Gentle dwellers of the earth, 

It is one of those wet, English days here in Washington that makes you want to sit by 

the window with a cup of tea in hand. Hope you are all enjoying fine weather 

wherever you are. Considering the volume of e-mail that everyone receives these 

days, I really appreciate your correspondence.

Since I wrote rt17 I have been to three exceptional and innovative programs. Last 

wednesday there was the staging of the play "the present moment" and this 

wednesday the talk/performance titled "Big bang, Buddha, and the Baby Boom." 

Both dealt with issues of spirituality vs daily life in very entertaining ways. Both were 

at the Unitarian church in Bethesda as part of a meditation class. Even if you are one 

of those people who think spirituality is nonsense, I recommend them highly. This 

tuesday I attended a concert at the Czech embassy organised by the Washington 

Musica Viva group, with music of Dvorak and two other Czech composers. It was 

great to listen to chamber music after a while. 

Sankar

Random thoughts (18)

9/26/02

1. Many good recipes are the result of a fortuitous mix of ingredients being the last 

ones left in the refrigerator of an imaginative cook who hadn't been to the grocery 

store in a while.

2. Last friday I had to buy some things at a store where the clerk sat behind 

bullet-proof glass. It brought me face to face with the reality of life in urban 

neighbourhoods. I am lucky I don't have to live in a place where gun-shots are part of 

the background noise. These people are living life the way our ancient ancestors 

lived, where survival is the main focus, and you are battling the forces of nature and 

other dangers everyday. It is said that our genes got programmed to make our body 

react in certain ways, and in modern life these reactions are triggered by everyday 

activities, causing stress. But I wonder how my life would have been had I not had 

such a (relatively) comfortable and protected existence. It is quite possible that living 

in adversity might have made a better person of me.

3. Reading about the victims of the attack on 9/11 (there should be a more meaningful 

term to denote that tragedy) I was thinking of how our life is lived on the more 

favourable side of statistics. Our existence is dependent on the probability of failure of 

unknowably many adverse events. It also depends on the accuracy of the calculations 

we make, and the soundness of the assumptions we base them on, every moment. 

Like the people who survived because they chose to go down instead of up the 

towers. Even a simple act such as biking across an intersection depends on 

innumerable calculations on so many variables--the speed of the automobiles, the state 

of mind of their drivers, the accuracy of the signals, the presence of pedestrians, 

hidden drive-ways, the condition of the road, ....

4. Last saturday I was driving on 695 on the way to Harrisburg, in my sister's old 

camry. For a change I put the cruise control on 55, settled on the slow lane, and just 

sat back and relaxed. It was great! It was completely effortless, and I could just sit in 

the car and watch people pass by as if I were on the porch of a busy street. I almost 

wanted to shout, "Look at me! How cool am I!" I could also have the windows open 

and enjoy the fresh air, and there were no cars ahead of me. It was as if I had my own 

private lane on the freeway. The camry is a comfortable car that makes you feel like 

you are on a plane or a bus. There is none of that edginess of lesser cars even at high 

speeds. You feel like the wheeels are simply bolted to the road and nothing can sway 

them from their positions.

5. Talking of cool, lot of times certain articles are used to convey an attitude. For 

example, the cigarette, the beer bottle or a wine glass. Holding a cigarette casually 

between your fingers while your eyes are wandering the distant horizon, or clutching 

the bottle in hand while looking thoughtfully at the ground, you are saying to the 

world, "I don't give a damn. I am happy where I am." Or if you are the confident and 

arrogant type, you are saying, "Nobody can touch me." In such instances the cigarette 

or the beer bottle is simply a proxy for the gun or other weapon. In the movie 

"Goodfellas" (or was it "The Casino"?) Joel Peschi uses a toothpick constantly 

dangling between his lips to much the same effect.

6. But no human being can be as cool as the birds. Flying high above all other 

creatures, floating in the air at will, they must be the happiest, most relaxed, and cool 

creatures of the planet. I wonder how it would be if you could think and feel like a 

bird. I am sure they have a great feeling in their brain that we can't see in their faces 

because they can't smile. If they could transplant a little bit of birds' brains to humans 

our species would be much improved. Of course, you can ask, who would want to be 

called "birdbrains"? But then, such people would be so cool that they wouldn't care.

7. Unless, you are a very tall person. Tall people are the closest approximation to 

birds amongst human beings. I am yet to meet a neurotic or megalomaniac tall person. 

(Please let me know if you know of one. Just a few extra inches shouldn't create such 

a huge psychological advantage). A lifetime of looking down on other people creates 

a natural coolness. 

8. If a country is a shop, the embassy is its window. I mean that in the sense that the 

window has all the decorations. Embassies are also entertainment centers, and most 

of that happens in the gastronomical department. They provide the best excuses for 

extravagance. 

9. If "classical" classical music brings the magical scenes of Manet to mind, modern 

classical music evokes the angry strokes of Pollack. Dvorak took me on a walk 

through a land where there are gardens bedecked with multicolored flowers, beautiful 

women walking across rolling meadows with sunflowers in bloom, valiant knights 

flying across on horseback, great drama and melancholy and triumphant ecstasy. On 

the other hand the music of the other (more modern) composers Martinu and 

Borkavec reminded me of a slightly less befuddling David Lynch movie.

10. And now for the most fatuous, pointless argument you would ever hear. This is 

so pointless that I had to write it here. You know, like how sometimes you want to 

watch a movie because it is so bad and you want see how really bad it is? This has 

crossed that threshold of badness. Here it goes:

What is the difference between the following sentences:

A.My aim is not to fight with you

B. My aim is, not to fight with you

C. My aim is to not fight with you.

It seems to me that the difference is in the emphasis. In B the emphasis is (I think) on 

you. You have become so annoying that all I want to do is not to fight with you. In A 

the emphasis (again, I think) is on me. It is my aim that is important to me. In C the 

emphasis is on not fighting. Right?

Okay, that was not just pointless but also meaningless and illogical. Am I cool or 

what?

