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I was never crazy about
self-examination. The surgical instruments of self-analysis and
self-assessment tended to leave scars. Hardly an attractive
prospect for the squeamish--a category of person to which I
undoubtedly belonged.

However, Socrates once
opined that, "The unexamined life is not worth living."

This was a dictum that
struck a responsive chord with me. Yet, the scope of my
experiential knowledge was still insufficient to wake me from the
slumber of the oblivious. That is, until I met her.

Before I met her, I
concerned myself largely with the daily
rhymes of an ordinary life. I enjoyed all the luxuries of a middle
class youth... TV, stereos, cars, etc.
However, there were paths and possibilities
that remained unexamined. I carried on my day-to-day
business, oblivious to another reality
that, at the time, only insinuated itself through
fragmentary glimpses. I attribute this
waking slumber to the cultural milieu in which I spent a majority of my youth.

I was born in Springfield,
Ohio. Of course, Ohio comprises that insular chain of states that have come to inherit the derisive stigma
of the "Bible Belt." Although this label
suggests a culture premised largely on
Biblical Christianity, allow me to dissuade readers from making any
such association. The moral and spiritual
precepts of the Bible have little to do
with the "Bible Belt," as is evidenced by the sordid affairs
and characteristic inbreeding that pervade
the membership of nominal churches.
Scripture was quoted only as a matter of expediency. Taken out
of context and distorted beyond
recognition, the Bible was used to legitimize a culture of profound ignorance and indolence. It
was within such a cultural milieu that I
spent a sizable portion of my youth.

This tragedy of
geographical karma did not escape me. I remember
reading the historian Gomperz. His observations
concerning Greek culture and the
geographical circumstances that shaped it resonated
with me deeply. Paradoxically, Greece owed its
richness of culture to the infertility of
its soil. Because its inhabitants were forced to
trade and barter with other peoples, Greece
subsumed a multiplicity of philosophies and
ideas.

Likewise, Ohio had become a
victim of her own geography. During the Civil War, the state had never clearly defined its position
on slavery. However, Ohio had retained
membership in the Union. Today, she was no
less marginal. She always teetered just on the edge of a
paradigm shift, yet retreated at the signs of
significant change. As a result of this
non-committal attitude to cultural advancement, Ohio
had become something of a vagabond. She adorned
herself with just enough pop culture icons
to satisfy the status quo, but eschewed any contemporary thought inherent to a developing social milieu.
In this sense, Ohio was a marginally
hi-tech savage. Just below the glow of neon
signs and electronic computer screens, a tribal current
continued to
surge.

And this was the mediocrity
in which I had found myself immersed... until I met
her.

 


****

 


My waking slumber was
broken when I met her... the ethereal form that frequented the halls of Ohio State University. She was not
the prototypical "college girl." She was
progressive, but not guided by the partisan
affiliations that constituted the dialectic of liberal
against conservative. She was articulate, yet
regulated an economy of language that
became neither haughty nor imbecilic. She did not fill out
the sterile template of the proverbial "super
model," but she was adorned in all of the
beauty of humanity.

Her name was Sophia
Pondera.

I discovered Sophia's name
during the attendance call in my philosophy
of mind class. Until then, I simply watched this nameless
soul from a distance. On occasions, I would
arbitrarily assign her a name, although
none of the appellations I developed seemed to accurately
encapsulate her persona. Yet, when I discovered her name,
I sensed purpose in the designation.

I was hesitant to share my
name with her. Filo is not one of the most
enchanting of names. If anything, it conjures images of
pocket protectors and urine-stained Barney
bed sheets. However, it seemed fitting for
someone with my odd appearance. Flip-flops, shaggy brown
hair, old jeans, dirty t-shirt... all comprised
the very epitome of eccentricity. All
stared back at me in the mirror.

Yet, I made up for these
tangible shortcomings with a clear mind. Physically disheveled, yet mentally organized. As long as
the a priori remained clear, the
a posteriori could slide.
Of course, I was derided for this clear
disunity of mind and body. But, I accepted
this as a natural consequence of the dominant cultural
paradigm. Mencken predicted a day and an age when
eccentricity would be criminalized. So,
they could lock me away for all I cared.

From the beginning, my
attraction to Sophia was much more than physical. There was an intangible magnetism about her,
something beyond the flesh. To articulately
describe it was virtually impossible. The
words simply did not exist. Whatever it was, it outstripped human vocabulary. But, semantic limitations aside,
this incorporeal magnetism was very much
real.

My faith in its existence
was confirmed one early Friday morning. A campus rally was in progress and students were flooding the
student lounge. The level of attendance for
this particular rally, however, was
unusually high. Then again, the hosts of the rally were not
your usual students. White Nationalist
Stormfront had decided to mobilize its
student chapter and assemble a public meeting concerning "America's White Heritage."

Of course, a majority of
the students in attendance were there to engage these bigots in a good, old-fashioned verbal melee.
Normally, I would have stayed clear of the
event. My disgust for racism notwithstanding, I personally felt that confronting the
hate-mongers was an exercise in
futility.

Why?

First of all, nothing I
would have had to say would change the primitive mind of some back hill bubba. Secondly, to
engage Stormfront in a verbal assault would
have only strengthened the resolve of its
adherents and afforded them more unnecessary attention. My rationale was that ignoring the monster would
end its power. Let these neo-Nazi retards
flip burgers for a living, if they had the
opposable digits to operate spatulas.

But, I noticed Sophia
entering the lounge and decided to follow her. Parting the crowd, she silently approached the stage.
Several African-American students and a few
Arab students were at the edge of the
stage, shouting at the main speaker. Adorned in some
traditional Nazi attire and leather, the speaker
continued his speech undaunted.

"The international banking
institute, which is dominated by global Jewry, continues to economically subjugate us," he declared
with the wave of a clenched fist.
"Meanwhile, Congress continues to placate Zionist interests and sell America to Israel. This is
unadulterated cultural
communism."

With a serenity I still
have not fully grasped, Sophia took the audience mike. She turned to the angry mob that beset the
stage and raised her left arm. Her hand
gently unfolded into an open palm.

"Please, everybody," she
spoke slowly and deliberately. "Let him finish."

The roar of the crowd
subsided to a murmur.

"Thank you, my white
sister," the speaker said with a nod of gratitude. "We, of the White Nationalist Stormfront, oppose
this pervasive strand of cultural communism
that now permeates our shores. We are
combatants in this war of ideology. We believe in
racial pride and a free nation for all white
Americans."

A cacophony erupted
momentarily, but abated as Sophia raised the mike to her lips.

"Are you done, sir?" she
asked, wiping locks of dark hair from her eyes.

"Yes, ma'am," the speaker
answered.

"Then, may I ask you some
questions?"

"Yes, ma'am."

"You say you oppose an
alleged strain of cultural communism that currently controls this nation. Yet, I cannot help but
question the sincerity of your
opposition."

"What do you mean," he
rubbed the back of his neck as trails of sweat began to pour down his forehead.

"Well, I assume that you,
being a White Nationalist, hold some affinity for Hitler," Sophia softly replied.

"He was an unjustly
maligned theoretician whose ideas are just now beginning to be understood, ma'am," he proceeded with the
standard litany. "In recent years, we have
seen that the Fuhrer's prophecies concerning our racial preservation and a war with
ideological communists were
true."

"Molotov-Ribbentrop,"
Sophia said flatly.

"Come again?"

"Molotov-Ribbentrop, sir.
Surely, you've heard of it."

"No," the speaker confessed,
his eyes narrowing as focused upon Sophia.

"In August of 1939, Hitler
and Stalin signed a non-aggression pact. Part of the pact was a protocol mandating the division of
Eastern Europe between the communists and
the Nazis."

You know what you're
doing, I thought. An enormous grin
was beginning to stretch across my lips. I
could feel a chuckle welling up from inside
me. Sophia knew precisely what she was doing.

Gently and gracefully, she
continued, "Thanks to that agreement, Soviet raw materials were supplied to the Germany war-machine.
This lasted until 1941, when Hitler decided
to betray Stalin and invade the Soviet
Union."

"I fail to see your point,"
the speaker muttered, visibly nervous.

"My point is this," Sophia
retorted. "Hitler once confessed to Hermann
Rauuschning that all of National Socialism was based on
Marx. Nazi' was really gutter German for 'national
socialist.' Now, if you oppose cultural
communism, why don't you oppose Hitler?"

"WHAT?" the speaker's face
turned a painfully bright shade of crimson.

"Why don't you oppose
Hitler? His doctrine, his ideas... everything. All of it was premised on Marx."

"We oppose Jewish
aggression and-"

"You oppose people who are
different, that's all," Sophia said.
"Without the contradictory political rhetoric, all your
philosophy is based on is a simple fear of what
you don't understand. You are entitled to
your views, but please don't espouse them
under the rubric of anti-communism, Americanism, or anything
else. Just come clean... you oppose that which is
different from you."

The crowd burst into wild
applause. Inside, I felt as though I was soaring. Sophia had done it! She had taken the power away from
the monster! She didn't need polemics. She
didn't need rhetoric. She sure as hell
didn't need clichés. All she used was the truth.

As quietly and
unobtrusively as she had entered, Sophia made her way
to the exit. Again, the crowd parted for her. She
walked with downcast eyes, as though she
were oblivious to her own notoriety. In fact, there was a meekness about her. She did not remain
to celebrate over the carcass of the
vanquished foe. Nor did she shake any hands
or accept any praise. She simply walked out of the student
lounge, passing me ever so briefly.

"Holy crap," I whispered.
"I am in love."

 


****

 


I had never been much of a
"lady's man." In fact, I was virtually inarticulate around women. I was hopelessly unfamiliar with
the elaborate semiotic codes that governed
communication between the sexes. In this
sense, I guess I qualified as a genuine cultural
heretic. Then again, one could only familiarize
themselves with the vernacular through
virtually ritualized practice. The clubs, the bars,
the malls... all comprised a series of "temples"
where the social heretic was not quite
welcome. Sure, I could go to these places, but the
formalized practices of flirting and courting were
reserved for the inner priesthood. I did
not qualify as a part of this clergy for the cultural elite.

Yet, neither did Sophia.
She did not concern herself with the ecclesiastical authority of pop culture. She had no part of
its orthodoxy, nor did she seem to care.
She wore no make-up or Abercrombie &
Fitch apparel. Her aesthetic criterion was K.I.S.S.
(Keep It Simple Stupid). She didn't need such
things. She simply allowed her own humanity
to shine and this was effective by itself.

She eschewed discourse over
the typical drivel... celebrities, reality TV, the latest techniques of cosmetic surgery, etc. Instead,
it seemed as though she was drawn to
simple, yet honest things... quiet parks, libraries, and the WWII veterans who peopled the local rest
home.

Of course, she was branded
"boring" and "dull" for these proclivities. I usually heard students comment on her somewhat
"pedestrian" preferences.

"A narcoleptic patient
would be a lot more fun," a jock once laughed.

However, I saw what they
failed to see. In the smaller, simple things of the world, Sophia recognized the fingerprints of something
greater. She discerned an inherent artistry
just beneath the surface... much like
Paley's observations concerning the complexities of the
human eye. Given this intrinsic pattern of
transcendent design, all things retained
their value. An old book with frayed pages, a grassy field
lined with wilted flowers, even the elderly woman
in a wheelchair... all these meant
something more to Sophia.

These things were being
eugenically expunged and supplanted by the "new." As they disappeared, the color and beauty disappeared
with them. Sophia recognized this
disturbing trend and she fought to stem its
inexorable tide.

This was the commonality
that also promised to act as a bridge.
"To what?" one may
ask.

I wasn't sure. Something
more, I suppose. I just had to find out.

Sophia occupied her own
solitary booth in the student hub. She passed the time reading whatever happened to be her latest
literary interest... Ayn Rand, John Donne,
Plato, Emily Dickinson, etc. Scattered
about her feet were the discarded rags of pop culture
magazines, swept from the table to make room for
Sophia's own personal articles.
Cosmopolitans and
Vogues were sprawled
across the floor. It looked a mass media
wasteland. Anorexic Victoria Secret models and featureless figures comprised the detritus. Sophia gently
kicked the fragments of a
Redbook about as she sat
quietly. Glossy flotsam and jetsam piled
together in a turbulent sea of sterilized images. Sophia towered
above it all...an autonomous soul gazing down upon the
cacophony of a society's short-attention span
theatre.

I approached slowly, hoping
that my words would not trip over themselves in some uncontrollable verbal deluge. My mouth was
dry and my palms were cold.

You can talk to
her, I silently reassured
myself.

Maybe. Or maybe not. Too
many times, I had been lost in the discourse. Few parties were gracious enough to guide me through the maze
of jargon, euphemisms, and slogans. I had
yet to be fully interpolated and, as such,
remained a stranger in a strange land.

Immanuel Kant once remarked
that they truly rational thinker tended to be a profoundly unhappy person. He characterized them as
outsiders who yearned to be included in the
cultural interchange among "normal" people.
Yet, the dominant cultural paradigm was typically
irreconcilable with the rational thinker's
principles. Thus, the "normal" folks
marginalized or, worse still, loathed the rational
thinker. Meanwhile, the estranged and alienated
soul of the rationalist gazed on with
wanting eyes.

Was I destined to become
the tangible enactment of that tortured portrait? I clung to my ideas and principles. But, they had
become a veritable weight around my neck,
dragging me deeper into obscurity. Certainly, one does not easily acquire friends or lovers by
seeking to universalize maxims that
conflicted with the status quo.

Yet, what else was left for
me in the absence of principles and ideas? These things... imperishable, a priori ideas and principles...
were the realest things I had ever known.
It was questionable whether the world was
willing to embrace me at all. While I might never attain its
favor, at least I would never inherit its
mediocrity.

But, Sophia is
different, I reminded myself.

Indeed, she was different.
Her bravery in the face of those bigots that fateful day in the student union affirmed it! Her disdain
for the petty and shallow idols of an
indolent society affirmed it! Her unwavering love for true humanity, in all its flawed beauty,
affirmed it! Yet, most importantly, the
subtle sadness behind her eyes affirmed it!

Of course, it may seem
somewhat morbid to view another's misery as a prerequisite for a relationship. However, this was not quite
the case. Our situation was analogous to
that of two shipwrecked survivors. Certainly, the circumstances surrounding our convergent
trajectories would be tragic... a crew lost
at sea with few hopes of rescue. Nonetheless, the two survivors would welcome each other in an
embrace that neither the ocean's pounding
waves nor the tempest's heavy winds could
break. In essence, we were beacons for each other.

At last, I found myself
standing at her table. Evidently, I had been standing there for quite some time, lost in my thoughts.
Sophia was staring up at me, her lips
moving in slow motion. Several minutes passed before her words finally penetrated the clamor of my
own thoughts.

"Are you okay?" she asked.
Her eyes fixed upon me in a puzzled, yet conciliatory gaze.
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