Background
My name is Dennis Kane, and the best way for me to describe myself is that I am a homeless philosopher.  The purpose of this letter is to entertain you by way of tickling your intellect without coming across as bland and academic, and at the same time provide you with a dose of spiritual positivity.  As such, I hope to be able to build up a following of readers so that I will be able to find a true home within this wide, weird world of ours.

First of all, let me begin by saying that I am far from being a follower of intellectual trends.  I do not think that this sort of behavior becomes any real philosopher.  I have no interest in authors who wish to label themselves as, for example, existentialist or post-modernist.  Instead, I regard myself simply as a seeker of truth.  Already, however, the preceding statement puts me in bad standing with the currently accepted school of academic thought.

If you have read this far, I am sure that you are of a fairly intelligent sort and that you are not anywhere near the life circumstances in which I presently find myself.  That is, I assume that you must think of homelessness as a concept that is utterly foreign and altogether frightening.  But, just as I look at the fish in the sea as being complete strangers to my way of life, I am sure that you as well find me to be somewhat “fishy.”
Well, I no longer want to seem so strange to you.  I do not want you to feel sorry for me or to feel that I am somehow deserving of your charity.  Thus, I have no interest in appealing to your sympathy for the sake of personal profit.  Rather, I want to emphasize the fact that I am a very proud person who has freely chosen a lifestyle that will allow the devotion to as much time to spend on creative pursuits as is humanly possible.  In other words, I am always reading, thinking, and writing about the deeper truth within myself and the world around me.  It is just this activity that has allowed me to come out of my early adulthood unscathed.  When I was in my mid-twenties (I am 33 now), I underwent a fairly profound internal crisis.  On the one hand, I had always been free-thinking as a teenager, but on the other hand, I had also gotten accustomed to the typical middle-class way of life that is so common in the suburbs of the United States.  Growing up, my father was a professional computer programmer working for a major international conglomerate, and I was never aware of any major financial concerns within the family unit.  My parents being the right-leaning sort, it was expected that I graduate college with my white-collar prospects fully in tact.  Somewhere around the midpoint of my college career, just as I was beginning to enter into my core curriculum, I was profoundly overcome with deeply philosophical trains of thought.  In retrospect, I attribute this to the temporal coincidence of two contradictory things.  First, I was becoming enthralled with the passion and urgency of the popular musical acts of the time (especially Pearl Jam).  Second, I was being pressured to comport my mind to a set of technical subjects (science and engineering) that I was not even close to being ready to handle in a serious way.  When I look back at that time in my life, I can see that a train wreck was waiting to happen.  That is, when it came to my new found passion for music, I was compelled to question everything that I had previously superficially assumed to be true.  But in my studies, there was no time for this kind of deeply contemplative activity—I was supposed to learn many seemingly random concepts as quickly as I possibly could.
So I dropped out of school.  And back in.  Then out and in and back out again.  I didn’t know which way to turn.  I was torn between two worlds.  There was the outside world, which was becoming increasing hostile to my personal needs, and where things were making less and less sense by the day.  Contrarily, there was the sanctuary within my own mind, where I could retreat and figure everything out on my own terms.  Over time, I found myself buried within the books of the greatest thinkers of the Western philosophical tradition.  The absolute purity of the subject matter is something that compelled me like no other.  Whenever my external circumstances seemed the most hopeless, I was able to turn back to the land of pure thought in order to attempt to make sense of the most baffling questions that humanity had ever faced.  But the more time that I dedicated to this perfectly abstract endeavor, the less time that I was able to devote to my more immediate needs.  One by one, bridges started coming down in flames.  At the same time, however, the image of the world at large was starting to come into focus.  As I absorbed myself into the various modes of thought (e.g. historical, political, economic, scientific), a common ground was becoming visible from the depths.  The closer that I felt myself coming to the truth of it all, the harder it was for me to pretend to find satisfaction in everyday amusements.
But I would often find myself overwhelmed by my own mental barrages, and I would tend to spend large periods of time in viciously anti-philosophical moods.  I spent many hours locked within my own room, paying attention to not much else save the television set.  These were my depressive modes, which served as a counter-balance to my manic, philosophically creative modes.  Back and forth I went like this—from a living zombie to a fountain of spontaneity and back again.
I did not want my entire life to be like this, however.  I did not want to continue this trend towards becoming an utter outcast.  So, I forced myself to begin taking a stand in the world and thereby making my voice heard.  In order to do this, I started out by making large signs and holding them on the side of the road.  It mattered not what the signs were attempting to convey—it only mattered that I was no longer spiraling into my own depths.  In time, I began public speaking on college campuses.  To the uninitiated, I was easily mistaken for the religious street preachers who moved in the very same circles, but when people actually listened to my words, they knew that I was coming from “someplace else.”
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