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~~~~~~*~~~~~~

TENETS

* Nothing is, or is as it is, unless someone says and judges it to be so. Who then is (or who is it we say is) the judge, including the final
judge?
* If we ever experienced a problem anywhere, it came about, in some degree, due to certain wrong assumptions, either co-present
with, or just prior to the given problem's actually taking place.
* Unless you believe in God, the One, and or the infinite, every assumption is contingent.
* PROCESS (or if you prefer spirit, or activity) PRECEDES IMAGE. Image may, to some extent, (and sometimes almost perfectly)
represent process. But process is always superior to and always more real than image. If process precedes image this might suggest
also that mind precedes matter and energy.
* Everything we believe, or say we know, is based on a factual or value judgment. Both kinds of judgment always entail the other to
some extent, and nothing can be known or exists for us without them.
* No fact or purported fact is true or false without someone to assert and believe it to be such. If an assertion or claim is deemed true
or false then, and we are thorough, we should ask who is it that says so (or has said so), and what criteria are (were) they using? There
is no such thing as "faceless" truth or reality -- at least none we are capable of knowing.
* You can't escape reason. If you aren't rational yourself, someone else will be rational for you; nor do their intentions toward you
need to be friendly or benevolent.
* Every point of view and opinion has its truth to it -- even the most abhorrent and unacceptable to us. This said, we are naturally
inclined to assume that some opinions have much greater truth to them than others. Even so, what little truth there is in any point of
view must, at least at some juncture, and certainly with respect to issues of heated controversy, be justly and reasonably respected.
Why? Because we would not be honest (and therefore not truthful) if we didn't.
*Ultimately, and when all is said and done, thought without heart is nothing.
* Most, if not all, of society's very worst problems arise from (certain) spirit people and those who listen to them -- whether the former
comes in the shape of "God," angel, devil or what have you. It is these people who are most the source and cause of real unhappiness.
If then you chance to have contact with such, while having (one assumes) overcome their lures, deceptions, and pretenses of
benevolence and higher knowledge, I recommend that this (i.e., "unhappiness" or "unhappiness itself") is what you call them. Blame
them for (most) everything wrong; for it is it is they who have been and are the ruin of everyone and everything (that is, if anyone is or
could be said to be so.)

Mottos:
“When you can face me, I’ll consider taking you seriously.”

“Millions for defense; not one cent for tribute!”
“The whole of the city is at the mercy of a gang of criminals, led by a man who calls himself the Kid. And I’m the only one who can

find him for you.”



Note. The “oracles” are given, top to the bottom of the text, in order from the most recent to the very earliest entry (just as originally
presented at gunjones.com); the very first you see below then is the last entered at the website, while the very first entered for the year
is given as the last item in this text.

Although not owing to lack of ideas or ideas for projects, in recent years I do little or no formal writing. The two main reasons for this
is that I continue to be harassed (and quite physically and otherwise) by the "ghouligans," and secondly because I receive little or no
mail of any consequence (aside from routine money related matters, if that.) As one example of such, (just about) no one contacts me
anymore concerning Mabel Normand, and no one yet has seriously written me about or on the subject of criminal spirit people; despite
my writings on that topic having commenced over 20 years ago. In lieu of all this, and as you might already know, I will sometimes
post "little" writings, jottings and notes here at this website and or on Face Book. Despite the violence and the forced isolation, I am
and always was, both naturally and by the grace of God, a happy and contented person, and lack of good has never been a serious
problem in my life. On the contrary, most of the time, my cup has runneth over. Rather what always was or is ever killing me was and
is the "bad." Respecting which then, it just so happens I will presently make a few random and chance comments. These in their turn
might be developed and expanded further than what little I put down; but personally and for me at present, they will suffice (given my
aforesaid circumstances.)

* The films of Ed Wood, and later incarnations such as "Frankenstein Island" (1981), produced by "Jerry Warren," (per chance a
relation of Jerry Bruckheimer?), see:
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=niPk6NvEB5A
["SGT Insomniac Theater ~ Frankenstein Island (1981)"]
are indeed "witchcraft" produced films with the full intention of ridiculing and degrading people; both at large and individuals, as in
these cases, for instance, Bela Lugosi, John Carradine, and Cameron Mitchell. Woods and Warren, my guess is, were merely fake
stand-ins for some hitherto unknown other.

* Ultimately the best and most effective way to fight the "demons of hell" or the gods of false heaven (they are after all the same) is to,
and quite simply, tell them that they are NOT WANTED (don't call us, we'll call you.) Bearing in mind that if the tender mercies of
the wicked are cruel, their honors and praise is nothing short of damning (as per, for example, the Cannes film festival.)

* The Alexamenos grafitti (shown here) is nothing more than a 2nd century version of "The Wickerman," "nothing new under the sun"
and all that.

~~~~~~*~~~~~~

[Posted at the Lee’s Legion page on Face Book]

I just finished reading a survey, loosely taking the form of a review of some then recently published and related books, entitled
"Origin and Character of the old Parties," found in The North American Review, for July 1, 1834, vol. 39, and I cannot praise and
recommend enough as a summary of all those no little intricate, involved, and complex political events that established the United
States in it's earliest formation.
In this article, the anonymous author, among key and sundry points, argues that:
1. The United States was instrumental and decisive in bringing about the French Revolution, most especially with regard to the latter's
positive aspects and results.



2. Despite the bitter acrimony, whether seeming or real, associated with the "Federalists" and "Anti-Federalists" the dispute and
rivalry, as it was worked out over the years from 1789 to 1815, reflects great credit on the peaceable, intelligent, approach of the
American system of government.
3. At certain times in the chronology, the Anti-Federalists in name were more "Federal" than their opponents (e.g., with respect to the
Louisiana Purchase, Jefferson's Embargo, and establishment of the national Bank by Madison), and likewise, at other times the
Federalists (some of them anyway) were for breaking with the Union (e.g., vis a vis the Hartford convention.)
4. The United States was justified in declaring war against Britain in 1812, rather than France, because (and among other reasons and
despite everyone's disapproval of post-1804 Napoleon): a) the British were the first who inaugurated the seizing of neutral ships, and
b) although the French Revolution was hi-jacked by Napoleon, it in some measure always remained in place and, at its heart stood for
freedom and liberty; which, and again despite Napoleon, the British themselves came around in some degree acquiescing to.
...and more.
For anyone looking for a good one shot addressing of the subject, you can't do better than this. While some may understandably
disagree or take exception, or require qualification of the author's views, for anyone seriously interested in the topics it covers, you
simply can't (in my opinion) afford to ignore or pass this up.
See: https://archive.org/details/jstor-25103076/page/n1/mode/2up
-----------------------
Also of related interest is a no less excellent and most helpful description and account of the "The Acts, Orders in Council, &c. of
Great Britain [on Trade], 1793 - 1812;" which so much of the former piece concerns itself with at:
See: https://www.napoleon-series.org/research/government/british/decrees/c_britdecrees1.html

~~~~~~*~~~~~~

“—Dear Sensibility! source inexhausted of all that’s precious in our joys, or costly in our sorrows! thou chainest thy martyr down
upon his bed of straw—and ’tis thou who lift’st him up to Heaven!—Eternal Fountain of our feelings!—’tis here I trace thee—and this
is thy 'divinity which stirs within me;'—not that, in some sad and sickening moments, 'my soul shrinks back upon herself, and startles
at destruction;'—mere pomp of words!—but that I feel some generous joys and generous cares beyond myself;—all comes from thee,
great—great Sensorium of the world! which vibrates, if a hair of our heads but falls upon the ground, in the remotest desert of thy
creation.—Touch’d with thee, Eugenius draws my curtain when I languish—hears my tale of symptoms, and blames the weather for
the disorder of his nerves. Thou giv’st a portion of it sometimes to the roughest peasant who traverses the bleakest mountains;—he
finds the lacerated lamb of another’s flock.—This moment I behold him leaning with his head against his crook, with piteous
inclination looking down upon it!—Oh! had I come one moment sooner! it bleeds to death!—his gentle heart bleeds with it.—

“Peace to thee, generous swain!—I see thou walkest off with anguish,—but thy joys shall balance it;—for, happy is thy cottage,—and
happy is the sharer of it,—and happy are the lambs which sport about you!”
~ Laurence Sterne, A Sentimental Journey (1768)

~~~~~~*~~~~~~

It is therefore right, especially in a matter on which the whole plan of life turns, that every one should place confidence in himself, and
use his own judgment and individual capacity for the investigation and weighing of the truth, rather than through confidence in others
to be deceived by their errors, as though he himself were without understanding. God has given wisdom to all alike, that they might be
able both to investigate things which they have not heard, and to weigh things which they have heard. Nor, because they preceded us
in time, did they also outstrip us in wisdom; for if this is given equally to all, we cannot be anticipated in it by those who precede us. It
is incapable of diminution, as the light and brilliancy of the sun; because, as the sun is the light of the eyes, so is wisdom the light of
man's heart. Wherefore, since wisdom— that is, the inquiry after truth— is natural to all, they deprive themselves of wisdom, who
without any judgment approve of the discoveries of their ancestors, and like sheep are led by others...
~ Lactantius (c. 250–c. 325), Divine Institutes (Book II, ch. 8)

~~~~~~*~~~~~~

Dr. G. Ashenden (a former Anglican now Catholic) on the question of the separation of church and state.

See: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=v0fw5SFmpNg

["Terminal Incompetence @ Canterbury;Immigration & Resignation:A Critical Assessment-ASHENDEN SCRIPTED"]

~~~~~~*~~~~~~

[Posted at the Lee’s Legion page on Face Book]

"Surprisingly watchable" writes one imdb reviewer of the 2000 mini series Sally Hemings: An American Scandal -- and I couldn't
have said it better myself.



The romantic relationship of Thomas Jefferson and Sally Hemings has come out conspicuously since the 70s with Fawn Brodie's 1974
biography of our third president. And despite as much as was learned then and since, there is understandably much about the affair we
simply don't know. Indulging in a very reasonable amount of speculation and dramatic license, "Sally Hemings: An American
Scandal" is a most impressive take on how IT MIGHT HAVE BEEN. Some evidently were disappointed that, in this presentation,
Jefferson himself was not more sorely whipped for his misconduct, and while some will likewise, perhaps understandably, question or
take great exception to this or that point in the narrative, really the movie, overall, is pretty fair to both sides, and I highly recommend
anyone, who has not yet, get a copy on DVD to watch. Though I might quibble about some of the production values at times, the
occasional (though not overdone) use of canned music, the cast, photography and art direction, with a mostly first rate script (given the
daunting nature of the subject matter), do a superb job. It is both very moving and a good education.

Finally it needs be understood that technically Jefferson's fathering children by Sally Hemings, while more than highly probable and
the most likely true explanation, has still to be definitively proved, and the Hemings offspring may, as some have contended, been
sired by Jefferson's younger brother Randolph Jefferson. Also be it noted, for those who don't already know, Sally Hemings had the
same (white) father as Jefferson's wife, Martha Wayles Skelton; so that evidently Sally's resemblance to the atter, presumably, could
only have enhanced his natural attraction to her.

See: https://www.imdb.com/title/tt0206951/

~~~~~~*~~~~~~

...From what cause can we suppose this to arise? Unless we imagine that there is some perverse power which is always hostile to the
truth, which rejoices in the errors of men, whose one and only task it is perpetually to scatter darkness, and to blind the minds of men,
lest they should see the light—lest, in short, they should look to heaven, and observe the nature of their own body, the origin of which
we shall relate at the proper place; but now let us refute fallacies. For since other animals look down to the ground, with bodies
bending forward, because they have not received reason and wisdom, whereas an upright position and an elevated countenance have
been given to us by the Creator God, it is evident that these ceremonies paid to the gods are not in accordance with the reason of man,
because they bend down the heaven-sprung being to the worship of earthly objects. For that one and only Parent of ours, when He
created man—that is, an animal intelligent and capable of exercising reason,— raised him from the ground, and elevated him to the
contemplation of his Creator. As an ingenious poet has well represented it:—

“And when other animals bend forward and look to the earth, He gave to man an elevated countenance, and commanded him to look
up to the heaven, and to raise his countenance erect to stars.”

From this circumstance the Greeks plainly derived the name [anthropos], because he looks upward...
~ Lactantius (c. 250–c. 325), Divine Institutes (Book II, ch. 1)

~~~~~~*~~~~~~

[Posted on Face Book]

See: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=aURFrT70vsU

["The YELLOW PAYGES - Follow The Bouncing Ball (1969)"]

~~~~~~*~~~~~~

One of the very curious things about this story is that, despite my trying, I find no where an effort by anyone to disprove or debunk it.

See: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=3sfZPoT3zQQ

["Major Weir Wizard of the West Bow / Scotland's History" -- account of Major Thomas Weir (1599 – 1670), occultist, Presbyterian
lay preacher]

See also the pertinent Wikipedia article: https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Thomas_Weir

~~~~~~*~~~~~~

“WATCH YOUR LANGUAGE!”
------------------------------------------
From Sentimental & Literary Magazine [New York city], Wed., 9 Aug. 1797.



ON THE VICE OF SWEARING.

It was a saying of a great man, that ‘common swearers give their souls to the devil gratis,’ having no pleasure in return for it; and
doubtless it was well observed; for no man in his senses can pretend to say there in any enjoyment in the practice of that particular
vice: let us then search a little into the motives that prompt men so often to fall into it. It must, I think, proceed either from a
barrenness of invention, keeping continually bad company, being overpowered by liquor, from a false modesty, which is afraid to be
particular, or, finally, from a monstrous desire of being thought wicked, merely for the sake of wickedness, without either pleasure or
profit. Barrenness of invention is, I believe, the principal motive to swearing; men are frequently at a loss for something to say in
company; a sudden thought arises; that it may be of use to them as long as possible, they eke it out with oaths and blasphemies, never
giving themselves time to resist whether it is a vice or not; they find that fools pay a more particular regard to their conversation, and
as none are so stupid but they know how to flatter, the brightness of their intellects is too often complimented, and they continue to
practice that which they think gains them universal attention and admiration, and by that means become incorrigible. Bad company
will often, by the force of example, cause a man to swear; if he has sense, reflection instantly seizes him, and he corrects himself in
time; but if otherwise ten to one but he approves of it, and consequently practices it. Drunkenness, also, which is the source of almost
every vice, is often the cause of this in question; let a man's parts be ever so bright, if he suffers liquor to take possession of the seat of
his understanding, reason no longer presides; his passions which before lay dormant, rise up with redoubled vigour, and hurry him
away impetuously into the abyss of vice, and swearing in that case is generally the forerunner of all the rest, being, as it were a signal
to let us know that we are no longer our own masters. Happy is the man that will take the hint, and resign himself into the arms of
health-restoring sleep. I have often known young men. upon their first introduction into life, through a false modesty, dive into all the
vices of their companions; they could not stand the ridicule of the thorough-paced debauchees; to be anyways particular was to them
impossible; they had not as yet enough considered the beauty of virtue, that self consciousness of having done well, which enables us
to despite the vices and follies of the giddy multitude, instead of imitating them. Many a man has been loft for want of that virtuous
confidence.—As for the last set of swearers, I mean those who practice it merely because it is a sin, there is no way for reclaiming
them; they seem to be the devil’s agents on earth, prowling about, and seeking whom they may devour. There is one more motive to it:
which I am sorry to have room to mention, which is, the desire young men of spirit have to be in the fashion. It has been of late too
much the custom for men of quality and fashion to swear by way of giving a grace to the conversation; others have heedlessly
followed their pernicious example, which has been no small reason of its spreading so much. Would the fair sex but for once
undertake to be the reformers as well as the polishers of mankind, and never give encouragement to any man, let him be otherwise
ever so well qualified, who should demean himself so much as to swear; would but our men of quality look upon it as much an affront
for a person to swear in their company as to give them the lie, then would the vice be extirpated; there needs no other means to induce
them to be virtuous, than to make virtue the fashion.

Tho’ vice may short liv’d pleasure give to sense,
’Tis virtue only can true joys dispense.

~~~~~~*~~~~~~

...For while they imagine that we are a care to no God, or that we are about to have no existence after death, they altogether give
themselves to the indulgence of their passions; and while they think that it is allowed them, they eagerly apply themselves to the
enjoyment of pleasures, by which they unconsciously run into the snares of death; for they are ignorant as to what is reasonable
conduct on the part of man: for if they wished to understand this, in the first place they would acknowledge their Lord, and would
follow after virtue and justice; they would not subject their souls to the influence of earth-born fictions, nor would they seek the
deadly fascinations of their lusts; in short, they would value themselves highly, and would understand that there is more in man than
appears; and that they cannot retain their power and standing unless men lay aside depravity, and undertake the worship of their true
Parent. I indeed, as I ought, often reflecting on the sum of affairs, am accustomed to wonder that the majesty of the one God, which
keeps together and rules all things, has come to be so forgotten, that the only befitting object of worship is, above all others, the one
which is especially neglected; and that men have sunk to such blindness, that they prefer the dead to the true and living God, and those
who are of the earth, and buried in the earth, to Him who was the Creator of the earth itself.
~ Lactantius (c. 250–c. 325), Divine Institutes (Book II, ch. 1)

~~~~~~*~~~~~~

[Posted on Face Book]

See: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=zilL42rdqqM

["Gene Moss - 6 Frankenstein - Stereo 1964" - Oh My Docctor, O My Docor...]

~~~~~~*~~~~~~

In [the poem of] Ennius, [Scipio] Africanus thus speaks: “If it is permitted any one to ascend to the regions of the gods above, the
greatest gate of heaven is open to me alone.” Because, in truth, he extinguished and destroyed a great part of the human race. Oh how
great the darkness in which you were involved, O Africanus, or rather O poet, in that you imagined the ascent to heaven to be open to
men through slaughters and bloodshed! And Cicero also assented to this delusion. It is so in truth, he said, O Africanus, for the same
gate was open to Hercules; as though he himself had been doorkeeper in heaven at the time when this took place. I indeed cannot



determine whether I should think it a subject of grief or of ridicule, when I see grave and learned, and, as they appear to themselves,
wise men, involved in such miserable waves of errors. If this is the virtue which renders us immortal, I for my part should prefer to
die, rather than to be the cause of destruction to as many as possible. If immortality can be obtained in no other way than by
bloodshed, what will be the result if all shall agree to live in harmony? And this may undoubtedly be realized, if men would cast aside
their pernicious and impious madness, and live in innocence and justice. Shall no one, then, be worthy of heaven? Shall virtue perish,
because it will not be permitted men to rage against their fellow-men? But they who reckon the overthrow of cities and people as the
greatest glory will not endure public tranquillity: they will plunder and rage; and by the infliction of outrageous injuries will disturb
the compact of human society, that they may have an enemy whom they may destroy with greater wickedness than that with which
they attacked...
~ Lactantius (c. 250–c. 325), Divine Institutes (Book I, ch. 18)

~~~~~~*~~~~~~
Just out -- a new title in the Library of Early American Literature series:

ELIZABETH FRIES ELLET: POEMS, Translated and Original (1835).

Kindle: https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0C347DDTV
Paperback: https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0C2SQ1Y9C

Although not as compendious in overall output of poetry as her contemporary male peers (such as Bryant, Longfellow, Simms, Poe, et
al.), she otherwise compares quite favorably with them. Here, for instance, is one sample verse of hers:

-------------

IS THIS A DAY OF DEATH?

Is this a day of death?
The heavens look blithely on the laughing earth,
And from her thousand vales a voice of mirth
And melody is springing; with the breath
Of smiling flowers that lift their joyous heads,
Bright with the radiant tears which evening sheds.

Hath sorrow’s voice been heard
With her low plaint, and broken wail of wo?—
Hark to the play of waves!—and glancing now
Forth from his leafy nest the exulting bird
Pours his wild carol on the fragrant gale,
Bidding the Sunbright woods and waters hail!

Hath happiness departed
From this glad scene? Is there a home—a hearth
Made desolate? Alas! the tones of earth
Sound not in concert with the broken-hearted!
Yon sea—the gorgeous sun—the azure sky—
Were never meant to mourn with things that die!

~~~~~~*~~~~~~

[Posted on Face Book]

See: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=9hbmKLQK1Io

["French Revolution Episode 3 Part 5 ENGLISH" - 1989 film, trial and execution of Louis XVI]

~~~~~~*~~~~~~

In [the poem of] Ennius, [Scipio] Africanus thus speaks: “If it is permitted any one to ascend to the regions of the gods above, the
greatest gate of heaven is open to me alone.” Because, in truth, he extinguished and destroyed a great part of the human race. Oh how
great the darkness in which you were involved, O Africanus, or rather O poet, in that you imagined the ascent to heaven to be open to
men through slaughters and bloodshed! And Cicero also assented to this delusion. It is so in truth, he said, O Africanus, for the same
gate was open to Hercules; as though he himself had been doorkeeper in heaven at the time when this took place. I indeed cannot



determine whether I should think it a subject of grief or of ridicule, when I see grave and learned, and, as they appear to themselves,
wise men, involved in such miserable waves of errors. If this is the virtue which renders us immortal, I for my part should prefer to
die, rather than to be the cause of destruction to as many as possible. If immortality can be obtained in no other way than by
bloodshed, what will be the result if all shall agree to live in harmony? And this may undoubtedly be realized, if men would cast aside
their pernicious and impious madness, and live in innocence and justice. Shall no one, then, be worthy of heaven? Shall virtue perish,
because it will not be permitted men to rage against their fellow-men? But they who reckon the overthrow of cities and people as the
greatest glory will not endure public tranquillity: they will plunder and rage; and by the infliction of outrageous injuries will disturb
the compact of human society, that they may have an enemy whom they may destroy with greater wickedness than that with which
they attacked...
~ Lactantius (c. 250–c. 325), Divine Institutes (Book I, ch. 18)

~~~~~~*~~~~~~
Just out -- a new title in the Library of Early American Literature series:

ELIZABETH FRIES ELLET: POEMS, Translated and Original (1835).

Kindle: https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0C347DDTV
Paperback: https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0C2SQ1Y9C

Although not as compendious in overall output of poetry as her contemporary male peers (such as Bryant, Longfellow, Simms, Poe, et
al.), she otherwise compares quite favorably with them. Here, for instance, is one sample verse of hers:

-------------

IS THIS A DAY OF DEATH?

Is this a day of death?
The heavens look blithely on the laughing earth,
And from her thousand vales a voice of mirth
And melody is springing; with the breath
Of smiling flowers that lift their joyous heads,
Bright with the radiant tears which evening sheds.

Hath sorrow’s voice been heard
With her low plaint, and broken wail of wo?—
Hark to the play of waves!—and glancing now
Forth from his leafy nest the exulting bird
Pours his wild carol on the fragrant gale,
Bidding the Sunbright woods and waters hail!

Hath happiness departed
From this glad scene? Is there a home—a hearth
Made desolate? Alas! the tones of earth
Sound not in concert with the broken-hearted!
Yon sea—the gorgeous sun—the azure sky—
Were never meant to mourn with things that die!

~~~~~~*~~~~~~

teenager) Thomas Jefferson:
besieged by rats -- and the devil?
See:
https://founders.archives.gov/documents/Jefferson/01-01-02-0002
[Thomas Jefferson to John Page, 25 December 1762]

~~~~~~*~~~~~~

In [the poem of] Ennius, [Scipio] Africanus thus speaks: “If it is permitted any one to ascend to the regions of the gods above, the
greatest gate of heaven is open to me alone.” Because, in truth, he extinguished and destroyed a great part of the human race. Oh how
great the darkness in which you were involved, O Africanus, or rather O poet, in that you imagined the ascent to heaven to be open to
men through slaughters and bloodshed! And Cicero also assented to this delusion. It is so in truth, he said, O Africanus, for the same
gate was open to Hercules; as though he himself had been doorkeeper in heaven at the time when this took place. I indeed cannot
determine whether I should think it a subject of grief or of ridicule, when I see grave and learned, and, as they appear to themselves,



wise men, involved in such miserable waves of errors. If this is the virtue which renders us immortal, I for my part should prefer to
die, rather than to be the cause of destruction to as many as possible. If immortality can be obtained in no other way than by
bloodshed, what will be the result if all shall agree to live in harmony? And this may undoubtedly be realized, if men would cast aside
their pernicious and impious madness, and live in innocence and justice. Shall no one, then, be worthy of heaven? Shall virtue perish,
because it will not be permitted men to rage against their fellow-men? But they who reckon the overthrow of cities and people as the
greatest glory will not endure public tranquillity: they will plunder and rage; and by the infliction of outrageous injuries will disturb
the compact of human society, that they may have an enemy whom they may destroy with greater wickedness than that with which
they attacked...
~ Lactantius (c. 250–c. 325), Divine Institutes (Book I, ch. 18)

~~~~~~*~~~~~~
Just out -- a new title in the Library of Early American Literature series:

ELIZABETH FRIES ELLET: POEMS, Translated and Original (1835).

Kindle: https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0C347DDTV
Paperback: https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0C2SQ1Y9C

Although not as compendious in overall output of poetry as her contemporary male peers (such as Bryant, Longfellow, Simms, Poe, et
al.), she otherwise compares quite favorably with them. Here, for instance, is one sample verse of hers:

-------------

IS THIS A DAY OF DEATH?

Is this a day of death?
The heavens look blithely on the laughing earth,
And from her thousand vales a voice of mirth
And melody is springing; with the breath
Of smiling flowers that lift their joyous heads,
Bright with the radiant tears which evening sheds.

Hath sorrow’s voice been heard
With her low plaint, and broken wail of wo?—
Hark to the play of waves!—and glancing now
Forth from his leafy nest the exulting bird
Pours his wild carol on the fragrant gale,
Bidding the Sunbright woods and waters hail!

Hath happiness departed
From this glad scene? Is there a home—a hearth
Made desolate? Alas! the tones of earth
Sound not in concert with the broken-hearted!
Yon sea—the gorgeous sun—the azure sky—
Were never meant to mourn with things that die!

~~~~~~*~~~~~~

...But perchance some one may ask of us the same question which Hortensius asks in Cicero: If God is one only, what solitude can be
happy? As though we, in asserting that He is one, say that He is desolate and solitary. Undoubtedly He has ministers, whom we call
messengers. And that is true, which I have before related, that Seneca said in his Exhortations that God produced ministers of His
kingdom. But these are neither gods, nor do they wish to be called gods or to be worshipped, inasmuch as they do nothing but execute
the command and will of God...

Therefore let men withdraw themselves from errors; and laying aside corrupt superstitions, let them acknowledge their Father and
Lord, whose excellence cannot be estimated, nor His greatness perceived, nor His beginning comprehended. When the earnest
attention of the human mind and its acute sagacity and memory has reached Him, all ways being, as it were, summed up and
exhausted, it stops, it is at a loss, it fails; nor is there anything beyond to which it can proceed. But because that which exists must of
necessity have had a beginning, it follows that since there was nothing before Him, He was produced from Himself before all things.
Therefore He is called by Apollo “self-produced,” by the Sibyl “self-created,” “uncreated,” and “unmade.” And Seneca, an acute man,
saw and expressed this in his Exhortations. “We,” he said, “are dependent upon another.” Therefore we look to some one to whom we
owe that which is most excellent in us. Another brought us into being, another formed us; but God of His own power made Himself.
~ Lactantius (c. 250–c. 325), Divine Institutes (Book I, ch. 7)



[Note. Needless to add, and for all Lactantius’ good intention, the idea that God (whether as One or Trinity) is or could somehow be
lonely is a very human interpolation; not unlike how a dog might wonder in what manner God barks.]

~~~~~~*~~~~~~

[Posted on Face Book]

Police accounts and stories going back to 1845 and thru to 1906.

See: https://archive.org/details/pub_national-police-gazette?sort=date

~~~~~~*~~~~~~

Note in passing...professional criminal spirit people do have (what we might call) Love potions/philtres, such as are employed in "A
Midsummer's Night Dream." These are however quite expensive, but to some greater or lesser degree will work depending on the
subject and potency of the dose and mixture, and incidentally and also, can be applied to two members of the same sex. I have had
these use on me on a few occasions (without my consent, of course), but being alert to my being, in effect, "drugged," I was able to
mostly and essentially suppress them.

~~~~~~*~~~~~~

[Posted on Face Book]

See: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=sstgcbGsew0

["Paul Simon - The Boxer (Live From Paris)"]

~~~~~~*~~~~~~

[quoting oracles of the Sibyls.]
1. “One God, who is alone, most mighty, uncreated.”

This is the only supreme God, who made the heaven, and decked it with lights.

2. “But there is one only God of pre-eminent power, who made the heaven, and sun, and stars, and moon, and fruitful earth, and waves
of the water of the sea.”

And since He alone is the framer of the universe, and the artificer of all things of which it consists or which are contained in it, it
testifies that He alone ought to be worshipped:—

3. “Worship Him who is alone the ruler of the world, who alone was and is from age to age.”

Also another Sibyl, whoever she is, when she said that she conveyed the voice of God to men, thus spoke:—

4. “I am the one only God, and there is no other God.”

I would now follow up the testimonies of the others, were it not that these are sufficient, and that I reserve others for more befitting
opportunities. But since we are defending the cause of truth before those who err from the truth and serve false religions, what kind of
proof ought we to bring forward against them, rather than to refute them by the testimonies of their own gods?
~ Lactantius (c. 250–c. 325), Divine Institutes (Book I, ch. 6)

~~~~~~*~~~~~~

"WHAT THE DEVIL HAS GOTTEN INTO YOU?"

They insist on being bad (really) for no other reason than that the devil frightens them; but then pretend and ascribe it to their being
only sociable.



-------

Old Faust gets his Gretchen (or Cunégonde), yes, but only and on the stipulation that Mephistopheles gets to sit in the room adjoining
them.

-------

I think I have figured these professional criminal spirit people out. They insist that they are great and important people, yet there is
little or no real interest or attraction in them. And if you don't think them interesting and attractive, they might very well come after
you, invade your life, manipulate (say by bribery and or scaring off putative friends), and then say "Ah ha! You don't think we are
great people! Behold how now we can invade and take over your life!"

-------

And since he can't actually argue or debate the case, it is only fitting and pardonable that he resort to premeditated violence.

-------

They only LOOK like heaven (at least to the unsuspecting.)

-------

It is not that the World MUST be this way or that way, but insofar as they CHOOSE to be a certain way, and lording over the rest
through terror and deception, it is only THEN assumed the world MUST be that way.

-------

2nd, 3rd, 4th, 5th hand 'removed' from reality. But so what if he's irrational? It works for him!

~~~~~~*~~~~~~

[Posted at the Lee’s Legion page on Face Book]

CONTENTMENT ~ as wished for in post-colonial America.

What follows here is, at any rate, one such idea of happiness and as found in The Power of Sympathy, or the Triumph pf Nature (1789)
by William Hill Brown (1765-1793); (which I am present reading); which is generally recognized as THE first American novel; with
Brown being yet another one of those many early American authors who died very young. Somewhat to my surprise, it is a much more
entertaining read than I thought it would be, and warmly recommend it; most especially to those who, by way of their imagination
combined with the right reading matter, enjoy "time travel" back to the 18th century.

-----------------------------------

Letter VII

Mrs. HOLMES to Miss HARRINGTON

...Rural Inscription.

 Come ye who loath the horrid crest,
Who hate the fiery front of Mars;
Who scorn the mean—the sordid breast—
Who fly Ambition's guilty cares:
Ye who are blest with peaceful souls,
Rest here: Enjoy the pleasures round;
Here Fairies quaff their acorn bowls,
And lightly print the mazy ground.

Thrice welcome to this humble scene—
(To ye alone such scenes belong)
Peace smiles upon the fragrant green,
And here the woodland sisters throng,
And fair CONTENTMENT's pleasing train,



Whilst in the Heav'n the stars advance,
With many a maid and many a swain,
Lead up the jocund, rural dance.

Thrice welcome to our calm retreat,
Where Innocency oft hath strove,
With violet blue, and woodbine sweet,
To form the votive wreath to Love:
O! pardon then, our cautious pride—
(Caution, a virtue rare, I ween)
For evils with the great abide,
Which dwell not in our sylvan scene.

 These are the scenes to which I have chosen to retreat; contented with the suffrage of the virtuous and the good, and inattentive to the
contemptuous sneer of the giddy and the futile, for even these have the vanity to look with pity on those who voluntarily remove from
whatever agrees with their ideas of pleasure. He who has no conception of the beauties of the mind, will contemn a person awkward or
ill-favored; and one whose store of enjoyment is drawn from affluence and abundance, will be astonished at the conduct of him who
finds cause to rejoice, though surrounded with inconvenience and penury. Hence we judge of the happiness of others by the standard
of our own conduct and prejudices.

From this misjudging race I retire, without a sigh to mingle in their amusements, nor yet disgusted at whatever is thought of sufficient
consequence to engage their pursuits. I fly from the tumult of the town—from scenes of boisterous pleasure and riot, to those of
quietness and peace, "where every breeze breathes health, and every sound is the echo of tranquillity." On this subject I give my
sentiments to you with freedom, from a conviction that I bear the world no spleen; at the same time with a degree of deference to the
judgment of others, from a conviction that I may be a little prejudiced.

~~~~~~*~~~~~~

"...The ultimate cathedral of the 13th century was deliberately intended to unite all the arts and sciences in the direct service of God. It
was a Chicago Exposition for God's profit. It showed an Architectural exhibit, a Museum of Painting, Glass-staining, Wood and Stone
Carving, Music, vocal and instrumental, Embroidering, Jewelry and Gem-setting, Tapestry-weaving, and I know not what other arts,
all in one building. It was the greatest single creation of man. Its statuary alone puts it with Greek art. Its religious conception, by
uniting the whole Pantheon of deities in one system, gives it a decided advantage over the Greeks. The more I study it, the more I
admire and wonder. I am not disposed to find fault. The result was beyond what I should suppose possible to so mean an animal as
man. It gives him a dignity which he is in no other instance entitled to claim. Even its weaknesses are great, and its failures, like
Beauvais and Le Mans, are because man rose beyond himself..."
~ Henry Adams (1838-1918), in a letter dated "Tours, 18 September, 1895," to Elizabeth Cameron.

~~~~~~*~~~~~~

...The predictions of all these Sibyls are both brought forward and esteemed as such, except those of the Cumaean Sibyl, whose books
are concealed by the Romans; nor do they consider it lawful for them to be inspected by any one but the Quindecemviri. And there are
separate books the production of each, but because these are inscribed with the name of the Sibyl they are believed to be the work of
one; and they are confused, nor can the productions of each be distinguished and assigned to their own authors, except in the case of
the Erythraean Sibyl, for she both inserted her own true name in her verse, and predicted that she would be called Erythræan, though
she was born at Babylon. But we also shall speak of the Sibyl without any distinction, wherever we shall have occasion to use their
testimonies. All these Sibyls, then, proclaim one God, and especially the Erythraean, who is regarded among the others as more
celebrated and noble; since Fenestella, a most diligent writer, speaking of the Quindecemviri, says that, after the rebuilding of the
Capitol, Caius Curio the consul proposed to the senate that ambassadors should be sent to Erythrae; to search out and bring to Rome
the writings of the Sibyl; and that, accordingly, Publius Gabinius, Marcus Otacilius, and Lucius Valerius were sent, who conveyed to
Rome about a thousand verses written out by private persons. We have shown before that Varro made the same statement. Now in
these verses which the ambassadors brought to Rome, are these testimonies respecting the one God:—
~ Lactantius (c. 250–c. 325), Divine Institutes (Book I, ch. 6)

~~~~~~*~~~~~~
Yes, but consider...
Should she be blamed if, after all, she was demonically possessed?



(Yet with all the Faustian bargains that are solidly in place among so many of the rich, famous and respectable, it is forbidden to even
consider the possibility.)

Later Note. And even aside from the likelihood of that (as the case may be), are not homosexuality and transgenderism themselves --
according to some medical schools of thought (certainly in some nations) -- and to some greater or lesser degree depending the
individual, forms of mental illness?

~~~~~~*~~~~~~

ECHOES OF THE PAST
~ from Harper's Weekly, 1 Sept. 1888.
(James G. Blaine endeavors to reassure President Grover Cleveland.)

~~~~~~*~~~~~~

Moreover, the inclination to feign and speak falsely belongs to those who covet riches, and eagerly desire gains—a disposition which
was far removed from those holy men. For they so discharged the office entrusted to them, that, disregarding all things necessary for
the maintenance of life, they were so far from laying up store for the future, that they did not even labour for the day, content with the
unstored food which God had supplied; and these not only had no gains, but even endured torments and death. For the precepts of
righteousness are distasteful to the wicked, and to those who lead an unholy life. Wherefore they, whose sins were brought to light and
forbidden, most cruelly tortured and slew them. They, therefore, who had no desire for gain, had neither the inclination nor the motive
for deceit.
~ Lactantius (c. 250–c. 325), Divine Institutes (Book I, ch. 4)

~~~~~~*~~~~~~

[Posted on Face Book]

"No one is above the law" (here they are saying.)

NOW you tell me! These people have been killing me for over thirty years! (why of all the...)

Later Note.  And oh yes, in case you haven't also heard, they FINALLY found Jack the Ripper.



See: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=TAelWV2iaK4

["The Missing Evidence: Jack the Ripper (Full Episode)" - with Christer Holmgren]

~~~~~~*~~~~~~

w/ respect to Father Lyle's homily this morning (29 March), let's remember if at times we are dismissive of faith, we are also
dismissive at times of other things of value, say for instance exercise, civic obligations, house/yard work, waking up in the morning,
etc.., etc.

~~~~~~*~~~~~~

The prophets, who were very many, proclaim and declare the one God; for, being filled with the inspiration of the one God, they
predicted things to come, with agreeing and harmonious voice. But those who are ignorant of the truth do not think that these prophets
are to be believed; for they say that those voices are not divine, but human. Forsooth, because they proclaim one God, they were either
madmen or deceivers. But truly we see that their predictions have been fulfilled, and are in course of fulfilment daily; and their
foresight, agreeing as it does to one opinion, teaches that they were not under the impulse of madness. For who possessed of a frenzied
mind would be able, I do not say to predict the future, but even to speak coherently? Were they, therefore, who spoke such things
deceitful? What was so utterly foreign to their nature as a system of deceit, when they themselves restrained others from all fraud? For
to this end were they sent by God, that they should both be heralds of His majesty, and correctors of the wickedness of man.
~ Lactantius (c. 250–c. 325), Divine Institutes (Book I, ch. 4)

~~~~~~*~~~~~~

[Posted on Face Book]

See: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=5_EsJvW_Eus

["The Duprees/ Richie Rosato" - The Duprees live in Atlantic City featuring Richie Rosato on lead vocal]

Note. The actual show here is really only an half hour (what comes after is merely the first part repeated.)

~~~~~~*~~~~~~

[Posted on the Lee’s Legion page on Face Book]

SOMEBODY'S SOMEONE (from long ago)
As found in The Weekly Magazine, (Philadelphia), No. 17, Sat., May 26, 1798, Vol. II, p. 125.

~~~~~~*~~~~~~

Hmm...if the Washington State Dept. of Transportation, in the last two years, spent 1.4 million dollars on graffiti removal, how much
money did the graffiti people have putting it up? and WHERE did they get it?...cannot the police and government find this
out?...bearing in mind that graffiti plastering goes FAR AND WELL BEYOND mere road and highway signs.



"Art or vandalism? WSDOT spends $1.4M on graffiti removal over past 2 years"
https://www.kiro7.com/news/local/art-or-vandalism-wsdot-spends-14m-graffiti-removal-over-past-2-
years/3LMQTA6AMRCDJI4M7WZKN5IUFM/

~~~~~~*~~~~~~

But to say that the universe is governed by the will of many, is equivalent to a declaration that there are many minds in one body,
since there are many and various offices of the members, so that separate minds may be supposed to govern separate senses; and also
the many affections, by which we are accustomed to be moved either to anger, or to desire, or to joy, or to fear, or to pity, so that in all
these affections as many minds may be supposed to operate; and if any one should say this, he would appear to be destitute even of
that very mind, which is one. But if in one body one mind possesses the government of so many things, and is at the same time
occupied with the whole, why should any one suppose that the universe cannot be governed by one, but that it can be governed by
more than one? And because those maintainers of many gods are aware of this, they say that they so preside over separate offices and
parts, that there is still one chief ruler. The others, therefore, on this principle, will not be gods, but attendants and ministers, whom
that one most mighty and omnipotent appointed to these offices, and they themselves will be subservient to his authority and
command. If, therefore, all are not equal to one another, all are not gods; for that which serves and that which rules cannot be the
same. For if God is a title of the highest power, He must be incorruptible, perfect, incapable of suffering, and subject to no other
being; therefore they are not gods whom necessity compels to obey the one greatest God. But because they who hold this opinion are
not deceived without cause, we will presently lay open the cause of this error. Now, let us prove by testimonies the unity of the divine
power.
~ Lactantius (c. 250–c. 325), Divine Institutes (Book I, ch. 3)

~~~~~~*~~~~~~

[Posted at a film group on Face Book]

A Charles Bronson style action-thriller from 1932? (At least in the latter part of the film.) You have to see it to believe it.
(Meantime, for an actual Bronson action film where he and the director are at the top of their form, see "Mr. Majestyk" (1974), also on
YouTube.)

See: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=2P36MDxHSys

["By Whose Hand? 1932"]
~~~~~~*~~~~~~

[Posted on Face Book]

Those late 20s and early 30s talkies often have such a warm and special glow about them, and it has nothing to do with any “pre-code”
status. Life was slower, and people, it seems, were allowed to be more natural and human as individuals.

See: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Ipbkx8DtSo0&

["Clara Bow Breakfast Scene" - Clara Bow and Richard Arlen in the film: Dangerous Curves, 1929]

~~~~~~*~~~~~~



LIFE’S GREATEST QUESTION

Dear Lord, I don't get it. All these animals -- they are completely innocent -- they didn't do anything -- and should be living in
something like Uncle Wiggily land. Certainly, most of them, at least, seem fit for and deserving of it.

So how then is it they all ended up here in devil world?

~~~~~~*~~~~~~

[Posted on Face Book]

Endora: Oh, Derwood...!
Darren: The name HAPPENS to be Darren.
Endora: Oh, THERE'S my umbrella. Thanks anyway Derwood...
Darren: Now cut that out!

~~~~~~*~~~~~~

POTPOURRI

-------------

Numerous are my enemies;
Countless as the sands.
Yet when they need to face me,
There's not a single man.

>>>>>

Banned (for yours, mine, our own good!)
* mercurochrome with mercury
* Salty pretzels
* DVD players that do not necessarily require a remote
* Shakeys Pizza in Seattle

>>>>>

Status, he has. Heart, soul, and the ability to reason properly? -- Well, no. Then he wanted, insisted, that I buy what he was selling. But
when I didn't, and much to my extreme surprise, he declared out-and-out war on me. And this now for over 30 years. (True story.) All
of which goes to show that fooling dumb people, no matter how many of them there are, just isn't enough.

>>>>>

They wouldn't be much in the way of devils, now would they, if they couldn't form working conspiracies? But what? Do you mean
then to tell me there are none?

>>>>>

A: But why do you keep chickens?
B: Because I need fresh eggs.
A: Why don't you just get them at the store?
B: They're not fresh enough.
A: They seem fresh enough to me.
B: Not to me.
A: Oh...You're crazy!
B: Crazy am I? When I can have fresh eggs?

>>>>>

Question: Why wouldn't the vampire look into the mirror?
Answer: Because he was afraid he'd see a ghoul!



>>>>>

(We heard this before I think.)

"It wasn't me. The dog bit you."

Yes, but he's your dog!

~~~~~~*~~~~~~

Though granted ethnic slang or colloquial ways of speaking might be employed in a given instance, when it comes to TRUE poetry,
THERE IS NO black poetry, white poetry, English poetry, German poetry, Japanese poetry, Javanese  --- whatever! -- only poetry.

See: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=VzLtE7MYbPk

["We Wear The Mask by Paul Lawrence Dunbar" - read by Pemon Rami]

~~~~~~*~~~~~~

…I see, again, what can be alleged on the other hand, that those many gods are such as we hold the one God to be. But this cannot
possibly be so, because the power of these gods individually will not be able to proceed further, the power of the others meeting and
hindering them. For either each must be unable to pass beyond his own limits, or, if he shall have passed beyond them, he must drive
another from his boundaries. They who believe that there are many gods, do not see that it may happen that some may be opposed to
others in their wishes, from which circumstance disputing and contention would arise among them; as Homer represented the gods at
war among themselves, since some desired that Troy should be taken, others opposed it.

The universe, therefore, must be ruled by the will of one. For unless the power over the separate parts be referred to one and the same
providence, the whole itself will not be able to exist; since each takes care of nothing beyond that which belongs peculiarly to him,
just as warfare could not be carried on without one general and commander. But if there were in one army as many generals as there
are legions, cohorts, divisions, and squadrons, first of all it would not be possible for the army to be drawn out in battle array, since
each would refuse the peril; nor could it easily be governed or controlled, because all would use their own peculiar counsels, by the
diversity of which they would inflict more injury than they would confer advantage. So, in this government of the affairs of nature,
unless there shall be one to whom the care of the whole is referred, all things will be dissolved and fall to decay.
~ Lactantius (c. 250–c. 325), Divine Institutes (Book I, ch. 3)

~~~~~~*~~~~~~

BIGGER THAN GOD (at least according to some pagans.)

----------------------------------------------------------------

Chorus. Who then is the pilot of necessity?

Prometheus. The triform Fates and the remembering Furies.

Ch. Is Jupiter then less powerful than these?

Pr. Most certainly he can not at any rate escape his doom.

Ch. Why, what is doomed for Jupiter but to reign for evermore?

Pr. This thou mayest not yet learn, and do not press it.

Ch. 'Tis surely some solemn mystery that thou veilest.

Pr. Make mention of some other matter; it is by no means seasonable to proclaim this; but it must be shrouded in deepest concealment;
for it is by keeping this secret that I am to escape from my ignominious shackles and miseries.



~ Aeschylus, from "Prometheus Unbound," translated by Theodore Alois Buckley.

~~~~~~*~~~~~~

[Posted on Face Book]

Unlike "Doctor Dolittle" (1967) and less so but to some extent "Half a Sixpence"(1967), "Jungle Book" (also 1967), and "Chitty
Chitty Bang Bang" (1968), "Oliver!” (1968), with its more sombre themes, was not one of those film musicals that thrilled me as a
child (though our mother took us to it as well at the theater.) But I like it better now as an adult; especially considering that prolific
Lionel Bart composed a very clever and impressive array of songs for it, this being one such. (As can well be said "they sure don't
[can't?] make 'em like this anymore.")

See: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=fpIolqJZPfo

["Oliver, Fine Life" - scene from 1968 film]

Later Note. Oh yes, and there was "Sound of Music" (1965) and "Singing Nun" (1966) we saw as well. Have I forgot one?

Again. And oh yes he kills her at the end (for those who don't know or remember.)

~~~~~~*~~~~~~

[Posted on Face Book]

See: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=AopJ4E7z7MU

["S. Foster - Beautiful Dreamer | Thomas Hampson & Amsterdam Sinfonietta"]

~~~~~~*~~~~~~

With my grand-uncle (once removed & on my father's side), Jack Mulhall, in “Molly O” (1921).

~~~~~~*~~~~~~

[Posted on Face Book]

(Pardon the video overlay.)

See: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=JS1fzlfgcBg

["Glen Campbell - A PLACE IN THE SUN" -- Live from "Goodtime Hour," 1968 in medicine show costume]

~~~~~~*~~~~~~



ST. SIMEON STYLITES PRAY FOR US

If it should ever ("God forbid!") happen that you reach a point where you felt utterly alone, abandoned, in dire and deepest darkness,
"The Shepherd of Hermas," if one takes it the right way, can be a most blessed boon; serving as a kind of spiritual sanctuary; which,
again if employed soberly and not in a necessarily or overly literal way (with respect to interpretation of its message), is a formidable
castle for the soul that NO devil can enter; providing as it does heavenly advisement in angelic form. This might sound strange to say,
but you have to read "Shepherd" to properly understand quite what I am talking about. Even if you only read it for fun, it is good for
that too. Originally a Greek book written at Rome, it dates to the 2nd century A. D. (possibly even the 1st century), and though
apocrypha, it is orthodox in spirit, and was, geographically speaking and for its day, especially popular and widely read.

There are several versions and translations now available, but my own favorite is the one contained in The Lost Books of the Bible:
Being All the Gospels, Epistles and Other Pieces Now Extant Attributed in the First Four Centuries to Jesus Christ (1926) and edited
by Rutherford H. Platt, Jr.; and reprinted in 1979 with a foreword by by Solomon J. Schepps. (You can find fairly inexpensive
hardcopies on such as ebay.)

THIS "Hermas" version is available online at:
https://www.sacred-texts.com/bib/lbob/lbob26.htm

The preface to which reads:

"[This book is thus entitled, because it was composed by Hermas, brother to Pius, bishop of Rome; and because the Angel, who bears
the principal part in it, is represented in the form and habit of a shepherd. Irenæus quotes it under the very name of Scripture. Origen
thought it a most useful writing and that it was divinely inspired; Eusebius says, that, though it was not esteemed canonical, it was
read publicly in the churches, which is corroborated by Jerome; and Athanasius cites it, calls it a most useful work, and observes, that
though it was not strictly canonical, the Fathers appointed it to be read for direction and confirmation in faith and piety. Jerome,
notwithstanding this, and that he applauded it in his catalogue of writers, in his comments upon it afterwards, terms it apocryphal and
foolish. Tertullian praised it when a Catholic, and abused it when a Montanist. Although Gelasius ranks it among the apocryphal
books, it is found attached to some of the most ancient MS. of the New Testament; and Archbishop Wake, believing it the genuine
work of an apostolic Father, preserves it to the English reader by the following translation, in which he has rendered the books not
only more exact, but in greater purity than they had before appeared. The Archbishop procured Dr. Grabe to entirely collate the old
Latin version with an ancient MS. in the Lambeth library; and the learned prelate himself still further improved the whole from a
multitude of fragments of the original Greek never before used for that purpose.]"

~~~~~~*~~~~~~

Let the commencement of our work therefore be that inquiry which closely follows and is connected with the first: Whether the
universe is governed by the power of one God or of many. There is no one, who possesses intelligence and uses reflection, who does
not understand that it is one Being who both created all things and governs them with the same energy by which He created them. For
what need is there of many to sustain the government of the universe? Unless we should happen to think that, if there were more than
one, each would possess less might and strength. And they who hold that there are many gods, do indeed effect this; for those gods
must of necessity be weak, since individually, without the aid of the others, they would be unable to sustain the government of so vast
a mass. But God, who is the Eternal Mind, is undoubtedly of excellence, complete and perfect in every part. And if this is true, He
must of necessity be one. For power or excellence, which is complete, retains its own peculiar stability. But that is to be regarded as
solid from which nothing can be taken away, that as perfect to which nothing can be added...
~ Lactantius (c. 250–c. 325), Divine Institutes (Book I, ch. 3)

~~~~~~*~~~~~~

A MEDIEVAL GHOST STORY
from Book II of William of Malmesbury's (c.1095–c.1143), Deeds of the English Kings:
-----------------------
[A.D. 1065.] ...At the same time something similar occurred in England, not by divine miracle, but by infernal craft; which when I
shall have related, the credit of the narrative will not be shaken, though the minds of the hearers should be incredulous; for I have
heard it from a man of such character, who swore he had seen it, that I should blush to disbelieve.
There resided at Berkeley a woman addicted to witchcraft, as it afterwards appeared, and skilled in ancient augury: she was
excessively gluttonous, perfectly lascivious, setting no bounds to her debaucheries, as she was not old, though fast declining in life.
On a certain day, as she was regaling, a jack-daw, which was a very great favourite, chattered a little more loudly than usual. On
hearing which the woman’s knife fell from her hand, her countenance grew pale, and deeply groaning, “This day,” said she, “my
plough has completed its last furrow; to-day I shall hear of, and suffer, some dreadful calamity.” While yet speaking, the messenger of
her misfortunes arrived; and being asked, why he approached with so distressed an air? “I bring news,” said he, “from that village,”
naming the place, “of the death of your son, and of the whole family, by a sudden accident.”
At this intelligence, the woman, sorely afflicted, immediately took to her bed, and perceiving the disorder rapidly approaching the
vitals, she summoned her surviving children, a monk, and a nun, by hasty letters; and, when they arrived, with faltering voice,
addressed them thus: “Formerly, my children, I constantly administered to my wretched circumstances by demoniacal arts: I have
been the sink of every vice, the teacher of every allurement: yet, while practising these crimes, I was accustomed to soothe my hapless
soul with the hope of your piety. Despairing of myself, I rested my expectations on you; I advanced you as my defenders against evil



spirits, my safeguards against my strongest foes. Now, since I have approached the end of my life, and shall have those eager to
punish, who lured me to sin, I entreat you by your mother’s breasts, if you have any regard, any affection, at least to endeavour to
alleviate my torments; and, although you cannot revoke the sentence already passed upon my soul, yet you may, perhaps, rescue my
body, by these means: sew up my corpse in the skin of a stag; lay it on its back in a stone coffin; fasten down the lid with lead and
iron; on this lay a stone, bound round with three iron chains of enormous weight; let there be psalms sung for fifty nights, and masses
said for an equal number of days, to allay the ferocious attacks of my adversaries. If I lie thus secure for three nights, on the fourth day
bury your mother in the ground; although I fear, lest the earth, which has been so often burdened with my crimes, should refuse to
receive and cherish me in her bosom.”
They did their utmost to comply with her injunctions: but alas! vain were pious tears, vows, or entreaties; so great was the woman’s
guilt, so great the devil’s violence. For on the first two nights, while the choir of priests was singing psalms around the body, the
devils, one by one, with the utmost ease bursting open the door of the church, though closed with an immense bolt, broke asunder the
two outer chains; the middle one being more laboriously wrought, remained entire. On the third night, about cock-crow, the whole
monastery seemed to be overthrown from its very foundation, by the clamour of the approaching enemy. One devil, more terrible in
appearance than the rest, and of loftier stature, broke the gates to shivers by the violence of his attack. The priests grew motionless
with fear, their hair stood on end, and they became speechless. He proceeded, as it appeared, with haughty step towards the coffin, and
calling on the woman by name, commanded her to rise. She replying that she could not on account of the chains: “You shall be
loosed,” said he, “and to your cost:” and directly he broke the chain, which had mocked the ferocity of the others, with as little
exertion as though it had been made of flax. He also beat down the cover of the coffin with his foot, and taking her by the hand, before
them all, he dragged her out of the church. At the doors appeared a black horse, proudly neighing, with iron hooks projecting over his
whole back; on which the wretched creature was placed, and, immediately, with the whole party, vanished from the eyes of the
beholders; her pitiable cries, however, for assistance, were heard for nearly the space of four miles.

~~~~~~*~~~~~~

This next little bit is more and just for fun than anything else.

In browsing, as I have in recent months, old issues of Harper's Weekly, I came across this article on the Surrency, Georgia hauntings
from the 1870s, and which I previously had never heard of. For the item in question in .pdf, see: Surrency_Harpers-Weekly_Jun-3-
1911.pdf While if you want more about the case, just do a Google search.

Meanwhile, the article includes a picture, here enlarged. Can you spot the little hobgoblin man?



Later Note. With respect to the Surrency story, it is curious, among other things, to note that:
* The Surrency family members at the time of their deaths tended mostly to be relatively young: Allen (father): 51; Wealthy (mother):
68; Millard: 60; Sarah: 45; Samuel: 54; Robert: 60; Lula: 34; George: 79. This of course might not be at all so or that significant, but I
thought I would make mention of it anyway.
* Despite my searching the net, the only available photograph of any of the family members is a very blurry one of them all standing
together in front of their house. The picture at the Find a Grave website, purportedly of Allen Surrency, the father, cannot possibly be
him as he died in 1877, and the photo is clearly of someone from the 20th century.
* Though probably of less significance, but also at least worth noting, the Surrency haunting in southeast Georgia took place at about
the same time and or else shortly after the Bender murders in southeast Kansas.

~~~~~~*~~~~~~

Let the commencement of our work therefore be that inquiry which closely follows and is connected with the first: Whether the
universe is governed by the power of one God or of many. There is no one, who possesses intelligence and uses reflection, who does
not understand that it is one Being who both created all things and governs them with the same energy by which He created them. For
what need is there of many to sustain the government of the universe? Unless we should happen to think that, if there were more than
one, each would possess less might and strength. And they who hold that there are many gods, do indeed effect this; for those gods
must of necessity be weak, since individually, without the aid of the others, they would be unable to sustain the government of so vast
a mass. But God, who is the Eternal Mind, is undoubtedly of excellence, complete and perfect in every part. And if this is true, He
must of necessity be one. For power or excellence, which is complete, retains its own peculiar stability. But that is to be regarded as
solid from which nothing can be taken away, that as perfect to which nothing can be added...
~ Lactantius (c. 250–c. 325), Divine Institutes (Book I, ch. 3)

~~~~~~*~~~~~~

"THE MERCY OF APOLLO,"
or this is what some people consider a god.

"...[according to Nietzsche] Apollo represents harmony, progress, clarity, logic and the principle of individuation, whereas Dionysus
represents disorder, intoxication, emotion, ecstasy and unity..." ~ Wikipedia article "Apollonian and Dionysian"

Or, in effect, so says Nietzche.

However and tellingly, the following story is found in Book 1 of Statius' Thebaid (1st century A.D.), here in translation from Latin by
J. H. Mozley:

[557] “Perchance ye may inquire, O youths,” thus says the monarch [King Adrastus of Argos], “what means this sacrifice, and for
what reason we pay Phoebus signal honour. Urged by no ignorant fear, but under stress of dire calamity, the Argive folk aforetime
made this offering. Lend me your hearing, and I will recount the tale. When that the god had smitten the dark and sinuous-coiling
monster, the earth-born Pytho, who cast about Delphi his sevenfold grisly circles and with his scales ground the ancient oaks to
powder, even while sprawling by Castalia’s fountain he gaped with three-tongued mouth athirst to feed his deadly venom: when
having spent his shafts on numberless wounds he left him, scarce fully stretched in death over a hundred acres of Cirrhaean soil, then,
seeking fresh expiation of the dead, he came to the humble dwelling of our king Crotopus. A daughter [elsewhere in other versions of
the story named Psamathe], in the first years of tender maidenhood, and wondrous fair, kept this pious home, a virgin chaste. How
happy, had she ne’er kept secret tryst with the Delian, or shared a stolen love with Phoebus! For she suffered the violence of the god
by Nemea’s stream, and when Cynthia [the moon, also a peronification of Artemis] had twice five times gathered her circle’s visage to
the full, she brought forth a child, Latona’s grandson, bright as a star. Then fearing punishment – for her sire would ne’er have
pardoned a forced wedlock – she chose the pathless wilds, and stealthily among the sheep-pens gave her child to a mountain-
wandering guardian of the flock [named Linus] for nurture. No cradle worthy of a birth so noble, hapless infant, did thy grassy bed
afford thee, or thy woven home of oaken twigs; enclosed in the fibre of arbutus-bark thy limbs are warm, and a hollow pipe coaxes
thee to gentle slumbers, while the flock shares thy sleeping-ground. But not even such a home did the fates permit, for, as he lay
careless and drinking in the day with open mouth, fierce ravening dogs mangled the babe and took their fill with bloody jaws. But
when the tidings reached the mother’s horror-struck ears, father and shame and fear were all forgot; herself straightway she fills the
house with wild lamentation, all distraught, and baring her breast meets her father with her tale of grief. Nor is he moved, but bids her
– Oh horrible! even as she desires, suffer grim death.

[596] “Too late remembering thy union, O Phoebus, thou dost devise a SOLACE [my capital letters] for her miserable fate, a monster
conceived 'neath lowest Acheron in the Furies’ unhallowed lair: a maiden’s face and bosom has she, from her head an ever-hissing
snake rises erect, parting in twain her livid brow. Then that foul pest, gliding at night with unseen movement into the chambers, tore
from the breasts that suckled them lives newly-born, and with blood-stained fangs gorged and fattened on the country’s grief. But
Coroebus, foremost in prowess of arms and high courage, brooked it not, and with chosen youths, unsurpassed in valour and ready at
life’s hazard to enlarge their fame, went forth, a willing champion. From dwellings newly ravaged she was going, where in the
gateway two roads meet, the corpses of two little ones hung at her side, and still her hooked talons claw their vitals and the iron nails
are warm in their young hearts. Thronged by his band of heroes the youth rushed to the attack, and buried his broad blade in her cruel
breast, and with flashing steel probing deep the spirit’s lurking-place at length restored to nether Jove his monstrous offspring. What
joy to go and see at close hand those eyes livid in death, the ghastly issue of her womb, and her breasts clotted with foul corruption,



whereby our young lives perished! Appalled stand the Inachian youth, and their gladness, though great now sorrow is ended, even yet
is dim and pale. With sharp stakes they mangle the dead limbs – vain solace for their grief – and beat out the jagged grinding teeth
from her jaws: they can – yet cannot glut their ire. Her did ye flee unfed, ye birds, wheeling round with nocturnal clamour, and
ravening dogs, they say, and wolves in terror upon her, dry-mouthed.

[627] “But against the unhappy youths the Delian rises up fierce at the doom of his slain avengeress, and seated on the shady top of
twin-peaked Parnassus with relentless bow he cruelly scatters shafts that bring pestilence, and withers beneath a misty shroud the
fields and dwellings of the Cyclopes. Pleasant lives droop and fail, Death with his sword cuts through the Sisters’ threads, and hurries
the stricken city to the shades. Our leader then inquiring what the cause may be, what is this baleful fire from heaven, why Sirius
reigns throughout the whole year, the word of the same god Paean [or "Poina"] brings command, to sacrifice to the blood-stained
monster those youths that caused her death. O valour heaven-blest! O worth that will merit a long age of fame! No base craven thou to
hide thy devoted deed, or shun in fear a certain death! Unabashed he stood on the threshold of Cirrha’s temple, and with these words
gives fierce utterance to his sacred rage: `Not sent by any, nor suppliant, O Thymbraean, do I approach thy shrine: duly and
consciousness of right have turned my steps this way. I am he, O Phoebus, who laid low thy deadly scourge, I am he whom thou,
ruthless one, dost seek out by poison-cloud, and the light of day defiled, and the black corruption of a baleful heaven. But even if
raging monsters be so dear to the gods above, and the destruction of men a cheaper loss to the world, and heaven be so stern and
pitiless, in what have the Argives sinned? My life, my life alone, most righteous of the gods, should be offered to the fates! Or is it
more soothing to thy heart that thou seest homesteads desolate, and the countryside lit up by the burning roofs of husbandmen? But
why by speaking do I delay the weapons of thy might? our mothers are waiting, and the last prayers for me are being uttered. Enough:
I have deserved that thou should’st be merciless. Bring then thy quiver, and stretch thy sounding bow, and send a noble soul to death!
but, even while I die, dispel the gathered mist that form on high hangs pallid over Inachian Argos.’

[661] “Equity hath regard for the deserving. Awe of slaughter took hold on Leto’s fiery son, and yielding he grants the [self-
sacrificing] hero the sad boon of [losing his] life; the deadly clouds fly scattering from our heaven, while thou, thy prayer heard,
departest from marvelling Phoebus’ door...

------------------

The above taken from:
https://www.theoi.com/Text/StatiusThebaid1.html

For another translation, see:
https://www.poetryintranslation.com/PITBR/Latin/StatiusThebaidI.php#anchor_Toc337135253

~~~~~~*~~~~~~

~ clip from "Island of Lost Men" (1939) with J. Carrol Naish, one of the true, and much underrated, movie greats.

See: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=vF3XmNoPIU8

[""ISLAND OF LOST MEN" (1939) - FINALE with J. Carrol Naish"]

~~~~~~*~~~~~~

[Posted on Face Book]

From Harper's Weekly, Feb. 28, 1908.



~~~~~~*~~~~~~

[Posted on Face Book]

(At a mere three minutes) There, now that wasn't so very hard, was it?

See: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=MTSD-W8JIsc

["Immanuel Kant: Critique of Pure Reason - Summary and Analysis of the Transcendental Aesthetic" – quick summary of Kantian
definitions of categories of knowledge,  The Rugged Pyrrhus YT channel]

~~~~~~*~~~~~~

See: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=jml39FZ4yns

["Borodin "Polovtsian Dances" from the opera "Prince Igor" Only children choir" -
College Symphony Orchestra
Consolidated Choir of the Children's Music School
Head Zoya GROSHENKOVA
Conductor - Honored Artist of the Russian Federation Vladimir RYZHAEV]

~~~~~~*~~~~~~

Having therefore undertaken the office of explaining the truth, I did not think it so necessary to take my commencement from that
inquiry which naturally seems the first, whether there is a providence which consults for all things, or all things were either made or
are governed by chance; which sentiment was introduced by Democritus, and confirmed by Epicurus. But before them, what did
Protagoras effect, who raised doubts respecting the gods; or Diagoras afterwards, who excluded them; and some others, who did not
hold the existence of gods, except that there was supposed to be no providence? These, however, were most vigorously opposed by the
other philosophers, and especially by the Stoics, who taught that the universe could neither have been made without divine
intelligence, nor continue to exist unless it were governed by the highest intelligence. But even Marcus Tullius, although he was a
defender of the Academic system, discussed at length and on many occasions respecting the providence which governs affairs,
confirming the arguments of the Stoics, and himself adducing many new ones; and this he does both in all the books of his own
philosophy, and especially in those which treat of the nature of the gods...
~ Lactantius (c. 250–c. 325), Divine Institutes (Book I, ch. 2)



~~~~~~*~~~~~~

He’s SUPPOSED to be an interesting and attractive person; indeed a kind of celebrity.

But I don't understand. Why would an interesting and attractive person (and who isn't acting in the capacity of, say, someone like a
legitimate police officer) need to force himself on others and prevent them from freely communicating?

But then all things are possible to those who are dishonest, delusional, and highly irrational.

~~~~~~*~~~~~~

A "HEADS UP" for today.

Think of professional criminal spirit people as much like the Dauphin and Duke in Mark Twain's Huckleberry Finn; i.e., persons
eminently qualified and expert at taking in and swindling dumb people into thinking that they are royalty and arbiters of all our greater
affairs and matters.

~ above pic from an illustration by Norman Rockwell.

~~~~~~*~~~~~~

[Posted on Face Book]

See: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=iPmon1BmZyU

["Happy Days Are Here Again" - Mitch Miller]

~~~~~~*~~~~~~

...And so greatly did the name and authority of the truth prevail with them [men of learning], that they proclaimed that the reward of
the greatest good was contained in it. But they did not obtain the object of their wish, and at the same time lost their labour and
industry; because the truth, that is the secret of the Most High God, who created all things, cannot be attained by our own ability and
perceptions. Otherwise there would be no difference between God and man, if human thought could reach to the counsels and
arrangements of that eternal majesty. And because it was impossible that the divine method of procedure should become known to
man by his own efforts, God did not suffer man any longer to err in search of the light of wisdom, and to wander through inextricable
darkness without any result of his labour, but at length opened his eyes, and made the investigation of the truth His own gift, so that
He might show the nothingness of human wisdom, and point out to man wandering in error the way of obtaining immortality.
~ Lactantius (c. 250–c. 325), Divine Institutes (Book I, preface)

~~~~~~*~~~~~~

[Posted on Face Book]

Every now and then some good music gets buried away in a PC game. Case in point.



See: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=2q4IvhSKw8o

["Theme music for Starships Unlimited (2001)" - music by Eric Pearson]

~~~~~~*~~~~~~

[Posted on Face Book]

LONG before Disneyland, there was the 1904 St. Louis World's Fair grounds.  ABSOLUTELY AMAZING.

See: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=9FgTEVhEW_Y

["ST LOUIS WORLD FAIR 1904" - Bill Kendall channel]

And here (in a separate video) is how the area looks today:

See: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=nKNQzlMb5e8

["1904 St. Louis Worlds Fair Then and Now ⶠ "]

~~~~~~*~~~~~~

...And so greatly did the name and authority of the truth prevail with them [men of learning], that they proclaimed that the reward of
the greatest good was contained in it. But they did not obtain the object of their wish, and at the same time lost their labour and
industry; because the truth, that is the secret of the Most High God, who created all things, cannot be attained by our own ability and
perceptions. Otherwise there would be no difference between God and man, if human thought could reach to the counsels and
arrangements of that eternal majesty. And because it was impossible that the divine method of procedure should become known to
man by his own efforts, God did not suffer man any longer to err in search of the light of wisdom, and to wander through inextricable
darkness without any result of his labour, but at length opened his eyes, and made the investigation of the truth His own gift, so that
He might show the nothingness of human wisdom, and point out to man wandering in error the way of obtaining immortality.
~ Lactantius (c. 250–c. 325), Divine Institutes (Book I, preface)

~~~~~~*~~~~~~

OEDIPUS [addressing Theseus, king of Athens]:

Dearest son of Aegeus, only gods
are never troubled by old age and death.
All other things are finally destroyed
by all-conquering Time. The power of Earth
passes away, the body’s strength withers, [610]
loyalty perishes, distrust appears,
and between one city and another,
just as between good friends, relationships
never remain the same. Sooner or later
pleasant concord turns to bitter hatred
and then hatred, once again, to friendship.
So if today between yourself and Thebes
the sun is shining bright and all is well,
the endless passage of infinite Time
engenders innumerable days and nights,
and in that time some trivial reason
will persuade them to shatter with their spears [620]
whatever treaties you now have between you...
~ Sophocles [5th century B.C.], from "Oedipus at Colonus," translated by Ian Johnston.

-----------------

for the full text in .pdf, see:
http://johnstoniatexts.x10host.com/sophocles/oedipusatcolonuspdf.pdf



~~~~~~*~~~~~~

I myself got an especial thrill and enjoyment when, in elementary school, I first read Bram Stoker's Dracula. However, like so many
things, once the novelty and surprise has been experienced, the second time around trying to relive the same is rarely or never quite
the same. Although, for whatever reason one might ascribe, "Classics Illustrated" had versions of the novels Frankenstein, Dr. Jekyll
and Mr. Hyde, and The Hunchback of Notre Dame, they did not have one for Dracula. However, in 1976, Marvel Comics put out a an
excellent and reasonably authentic rendering that makes a nice substitute for reading the 350+ page original (in fine print), but which
is unfortunately rare and not so easy to get a hold of. For any then who might be interested, here it is (zipped) in .cbr format:

https://drive.google.com/file/d/1w5J5EI99sj3xeP7iahdWpEfNcwfS5gGu/view?usp=share_link

If you need a free .cbr reader, one to go with is: CDisplay

~~~~~~*~~~~~~

[Posted on Face Book]

Ah yes, here, I found it...
The secret behind the success of "YouTube Kids"...
the [Paul] Allen Institute for Brain Science

See: https://alleninstitute.org/

~~~~~~*~~~~~~

[Posted on Face Book]

Now THAT"S more like it...

See: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=PZ4sgNkbLoA

["THE CIRCUS GIRL - musical comedy selections (1896) Ivan Caryll & Lionel Monckton"]

Originally featuring Mabelle Gillman. :)

~~~~~~*~~~~~~

Is there anything MORE scary than "YouTube Kids?" (This is about the best version of the Muffin Man song I could find there.)

See: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=AyqQdGAyWUU

["Do You Know The Muffin Man Song Lyrics - Sing Along for Kids"]



Personally, I like the old "Dan Fast Muffler Man" ad version:
"If your car sounds like an old tin can,
Take it to the Muffler Man,
Then you'll know the Muffler Man,
Dan Fast...is his name."

~~~~~~*~~~~~~

11. Lastly, if the gods drive away sorrow and grief, if they bestow joy and pleasure, how are there in the world so many and so
wretched men, whence come so many unhappy ones, who lead a life of tears in the meanest condition? Why are not those free from
calamity who every moment, every instant, load and heap up the altars with sacrifices? Do we not see that some of them, say the
learned, are the seats of diseases, the light of their eves quenched, and their ears stopped, that they cannot move with their feet, that
they live mere trunks without the use of their hands, that they are swallowed up, overwhelmed, and destroyed by conflagrations,
shipwrecks, and disasters; that, having been stripped of immense fortunes, they support themselves by labouring for hire, and beg for
alms at last; treat they are exiled, proscribed, always in the midst of sorrow, overcome by the loss of children, and harassed by other
misfortunes, the kinds and forms of which no enumeration can comprehend? But assuredly this would not occur if the gods, who had
been laid under obligation, were able to ward off, to turn aside, those evils from those who merited this favour. But now, because in
these mishaps there is no room for the interference of the gods, but all things are brought about by inevitable necessity, the appointed
course of events goes on and accomplishes that which has been once determined.
~ Arnobius (c.284-c.305), Against the Heathen (Book VII)

~~~~~~*~~~~~~

[In response to:]
"Humanity May Reach Singularity Within Just 7 Years, Trend Shows"
https://www.yahoo.com/lifestyle/humanity-may-reach-singularity-within-222900100.html

For many years now, going at least as far back as "2001: A Space Odyssey," you get this touting from less than rational persons that
AI, or artificial intelligence, is on its way to taking over the world. The idea ostensibly being one of "Get scared everybody! There's
more fear to come!"

While there is no denying the extraordinary ability of some AI to outdo ordinary human intelligence, say for example in a game of
chess, the idea that AI can or will take over the human race is patently and irretrievably false and ridiculous. The reason for this is that
no statement and assertion can be made without a HUMAN value judgment (i.e., that which is designated “good” or desirable, versus
“not good” or not desirable) being first assumed, or, in the case of a machine, planted into it. Machines of themselves cannot
independently assign such values; therefore AI overriding human intelligence is only possible in the case of herd animals and or very
dumb and stupid people; that is to say those who cannot think independently of others’ semi-rational, dogmatical and authoritarian
say-so in the first place.

~~~~~~*~~~~~~

[Posted on Face Book]

(no video here; audio only.)
See: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=zML8Hi5tSp8
["Lost is my Quiet" - Purcell duet with Rebecca Beasley and David Grogan, from an SAI benefit concert at UT Arlington in 2011.]

And another nice version (while we're at it.)
See: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Xo3xQKIndT0
["Matthew & Katie ~ Lost is My Quiet Forever"]

~~~~~~*~~~~~~

[Posted at the Lee’s Legion page on Face Book]

We usually think of historical personages in their hey-day, but, like everyone else, if they didn't happened to die young, some grew to
be old; not infrequently even long outliving that era in which they were most famous or near famous. Such, for instance, was the case
with Knickerbocker author, magazine editor and poet Charles Fenno Hoffman (1806–1884).
His father was Josiah Ogden Hoffman (1766–1837), a prominent and highly respected New York city lawyer, and later judge; at
whose offices Washington Irving for a time studied for the law (that is before and shortly afterward giving it up and becoming an
author by profession.) By a first wife, Judge Hoffman had a daughter Matilda (1791-1809) and who became what is generally
recognized as bachelor Irving's life-long love interest, but who died at the young age of 18 in 1809. Matilda's brother was Ogden
Hoffman, and who became a United States Congressman.
Charles Fenno Hoffman was one of the offspring of Judge Hoffman's second wife. When a child, a leg of his had to be amputated as
the result of a boating accident; thereafter he went through life wearing a replacement wooden one.
As an adult, he took up a literary career, became a magazine editor of several periodicals, wrote one novel and some American west
travel books, but was most noted as a poet.



Sometime in 1849, he suffered a bout of insanity. He recovered, then briefly worked for the U.S. State department, before having a
permanent relapse; when he was committed for the rest of his life to an asylum in Harrisburg, Penn.
Many years later, the following little piece appeared in Harper's Weekly for 10 March 1883:

"CHARLES FENNO HOFFMAN
"A reference in the Easy Chair of Harper's Magazine to Charles Fenno Hoffman, a charming literary figure of forty years ago in New
York, and the founder of the old Knickerbocker Magazine, has drawn from a correspondent at Harrisburg in Pennsylvania, a touching
glimpse of the author whose career was so early and sadly clouded, but who is living still:
“'He has been for many years, and is now — or was very recently — in the State Lunatic Hospital near this city. I used to see him
quite often there. His insanity is of a harmless kind, I believe, and consists in the illusion that the air is full of spirits in actual bodily
existence, and that they approach him as if to hurt him. He is free to go where he likes at most times, I understand, and. does go off
without an attendant, always into tho country, avoiding people and roads, and in all weather. He is fully of middle height; his hair is
grizzled, and rather long and straggling; his face and form are spare; hia eyes bright and keen, but wandering; his figure erect; and his
physical health strong. He is a striking and bizarre figure, striding along, a fur cap on his head, and a stout stick in his hand, with
which he continually makes passes into the air to ward off the spirits when they approach too near. His wooden leg — or rather stump
— does not seem to hinder his going anywhere. He returns of himself at night, and seems perfectly content. He has intervals of
comparative lucidity, and is then a most interesting talker.'
"Mr. Hoffman is now seventy-seven years old, and he is probably unknown to the new generation of readers. But the manliness of his
character, the brightness of his mind, and his literary skill made him one of the most delightful writers of the Knickerbocker school."

-------------

While it has it moments and occasional strokes of genuine feeling and inspiration, most of Hoffman's poetry is frankly not all that
catching or especially memorable. However, going through his collected poems, I did at least find two that, for me at any rate, "did the
trick," and for and in his memory on this occasion I think worth reproducing.

THE STREAMLET

    How silently yon streamlet slides
From out the twilight-shaded bowers!
How, soft as sleep, it onward glides
In sunshine through its dreaming flowers.

    That tranquil wave, now turn'd to gold
Beneath the slowly westering sun,
It is the same, far on the wold,
Whose foam this morn we gazed upon.

    The leaden sky, the barren waste,
The torrent we this morning knew,
How changed are all! as now we haste
To bid them, with the day, adieu!

    Ah! thus should life and love at last
Grow bright and sweet when death is near:
May we, our course of trial pass'd,
Thus bathed in beauty glide from here!

>>>>>>>>>>

THE BLIGHTED HEART

    When the flowers of Friendship or Love have decayed
In the heart that has trusted and once been betray’d,
No sunshine of kindness their bloom can restore.
For the verdure of feeling will quicken no more!

    Hope, cheated too often when life’s in its spring,
From the bosom that nursed it for ever takes wing;
And memory comes, as its promises fade,
To brood o’er the havoc that passion has made,—

    As ’tis said that the swallow the tenement leaves
Where ruin endangers her nest in the eaves.
While the desolate owl takes her place on the wall,
And builds in the mansion that nods to its fall.

~~~~~~*~~~~~~



When I first watched "Outcasts of Polker Flat" (1952) some two years ago, I was not all THAT taken by it. On the perhaps downside,
it is an odd and quirky take-off on the Bret Harte original, and the script, or 3/4s of it anyway, is better suited for a stage play than a
movie. But on a second viewing, I experienced something very different. For one thing, the 71 year old performances by Dale
Robertson, Anne, Baxter , and Cameron Mitchell are so intense and dynamic that the film has this distinctly eerie quality; as if it had
been made just yesterday. In addition, the story has a subtle or hidden religious message, which IF BY CHANCE you have the time to
view the film, see if you can spot the same. Hint: Oakhurst - the non violent hero, Cal - humanity or the person caught in the middle,
Ryker - the very devil.

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=5b0a6CwB6ic&t=4s
["1952 The Outcasts of Poker Flat Dale Robertson; Anne Baxteer"]

~~~~~~*~~~~~~

[The ox continues his address to Jupiter] "...Is it not one breath of life which sways both them [i.e., humans] and me? Do I not respire
and see, and am I not affected by the other senses just as they are? They have livers, lungs, hearts, intestines, bellies; and do not I have
as many members? They love their young, and come together to beget children; and do not I both take care to procure offspring, and
delight in it when it has been begotten? But they have reason, and utter articulate sounds; and how do they know whether I do what I
do for my own reasons, and whether that sound which I give forth is my kind of words, and is understood by us alone? Ask piety
whether it is more just that I should be slain, that I should be killed, or that man should be pardoned and be safe from punishment for
what he has done? Who formed iron into a sword? Was it not man? Who brought disaster upon races; who imposed slavery upon
nations? Was it not man? Who mixed deadly draughts, and gave them to his parents, brothers, wives, friends? Was it not man? Who
found out or devised so many forms of wickedness, that they can hardly be related in ten thousand chronicles of years, or even of
days? Was it not man? Is not this, then, cruel, monstrous, and savage? Does it not seem to you, O Jupiter, unjust and barbarous that I
should be killed, that I should be slain, that you may be soothed, and the guilty find impunity? ”
~ Arnobius (c.284-c.305), Against the Heathen (Book VII)

~~~~~~*~~~~~~

I am NOT kidding. There is a real person like this. (Indeed spirit person as well as regular person versions). He takes himself SO
seriously, yet this sort of character is a TOTAL JOKE. When then will we ever finally get to read his biography, know who he is,
where he comes from, and how it is he thought himself worthy of appropriating to himself such a role in our lives?

~~~~~~*~~~~~~

Makes such a great idea and theme for a poem, don't you think? Unfortunately (however) someone already used it.



~~~~~~*~~~~~~

9. So, if some ox, or any animal you please, which is slain to mitigate and appease the fury of the deities, were to take a man's voice
and speak these words: “Is this, then, O Jupiter, or whatever god you are, humane or right, or should it he considered at all just, that
when another has sinned I should be killed, and that you should allow satisfaction to be made to you with my blood, although I never
did you wrong, never wittingly or unwittingly did violence to your divinity and majesty, being, as you know, a dumb creature, not
departing from the simplicity of my nature, nor inclined to be fickle in my manners? Did I ever celebrate your games with too little
reverence and care? Did I drag forward a dancer so that your deity was offended? Did I swear falsely by you? Did I sacrilegiously
steal your property and plunder your temples? Did I uproot the most sacred groves, or pollute and profane some hallowed places by
rounding private houses? What, then, is the reason that the crime of another is atoned for with my blood, and that my life and
innocence are made to pay for wickedness with which I have nothing to do? Is it because I am a base creature, and am not possessed
of reason and wisdom, as these declare who call themselves men, and by their ferocity make themselves beasts? Did not the same
nature both beget and form me from the same beginnings?..."
~ Arnobius (c.284-c.305), Against the Heathen (Book VII)

~~~~~~*~~~~~~

Dream productions circa 1983 (and pre-Freddie Kruger as well.)

See: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=-qQBxkYaSHA

["Brainstorm (1983) Psychotic Episode HD Natalie Wood, Christopher Walken, Louise Fletcher"]

~~~~~~*~~~~~~

The TRUE story (of supernatural dealings) can NOW be told!

...as found in "Startling Terror" no. 13 from 1952, here re-produced in .pdf, see:
https://drive.google.com/file/d/1cFYPFlVzUMidFnKDuseOVb2Me64w4Kw1/view?usp=share_link

~~~~~~*~~~~~~

From Harper’s Weekly, Jan. 12, 1901.



~~~~~~*~~~~~~

2. Who are the true gods? You say. To answer you in common and simple language, we do not know; for how can we know who those
are whom we have never seen? We have been accustomed to hear from you that an infinite number are gods, and are reckoned among
the deities; but if these exist anywhere, and are true gods, as Terentius believes, it follows as a consequence, that they correspond to
their name; that is, that they are such as we all see that they should be, and that they are worthy to be called by this name; nay, more—
to make an end without many words— that they are such as is the Lord of the universe, and the King omnipotent Himself, whom we
have knowledge and understanding enough to speak of as the true God when we are led to mention His name. For one god differs
from another in nothing as respects his divinity; nor can that which is one in kind be less or more in its parts while its own qualities
remain unchanged. Now, as this is certain, it follows that they should never have been begotten, but should be immortal, seeking
nothing from without, and not drawing any earthly pleasures from the resources of matter.
~ Arnobius (c.284-c.305), Against the Heathen (Book VII)

~~~~~~*~~~~~~



[or605]


