Misery (and All Other B.S.*) is Optional at M.S.U.**

*B.S. = belief systems

-passim
**We are all students at M.S.U. – making stuff up.

-Marilyn Ferguson

There are things that are known and things that are unknown...

and in between are only doors. . . .

-William Blake
I learned in an expository public speaking course that the best way to relate my thoughts to others is to literally steer their attention by pointing out what I’m going to tell them, telling them, and then pointing out yet again what I just told them. I find, however, that when my discourse is thus structured it tends to expose the format of a longhorn steer as well: a point here and a point there, with a lot of bull in between.

I prefer to relate dis-coveringly (a.k.a. “heuristically”) from my thinking experience rather than didactically point to it, and to say more with less by stating rather than making (i.e., arguing) my case. These learning-oriented preferences are ill served by expository transmission that confines me to past thinking. Words are created following new thoughts, rather than beforehand, and thereafter are most commonly used to freight their meaning in a linear train of thought called “straight thinking.” New words and uncommon ways of using old ones are constructed only for fresh insight that existing words cannot entrain. In lieu such novel word play, language tends to petrify present thinking in endless re-presentations of experience that came to pass rather than be recycled. Hence the plight of the teacher whose 20 years of classroom experience did not qualify him for promotion, since he really had only one year of teaching experience repeated 19 times.

Language functions as a doorkeeper of my perception, keeping prior awareness in mind by filtering out new awareness so that my present thinking conforms to previous experience. It is thus – to quote a statement by the Bishop of Avila in the same year that Columbus had the brand new experience of discovering America – that “Language is the perfect instrument of empire.” Its empirical tendency upholds the reign of my past as I use words to point to the same old objective referents of my experience, rather than employ them to point from the subjective outlook with which I am enrolled as a perennial student at M.S.U. I thereby allow my words to rule my belief systems, instead of using words to rule my believing system. 

Pointing from experience that I am making up, not merely at its former make-up, requires me to be mindful of the perceptual process that forms my outlook, and with which I may reshape an unforgiving disposition via a forgiving perceptual makeover of my present mindset. Since the process of perception is irreducibly subjective no matter how object-oriented I endeavor to make it be, only as I fully honor both my subjectivity and objectivity may I read and write my experience (i.e., discern and express it) with complete integrity.

The integrity of my subjectively objectivized life experience is best portrayed as the interplay of my mind-space’s inside-outering relationship with past-to-present time-space. This portraiture amounts to playing jazz with my autobiography via improvisational philology. I thereby de-mesmerize the spell of recycled words-as-usual by trans-linearly weaving them into contextual formats that require equally re-creational reading by customarily straight thinkers. I invite such folks to rejoice with me in the perceptual shape-shifting that distinguishes the melody of my semantic antics and the orchestration of my unorthodox juxtapositionings of syllables, words, phrases, sentences, paragraphs, epigraphs, anecdotes, jokes (some old, some new, some borrowed, none blue), sub-texts and whole chapters. Fortunately, readers can relax into the design of my exposition in a miniscule fraction of the time it has taken me to do likewise (at current count, 66 years).

In short: Adapting to my self-exposition requires all concerned to be forgiving of ordinary objective expectations, so that our respective subjectivities may mutually accommodate themselves in the synchronistic realm of both/and awareness, from which entry is barred by the unforgiving “yeah, but”-ing doorkeepers of either/or perceptual entrainment.
