MEMO FROM OUTSIDE THE MATRIX

for the new existentialist


CHAPTER 8

Eightfold path to Enlightenment: Right Faith, Right Life, Right Language, Right Purpose, Right Practice, Right Effort, Right Thinking, Right Meditation


...The Buddha

Wherefore I praised the dead which are already dead, more than the living which are yet alive...




Ecclesiastes 4:2

Acceptance of the Human Condition and “West and Welaxation at Wast”


I often sit here at the precipice. I come here now with impunity and ponder the view. I could walk back into the matrix but I have no desire for it. It does nothing to me or for me. But I can see an hundred and eighty degrees ahead. It is stunning out here. I have no fear. And I am ready to jump over the edge or to sit and ponder a while longer. The French say ca m’est egal - it’s all the same to me. Should I go and return my brain waves and biochemistry back to the cosmos for recycling or should I meditate some more and write. But Buddha taught that all desire leads to pain, even the desire to rejoin the cosmos. So I will continue to sit here and meditate, as I imagine things.


I imagine that if I sell my writings I might go to Old Mexico and live in a shack on the Sea of Cortez and join a book club. I would probably write some more. Maybe a sexy murder mystery about the corruption in a financial services firm. I’ll create a detective to investigate a drug-related homicide in a big brokerage house. Through the course of the investigation he discovers that the branch manager trades promotions and raises for sex with the women and men under his charge. I really don’t know what I’ll write, but I do have a great imagination.


Freedom is bliss. And I know why the entity they call god was jealous of the fruit of the tree of knowledge of good and evil. The knowledge opens the veil and exposes the matrix. And the knowledge itself is power.

…So I have eaten of the fruit and I am here to tell the tale. But I have to do so responsibly because that is the nature of freedom. That is the tax the caretakers levied when I pierced the veil and opened the matrix.


I imagine others recognized the matrix. Isaac Asimov did. Arthur C. Clark, Stan Kubrick, Ernest Hemingway, Albert Camus, and Ayn Rand were all intimate with it. Aaron Copeland, Dvorak, Audrey Hepburn, Jane Goodall, and I think Chuck Jones and Friz Freleng knew the matrix too.


Friz Freleng and Chuck Jones and the Warner Brothers crew created marvelous cartoons. Some of my favorites are “One Froggy Evening,” “Wabbit Twouble,” and “High Note.”


Everyone knows “One Froggy Evening,” starring Michigan T. Frog, the ragtime performer. A demolitions worker uncovers a steel chest in the cornerstone of a Nineteenth Century building and Michigan T. Frog jumps out of the box. The frog sings and dances for the laborer, but whenever the absurd man tries to capitalize on the frog, the amphibian goes mute, vocalizing a deep, hollow “crooaak” instead. The cartoon describes life. The yin and the yang. Karma. Sometimes Being is with us and sometimes Being is not. The absurd man can do nothing about it, except be true to himself.


I told you before in Chapter One that homeless people are caricatures of themselves. I have grown a beard and long hair. I am myself, happily writing answers to questions that had plagued me all of my adult life. I have the answers. I actually accomplished something. When I was in the matrix, I felt more like Elmer Fudd than myself. The matrix tormented me the way Bugs Bunny torments Elmer.


Bugs were forever harassing Elmer. In “Wabbit Twouble,” Elmer packs up and runs up to Jellostone Park for vacation. He struggles against Bugs and nature. And Elmer destroys his own camping gear and clothing in the process. Ultimately, Elmer proclaims, “West and Welaxation at Wast.” The irony, of course, was that he had destroyed everything in order to get some peace.


A lot of people that are caught up in the matrix do that. They know something is wrong but they cannot isolate it. They lash out injuring other souls and property in the process, seeking peace. And ultimately the matrix might even give them the illusion of peace, perhaps a newly designed plastic retirement town home, but at the cost of the destruction of their individuality and other souls in the process.


Chuck Jones directed a delightful cartoon called “High Note.” This device featured musical notes that first appear pulling out the staff lines on sheet music. Then the notes drop onto the staff paper in position for Strauss’ waltz “Blue Danube.” Unfortunately, one of the notes is missing. He is medicating himself inside of a songbook called “The L’il Brown Jug.” The musical director, himself another note, strains to return the missing tone so the group can complete the piece. But ultimately every one realizes that they cannot bring the rebel back so they all run to the l’il brown jug to join him. That one rebellious note that always managed to remain himself welcomed the others, but he never seduced them. They came of their own accord. I guess they liked his brand of medication better.


I have one other example of a great individual. In Ayn Rand’s novel, “We the Living,” a young man struggles against the matrix, trying to pierce the veil. Only at the very end of the novel, when he walks away into the frozen wilderness of the mountains does he succeed; but he died up there. Remember, though, the mountain did not come to him. He had to go to it.


And if you think that they are watching you, you are probably right. They are taking notes. And it is natural. Keep seeking Truth, but accept only as much as you can handle. Lick the fruit first. Then nibble at it. If it tastes pleasant to you, go ahead and bite it. And accept this. The matrix can only kill you once. And once you’re dead, it can never hurt you again.


I know that you can leave the matrix. Go west. Take a year off. Get perspective. New Mexico is beautiful. Marcus told me that you can even become a homesteader in Canada’s Northwest Territories. And do it before the matrix consumes you like it almost consumed me. I might be a homeless man in the Metropolis, but I can ask and answer the big questions without looking over my shoulder. I whistle tunes when I walk. I caught myself whistling “Ain’t that America” the other day. I was thinking about the matrix and whistling it and I laughed.

Ain’t that America; Home of the free

Ain’t that America; Little pink houses for you and me


America is a great place. But the matrix is trying to program all of us. So step back and think and stop reacting. Unless, of course, all you want is the stability of a little pink house.

I looked at my friend and we both appreciated the smell


Outside the matrix I can watch the herds. All of them competing against each other. Sometimes one herd is driven to the megaplex mall to consume clothing and electronic gadgets. Other herds are pushed to the googolplex to be entertained by the latest shoot-em up and blow-em up adventure epic. Sometimes they lure the herd to the sandy shores to consume goods there. I watch all of this from a distance now. But I enjoy the spectacle just the same.


Man, they say, is a social animal. Smells and biochemistry give cohesion to the substance of society. And the matrix provides that, too - cohesion and a sense of belonging. Man builded up the Tower of Babel, the Statue of Liberty, and the Apollo Titan rockets because of the matrix. But he also committed the holocaust and exploded nuclear weapons over population centers because of the matrix, too. But there really is no judgment we can make here. Things happen and there is a greater probability that negative things will happen if no one is steering the matrix toward Being.


I walk into the matrix sometimes. Not to hook in, but to enjoy the experience. The other day I took a run with Marcus, about three miles. Afterward we pulled off our sneakers and dipped our feet in the cool water of the fountain at the park. We just sat there talking, he and I, and we watched the young people playing catch and Frisbee around the place…
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