Seeking Knowledge via Wisdom- by RS Sanscrainte
And they include the even larger class of near-illiterates—that is, those who are able to spell out enough words to get them through the ordinary business of life, but find reading so laborious and painful that they avoid it as much as possible.

H.L. Mencken
I write this piece not out of spite, but to enlighten. Once again, one of my readership has entreated that I use fewer, “big words.”  I venture to say that in context to the request, big words, is a reference to anything which exceeds two syllables.  I could trade many of the obscure words I choose for a charlatanic word which would fill the place on paper as did the original.  There are individuals who would welcome my liver in trade for a pair of designer jeans.  The aforementioned trading will never take place.  My liver, tattered as it may be, is important to me.  My words are far more critical than any internally housed organ—hence, there will be no bartering of mind or body today, Bubba. 
It would be erroneous to say that my use of words which elude conception of most individuals is an attempt to distance myself from the masses which prefer to have thoughts spoon fed to them.  I refuse to think of myself as a commoner.  My idea of a good time is not beer, bitches and a ball game.  Keep the beer, exchange bitches for eye stimulus,  and after eradicating any sporting event from the equation and substituting it with intellectual repartee, you’ll be in proximity to utopia as I look upon it.  I would prefer to be surrounded by individuals who talk about topics more substantial than the boredom or aggravation their job causes them, the frustration a loved one’s actions beget, or most infuriatingly, when someone with little fortitude feels it necessary to compromise my attention with their views on politics or religion.  When I put pen to paper I refuse to be beleaguered by such imbecilic improprieties.

However, my own actions contradict the personal edict I endeavor to adhere to while writing.  Quite often I find myself in a smoky tavern, guzzling mass produced swill, and associating with dullards and sexual deviants.  One might reason that this makes me a hypocrite of the highest order; as well as susceptible to prosecution on a plethora of felony charges of conscience.  I present the life of Jesus Christ in defense of my actions.  Jesus rarely kept the company of religious men, choosing to mingle instead with society’s derelicts and outcasts.  These were the individuals that needed him.  I would be egomaniacal boob the likes our world has not seen since John Lennon if I were to compare my own scandalous existence to that of Jesus Christ.  I merely present the example as sound reasoning for my own actions.  If I were to interact exclusively with persons my intellectual equal or better, what purpose would it accomplish?  Certainly it would serve to further the higher cerebral functions, increasing the cache of knowledge at my command.  But what good is knowledge?  Knowledge is pale in comparison to wisdom—which in definition is, “an understanding of what is true, right, or lasting.”  Knowledge is the comprehension of teaching and ideals that college professors, doctors of philosophy and science, as well as any other leaned recluse claim make them the apex of intelligence.  These individuals, while coherent, lack any semblance of true intellectual fortitude.  Ask a member of the aforementioned ilk the difference between right and wrong, and they will certainly put before you a slew of facts that never satisfactorily answer the initial question.  Ask an inebriated construction worker the same question, and you’ll likely get a blunt answer and colorful examples of how the individual has come to their conclusions on the matter.  The scholar may transcend the blue-collar’s I.Q, but the lattermost example is dependant upon the thoughts of other men.  True understanding involves, “Individual judgment and interpretation—not rationalization on a collective level.  Score one for the working class, fetch me a beer, and consider my point manifest.

My journey through life is one of wisdom and knowledge; an active search for both in equal parts.  I want to know and understand, and the best way I have found to do this is by indulging my every curiosity.  Whether it is a noble or scandalous pursuit, the gain will either be knowledge or wisdom.  Perhaps I’ll read a book or maybe thumb wrestle a midget, in either case some gain will be made.  Pivotal or mediocre, everything we do means something.  So, whether I am writing a novel or engaged in a twelve hour debacle of finances, equilibrium, and mind at the hands of lady liquor, when I wake in the morning, gains will have been made; to some degree.  Money, prestige and power all cower in the shadow of one thing when our lives come to their inevitable conclusion—Experience; the pinnacle of success in this life.  
So in conclusion, when I use, “big words,” it is in no way to befuddle my loyal readership.  I do it in an attempt to reanimate words which are sorrowfully defunct, and add credibility to my writing—which is my art.  Would you ask a great painter to make use of only one color in his work for your own enjoyment?  Then I ask that you extend to me the same courtesy.  If my words are too obscure for your tastes perhaps you should refrain from reading them.  There are many reality television programs which cater to those who undulate with pleasure at the spectacle of seeing other people controlled by the fickle fancies of the consumerist populous.  Perhaps you should go look for your remote control—or simply pick up a dictionary and tickle those cerebral areas which you have allowed to become inanimate.       
