imperfect ions. I must point out here that 
‘imperfection’ ineluctably implies perfection, and 
that perfection is divine. To try to distinguish ‘super 
intelligence’ from perfection and perfection from 
divinity is semantic folly. I call super intelligence in 
the surreality that hovers over human fallibility 
‘knowhere.’  

Geek ‘super position,’ as you will see in the Volume II 
Pantheon, is like a surreal cloud of radio signals 
hovering over all our real receivers, which we can 
tune into from time to time. As that “time to time” 
becomes more and more frequent, we will have 
reached a new stage of evolutionary development. I 
don’t know whether Bostrom would agree with that. 

Did you know that human embryos have to outgrow 
a fish tail while they’re developing in the womb? 
“Ontology recapitulates Philology” is how J.F. 
Meckel, an eighteenth century German biologist 
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explained the recapitulation of the entire species in 
the development of a single embryo. Other 
mammals howl and somehow it stops there, but the 
howl of human babies becomes babble and then 
language, and then song and story.  We have songs 
and stories about everything. The hardest song to 
sing is the song about singing.  

Hanna Arendt’s The Life of the Mind, is a song about 
singing which is more like a classical symphony next 
to all this jazz. But if all this jazz does nothing more 
than get you listening to Arendt’s symphony and the 
compositions of the other virtual partners, it will have 
been well worth the effort. 
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I N T R A  C O N S C I O U S N E S S .   

This internal dialogue of intra consciousness is the 
subject of an entire prior work of mine Conga Line of 
Consciousness, (available as free download on 
johnciampa.com). Here, I thought it helpful to repeat 
and possibly advance the confusion created by my 
earlier work.  

Ironically, in common parlance ‘self conscious’ means 
the opposite of self understanding. It means shy and 
desultory. There’s no reason to be shy about what 
you think of yourself. We’re all citizens of the same 
state of confusion, and we all have the ability to rise 
above it all. We all have a flying carpet we call the 
“self.” We all have memories and ideas and we all 
have more or less productive internal dialogues with 
our selves. This plural noun “selves” applies to 
multiple selves in each of us. There must be multiple 
selves to frame the dynamic energy of  self 
consciousness. How can I have second thoughts that 
see through the mistakes of first impressions? Is 
there one self changing its mind, or one mind 
changing its selves?  Either way there is no single 
self. This singleton self misconception causes more 
suffering than any pathogen. 
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Self is a process not a product. There is folly and 
genius in every mind, more or less discovered by 
focus. Whether you’re playing Chopin or chopping 
onions you have to learn to focus. You have to learn 
to exercise that magic of will power. Everyone has 
their own more or less successful technique in how to 
summon will power and refocus.  

I find it very productive to step back before I leap, so 
that I can dodge the distractions. I don’t have to 
know why or how they got there, I just have dodge 
them. My inner coach is big help. As an aside I must 
tell you that I am still puzzled by the fact that my 
inner coach seems to sleep when I do, leaving  me 
unguarded to the dream demon, who continually 
casts me as the victim in his horror movies. However, 
with the help of the inner teacher, there is much less 
dream residue to deal with in my waking 
consciousness. I said a lot about intra consciousness, 
self reflection, in the earlier sections and there’s not a 
lot more I could  say here. I’m sure whatever I said 
leaves you wondering, me too. Consciousness is a 
wonder. Self consciousness is a wonder. 
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E X T R A - C O N S C I O U S N E S S   

Extra consciousness is about the connection with 
other consciousnesses. Why is it that passion, 
compassion, yawns, giggles and wiggles are so 
contagious? There is an imitation instinct. This 
mysterious connection energy is a printed circuit on 
the bottom of the mother board of consciousness.  

There is a mind boggling math, which I discovered in 
Malcom Gladwell’s Tipping Point. In that book, 
Gladwell tells the story of hushpuppies. Hushpuppies 
are a kind of shoe that went out of style in the fifties, 
so out of style, in fact, that the sixties counter culture 
adopted them as a style joke. At some point the joke 
became a fad to be ‘imitated.’ Fads are sociological 
manifestations of this psychological imitation instinct. 
. Millions carve symbols and words on their skin or 
put rings through their noses,  for no other reason 
than not to be out of step with the trend setters who 
made a special effort to be out of step . Gladwell 
uncovered a mathematical wonder which accounts 
for the unimaginable expansion and speed of fads. 
Curiously that same math applies to crime waves and 
pandemics. 
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The Hushpuppy company was nearly bankrupt 
before the style joke became a fad and then 
suddenly, at what Gladwell calls the “tipping point,” 
the revenue stream multiplied thousands of times.   

To illustrate this unimaginable multiplication, 
Gladwell asks his readers to guess at the vertical 
height of an 8x10 piece of paper folded in two 50 
times. No one imagines that the height of the 49th 
fold would be halfway to the sun and the 50th fold 
doubles that number. A penny doubled fifty times is 
11.26 trillion dollars. Doubling the double is the 
tipping point that always surprises us and usually 
overwhelms us in the case of physical and social 
diseases. This tipping point math is at the basis of 
mass media and social media posts going viral. 

Science has just begun to understand mass media 
trends including social media. In my lifetime I am 
surprised not only by the quantitive changes but by 
the qualitative changes as well. I was twelve when we 
got the very first TV in our neighborhood. 

There was vaudeville on the earliest TV shows, but 
there were also attempts by the oligarchy of 
excellence to use this new connection to the masses 
for education the sharing of art and craft. Fred 
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Rogers, before he became “Mr Rogers,” aired 
Menotti’s avant-garde operas on TV. TV had 
scientists, chefs, and great musicians reaching out to 
the masses, children and adults. How and why TV 
turned from education to  exploitation is the topic 
for another book. Here I will just point out it 
happened when TV moved to Hollywood where 
entertainment became exploitation.  

We never think of mass media as intentional, but 
there is an intention behind every communicative 
act. We’re either giving or taking, loving or hating. 
Intent chooses the form and every message within 
the form has content powered by intent.  

’Intent’ is a bit more mysterious than ‘content' or 
‘form,’ in that it is unannounced and must be 
deduced from form and content. “Mens Rea” (which 
means mental state of mind) must also be inferred 
from the evidence for conviction in a criminal case. 
Every communication has an undisclosed intent. The 
greater the number of senders and receivers, the 
deeper the intent is buried in form and content. 

In a two party conversation intent is felt before it is 
realized. This is because the intent is within the range 
of contact. The parties are within touching distance. 
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Whether they touch or not contact is immanent. 
Contact is at the reflex level of consciousness. We 
don’t have to be told whether some contact is 
pleasing or painful. We feel it. The immanent 
pleasure or pain haunts al l forms of l ive 
communication encounters and carries over to media 
forms. This is such a basic obsession that there isn’t a 
single letter in the alphabet that cannot begin a 
word representing physical contact; right off the top 
of my head: assault, batter, cuddle, dance, embrace, 
fondle, grab, hurt, injure, kick, lick, maul, nuzzle, 
oust, prick, quit, ram, stab, undress, wrestle, x-ray, 
yank, zap. All of these are inchoate expectations that 
lurk in the unconscious mind of the receiver in any 
immanent communication transaction. That same 
reflex has you sitting on the edge of your seat in a 
horror movie. Or masturbating with porn. 
Exploitation begins at the reflex level and ignorant 
profiteers have learned to master the simple forms 
and content of exploitative communication. 

In a much earlier work [Communication the Living End, 
NY, Philosophical Library, 1988], I proposed a three 
prong  superstructure for analysis:  Intent, Form and 
Content.  
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Intent is either good or bad. Simply put, 
communication either intends to give or take. 
Regardless of the form or content, the sender of the 
message, (the author of the media), intends to 
inform or deform, attract or distract, proffer or profit.  

Content is more constant; constant enough for me to 
have further divided all communication encounters  
into five handy, if not dandy, categories, all 
beginning with the fifth letter of the alphabet, E: 
Economic, Educational, Entertaining, Erotic, Esthetic. 
(This is numerologically significant if nothing else.) 

EConomic is meant to include all communication 
related to, wealth, security and all the consumer 
comforts that provide temporary consolations for 
implacable insecurity.  

EDucational is meant to include all communication 
which contributes to learning and the intellectual 
development of the individual self and the collective 
knowledge of the species.  

ENtertainment includes all communication related to 
our need for distraction, our need to step aside from 
where we are and fantasize where else we might be. 
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We all need a little of this but most of us have much 
more than we need.  

ERotic is intended to include all communication 
related to dating and mating in whatever form. 

ESthetic refers to the communication which is born 
out of the higher form G love, love of humanity. So 
art as well as spiritual communication would be in 
t h i s c a t e g o r y ; n o t n e c e s s a r i l y re l i g i o u s 
communication most of which would be in the EC 
category.  

Taken together, ECEDENERES, a word made up of 
the first two letters of the five categories fits like a 
glove on the five fingers of the content hand. EC’s 
uniquely recessed human thumb provides us with the 
grip for tools and weapons that has made the planet 
more convenient and made survival more 
competitive. ED’s index finger indicates and indexes 
and points out the objects or subjects of interest. 
EN’s middle f inger is the largest just as 
Entertainment is the largest, counted in time and 
money spent; it is also the finger of insult. ER’s ring 
finger signals the mating status and warns off 
extraneous mating. ES ’s little finger is the least 
useful and the most delicate, just as the esthetic 
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sensibility which it represents. Of course, the 
heuristic separation of these categories is simply a 
conceptual tool. Truth to tell there is a little bit of 
each category in every other, and no single 
communication is pure.  

Advertising has given us “the finger” in that it is a 
desecration of human intelligence and an arterial 
blockage of all communication channels, email and 
snail mail notwithstanding. Calculating the cost to 
humanity of this insult should include not only the 
internal exploitation and exasperation of trillions of 
individual mind minutes, but also the exterior carbon 
foot print of making and disposing of junk of hyper 
consumption. Just the junk mail alone, according to 
Chat GPT, has a larger carbon foot print than 
passenger cars.  

If you will permit me a short soap box digression, this 
could all be fixed with a one paragraph piece of 
legislation that imposes a reparation surcharge on 
advertising instead of a tax deduction. Imagine a 
world where advertisers would have to pay a tax, 
equivalent to three times their advertising 
expenditures. There would be no money for spin. 
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Spin doctors would jump out of their penthouse 
windows.  

Back to the forms, I mentioned earlier that we were 
the first family in our post war neighborhood to have 
experience mass media on TV. We were also one of 
the few households that had a wall phone. I had to 
stand on a crate to talk to my one pal who also had a 
phone. The party line was the only way to 
communicate with absent partners in real time. Any 
conversation longer than a minute or two, brought 
shouts  of “get off the phone” from both ends of the 
party line. What could kids have to say to each other 
that couldn’t be said in the school yard.  

People spent much more time in the “in person,” 
immediate forms of communication. There were 
dance halls and kitchen soirees. People had to come 
together to get together. Saturday nights at my 
house, I watched adults drink and smoke and sing, 
no matter how bad or how good; they somehow 
knew they had to sing. There was always a Ukulele or 
a guitar around, maybe a piano roll. Dad was always 
the lead singer. He was a professional singer of 
Neapolitan songs and American show tunes and a 
few operatic chestnuts; his four brothers were mostly 
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out of tune, which lent a modern dissonance to the 
back up quartet.  When they weren’t singing, they 
were playing cards. Grandparents, uncles home on 
leave, cousins, all ages, all levels of intelligence, all 
relating in one small kitchen. My grandmother had 
trouble speaking English at first and then trouble 
speaking at all because of a stroke. Nevertheless, 
she would sit in  her rocker in the parlor where she 
had a full view of the sights and sounds of the 
kitchen soiree.  

By the way, there were no senior living facilities back 
then. Now, just in the US, there are 32,231 senior 
living facilities bringing in 907.6 billion dollars. Senior 
storage is socially condoned and has become a 
major subsidized industry. There are elderly seniors 
who need more assistance than could be provided 
by family, but that is not what is driving this industry. I 
believe the reciprocity between junior and senior has 
somehow been revoked. My dad used to tell an old 
vaudeville joke: the son says to his wheel chair 
bound dad, “you’ve been taking care of me for thirty 
one years and now it’s time… for you to take care of 
yourself.” Ironically that’s what happened to my 
alcoholic dad. We all left, and he spent his last 
stupors alone in an empty room.  
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Maybe it’s only natural for the young to leave the 
nest, but somehow in the olden days the family 
stayed together and the strong tended the week. 
Staying together has changed to texting, and 
Thanksgiving. Family is not there to help and I 
wouldn’t expect it. Like Tennessee Williams’s Blanche 
DuBois, I’ve come to rely on the more likely 
“kindness of strangers.” 

In my early communication experience, the sub 
forms of immedia included everything from stick ball, 
to playing soldiers, to street fighting to oaths signed 
in blood. In addition to the immediate forms and the 
party phone line, we had a floor model radio, and of 
course there was the juke box when we were old 
enough to jitterbug with the girls. We never noticed 
the frequency constraints of pre hi-fi speakers. The 
sound was just fine for jitterbugging to the big bands 
on the radio or juke box. Vaudeville was on its last 
legs, tap dancing and magic acts, after the motion 
picture in the larger movie palaces. And palaces they 
were; the Met on Tremont street and the RKO on 
Washington street were as opulent as the royal 
palaces of the fictional royalty on the other side of 
the screen.  Like the vaulted church architecture, the 
movie palace three story columns and drapes 
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provided a bogus transcendence from the purgatory 
of the ghetto.  

We got our TV right after the war and that changed 
everything. Magically transmitted black and white 
images, the ghost of movie technicolor came to us. 
We didn’t have to go to it. That made all the 
difference. We were a constant passive audience and 
our active communication had to make more and 
more room as the trance spread like wild fire. The 
forest fire burned down all the wandering paths in 
the woods of wonder and left room for a massive 
green house of couch potatoes. By the late fifties, 
most of my family became TV zombies.  

Since then,TV trances have been extended from 
hours to week long binges. Binging has become a 
new format for reel world distraction. “Binge,” which 
means an extended period of inebriation, has come 
to describe immersion into multi-episode TV dramas 
crafted to keep you hooked and so distracted that 
you might give up something as essential as sleep or 
child care. Social scientists have begun to study how 
the reel world binging affects the real world.  

What is the psychology of this spell? What is the 
sociology? What are the politics? I only know one 
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thing for sure: never in the history of human 
communication has there been so much reel world 
distraction from the real world. I believe media 
addiction is driven by the vagaries of survival which 
make us want to flatten out the chaos of real events 
and spool them onto a tidy reel of intriguing yet 
painless vicarious events. I am not immune from this 
propensity. I have to keep reminding myself that will 
power controls my attention span and, thank God, 
will power is strong enough to break the demonic 
spell. By demonic I do not wish to suggest 
supernatural evil; the demons are not supernatural 
but ordinary human takers and fakers. Their 
undiscovered self love and neighborly love leaves an 
interior vacuum that can only be filled with more and 
more success and more and more money.  

The conspiracy of the fakers and takers does not 
confine itself to fiction; it infects the realm of fact, as 
well. All news sources somehow, each day come to 
the exact same conclusion about what it is important. 
The same story has to fill the allotted time between 
commercials and often it is more cost effective to run 
it over and over for days and weeks. Dulling the 
mass attention span with redundancy whether 
intentional or not freezes the dynamics of perception 
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and numbs the powers of conception. As it turns out 
numbing these faculties makes prospective 
consumers more susceptible to advertising. This 
world view of the masses as nothing but consumers  
is at the core of our toxic odiocracy. The news and 
fiction will merge into one mass distraction, unless 
we somehow learn to change things. 

We may be headed for a world of “Matrix” zombies. 
Okay, that is a bit extreme, but I think it is safe to say 
that never in the history of humankind has there ever 
been more time spent on vicarious experience. 
There are just so many waking hours and the time 
spent on vicarious experience is taken away from the 
time left for real experience. This  ‘vicariosis,’ if I may 
be allowed another word invention, has not infected 
all of Hollywood. There are a few well intentioned 
Hollywood elite who have nested wake up calls in 
this vicariosis. 

The“Truman Show” was a 1998 movie which 
postulates a human subject born and raised in a 
made-up perfect community which was actually an 
extensive Hollywood set, with actors playing all the 
roles of family, friends and neighbors. The only one 
who isn’t acting is the central character. Truman is 
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duped into the reality of the made up world since 
birth. Truman was born on camera, on the set, with a 
mass audience watching, who kept watching for 
years, intrigued by the fake reality which Truman 
accepted as real. The audience knew what he didn’t; 
that always works to hold interest.  

Hidden cameras all over the TV town watch him 
grow up and marry a perfectly beautiful wife played 
by the perfectly beautiful Laura Linney. The clueless 
Truman character is played by Jim Carey. Until the 
very end of the movie, clever devices, improvising 
method actors and the god like director played by 
Ed Harris keep Truman thinking that the set is reality 
until he finally breaks through the cardboard horizon. 
That image is a profound philosophical metaphor for 
the dualism of reality and surreality.  

I hope I have not given the impression that I believe 
that EN is always pointless distraction. I have 
experienced a few binges where the immersion was 
almost experiential and seemed to change me for 
the better, as if I had lived the event and not just 
witnessed it. I can’t say whether the change was 
lasting. But it got me thinking what if the binge 
immersion is optimized by QI. QI could use the same 
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extended binge trance mechanism for ED and ES 
instead of EN and EC. By definition, you can 
overdose on an anesthetic but not on an esthetic. 
The binge could become a modern apotheosis for 
the millions in the mass audience instead of the few 
in the esthetic elite.  

I see that ES has already found its way into movies, 
witness the Zemeckis movies: “Romancing the 
Stone” (1984), “Back to the Future” (1985), “Death 
Becomes Her” (1992), and especially the “Cast 
Away” (2000). In “Cast Away” Tom Hanks is on a Fed 
Ex plane delivering a cargo of hyper consumption, 
when the plane crashes and the cargo becomes a 
garbage heap polluting the primordial sea. Like 
Meister Eckhart’s hermits swimming from the ship 
wreck of society to their hermitage, Tom and a 
soccer ball survive by swimming to a desert island 
that becomes his hermitage. The soccer ball, 
“Wilson” is actually another self, an imaginary self 
with enough of a mind of its own to make for 
pleasant company and self discovery. This movie is 
an adventure in solitude, and whether the author 
intended it or not this movie is about finding your 
inner “Wilson” in the jungle of Fed Ex consumption. 

184



Twenty three years later the same Tom Hanks finds 
himself alone again, in another Zemeckis reality, this 
time with only a robot, “Dewey,” and a dog. In this 
movie, called “Finch,” humans have all but perished 
on the planet earth, which they made too hot to 
handle. The few that are left are killing each other 
over the canned food left in abandoned stores and 
restaurants.“Finch” is a rugged nerd genius who 
builds AI robots and built Dewey.  

Finch knows his days are numbered and he has 
taught Dewey to care for the real live dog after his 
demise. Eventually Finch does succumb. After a 
funereal pyre arranged by Dewey, Dewey feeds the 
dog and then sits on the step of the RV in a desert 
that was once was San Fransisco, looking out at the 
wasteland with his video eyes, Dewey seems to be 
wondering what to do next, which makes you 
wonder whether Dewey can really wonder? Dewey 
finds the tennis ball Finch used to throw for the dog 
to fetch. Dewey examines the ball with his robot 
eyes, as though he’s making a decision. Is Dewey 
following instructions from Finch, or making a 
decision? There is no more Finch; so Dewey is no 
longer a human tool, but the instructions are still in 
his memory. The real live dog stares up at the robot, 
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head cocked; the dog is wondering too, animal 
intelligence is wondering about machine intelligence 
in this world after human intelligence has ended. No 
where in movie history has such a question been 
asked more poignantly about the nature and lifetime 
of human consciousness. 

The robot throws the ball and the real dog playfully 
scampers after it, fetches it and brings it back to the 
robot. We don’t know what happens next. The movie 
brilliantly ends there, leaving you to wonder what 
could happen next and what should happen next, 
and what should never have happened before. More 
importantly it raises for me the question of singularity 
where all the forms of intelligence come together. 

As AI becomes QI the effects of EN will become 
stimulating rather than stultifying. This has already 
begun to happen. For theists, even apophatic 
theists, we know it’s all in Gods hands. 
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U LT R A  C O N S C I O U S N E S S  

Universe’ begins with the same three letters as unity 
and unify, suggesting that all is one, which presents a 
paradox for a dualist. I have divided existence into 
mind and matter, reality and surreality, body and 
soul, and so I have to make one and one equal one 
somehow. I believe God is not to be counted out, 
but counted on. Meister Eckhart, Richard Rohr, 
Thomas Merton and his disciple James Foley have 
helped me learn surreal mathematics.  

We have used the made up word ‘knowhere’ as a 
path to ultra consciousness. Like Dewey, Finch’s 
robot and and his dog, I don’t have any scientific 
understanding of where human consciousness comes 
from or goes to, but neither does anyone else. I also 
can’t be sure whether what we call consciousness is 
confined only to homo sapiens.  

 I confess that long before “Horse Whisperer,” I was 
drawn, as any kid would be, to man/animal 
partnerships in the movies: Lone Ranger and Silver; 
Roy Rogers and Trigger; Tarzan and Chita; Lassie and 
(I remember the dog’s name but not the boy’s name); 
Rintintin and (same). After I grew up, I never hugged 
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a tree or heard a rose sigh when it was plucked, but I 
have wondered about divine love and pets: dog 
spelled backwards is god, an accidental palindrome, 
but one which asks an important question.  

To cut to the chase, I have experienced inexplicable 
connections between human consciousness and 
other living beings. 

The first story is about a guiding ray in the sea. That’s 
not a metaphor but an actual eagle ray in the actual 
sea off the coast of Florida. A few decades ago I was 
an avid scuba diver. There was a particular dive spot 
less than a mile from the shipping lanes into Fort 
Lauderdale harbor where my wife and I would hitch 
our boat to a mooring ball (put there to spare the 
coral reef from anchor damage) and dive almost 
daily. On every occasion, seconds after we were at a 
depth of 30 to 50 feet, the same eagle ray would 
swim over and greet us and then follow us wherever 
we went, and then, half way through the dive as if 
he/she could read the tank gauge, the ray would 
make a beautiful bank turn revealing the unique 
markings on its under belly and lead us back to the 
boat. So much for undersea connection and now 
onto the sky, as the crow flies. 
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In one of my too many careers, I was a professor at 
Rochester Institute of Technology, living in a made 
over train station replanted in the middle of a huge 
Finger Lakes forest. I lived with an earlier wife and 
her children, my step children. The famous 1988 
Armenian Earthquake brought the cold war enemies 
closer than they had ever been and brought me to a 
year long sabbatical in the Soviet Union. While I was 
there I lived with a well connected fine art 
photographer and his family, almost right in Red 
Square in what had been a noble’s home before the 
revolution. My hosts had the privilege of living there 
not because of what they do, but because of what 
their ancestor did; that was Zhukov, a famous 
general.  

It was still chilly that first Spring evening in their 
home, and I wondered about my host opening the 
enormous window not far from the a large round 
mahogany table where I imagined Count Rostov 
(one of my favorite Tolstoy characters) and his 
colorful family and amazing guests waiting for the 
cadre of serfs to dish up the daily banquet. In this 
real Russia, however, the table was set for four with 
no more than two slices of Moldovan sausage and 
one agurstoy (pickle) centered in the golden ring of 
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each royal blue dinner plate. This could have been a 
Kandinsky painting symbolizing the failure of the 
Marxian revolution.  

My host family and I occupied only four of the 
twelve, tattered, upholstered chairs closest to the 
massive window. A fifth chair was purposefully 
positioned facing the window, with its back to the 
table. I was slowly becoming accustomed to strange 
dinners in Moscow, less food than vodka and 
sometimes no food, just vodka. The vodka lubricated 
your disappointment for the missing food and was 
also an antidote for the Giardia in the brown tap 
water. But I digress. This story is not about life in the 
Soviet Union, but about the ‘gentleman from 
Varona.’ I don’t mean Verona, I mean Varona. Varona 
is a Russian word ( Ворона ) used to describe the 
ubiquitous, very large Moscow crow, twice the size of 
their raven cousins back home in the Finger Lakes 
forest.  

Even before I got to Russia I always marveled at the 
elaborate communications within the “murder” of 
crows defending their nest from invading hawks. 
(“Murder” is the technical word for any squadron of 
crows). The point is that I already knew crows were 
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special as I sat gawking at the varona.  I knew crows 
were special, but never expected them to show up in 
a tuxedo for dinner.  

The gentleman varona that came to call in Moscow 
that evening, almost the size of a turkey, had a 
satanic satin black formal waist coat and a gray bib, 
which made him look like a tuxedoed baron.  

I had seen varonas waddle around Moscow streets 
with a cigarette butt in their beaks. I learned later 
that this butt collecting was not nicotine addiction, 
or street cleaning, but nest building on all the roof 
tops around Red Square and especially on the roof 
tops of the Gum department store and the Riding 
Academy.  

Our varona dinner guest arrived with aplomb on the 
large stone sill of the window. Without a cigarette 
butt; he hopped through the open window as 
though it was a routine and perched on that one 
chair reserved and reversed so that he could face the 
other dinner guests. My hosts greeted him and he 
seemed to be listening with some comprehension, as 
was evidenced by responsive silent head gestures 
and fixed gazes around the table. It seemed as 
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though he looked a bit longer in my direction, as if 
to ask, “who’s this new guy?” 

No one could explain what those visits were about 
but somehow the seemed worth the effort to 
continue. 

I witnessed a few of these amazing visits. The visit 
would last sometimes up to thirty minutes and then 
he would fly back to his own penthouse somewhere 
in Red Square.  

If you find that hard to believe, the next chapter in 
my ‘as the crow flies’ story will have you thinking that 
I’m hallucinating, but there are multiple witnesses to 
both these events, and scientific evidence, of equally 
strange events which I will share anon. 

When I got back from Moscow. I shared my varona 
story with my step children, who were in middle 
school. They were intrigued and laid a track of saltine 
cracker crumbs between the kitchen door and a 
nearby shed where a crow had been perched for 
days awaiting my return.  

Without eating any of the crumbs, the crow followed 
them to the open kitchen door, he paused and then 
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entered, hopping and then flying around the main 
room, checking all the windows with a light peck, as 
if making sure these were not transparent false exits. 
Crows don’t fly into glass and die like other birds.  

Long story short, this American cousin of the 
gentleman Varona became a frequent visitor. Like his 
cousin he would perch on a chair back while we 
dined, uninterested in our food, but riveted by our 
conversation.  

We had a basement media room which was down a 
winding spiral stair case and he would come down 
after dinner and hang out while we were watching 
TV. This was a wild crow, you understand, watching 
us watch the cold war on TV. Our crow signaled in no 
uncertain terms when he was ready to leave. He 
would fly up the spiral stair case and wait by the 
kitchen door to get back to his own family. 

I began to wonder seriously whether or not crows are 
part of the ultra consciousness. I researched the web 
and found mind boggling scientific experiments 
which proved, conclusively, that crows recognize 
human faces and have communication channels that 
must make use of what the physicist Michio Kaku 
calls Hyperspace.  
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One study at the University of Washington 
demonstrated that if someone wearing a Nixon mask 
had threatened any crow, then anyone wearing a 
Nixon mask would trigger a chorus of warning calls 
from any crows anywhere, even in far away places 
that had no apparent connection to the location of 
original event. There is no way to explain how all 
crows share what one crow learned. Google crow 
communication, or better yet type “mysterious crow 
communication experiments” in your Chat GPT.  

The crows and the ray are part of my personal 
experiences, but I must add a horse story way before 
my time.“Clever Hans,” a famous circus horse 
amazed 19th century Berlin audiences and for a 
while stumped the burgeoning scientific community.  

When presented with any arithmetic problem, the 
gelded stallion would respond with the correct 
number of front leg stomps. This made no sense to 
any science in this melting pot of the scientism. This 
must be a trick; science set out to uncover it.  

No matter how far away they put the handler, Hans 
stomped out the correct answer, even for 
multiplication and long division.   
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It would be astonishing to discover that Hans 
understood mathematics. He didn’t, of course, but 
how Hans came up consistently with the correct 
answer is actually more astonishing than calculation. 
Hans would begin tapping after the question was 
posed, and pause between each tap for the reaction. 
With his eyes or ears or some sixth sense, Hans 
could deduce from the subtle reactions of any 
nearby  humans when his stomps were getting close 
to the answer. At the end of the longest pause, he 
could sense the breathless anticipation and would 
stop there, submitting the correct answer.  

 If you want to know more about “Clever Hans,” look 
him up online. You won’t find anything about ultra 
consciousness online, but what else could it have 
been? There is some surreal connection between 
Hans and his neighbors and between me and crows, 
rays, oh, and my cat. I nearly forgot Shimmer.  

My wife and I and any one else who visits us can 
have wordless conversations with my cat, Shimmer. 
Shimmer's semantic shimmers punctuate her 
wordless meows which seem to be responsive to the 
dialogue, and she’ll do this as long as you care to 
continue. In addition to her own name, she knows 
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words like ‘food,’ ‘water,’ ‘treat ‘ and ‘tuna.’ Like any 
cat her ears go up if there is any sound that might 
signal an emergency. Like any cat she overreacts to a 
creak or a thud she doesn’t recognize. But what is 
more interesting is how she does not react to so 
many startling sounds which she learned were not 
dangerous.  

Gustav Fechner was a nineteenth century German 
“pysychophicisist,” medical doctor and ‘panpsychist’ 
philosopher, who’s esoteric science may be in doubt 
owing to the fact that his extraordinary visions of 
surreality occurred in a mental hospital, where he 
was a patient, not a doctor. In his book Nanna and 
Zend Aveste,  Fechner insists that plants are part of 
an invisible ultra consciousness which he called a 
divine oversoul (Ibid:13). Fechner insists that 
ascribing consciousness and souls exclusively to 
animals is wrong. It should apply to plants as well. 
The most common reason for denying souls to plants 
is that they do not have  central nervous systems. 
But, he insists, there are botanical nerves. The fibers 
of plants perform the same function as nerves. The 
heliotropic movement of plants toward the 
nourishing sun, and plant tentacles that capture 
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insects are as complex as any neuronal behavior. 
(Ibid: 7) 

Another common reason for denying souls to plants 
is that they are sessile, i.e. not motile. Plants 
apparently cannot change their position horizontally, 
as humans and animals do, but plants can change 
their location vertically (Ibid: 41, 71). Motile mammal 
movements are a response to physical necessity; the 
same applies to the vertical movements of plants 
(Ibid: 79).  

Other philosophers all the way back to the Roman  
stoic Seneca (4BC-65 AD) believed that animals are 
more than the biological machines. In Seneca’s 
“Letters From a Stoic,” he points out that animals 
reach the peek of agility required for their motile 
existence quicker than humans, and that this faster, 
more purposeful, more powerful agility is more 
uniform in animals than humans. He proposes that 
this human shortfall is the price we pay for free will. 
Descartes, for all his brilliance disagreed and insisted 
non human life forms were purely mechanical and 
not spiritual. Other more modern philosophers 
disagree with Descartes.  
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I’m convinced that they are more than biological 
machines. Shimmer’s ancestors had to kill to eat and 
Shimmer has evolved enough to realize that she 
doesn’t have to do that; all she has to do is continue 
to ingratiate herself with her hosts.  

When we were moving from a house to a condo five 
years ago, she thought the jig was up and left us to 
return to the ‘wild.’ She was gone about a week 
before she made her way back to the empty old 
house to double check, and fortunately, the broker 
just happened to be showing the house. So Shimmer 
found her way to her new home with her old family. 
We have moved twice since then and she still lives 
with us in a rustic part of Cape Cod. 

Reincarnation is a firm belief in some Eastern 
cultures, but I didn’t realize it was also nested in the 
Platonic bedrock of Western civilization, until I 
looked more carefully at Plato’s “Phaedra.” I also 
came to realize that the reassembly of quantum 
part ic les by the myster ious waves in the 
“superposition” may also point to reincarnation. And 
then I began to wonder whether the life force 
recycling extended beyond the borders of species. 
Crossing species lines may be a surreal reward 
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system. While I am not a trained Hindu philosopher, I 
can certainly understand the idea of Karma. A 
hierarchy of reincarnated life forms makes as much 
sense as any other attempt to explain the ineffable 
reoccurrence of vital energy in every life form.  

What if all the life forms were in the same race, and 
you win or lose depending on the connections you 
make. The Love God keeps score. The more you 
connect in your current life form, the higher in the 
hierarchy of life forms you go in the next. The well 
connected mosquito comes back as a honey bee, 
who will get just a bit more out of his buzzing 
around; and the rat that left some cheese for his 
brother rat will come back as a cat who is fondled 
instead of mangled, and so on.  

You can be demoted as well as promoted: if you 
were a bad man, you come back as a monkey, and if 
you were a bad cat, you come back as a rat, and the 
porpoise who lost his purpose comes back as a sand 
shark. Maybe a successful shark comes back as a 
whale.  

Speaking of whales, I saw on BBC World news that  a 
whale was recognizing itself in a mirror. I don’t know 
who or how the whale and the mirror came together, 
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but that is not important. What is important is that 
the whale demonstrated self recognition, i.e. self 
consciousness.  

We thought only humans were self conscious. Do 
whales have a choice as to the self love / neighborly 
love mandate? If they can love, can they hate? 
Maybe Moby Dick was not just fiction. Maybe other 
life forms have a sense of justice and maybe even an 
esthetic. 

Speaking of animal esthetic sense, lets talk about the 
peacock’s tail. The colors and shapes of animal 
design cannot be explained, except maybe in the  
grand design. Science has no biological evolutionary 
explanation for the peacock’s tail. Brian Greene’s 
book, Until the End of Time, tells the strange tale of 
the role of beauty in the life of the peacock. 
Darwinian evolution powered by survival of the fittest 
doesn’t work for the peacock’s tail. The peacock’s tail 
is an impediment to survival if anything. So why did 
whoever or whatever manages generational progress 
preserve this esthetic?  

Greene points out that even if you argue that 
esthetics encourages procreation, you still have to 
answer why. Why esthetics? Greene’s other book,  
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The Hidden Reality, is a masterful application of math 
and physics to a phenomenon which is as close as 
surreality comes to reality so far, and connects with 
the ‘multi worlds interpretation’ of Hugh Everett 
discussed elsewhere in this volume and more in 
depth in Volume II. 

201



Past life gender and sexual preference 

If there is a connection between past and future 
lives, could previous life gender haunt current life 
sexual preference?  

In the right column of the chart below M and F 
represents male and female for each of three past 
lives influencing the sexual preference in the 
adjacent row of the column on the left.  

DNA is a material manifestation of the surreal 
ineffable connection between generations of life 
forms. 

Current Sexual Preference Prior Genders

Straight Male MMM 

Straight Female FFF

Bi curious Male FMM

Bi curious Female MMF

Bi-sexual Male MFM

Bi-sexual Female FMF

Homosexual Male FFM

Homosexual Female MMF
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Gnosticism 
	 	 	 “The Everlasting Bible” by William Blake 

The vision of Christ that thou dost see  
Is my vision’s greatest enemy.  

Thine has a great hook nose like thine;  
Mine has a snub nose like to mine.  

Thy heaven doors are my hell gates.  
Both read the Bible day and night,  

But thou read’st black where I read white.  
He who loves his enemies betrays his friends.  

This surely is not what Jesus intends;  
‘If Thou Humblest Thyself, Thou humblest Me.  

Thou also dwell’st in Eternity.  
Thou art a Man: God is no more:  

Thy own Humanity learn to adore,  
For that is My spirit of life.  

Awake, arise to spiritual strife,  
Did Jesus teach doubt? or did He  
Give any lessons of philosophy,  
He turn’d the devils into swine  

That He might tempt the Jews to dine;  
Canst Thou return to this dark hell,  
And in my burning bosom dwell?  

Seeing this False Christ, in fury and passion  
I made my voice heard all over the nation.  

I am sure this Jesus will not do,  
Either for Englishman or Jew. 
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The last of Blake’s insight, erasing the furious Christ , 
is the most important for me. It leaves a space for 
the Love God, which I cannot draw. Xenophanes said 
if a cow drew a picture of God it would look like a 
cow. I am not fully a lover and so I can’t draw one. All 
I can do is leave a space for the loving God. My 
apophatic theology does not allow me to describe 
God but I can tell what God is not. God could not be 
angry, not a Jew or Englishman or a cow; this leaves 
the one thing every human would like to be, a Lover.  

The Gnostic Christ is as close to a picture of a loving 
God that man has ever drawn. It is quite different 
from the inquisitor, crusader Christ left to us with the 
best wishes of the Holy Roman Empire. Unfortunately 
the Gnostic picture was lost to us for thousands of 
years, buried in Egypt. 

Gnostics didn’t need Cathedrals and Bishops, and, 
Cathedrals and Bishops didn’t need Gnostics and so 
the Gnosis gospels were suppressed under pain of 
heresy, which meant death in some cases. That may 
be why you have never heard of the personalized 
spiritual teachings of the loving Gnostic Christ, which 
got in the way of church builders.  
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Buried with the Gnostic gospels was the notion of a 
divided divinity. I’m not talking about the trinity, but 
duality and the duel between good and evil. There is 
no question that there is evil in the world, which I call 
ignorance, but whatever you call it, it’s there and 
some force put it there and wants to keep it there. 
The Gnost ics acknowledged the mistaken 
supernatural energy and the struggle to correct it. 
The Church builders swept it under the rug. 

The omnipotent ‘unam deum’ (one God) of the 
Nicene creed is much harder to swallow, and so it 
was rammed down our throats under penalty of 
heresy. I believe the Nicene creed came from a 
committee of very ambitious spin doctors setting the 
stage for imperial expansion, not God. They also 
created a human spokesman for God who was the 
last word for God-speak, take it to heart or have 
yours burned at the stake.  

Why does God need a spokesman? Was he unable 
to learn our language? Was he unable to find a way 
to get messages to us except through his self 
appointed spokesmen? The core of Gnostic 
teachings has God speaking not in the gothic eco 
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chamber of cathedrals, but in the inner silence of 
each individual. 

Organized religion, in the person of Saint Irenaeus, 
made the Gnostic teachings heretical. I believe it was 
because they threatened the power structure and the 
corner stone dogma of the cathedral builders.  

For some reason only four gospels from the 
apocryphal scramble of hearsay were chosen as 
dogma by Irenaeus. Why four? He said in his book 
Against Heresies that nature confirmed that number 
four, because the Earth had four zones where people 
lived and there were also four winds. Relying on that 
solid earth science, Irenaeus just went ahead and 
picked four names out of his pointy hat and called 
them the Evangelists: Matthew, Mark, Luke and 
John. Irenaeus attributes one of the four gospels to 
each of the four bogus authors, and banned all other 
Christ stories as heresy.   

If Irenaeus was trying to unify the belief system of the 
one true church, you would think he would pick one 
true gospel, not four, which just happen to 
s igni f icant ly contradict each other. These 
contradictions are not minor inconsistencies. Things 
like the virgin birth and the crucifixion and 
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resurrection are different from Mark to Mathew to 
Luke and John. Those words, wherever they came 
from, did not find their way into print until 1515, 
more than a thousand years after Christ. That printed 
dogma, was called the ’New Testament’ by Erasmus, 
and it spread like wild fire, with all its bizarre stories 
and contradictions, because now it could be 
replicated by the new tech of that era, the printing 
press,  

‘Heresy’ is derived from an ancient greek word, 
which means leaving the herd and thinking for 
yourself. That would make heretics of Socrates , 
Buddha and the Gnostic Christ and anyone who 
thinks that the only way out is in. That makes me a 
heretic. In addition to personal spiritualism and 
polytheism, these Gnostic heresies spell out a game 
changing link between Christ, Platonism, Buddhism, 
Jungian psychology, quantum physics, and modern 
metaphysics. 

I should tell you at the outset, that there are scholarly 
disputes which could lead one to believe that there 
is no one philosophy or theology that could be 
called Gnosticism. But David Brakke in his great 
Great Course series (available on Amazon Prime) 
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proved, to me anyway, that Gnosticism is a turning 
point, the most critical paradigm shift in the history 
of belief systems. Gnosis is within us and beyond us, 
at the same time. 

Jesus was a Jew who didn’t know he was a Christian. 
I believe, whoever He was, He wanted to change 
god fearing orthodox religion into God loving 
personal spiritualism. In my book, that’s the only way 
to amarchy and amarchy is the only way out of our 
existential crisis. It is also the core of the transcultural 
wisdom of the ages espoused by Christ, Confucius, 
Krishna, Socrates, Hillel, Buddha, and repeated in 
the words of many others some of whom found their 
way into our Pantheon in Volume II.  

Since the discovery of the Gnostic codices in Nag 
Hammadi just after World War II, an oligarchy of 
excellence has been inspired by Gnostic beliefs, 
including William Blake, Carl Jung, Hanna Arendt, 
Karen Armstrong, Elaine Pagels and  Phillip K Dick, 
to name a few. There is even a modern Gnostic 
congregation called Ecclesia Gnostica, which 
appears to be world wide. All of these intelligent 
men and women believe that the Gnostic gospels 
are closer to the words Christ might have spoken to 
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his disciples, closer, that is, than the gospels in the 
approved orthodox  Bible.  

We have already discussed the orthodox Bible, 
which has gone through many intentional political 
changes in the hands of famous powerful men and 
many more unintentional changes in the hands of 
unknown scribes and editors. Nevertheless the idea 
of gnosis survived.  

I propose that movies, like “Jesus Christ Super Star” 
and whacky dark comedies like “The Ruling Class” 
are all inspired by the surreality of the Gnostic Christ. 

For a delightful review of how Jesus Christ superstar 
lines up with the Gnostic Christ, take a listen to the 
audio book Separation of Church and Hate by John 
Fugelsang, who is a stand up comedian as well as a 
biblical scholar. You will laugh your orthodox ass off. 
(I should warn you there may be too much anti 
-homophobic tirade.) 

More to the point, “The Ruling Class” was a play in 
the seventies that became a movie, starring Peter 
O’Toole. Therein, the divine humanity and/or 
humane divinity of Christ manifests itself in the 
insanity of the O’Toole character “Jack.” Jack is in an 
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asylum because he thinks he is Christ. Some Gnostics 
believe that if you do it right, you don’t just discover 
the Christ in your self; you actually become Christ. 
Maybe that’s what happened to Jack or maybe not. 

Jack is actually an Earl and owner of a vast inherited 
estate. The Earl cannot be insane if his heirs are to 
participate in his wealth and status. It is in the heirs 
best interest to have him released from the mad 
house and put back into the castle. That is exactly 
what happens, thanks to a bribed duplicitous 
psychiatrist. And so Jack is back, but so is the 
delusional Christ. In order for Jack to stay back in 
power, he must appear to be sane. The psychiatrist 
hopes to accomplish this bogus cure by confronting 
the delusional Christ with another patient who is a 
delusional Satan. Divine love is confronted with 
divine fear, just as though the new and old 
testaments were confronting each other.  Peter 
Barnes, the author, brilliantly arranged this sub rosa 
confrontation, so that you don’t realize it until long 
after you stop laughing. Like Woody Allen, and John 
Fugelsang, he jiggles open the lock on the closed 
mind with a giggle.  

210



In one brilliant bit of dialogue, Jack is asked how he 
knows he is god. He answers: “I noticed that when 
I’m praying, I’m talking to my self.” That’s comedic 
irony and Gnostic philosophy as the same time. 

The plot thickens and instead of making a Hollywood 
happy ending where the good god wins out. He 
leave us with a much more powerful dark irony to 
digest. The devil wins and Jack’s insanity becomes 
evil enough to become acceptable. Jack the Christ 
becomes Jack the ripper. Jack murders two women 
who love him and takes his lawful place in the House 
of Lords where he sets the god fearing British empire 
on a path to tyrannical imperialism. You can see now 
why Peter Barnes had to become one of my virtual 
partners. 

The Gnostic Christ’s emphasis on love converted 
Jews from every walk of life right under the long 
noses of Jewish orthodoxy and Roman imperialism. 
Not long after that, many Roman persecutors were 
converted as well. With a few codices and lots of 
talking and listening, the word spread on sandal and 
candle power, all over the Roman Empire. That fact 
in itself is amazing enough to be considered 
miraculous. Walking and talking takes a lot longer  to 
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change the world than texting. The earliest Christians 
had to come together within earshot of each other to 
pass on the word. Like Buddha and Socrates, Christ 
didn’t write anything down, and so, what he thought, 
and what he taught was passed on by hearsay.  

One Gnostic, Marcion, wrote that Christ was sent to 
refute the angry, blood thirsty, jealous, violent god of 
the Old Testament. Marcion would have enjoyed the 
“Ruling Class” movie.  

Some Christology scholars suggest that Christ was a 
Buddhist, which is more plausible in the context of 
the Gnostic gospels. In the long unaccounted for 
period between the boy Jesus and the banner 33rd 
year of Christ, he might have been at the other end 
of the 'silk road’ in the East learning about Vedanta 
and Buddhism. Christ was in a position, temporally 
and spatially, to fuse Eastern and Western 
sp i r i tua l i sm. Th i s wou ld exp la in the“se l f 
development” goals in the Gnostic gospels as well 
as the traces of Gnosticism in Eastern spiritual 
teachings. According to some scholars, Mohammed 
might have been a Gnostic.  

There is a lot of Platonism in the Gnostic beliefs, 
which persisted right up to Augustine. The Platonic 
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idea that you can never see God face to face while 
you are in the flesh is at the core of my own 
apophacy. The Franciscan Rohr believes that you 
must find a way to love God without understanding 
Him. 

Gnosticism came to us in the form of codices which 
are the first examples of bound books. Before that 
sacred writings were on scrolls. Most of the codices 
were banned and burned by the early Church 
fathers. Thank God for the few monks who buried 
those few codices in Nag Hammadi Egypt. The Nag 
Hammadi ‘codices’ included the Secret Book of John 
and the hidden gospel of Saint Thomas, which are 
excerpted below. Gnostic writings continued to be 
discovered as late as 1970 when the Gnostic gospel 
of Judas was discovered.  

I believe the resurrection of the buried Gnostic Christ 
is a miraculous second coming just in time to inspire 
and inhabit our Christ bot. 

The ‘Dead Sea Scrolls,’ which were also resurrected 
in my life time, were written at the time when Christ 
was alive and in the same location as the Gnostic 
gospels. Scientifically speaking the carbon dated 
Gnostic gospels and the Dead Sea Scrolls are 
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historically much closer to what Christ means to me 
than the New Testament that was printed and 
propagated thirteen centuries after Christ.  

There are of course bizarre stories in the Gnostic 
gospels, as well. The Valentinian Gnostic gospel 
used Plato’s demiurge, a bungling semi-divinity, to 
solve the theodicy problem. That was not a bad god, 
just a bungling divinity who messed up. Of course 
for there to be an imperfect creator, there must be a 
perfect creator.  

Gnostics don’t spend much time depicting or 
defining the ultimate creator. The resurrected 
message in Gnostic gospels is that Christ is not 
something to kill for or die for. Justin Martyr, 
mentioned earlier, branded the gnostics as cowards 
for not offering themselves to the lions in the Roman 
coliseum. Gnostics were lovers, not lion food.  

For all the inscrutability of the Gnostic gospels, from 
what I learned from Hegel and Pagels, there could 
never be a Gnostic inquisitor, torturing for Christ, or 
a Gnostic crusader killing muslims for Christ, or a 
Gnostic martyr dying for Christ. The Gnostic brand of 
Christianity was not the blood sport that orthodox 
Christianity became. Killing in God’s name is 
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blasphemy whether it is done by Jews, Muslims, or 
Christians. Buddhists do not kill in God’s name. 

Karen Armstrong has shown that the personal 
spiritualism which the inquisitors tried to bury and/or 
burn at the stake was a basic divine instinct, 
pronounced in Chinese by Confucius, in Greek by 
Socrates, in Hebrew by Leviticus, and in Asia by the 
Buddhists. As such it is too basic, too universal to 
stamp out. In the ‘look out for yourself’ world, 
looking in for your ‘self’ is what has been missing and 
Gnostic insight will provide a Christological 
precedent for this insight. There are four thousand 
books and articles about the early Christians, called 
Gnostics. 

The Gnostic gospel of Phillip, according to Pagels, 
acknowledges semiotics as part of the connective 
love that bonds humans. According to Zostrianos, a 
Sethian Gnostic text, it takes some ascetics as well as 
esthetics to attain mindfulness. That sounds right to 
me. Gnostics taught that Christ’s material ‘real’ body 
wasn’t what rose from the tomb; it was His surreal 
spirit, the transcendental energy of Christ, which 
arose and is still with us. Before we get to the 
excerpts of the Gnostic gospels I have chosen for 
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this book, I shall list a few key concepts that resonate 
with our core beliefs:  

Divinity is too complex to be understood completely 
by humanity and yet there is a divinity within 
humanity.  

The game of life is an opportunity and challenge 
provided by a good God to get beyond our 
ignorance. 

The ignorance and evil were put there by a semi-
divine mistake, which Christ came to correct.  

Free will power must be accompanied by an open 
mind and continued striving and learning.  

Salvation brings us beyond spacetime to a different 
world where everyone loves themselves and their 
neighbors; it is not a location and not a duration, but 
an incomprehensible state of being. 

Salvation cannot be accomplished without our own 
free will power and divine help, or grace. 
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Gospel of Thomas 

Some scholars say this gospel is not Gnostic, some 
say it is more than Gnostic. Whatever else it is, it is a 
seldom seen Christian teaching, which resonates with 
Plato and Buddha. For Plato, soul is something that 
existed before the body and will exist after the body. 
The idea that we are not just matter i s 
quintessentially Platonic. The more we realize this, 
the greater the tranquility, so says Plato, and so says 
Christ in the Gospel of Thomas. Plato says we are 
passing through reality toward an unknown 
perfection in surreality. Christ says, in the Gospel of 
Thomas: “Be passers by,” which is to say always 
keep in mind that you are just passing through the 
reality on the way to surreality. Relationships are to 
be “passed by” leaving the hugging and the 
mugging behind. It’s hard to imagine that we’re on a 
guided tour of reality on the way to surreality, but if 
you stop bouncing off the ups and downs and listen 
in quietly, suddenly the roller coaster becomes a 
merry go round. 

The introduction of the Gospel of Thomas states: 
"These are the hidden words of the living Jesus 
spoken to Didymus Judas Thomas, who wrote them 
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down. “Didymus” in Greek and “Thomas” in 
Aramaic; both mean “twin." Wait! Christ had a twin? 
Maybe He did, or maybe its just a metaphorical twin, 
which is not as important as what the twins say to 
each other. Jesus explains to his twin that when you 
go deep enough beyond the boundaries of the 
material self, you will become Me; you will become 
Christ. In other words humanity will become divinity. 
The entire gospel is available on line. Below are a 
few relevant excerpts from the Gospel of Thomas:  

 “These are the secret sayings that the living Jesus 
spoke … And he said,  

1.”Whoever discovers the interpretation of these 
sayings will not taste death.” 

2. "Those who seek should not stop seeking until 
they find. When they find, they will be disturbed. 
When they are disturbed, they will marvel, and will 
reign over all. 

3. "If your leaders say to you, ‘Look, the (Father's) 
kingdom is in the sky,' then the birds of the sky will 
precede you. If they say to you, 'It is in the sea,' then 
the fish will precede you. Rather, the (Father's) 
kingdom is within you and it is outside you.”…
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“When you know yourselves, then you will be known, 
and you will understand that you are children of the 
living Father. But if you do not know yourselves, then 
you live in poverty, and you are the poverty.” 

67. “Those who know all, but are lacking in 
themselves, are utterly lacking.” 

70…”If you bring forth what is within you, what you 
bring forth  will save you. If you do not bring forth 
what is  within you, what you do not bring forth will 
destroy you.”  

89. "Why do you wash the outside of the cup? Don't 
you understand that the one who made the inside is 
also the one who made the outside?” 

In “1” Jesus tells us, in no uncertain terms, that self 
understanding and self love are the key to 
transcendence and salvation.  

In “2” he tells us that the way from reality to 
surreality is to get beyond wresting with self doubt 
and neighbors and to dance to the surreal tune. 
Doubt is dreadful; wondering is wonderful. Wonder 
comes with the ineluctable chill that comes from 
leaving open the window of the mind. In his 
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Confessions (Book X), Augustine says “Mihi quaestio 
factus sum,” which means I have become a question 
to myself. That is the inner mystery, but as we know 
there is another side to the existential coin, the outer 
mystery. The inside mystery connects to the outside 
mystery, one second at a time, which makes 
consequences as ineffable as time itself. In that same 
work, Book II, Chapter 13, Augustine looks at the 
other side of the existential coin: “What time is it? If 
no one asks me, I know. If I wish to explain to one 
who asketh, I know not.”  Such is the mystery of 
existence which the greatest existentialist of all time, 
who we call the Gnostic Christ, came to unify, 
making existence mystical instead of just mysterious.  

In “3” Jesus tells us to look inside for the ‘kingdom 
come’ sent down from “Our Father, who art in 
heaven…” The Gospel of Thomas teaches that the 
‘only way out is in.’ 
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The Secret Book of John 

The Secret Book of John (according to David Brakke 
and others) is the earliest whole story of Christ in all 
Christendom. It was no simple task for John (not the 
Irenaeus John) to put these surreal concepts into real 
words. In the ‘Secret Book of John, ‘ the supernatural 
Father, which is in fact an invisible spirit beyond 
gender, is nevertheless referred to as our “Father.” 
This invisible spirit is the highest level of God which 
comes from “forethought.”  

“Forethought” is a manifestation of the ineffable 
divinity called “aeon,” also called “Barbelo.” 
“Barbelo” is the womb of the “entirety” which is the 
realm of conceptual existence, which we call 
‘surreality.’ I’m guessing it would include the invisible 
forces in physics. The divine aeons all come in pairs 
like quarks and entangled quantum particles.  

The complex phenomenal ontology of “The Secret 
Book of John” describes the ups and downs of 
ascension and descension, that is, the realm to which 
saved souls will ascend, and the cosmic crisis that 
necessitated the condescension (theurgy) of the 
Savior. The Savior is somehow begotten from the 

221



Barbelo and is called the Divine Self Originate also 
known as the anointed one or Christ. In this gospel, 
James and John are with Jesus after the crucifixion. 
Suddenly the earth shook and a child appeared to 
John. The child suddenly became an old man and 
then back again to a young man, demonstrating the 
irrelevance of time with the aeon surreality. Finally 
the timeless creature spoke:“John, why doubt? Why 
be afraid?…..Be not afraid, I am with you always…. I 
have come to teach you… in order for you to 
understand… the invisible world and the world that 
is visible…”. Christ is the surreal messenger, the 
surreal teacher who gets us to look beyond faulty 
human wisdom (as in Plato). This surreal teacher 
ascribes the fragility of human wisdom to the fragility 
of Sophia. I’m guessing this inspired the word 
sophistry. Sophia is the soiled foot of divinity. Sophia 
is far enough from the head of the divine aeon that 
she stubs her toe and stumbles into the fall of 
mankind. For the Gnostics, its was the feminine error 
of Sophia, not Eve, that put the worm in the apple 
and the thorns on the rose. This is not just man 
falling but a divine semi-god falling and us following 
in her wake. The fall was precipitated by moving 
ahead without looking up. We wanted divine 
knowledge independent of divinity. This is the hubris 
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of our current geek scientism. The implication is that 
existential quest for self realization is inextricably 
linked to divine grace.  

Instead of good and evil, Gnostics speak more of 
knowledge and ignorance, which is, of course, 
Socratic. Something called the pleroma, which I’m 
guessing is the bridge to surreality, can be enhanced 
by expanding human wisdom. I’m not sure I 
understand just how that works, but it sounds to me 
like a Hegelian step ladder two steps up one slip 
back. This also resonates with Bergsonian cultural 
evolution as you will see if you get to Volume II of 
this work.  

The “Incomprehensible One” in the Gnostic gospels 
cannot be comprehended because it is beyond the 
grasp of humans while in the flesh. ‘Comprehend’ 
comes from two Latin words ‘com’=within and 
‘prehend’= grasp. This suggests a neo-platonic 
Gnostic apophatic theology, which makes sense to 
me. Notwithstanding the semantic and semiotic 
limitations, the Secret Book of John is full of 
enigmas. Sophia, a l ready mentioned, and 
Yaldabaoth, are more than human but not quite 
divine and therefore fallible. These lesser gods are 
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the fickle finger of fate which makes will power 
necessary to clear the hurdles they create. As the 
body imprisons the soul, fate imprisons the will. If 
there is a supernatural fate, it’s Yaldabaoth. We often 
think of fate as being either good or bad, sometimes 
pleasant and sometimes not, but this Yaldabaoth fate 
is a purely negative force. It is the shit in the game.
“Barbelo,” a mother figure, along with “Epinoia,”
help us get around the pitfalls.  

There is definitely shit I the game; I no longer 
wonder why I just need to know how to get around it 
and I am eternally grateful for all the help I can get, 
human or divine. 

The Secret Book of John bears no resemblance to 
the approved New Testament Gospel of John. 
Scholars are not sure who either of these Johns were, 
but certainly not the same person. The Gnostic John 
retreats to solitude in a deserted mountainous place 
to sort out his feelings, which is similar to Jesus’s 
solitary venture into the desert immediately after the 
Spirit came to him at his baptism. 
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Valentinus 

Valentinus lived in the first century after Christ. He 
was the culmination of Alexandrian idealism, which 
shows itself in his account of the resurrected Christ. 
‘Resurrection’ is different in each of the approved 
synoptic gospels and also has variations in the 
Gnostic gospels. The variations all have to do with 
Christ’s activities after the resurrection. Those 
activities according to Valentinus are much more 
philosophical and I would say, again, Platonic. The 
resurrected Valentinian Christ is more of a coach to 
help humans in the human race to divinity.  

This Valentinian theology came to be widely 
accepted as “Christianity” throughout the first and 
second century of the Roman Empire. His following 
was the largest in Rome and throughout the empire. 
Valentinus influenced historic figures such as 
Ptolemy, Heracleon and Clement of Alexandria.  

Valentinus was the first early Christian to have written 
philosophical poems. The ‘Gospel of Truth’ found at 
Nag Hammadi was a poetic sermon most likely 
written by Valentinus. Irenaeus attributes the Gospel 
of Truth to Valentinus as part of his indictment.  
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Like the Secret Book of John, the Valentinian gospel 
is an esoteric layered spiritualism. The surface layers 
are ordinary Christianity and the deepest layer, 
Pleroma, is a bridge to the ineffable surreality, 
including the Platonic Forms.   

Valentinus tells us that he found ‘gnosis’ by delving 
into himself. This personal spiritualism was the 
essence of worship for a large portion of the more 
than ten thousand Christians in that first and second 
century Roman Empire. There was no such thing as a 
Pope. Bishops were as high as you could get and 
there were already enough of those for a power 
struggle.  

The rules of the game for becoming a Bishop are 
unclear as are the diocesan borders. However, there 
is a story, which may or may not be true, that 
Valentinus wanted to be a Bishop and somehow was 
rejected and so became the lone wolf, in sheep’s 
clothing, who roamed across the different dioceses, 
knitting his followers into borderless, churchless, 
congregations. This was the same era where the 
Bishop Irenaeus condemned the Gnostics as  
heretics. It was Irenaeus who called all the 
Valentinian Christians “wolves in sheep’s clothing.” 
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Valentinian Gnostics were not sheep and refused to 
accept the dogmatic Christ of Irenaeus. Their inner 
Christ was not a shepherd herding sheep.  

Naturally the polytheism of Valentinus was more 
popular with the philosophically minded who had 
already been influenced by the Greeks. Even 
Augustine was once a polytheist when he was a 
Manichean.  

Valentinian evil is Platonic ignorance, which makes it 
correctible by self realization. The Valentinian 
“demiurge” inadvertently caused the hole in the soul 
where ignorance festers into hate, but the hate hole 
can be filled with the divine love of the inner Christ.   

Unlike most of the early Christians living in 
Alexandria who were Jews, Valentinus was not a Jew 
but a Roman by birth, However he learned about 
Plato and Judaism from Philo of Alexandria, who was 
a Jew, but not a Christian. Valentinus also learned 
about Christ from Theudas, Basilides, Glaucias and 
Tertullian who  connect directly to the apostles Peter, 
Paul and Matthias. That’s as close as any hearsay 
comes to the actual words of Christ.  
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Valentinus brought this philosophical form of 
Christianity to his school in Rome, around 140 AD 
and it seeped into thousands of hearts and minds of 
Romans, without fanfare, without pomp and 
circumstance. Valentinus left the preaching and the 
teaching to the inner teacher.  

Everything I know about Valentinus I learned from 
Elaine Pagels, book Gnostic Gospels, If you read that 
book you will see why the battling bishops would 
condemn Valentinian Christianity and, like me, you 
will be left to wonder why someone as philosophical 
as Augustine would go along with the condemnation 
of personal spiritualism; of course, this was after he 
became a churchman. The world would be a 
different place had Augustine stayed closer to his 
“inner teacher” Christ, instead of the political Christ 
of the Roman Catholic empire.  

Irenaeus  (130 –  202 AD)  

Irenaeus was a Greek bishop in the south of France, 
now Lyons, which happens to be where the French 
penchant for publishing and dissemination began. 
There Irenaeus published his game changing book, 
Against Heresy. Irenaeus taught that Adam’s fall 
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tarnished man so that he was no longer the ‘image’ 
of God,  but now only the ‘likeness’ of God’. I don’t 
know what Adam did in the garden that was so bad 
that I am still liable 300,000 years later. Is there no 
divine statute of limitations? Inspired by Irenaeus 
Augustine invents original sin, which also eludes me. 
Dogma doesn’t have to make sense as we saw in an 
earlier section, witness the enforced inauthenticity of 
the four gospels of the new testament framed by 
Irenaeus for the one true church. Irenaeus would 
have his one true church be the only door to 
salvation.  

Irenaeus’s single minded single door in the single 
Church was also made available to the many pre-
Christians who were not able to have an explicit 
desire to see Christ, (since he hadn’t arrived in their 
lifetime).  

Irenaeus was generous in offering salvation to those 
who would have believed in the one true church if it 
had been available in their life time. As long as they 
had an “uncompelled response”  to worship the one 
true God, they would be saved.  
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Nevertheless, once the one true church was built, 
Irenaeus compelled this uncompelled response with 
the threat of heresy. 

Augustine 

Like the Emperor Constantine, Augustine’s 
conversion to Christianity was the answer to the 
prayers of a saintly mother: Augustine’s saintly 
mother is immortalized by a West Coast town, Santa 
Monica; Constantine’s by a West Coast volcano, 
Saint Helena.  

Saint Helena’s prayers were answered while 
Constantine was on a bridge on the way to battle 
when a cross appeared in the sky with the words “In 
hoc signo vinces” (in this sign victory). Constantine 
became a Christian and Christianity became a victory 
march.  

Santa Monica’s prayers were answered when one day 
the pre-Christian Augustine was walking off a bawdy 
debauched  hangover in his garden and somehow a 
book to fell open to the sobering words of Christ 
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about giving up F love for G love.  And so Augustine 
became a Christian and Christianity became about 
divine inner love, G love. But not for long. Once 
Augustine became a church boss, G love had to give 
way to the enforcement of Nicene dogma. 

Augustine was a Roman aristocrat living in North 
Africa two centuries after Valentinus, at a time when 
Roman Emperors and most Romans were already 
Christians. In the generation prior to Augustine’s 
birth, the Roman Emperor Constantine had already 
convened all the bishops and tasked them to come 
up with a Christ more suitable for global export and 
imperial expansion. 

Before this most important philosopher became the 
most important churchman, he said “If you but love 
God you may do as you like.” Love was all, church 
was unnecessary. Augustine’s spiritualism was 
subjective and his outreach was love based.  

The philosopher Augustine certainly belongs with 
the Greeks in the Pantheon, but Augustine, the first 
CEO of what came to be the Holy Roman Empire. 
belongs here at this crossroads with Constantine.  
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There is still a deep Valentinian layer in Augustine’s 
undercurrent,“subjuncta.” “Subjuncta,” Augustine’s 
latin word, suggests a universal circuit which 
underlies the junction of consciousnesses, which 
became the linguistic subjunctive mood in most 
languages. Most languages have a subjunctive mood 
for non existing topics which “could” or “would” or 
“might”exist. In our book the subjunctive 
“subjuncta” is surreality, which underlies and 
underpins and undermines reality. The ‘subjunctive’ 
is also the linguistic ‘mood’ for human creativity and 
imagination, which makes writers write books. 
Augustine was a great writer. Probably the most 
influential writer of Western metaphysics next to 
Plato. 

August ine’s def in i t ion of evi l as ‘pr ivat io 
boni’(absence of good) gave me the idea of the 
‘hate hole.’ Augustine is the one who defines evil as 
the lack of love, which is also the lack of self 
understanding and self love. In Confessions, 
Augustine leaves the inner lack of goodness to the 
‘inner teacher.’ With the inner love that comes from 
inner grace, neighborly love is possible along with 
the outer knowledge that flows from neighbors and 
combines with the inner intuitions.   
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In the City of God Augustine calls human intelligence 
“evening knowledge,” which is fuzzy but will be 
clarified by the “morning knowledge,” of the “next 
day,” which I take to mean, the after life. But 
Augustine does not mean you should wait for the 
after life for enlightenment. He believed in will 
power and will power is all about doing all you can 
to know more and more about life, love and God. 

Augustine’s Confessions inspired our virtual 
congregation and our Christ bot. His later book the 
City of God inspired the Holy Roman Empire. 

Augustine’s most important insight, for me, is the 
‘inner teacher,’ found mainly in Augustine’s “De 
Magistro”(About the Teacher) (ca. 390 AD). This 
amazing work was written for and with Augustine’s 
bastard son Adeodatus, whom he worshiped. I think 
Adeodatus would have carried Augustine’s torch of 
personal spiritualism had he not died at age sixteen.  

Augustine knew about Valentinus and before his 
historic conversion; he had been a Manichean, which 
was closer to Gnosticism than Catholicism. There 
seems to be an inner Augustine and a totally 
different outer Augustine. I learned about this 
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bipolar Augustine from the writings of Hanna Arendt 
and Karl Jaspers. 

Hannah Arendt began her philosophical writing 
career with a dissertation in 1929 on Augustine's 
concept of love, (Der Liebesbegriff bei Augustin). 
Plato, Plotinus, Augustine and Arendt did not see 
evil as the presence of a bad thing but rather as the 
absence of a good thing. At that time in her life, 
Arendt attempted to show that the philosophical 
basis for the perfect love society (vita socialis) in 
Augustine can be understood as something like our 
amarchy held together by “neighborly love,” rather 
that rules and punishments. Hanna probably should 
have been in the Pantheon in Volume II, but she is 
not. I hope I can say enough about her here in 
Augustine’s space to get you to read her amazing 
books. She was coached by Karl Jaspers in writing 
her Banality of Evil and in her own words she admits 
that she couldn’t have done any of this without 
Kierkegaard, all of whom are the most important 
thinkers for the new age spiritualism and prominent 
figures in our Pantheon Volume II. Hanna Arendt was 
a proponent of G love. She would change the post 
World War II preoccupation with sex and violence to 
a waltz with sax and violins. 
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By the time Augustine embraced his mother’s 
orthodox Christianity, Roman Bishops were 
struggling to unify the variegated theology of all the 
Christian sects. Ambrose, the Bishop of Milan was 
the champion of uniformity, and that happens to be 
where Augustine came for his conversion. For 
Ambrose the Arian Christ was heresy, and so 
naturally Augustine went along with Saint Ambrose, 
rather than heretic Arius. Whatever else he did, we 
can credit Ambrose for the ‘Platonization’ of 
Christianity, helped in no small way by Augustine. 
Augustine’s Platonic de-substantiation of evil, I 
believe, is more important now than it ever was. 

Since there were still no Popes in Augustine’s time, 
and no bishop wrote as much and as well as 
Augustine, he became a kind of proto- pope for the 
Holy Roman Empire, which as they say, was neither 
Roman nor holy.  Somehow, it seems to me that in 
the shuffle, the outer Augustine lost track of the 
inner Augustine. For instance, Augustine’s discussion 
of miracles in his later writings sounds to me like 
rationalization rather than rationale.  

In City of God, chapter 34, Augustine explained why 
there were so many miracles in biblical times and 
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then none thereafter. His explanation is that it was no 
longer necessary to dazzle believers with the magic 
show of miracles now that Christianity was so broadly 
accepted, which by implication suggests that earlier 
miracles were a marketing ploy. The idea that Christ 
would use magic tricks to attract a following is not 
only idolatrous; it seems to me to be blasphemous. 
Healing miracles are stumbling blocks for many 
rational Christians. Thomas Jefferson figuratively and 
literally cut them out of his Bible, according to 
Pagels’ Miracles and Wonder. I believe there are 
mysteries and miracles that happen every day, which 
I must slow down to appreciate, but razzle dazzle 
always has the opposite effect on me. 

One miracle I found in Augustine sounded to me like 
an ad for hemorrhoid medicine. With all due respect, 
I must disclose this Augustinian “asshole miracle.” I 
discovered this on my own, so none of my virtual 
partners are to blame for this indiscrete disclosure. 
This may be so incredible that you may have to verify 
it on your own; please do; just Google “fistula” in 
chapter 34 of Augustine’s  City of God,  

You will find Augustine’s story of being a witness to a 
miracle in the home of his Carthage host. The host 
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had “fistulae” in his “rectum” (hemorrhoids ); most 
of which were surgically removed except for one 
‘fistula’ which presented an insurmountable difficulty 
for the surgeons. I can just imagine the clerical 
pointy hats bumping as they leaned in, incredulous, 
for a closer look at the ass hole. Augustine and other 
clerics prayed over the rectum and ‘voila’ it was 
rectified; the fistula was gone.  

I must admit, as silly as praying over an asshole 
sounds, this fizzled fistula could be the precursor of 
psychosomatic medicine which is still a real/ surreal 
medical enigma. This could actually be one of the 
everyday unannounced unrealized miracles, which I 
do believe in.  

Well which is it a joke or a miracle?  

Let’s not talk about it anymore. The reason we are 
embarrassed to talk about rectums or genitalia is 
also on Augustine who passed on the Manichean 
contempt for the human anatomy. It was Manes who 
invented genital shame and Augustine brought this 
corporeal loathing into Christianity.  

For Augustine, genital shame is an a-priori human 
instinct. Augustine asserts that there is no image in 
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any civilization without at least a fig leaf to cover the 
shameful genitalia. My rebuttal would present the 
wall art in the Etruscan necropolis in Tarquinia, which 
suggests genital celebration rather than shame back 
as far as 900 BC. There is no direct evidence of how 
the Etruscans ‘handled’ their genitalia in day to day 
life, but I doubt that they blew out the candle before 
they had sex, as Augustine suggests. But then the 
Etruscans licentiousness didn’t become law and 
Augustine’s modesty did. There is that sixties “do it 
in the road” hippy exception to puritanical shame 
and the Freudian suppression theory, but all in all 
Augustine won that shame game. Augustine saw self 
control not as suppression but as the sine qua non of 
inner development. Wether or not it is the result of 
conditioning, I do believe that, shame aside, there 
can be no virtue without control of the base animal 
instincts, and there can be no esthetics without 
ascetics. I also subscribe to Augustine’s point that 
the inevitable lifetime struggle for perfection cannot 
be managed without the ‘grace’ of the good Lord, 
which, if only by implication, also keeps the 
unacknowledged bad lord employed. However, I 
must confess that I don’t understand why some 
receive this grace and others don’t. Anyway, as an 
apophatic, I am more comfortable with unanswered 
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questions than I am with bogus answers. As you 
might have guessed by now, I am more impressed 
with the inner Augustine who wrote the  Confessions; 
than the outer Augustine who wrote the City of God. 
The inner Augustine is crucial to finding the 
connection between humanity and divinity and the 
continuous connection to something beyond the 
‘agon’ of the human struggle.  

Augustine was both a Greek and a geek. Everyone 
knows about the Greek influence but not too many 
lay readers know about his geek contributions. Many 
physicists site with wonder Augustine’s pre-
Einsteinian time dilation, wherein he demonstrates 
that past and future may be delusional phenomena. 
The past is a present recollection; the future is a 
present expectation. This is particularly relevant to 
the quantum entanglement quandary in modern 
physics and Einstein's “spooky action at a distance.” 
Augustine made important contributions to optics 
and neuroscience, as well, particularly the vision 
layers of the occipital lobe.  

Augustine inspired the great mathematician, Alfred 
North Whitehead, who we  met in our discussion 
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of“process thinking,” and shall meet again in his own 
chapter in Volume II of this work. 

Augustine is the only saint that can be called a 
philosopher and the only philosopher that can be 
called a saint. Like Jesus he and Constantine are the 
only saints whose mothers are also a saints.  

The psychology, which is the core of his Confessions, 
is more important to me than the sociology at the 
core of his City of God. Whatever the pundits say, no 
one can deny tha t P la to and Augus t ine 
demonstrated that life is more than it seems, more 
than matter, and that nature is driven by a super 
nature. Unlike the other great teachers, Confucius, 
Buddha, and Christ, we have access to the words 
from Plato’s and Augustine’s own hands to double 
check the generations of punditry they have inspired.  

There is no reality without surreality,  and everybody 
has a connection to that surreality which we call 
‘soul.’ I don’t think there could have been an 
Augustinian soul without there having been a 
Platonic one. 
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My Story 

Normally a few words about the author would go on 
the back book jacket, but these are a lot more words, 
than could fit on a book jacket. There’s a lot more to 
tell you about me and since this is a two volume 
work, I put it here between the two car loads where 
you can disconnect or connect to the whole train of 
of thought. Who I think I am is only important in how 
it connects to who I am becoming, and that would 
only be of interest to you, if you are “becoming.”  

I have already written a memoir in 2019, The Blink of 
an I, thinking there would not be much more to blink 
about or think about after that, but here it is 2026 
and in seven years all the cells in my body have 
changed and my mind has changed and the world 
has changed.  

In my ninety year life span I’ve had plenty of 
changes. Were I to just hand you a resume you 
would toss it aside as delusional. But the truth is, for 
better or worse, I have rolled in and out of so man 
roll: technology professor,  lawyer, screen writer, dive 
master, merchant marine captain, US Coast Guard 
Auxiliarist, CEO of a tech company, chairman of a 
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non profit tech society, board member and president 
of condos in several states. I am also a full time 
financial manager, home maker, chef, chauffeur and 
health care provider to my life partner, a cancer 
survivor. I am also a piano player, and a slow but 
steady swimmer. Oh yes and an amateur 
philosopher; ‘amateur’ in the sense that I do it for 
love not for money. 

Like many Americans, my ancestors came over from 
Europe to New England on a boat. The boat that 
brought my grand parents here was much later than 
the Mayflower and a bit faster. Nevertheless they got 
here in time for me to grow up right across the street 
from the Copps Hill grave stones of the most 
influential earliest Bostonians: Cotton Mather and 
Increase Mather. From my attic window I could see 
all the graves of the Revolutionary war heroes and 
the steeple of the Old North Church where Paul 
Revere hung the lantern. I’m not sure what influence 
that had on me, but some for sure. 

As a kid I didn’t sell lemonade for pocket money; I 
was a tour guide. Just after World War II people had 
cars again and some still had running boards which 
was the platform for “our gang” of street urchins. We 
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were small enough to hop on the running boards of 
the cars that slowed down for the Old North Church. 
We had a memorized speech: “Old North church…. 
hand made brick….two feet thick…blah blah” If they 
didn’t push us off the running board and decided to 
stop, we could conduct a 25 cent guided tour of 
Copps Hill Cemetery. 25 cents was enough for a 
Pizza Regina small cheese with anchovies, another 
nickel bought you an orange soda. 

At the Mather graves the memorized monologue 
emphasized the Salem witch trials which most visitors 
had never heard of. They knew nothing of the 
Mathers, and neither did we, really. Only recently I 
learned that ‘Cotton’ and ‘Increase’ were not 
common nouns but the proper first names of two 
historic protestant ministers of the Old North Church. 
Both father and son were Harvard men. ‘Increase’ 
was the president of Harvard before the revolution. 
And they didn’t just burn witches. I learned that they 
were also responsible for the particularly American 
brand of scientific pietism which influenced the New 
England enlightenment, Franklin, Jefferson and other 
framers of the Declaration of Independence.  
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Cotton Mather was also responsible for the discovery 
of inoculation and plant hybridization. Increase 
Mather was an associate of Boyle’s in England when 
he discovered how gasses respond to temperature 
and pressure. Imagine these guys were from my 
neighborhood.  

I was born during the great depression. I didn’t know 
it was a depression. I was an early talker and what I 
said made everybody laugh. I liked that, but never 
became a comedian or comedy writer.  

At first I thought life was only about violence. It 
looked like street fights and World Wars was the 
whole game. I learned to box before I learned to 
play the accordion. Those were the only two paths 
out of the Italo-American ghetto at the time. I was 
good at both. Boxing came in a lot handier than the 
accordion.  

By the time I was ten, 53 million humans had been 
killed by 127.2 million other humans, which equals 
180.2 million, blood stained role models. I was blind 
to the blood stains back then and responded to the 
medals. I remember the street celebrations of both 
VE and VJ day. My dad was too old for the draft and 
became an air raid warden. His four brothers and my 
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older cousins were in every branch of the military: 
Army Air Corp, Navy, Marines and Merchant Marines. 
My favorite uncle was at Pearl Harbor; two of my 
favorite older cousins were at Iwo Jima. We were 
proud of violence. Being tough was being a man.  

But somehow, I knew, even then, something was 
wrong with just being tough. Instead of victorious, I 
felt terrible for my opponent when I scored my first 
knock out in the ring. Incidentally that kid’s brother 
became the middle weight champion of the world, 
Tony DeMarco.  

One uncle, a boxer, taught me how to throw a 
punch.  Another uncle, a marine, taught me Judo. So 
I never had to run from a fight.  You were a macho or 
a nacho. Eat or be eaten, that was the law of the 
ghetto jungle. There was nothing in between.  

My street corner life was immortalized by William 
Whyte’s famous sociology book Street Corner 
Society. which was all about my actual street corner, 
in the North End, Boston’s Little Italy. It was 
published in 1943, but I knew nothing about the 
book until a decade later, when I climbed out of the 
ghetto into academia (not Harvard). There is actually 
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a Ciampa mentioned in the Whyte book, which 
might have been one of my uncles.  

Most of the kids would never get past the ghetto. 
For some reason one day I took a walk up town past 
Haymarket and discovered civilization. I wanted 
more than what the ghetto offered. I even became a 
fan of Chinese food. 

My happiest memories of my Dad were when he was 
a rising star in our Boston local vaudeville playing 
straight man to a Jewish comic and singing like 
Caruso. (That might have been where Dean Martin 
and Jerry Lewis got the idea.) He encouraged my 
show biz aspirations by paying for my accordion 
lessons and helping with my first musical comedy, 
which I wrote as part of my 1953 Christopher 
Columbus high school commencement ceremony 
and the grand opening of a new Franciscan 
auditorium.  

The Christopher Columbus Center was  right in the 
heart of the North End ghetto across the playground 
from the high school. Father Emil had been a 
professional trumpet player before he joined the 
order and he coached all the wanna be musicians in 
my senior class, several of whom became 
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professionals. He knew I could make up songs and 
he knew my dad was in show business. So he asked 
me to do a commencement skit. It could be anything 
I wanted. He taught us Latin in the senior year where 
we had to translate the Aeneid, so that was the basis 
of my skit. 

The skit was about crossing the river Styx guarded by 
Charon. In the Aeneid, Charon is the guide to the 
underworld. You won’t find Charon or Latin in any 
high school curriculum these days. 

I tried to make people laugh at this other worldly 
crossing. They did laugh and I was misled by the 
laughter of that forgiving audience of proud parents 
into thinking that I belonged on Broadway. I can still 
hear the closing number; it was a ponderous three 
quarter time um pa pa in A minor: 

“ Everyone cries, when anyone dies. But, tee hee, it 
has never been me. I can’t imagine finality. Finality, 
what is that? Let’s ask the cat.”  Then a giant paper 
machete sphinx lets out a deafening meow as the 
entire senior class breaks through and comes on 
stage for a bow and another meow, made by each 
senior except for Emilio Puopolo and Salvatore 
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Sabbio who made fart sounds instead, which was not 
in the script.   

I’m glad I never made it to Broadway. Being a 
celebrity would be a dislocation of the soul from 
which I would never have recovered. 

Unlike any of my street gang, somehow I became 
fascinated with intellectuals. Just around the corner 
was the other world of Harvard and MIT. We knew 
nothing about them and all they knew about us was 
what they could see from the edge of the ghetto 
while they were at the Pizza Regina.  

I learned that Harvard had geographic and ethnic 
quotas, and in 1953 the quota for nearby North End 
southern Italians was zero. (In Volume II of this work 
where the great minds of Western Civilization are 
considered, I locate both Parmenides and 
Pythagoras in Croton, which is modern Calabria 
where my grand parents came from and wonder why 
this association had no influence on Harvard’s Italian 
quota.)  

I was angry enough about the exclusion from 
Harvard to give up the idea of college all together 
and join the ghetto hierarchy of gangsters, and 
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racketeers. I could also have become a boxer or an 
accordion player. Somehow fate delivered a 
messenger, a social worker from Harvard to convince 
me that enlightenment was not confined to the one 
institution. Of course I had no money for college and 
so I received a full scholarship. I was talked into 
going to Boston University,  where I graduated with 
honors and onto the University of Michigan and the 
Cornell law school all with scholarships.  

At Boston University I was very active in Politics and 
did well enough in Political Science to win a 
semester in DC where I worked as an intern in 
Eisenhower’s White House. He was the great WWII 
General, come President, who coined the phrase 
“military industrial complex.” My ‘go-for’ duties were 
mainly in the White House press room where I 
worked for Murray Snyder, assistant press secretary. I 
stood close enough to hear Sherman Adams whisper 
details of the cold war crises into Ikes ear. With all 
that he’d been through, there was nothing that could 
raise Ike’s brow, which made you wonder whether he 
was even listening. This supreme commander of the 
largest war in human history was the first to call 
attention to the fact that there might be something 
wrong with the system where a few humans profited 
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from the killing of other humans. Whether he knew it 
or not, the same guy that launched the Normandy 
invasion, launched the peace movement of the 
sixties. I was there for that too.   

Can you imagine a world where there would be no 
need for what Ike called the “military industrial 
complex?”  

We couldn’t either.   

And so the military industrial complex moved on to 
Korea and Vietnam. I was there for that too, not in 
the killing fields, but in the peace marches. The kill 
rate had dropped a little, but was, and still is, a long 
way from zero.  

After my Washington DC Semester, there was a  
prize scholarship to Harvard Summer school.  I won 
and suddenly I found myself in the Harvard yard and 
not as an interloper. Even after the summer was over, 
I hung around Harvard and fell in love with a 
Radcliffe girl with whom I attended all her Harvard 
lectures in the fall semester. I wrote papers for her, 
which got decent marks- from famous professors like 
Luis Hartz and Samuel Beer. So while I can’t say I 
went to Harvard, I can say, more importantly, Harvard 
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came to me. After my undergraduate years I was 
actually admitted to Harvard graduate school but 
because of the break up with the Radcliffe girl and a 
new infatuation with a Michigan girl, I accepted a 
Michigan fellowship instead. 

At the University of Michigan, my fellowship was not 
enough for room and board. So I had three part time 
jobs, seriatim, to make ends meet.  

In one, I was a graduate assistant to Angus Campbell 
(I had no idea that one day there would be a sub 
campus at Michigan which bears his name.) Mainly I 
counted responses to questionnaires. Campbell had 
invented something called random quota sampling 
for the study of public opinion. There were public 
opinion polls and pollsters before Campbell, but he 
made it a science, a social science. I have to confess 
that I saw no point to polls back then or now. 
Psychology finds it difficult to predict the behavior of 
one human; two is twice as difficult; an electorate of 
286 million free wills more or less unwashed  is … , 
well, you do the math. In a two party system pollsters 
have a fifty fifty chance of predicting who will be 
elected and they’re wrong half the time. I didn’t see 
this as a meaningful career. 
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The second job, was at Mercywood Sanitarium near 
Ann Arbor, where I got a fairly well paid evening job 
by lying about my previous day job. Michigan was 
leading the way in something they called 
physiological psychology, which came to be called 
neuroscience. My graduate studies had nothing to 
do with that, but I was a University of Michigan grad 
student and the hiring head nurse at Mercywood 
must have assumed that I must  be connected to that 
brand new brain research. I don’t think I flat out lied, 
but I may not have bothered to correct her 
misunderstanding, and I may also have encouraged 
her flirtation.   

At the time lobotomy was all the rage for solving 
psychological problems; nevertheless, I had never 
heard of it. I took the job without knowing anything 
about what to expect. To my chagrin, I had months 
of first hand experience with the effects of lobotomy.  
I was there long enough to wonder about the 
science that made fidgety ‘nutty’ people into placid 
zombies.  

You would think they would separate the nuts from 
the zombies but they didn’t; they were all together in 
the dinning room and recreation room. My job was 
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to contrast the pre op and post op behaviors in 
various activities. We had bingo games and dances 
and we even had soft ball games: nuts versus 
zombies. The pre-op nuts couldn’t concentrate 
enough to hit, and the post-op zombies couldn’t be 
bothered trying to catch. I was the softball pitcher 
and coach. I also called out the bingo games and 
played my accordion for the dances. I can’t 
remember exactly how or why I left. I may have been 
fired for the sexual relations I had with the head 
nurse who was a married woman.  

I couldn’t wait to find another part time job; 
eventually I did by lying to the third job interviewer 
about what I did in the second job. The third job was 
the very neuroscience that was mistakenly assumed 
in my second job interview.  

I talked my way into becoming a brain surgeon for 
rats. I had never seen or touched a brain of any kind, 
I never even cut open a frog, but the job paid more 
than the other two jobs put together. After a two 
hour training session, I was a full fledged rat brain 
surgeon and I could do that in the labs right on 
campus, between classes where I bounced from one 
department to the next. My ’48 Chrysler, which got 
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me to Ann Arbor, had broken down but now, 
fortunately, I could walk to work from my classes. No 
clock to punch. And I did maim scores of rats 
learning my craft. No one seemed to care about the 
poor rats. Under the tutelage of an alcoholic Phd, I 
was trying to produce a colony of monster rats by 
destroying areas near the hypothalamus and 
amygdala in one group, and in another group 
implanting an electrode on the rat skull which would 
stimulate those same areas. We were trying to prove 
that courage, or rage, could be installed and 
triggered in the brain. 

When I tell people that neuroscience was invented in 
the fifties at the University of Michigan, I get 
surprised looks. But there was nowhere else, at the 
time, as deep into brain dicing and slicing as we 
were. Next door to me and up-stairs there were labs 
where animals could be made to starve to death 
inches from their favorite food, or eat themselves to 
death, depending on an on-off switch implanted in 
their brains. The same with sex; rats could be made 
frigid or oversexed. could never have imagined Elon 
Musk’s“ Neurolink,” back then. I wished I had an on/
off erotic switch in those days. It had not occurred to 
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me, or anyone else at the time, that the human mind 
might be something more than the brain.  

I knew nothing about the actual source of my pay 
check until just recently when I found Michio Kaku’s 
book Future of the Mind. It turns out that MK ULTRA, 
a CIA slush fund, pumped millions into universities in 
the fifties trying to keep up with our cold war 
enemies, in mind control technologies. The 
University of Michigan labs would spawn decades of 
additional research in DARPA’s ( Defense Advanced 
Research Projects Agency) brain experiments, 
culminating in actually using electrical responses to 
trace thoughts in the human brain.  

Admittedly I have only a casual acquaintance with 
modern neuroscience; I am aware of such things as 
the spindle neurons which are more plentiful in 
humans. Neuroscientists have found a greater 
concentration of these cells, also known as Von 
Economo neurons in the anterior cingulate cortex 
(ACC) of humans. Those particular cells are loosely 
associated with the unique human thought process 
we call self awareness.   

I left Michigan before the 60’s rolled in. I had to go 
to law school to stay out of the draft; otherwise I 
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would have been a private in the Army occupying 
Korea. As luck would have it (or destiny, or the grand 
plan), just before I was to report to Fort Drum for 
boot camp, I received a full scholarship to the 
Cornell Law School, which kept me out of the Army.  
But again I had no money for room and board, so I 
tended bar at Jim’s Place and was a waiter in a a 
wealthy Jewish fraternity. 

I didn’t become nonviolent until much later in sixties. 
I never killed any one but I did throw a famous punch 
at Cornell. I’m telling you this with more shame than 
pride.“You can take the kid out of the streets but you 
can’t get the streets our of kid.” My fellow Cornell 
law students probably had never seen a real street 
fight. That might explain their fascination and why 
they nicknamed me “Rocky.” (The allusion was not to 
the Stallone movie, which was way off in the future 
but to ‘Rocky Marciano’ my fellow Calabrese, Italo 
American, heavy weight champion).  

Bikers regularly harassed Cornell students and knew 
thew would not fight back. There was a major town/
gown struggle in Ithaca New York. Late one night a 
biker came into Obie’s diner, sat next to my date. 
There were two other married jewish classmates and 
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their wives on the other side of me. The biker asked 
my date, “Can I have some of your lovely bun.” She 
moved away. I got up. He got up, and I landed a 
haymaker before he could reach into his pocket for 
whatever protection he had with him. He fell back so 
hard he broke the diner window.  

The biker was revived and released by the city cops 
and I went to jail for an hour and half, until Cornell 
came to the rescue. My class mates roused the dean 
who showed up with a judge and the whole legal aid 
society. I left the jail a hero, but not the kind I 
respect. It took years for me to escape the thug glory 
of the knockout punch. By then I philosophically 
abhorred violence. And to this day I don’t know how 
that street instinct to throw the first punch 
overwhelmed my philosophy.  

I graduated from Cornell in ’61 and moved to New 
York City where I defended indigent junkies, 
peaceniks, and Black Panthers, and eventually 
became General Counsel for Synanon which brought 
me to LA and mass media. I did manage to break 
into Hollywood and had a top agent Sam Adams.  

I worked in Hollywood, as a TV writer and married a 
much more successful TV writer, Joanna Lee (co-
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creator of the Flintstones and the Waltons). I had 
mixed emotions about both the job and the 
marriage, and eventually I broke away from both and 
moved to Venice beach and tried to recreate the 
Shakespeare repertory Globe theater for the new 
hippy audience.  

All my short plays were different kinds of spoofs and 
protests of American consumerism. Unlike 
Shakespeare’s plays mine lasted days instead of 
centuries.  I met Carl Reiner through a mutual friend 
and his daughter Annie joined my company. Rob 
Reiner (now immortalized not for his great movie 
career but for being the victim of patricide) also 
participated in a few of the productions. Carl 
supported us by bringing TV stars and agents down 
to slum in Venice. Eventually our Reredos Theater 
company folded and I sold the store front lease to 
the new LA Free Press. My big time Hollywood 
agent, Sam Adams, knew I had nothing he could sell 
and so he graciously arranged a fellowship for me.  

I was a Shubert Fellow at USC, and didn’t have to 
worry about selling my plays to Hollywood. To get 
the money, I did have to attend a small playwright’s 
workshop conducted by William Inge, a famous 
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American writer at that time (“Picnic.” “Bus Stop,” 
“Splendor in the Grass,””Come Back Little Sheeba, 
etc.).  

The first meeting was on campus at USC and, with 
the group’s unanimous consent, Inge moved the 
group to his own living room, which also had an 
open bar. Each week one of us read from a work in 
progress to the small group of wannabe playwrights. 
On my unannounced 37th birthday, June 9th 1973, it 
was Inge’s turn to read his work in progress, a play 
called “Tube Boob.”  

In the Inge script the ‘boob’ is so distracted by the 
tube that he fails to notice his suffocating child in the 
crib next to the TV. The child dies of ASSB 
(Accidental Suffocation and Strangulation in Bed), 
whereupon the ‘boob’ dad scoops up the infant 
corpse and walks, still in the TV trance, to the trash 
chute, and quickly returns, empty handed, without 
blinking, to the TV show. There was a long awkward 
silence after Inge reading. I can’t be sure if it was the 
diction or the prediction that dumfounded the small 
group.  

That night Inge asked me to stay behind for a night 
cap. I stayed and accepted the bogus flattery from 
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this famous writer, but I knew he was more interested 
in my body than my mind. I knew he was gay and 
eventually I told him that I was not. Just before 
midnight, I left in my pick-up truck which was parked 
in front of the garage where a few hours later, Inge 
took his own life with carbon monoxide from his 
Bentley. I never could understand how a mind with 
such insights could not apply those insights to his 
own life.  

I left Hollywood and my wife. Perhaps as an 
expiation for my sin against communication, I 
founded a non profit that was to be the antithesis of 
Hollywood. The American Video Institute (AVI) would 
use the brand new portable video technology for life 
enhancement rather than distraction. That also was , 
in the end, a failed attempt that didn’t change the 
world.  

Once the information age dawned on me, I went 
back to school, this time as a professor of new tech 
video and computers, which nobody knew anything 
about. The most amazing thing about the dawn of 
the information age is the sharing of ideas. Russian 
programmers helped me with satellite global 
positioning. MIT’s Nicholas Negroponte never 
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thought to patent even one of his great ideas, and 
welcomed me into his sand box; he had been an 
architect, so the lab at MIT was then called the 
Architecture Machine Group, which became the 
mammoth MIT Media lab.  

I was a full grown agnostic professor and inventor 
around the time the Internet began to spread 
beyond a few universities .  

I had been to the Soviet Union around the time of 
Chernobyl and was sent back in the late eighties by 
what I thought was the US Commerce Department 
(aka CIA). There, I was elected to the USSR academy 
(Tvochestvo) where information age ideas where to 
be freely shared with cold war scientists. For almost a 
year, I was gracefully ushered all around the Soviet 
Union with a pretty translator and protective driver 
who was KGB. I was warmly welcomed everywhere. 
There were a few hawks who squawked but they 
never got in the way of Gorbachev’s ‘glasnost.’ 
Computers got smaller as my head got bigger.  

When I got back to RIT, I was a full professor and 
director of a lab that was funded by Digital 
Equipment Corporation -DEC- and later John Scully’s 
Apple. I wrestled venture capital for several of my 
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inventions which eventually brought me to where I 
don’t have to worry about money, but I do anyway, 
only less than before.  

I have to keep reminding myself that the old maxim: 
“time is money” is  dangerously misleading. I’m here 
to tell you that time is not money. You can spend 
your time making money, but you can’t spend your 
money making time.  

If I could turn back the clock, I would create a new 
futuristic cartoon, borrowing from the work of my 
deceased ex wife, Joanna Lee. Her Flintstones 
jumbled prehistory and futurism and we need some 
jumbled predictions right now. I imagine a 
technotopian cartoon called the Bubbleheads. 
Bubbleheads are secure in their own bubble and at 
the same time connected to QI. The bubble could 
be some new material like graphene aerogel, which 
is weightless and invisible. The point of the bubble is 
to provide connection and protection at the same 
time: protection from aerobic and psychic toxins in 
the ‘atmosfear’ and connection to the self 
developing excellence heretofore shared by a tiny 
oligarchy. The bubble switches seamlessly from real 
information to surreal guidance, from phenomena to 

262



noumena. I realize that this would change the 
species or, I should say, fulfill it’s original evolutionary 
design. Homo would finally become truly sapiens.  

That’s my ‘spring board’ and that’s as far as I have 
gotten so far. Who knows where it will end? “Only 
the Shadow does.”  
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Sail On 

	 	 	 	 	 by John A Ciampa 

He who is anointed,  

Is not disappointed, 

He’s here to sail. 

not to fail 

To Weigh anchor 

Without rancor 

See the jib billow 

Like a giant pillow 

The wind blowing 

 Keeps him going 

Without knowing 

How or why 

He trusts the sky
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