
Hi. Glad everyone had the interest, or curiosity, or confidence, or 
competitiveness, or venom, or lack of anything better to do to come 
tonight. Show of hands. Who’s here because of nothing better to do? 
(Raises his.) Good. We’re on the same page. 

 

I think you know a little about me. Which matters. But I know more 
about all of you, and that matters more. Because it allows me to tailor 
what I say to your benefit, both in specific areas that I think will be of 
value to you specifically, and more general concerns that many, or 
most, or all human beings are likely to share, sometimes.

 

I don’t want to waste your time, or have you think I’m wasting your 
time, so let’s jump right into something of very specific value. I hope. 

 

If you look up at the sky, beyond the clouds, beyond the atmosphere, 
the sun is the brightest thing you will see, usually. Question: What 
comes in second? . . . . . . Hint: It’s black. 

 

The moon? Nope. That’s third. Jupiter, the biggest planet? No. A 
comet? No. An A-list celebrity? An orbiting celebrity? Close, but 
wrong.

 

It’s a bit of a trick question, but not in an important way. The answer 
is a sunspot. If you could lift one off the sun, and put it over here 
(gesturing) by itself, it would be brighter than the full moon. But we 
see it as black, because, even though it’s hot, it’s much cooler than 
the bright surface that surrounds it. The point: Black and white are 
not black and white. Even though we use this contrast to express our 
sense of hard, clear facts; hard, clear alternatives.

 

 

 

Now, what’s the point of this point? It explains why movies fail that 
you think will succeed. And how to correct the problem without 



changing the film at all. And whether to cast stars or unknowns. And 
how much to spend on advertising. And how to guide word of mouth. 
For starters.

Properties are reversible, as the color of sunspots. If they weren’t, 
we’d be in trouble. Big trouble. As studio heads sometimes are.

 

We sequence objects in space and events in time. Sequences convey 
meaning. Films are all about sequences, and how they mean. We'll 
come back to this later. So don't leave.

 

Here we have a pencil, that suddenly, shockingly, disturbingly . . . 
disappears. It doesn’t explode, disintegrate, or go up in smoke. It’s 
not a magic trick. It’s just gone, right before our eyes. 

 

What do you say? It must be the wood? That’s the point of pens? 
Never buy pencils from Staples? Where’s the camera? Kutcher!!!!! 
Maybe, but only in L.A.

 

Peter Weir made a film about it. A group of Australian school girls 
vanishes into thin, dry air one fine young day at Hanging Rock. 

 

Whether people or pencils, you won’t know what to say. Your loss for 
words is a loss of worlds. Very soon you’ll doubt it was ever a pencil, 
or a person, at all, but a hallucination, or dream, or spirit, or demon, 
or death.

 

It’s enough to turn a world upside down. 

 

Stupefied, we evince the silence of God, or other obedient metaphors, 
for a disobedient world.

But do such things ever happen? 



Sophomore year in college. Kirkland House, centered between 
Harvard Square and the Charles River. Recently a witness to murder. 
But the haunting began long ago.  Early in the year, in September of 
October, I bought some prints from the Coop  to decorate my 
bedroom walls. Across from the bed, Van Gogh's “Wheatfield with 
Crows,” his final work. I added, in pencil, along the bottom of the 
white border, some lines by Nietzsche: :Thou scorched heart / thou 
shalt not thirst much longer. / From unknown mouths I feel a breeze— 
/ the coolness great descends.” Directly above the bed, I placed a 
work from Picasso's Blue Period—a painting of a seated circus 
performer, muscular and contemplative as Rodin's “Thinker,“ but 
sadder. Every night I'd stare at the image, framed by it white border 
as 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

I What is philosophy and why should we care

 

Paul Boyer

 

Mort Janklow

 

Phil created science

 

Einstein/Feinberg/Heisenberg

 

Socrates—how the West won.

 



 

Film marketing

 

Cancer

 

minor result

 

What really matters is what Einstein sought—to solve the riddle of the 
world

 Everything right here right now  Nothing else can possibly can ever 
matter. 

Pencil disappearing  what anything is 

 

Are we dreaming?

 

Past cannot guarantee future

 

Future decides past

 

Buddhism

 

Christianity

What is it to believe in a God? To believe in a future that the past 
cannot constrain. Or what is the same, a world in which such things 
cannot possibly be known. If they could, the world, at the moment of 
knowing, would disappear.

 

 

Humor/sports

 



Pain

 

Belief is irrelevant

 

Reality is certainty

 

Tree fall in forest

 

As salvation

 

How do you create Eden—create time. What matters not passage but 
logic. What you can possibly know. What you think you can but 
cannot is your cross of suffering, your damnation, your elemental sin, 
your tragedy, your despair, your pain, your horror.

 

The solution to the world is as simple as can be—that which 
circumscribes certainty.

 

Heuristic and epistemic spaces

 

E =mc2

In what kind of world is death at most a possibility. Only a possibility. 
This one, lived not as an illusion, a myth, but as a reality.

 

 

Michael Jackson

 

Do not suffer that it ends. It was not salvation.


