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Arma virumque cano, Troiae qui primus ab oris
Italiam, fato profugus, Lav~naque venit
Litora multum ille et terrlS lactatus et alto
Vi sup~rum saevae memorem iunonia ob iram,
Multa quoque, et bello passus, dum conderet urbem,
Inferretque deos Latioi
et cetera.
A seventh grade teacher at Walnut Hills in 1929 is
to be blamed for my pronunciation.
Yet my Latin must be more intelligible than that
which we used to hear at Saint Thomas Aquinas Church up
the street from where we lived. Being very young, and
not even nearly Roman Catholic, my sister and I
wondered if anyone was supposed to understand what the
priests we re saying.
For us, at any rate, the mystery
of the mass was well preserved. Transubstantiation was
not in our vocabulary, but we loved the bells, the
incense, the sprinkling of the water, and the wonderful
statues. We e xperienced the unlimited kindness of the
Dominicans.
One did know they were not reciting
Virgil.
On many school mornings my father would thump down
the stairs thundering "Arma virumque cano!" instead of
"Good morning, childre n." Other mornings he might drum
something out about Gallia being divided into a partes
tres.
Seated at the breakfast table, I was supposed to
. respond with a few words in the same tongue, which I
did only on special occasions, always incorrectly, so
that he could have the enjoyment of telling me what I
should have said.
I thought my father was rather
peculiar about these morning greetings, but he thought,
I am sure, that he was putting me in a Latin - learning
mode for the rigorous schoolday ahead. He never spoke
in ancient Gre ek because I did not study Greek.
If I
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had I would have begun chis paper wlLh a quote from
the'Iliad.
It would have been more appropriate, as
will be apparent later.
My fa t her h ad stud i ed a great deal of Latin and
Greek beginn ing with Mr. Sykes of the old Franklin
School, but his penchant for the classics had somehow
led him to a degree in Mechanical Engineering at M.I.T.
Concurrently he had developed a broad knowledge and
deep affection for Greek mythology.
Since his moral
code stemmed from Queen Victoria's reign, I enjoy the
notion that the interaction of his standards of
morality with the licentious behaviour of the Gods on
Mount Olympus might have been what drove him into
agnosticism.

To carry these contrasts only a little further, I
confess that I majored in French Literature and
Culture, but returned to this Germanic city to conduct
a commercial enterprise in which the Arts customarily
deferred to precision and exactitude. My room mate
graduated summa cum laude in Ancient Languages and
Civilizations-he said he could speak Sanskrit, but
never heard him do so.
Exposed subsequently to a few
years in Medical School, he was soon doing brain
surgery in Seattle.
But this paper is not to be personal memoirs.
Unlike Virgil, I did not give away my whole story in
the first few lines.
Instead, I have waited until my
seventh paragraph to do so. So here is a prospectus on
what will follow:
First, there will be a very short segment
concerning the virtue, Truth.
I will carryon with a
documented exposition of the virtues of Untruth, that
is to say falsehood, inaccuracy, prevarication,
imagination, fantasy, and their consequences. Untruth
has been mistreated lately in the news media, so we
will examine how the truth mongers try to destroy or
ridicule the works of the untruthful, and how sometimes
what is truthful is obviously untrue.
The conclusion
will be very brief.
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Imagine, then, a realm where Truth reigns
absolutely.
It may not be fair to use imagination in
an argument against Truth, but fairness is a quality
which belongs with Truth, so unfairness should
certainly be admissible when promoting the virtues of
Untruth.
The imaginary realm of Truth is small, narrow, and
dull.
Dull because Truth is not stranger than fiction,
and only mildly diverting when it is as strange as
fiction.
-In the ,realm of Truth anything that is not true
has been reJected.
The population includes large
numbe:s of fundamentalist preachers, civil engineers
and ml?d~e,management types, but very few salesmen and
no pol~t~c~ans.
The masses are unschooled because
education is limited, the government is not trusting
academic intellect in practical situations. Art and
literature are restricted.
"Beauty is truth, truth beauty-that is all
Ye know on earth, and all ye need to know" [1]
"What the imagination seizes as Beauty must be
Truth" [2]
Whatever qualifies according to the above, taken
from Keats, is admitted warily, but mostly art and
literature in the realm of Truth fall into the category
of Realism, often cruel but supposedly accurate. A
movement promoting the supremacy of Nature, the beauty
of natural things expressed in poetry and painting, was
Guppressed by the Lord Chamberlain . He proved that
everything in Nature is certainly not good and right,
nor even true.
Nature promises rain with dark clouds,
but they are apt as not to blow over, and promising
crops wilt.
(Locusts and honey are staples of the
national diet in this realm, so nobody starves) .
Over all this kingdom of Truth hangs a permanent
true blue haze obscuring everything, because there is
only one side to every issue:
the right side.
The
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Bureau of Censorship has decreed that no other side
should be visible.
Across the border lies the Land of Lies. Oscar
Wilde extols lying as an art, a science, and a social
pleasure, in which "practice must precede perfection."
(3)
"Many a young man," he writes, "starts life with a
natural gift for exaggeration, which, if nurtured in
congenial and sympathetic surroundings or by the
imitation of the best models/ might grow into something
really great and wonderful.
(provided that he does
not fall into) careless habits of accuracy .
(or
frequent)
. the society of the aged and the wellinformed." Both of these pitfalls are fatal to
imagination, and may result in the morbid and unhealthy
habits of truth-telling, of verifying statements made
by others/ and finally, of writing novels which are "so
life-like that no one can possibly believe in their
probability".
Today he could well include "soap opera
and gangsta rap" with improbable novels.
Present day
writer Philip Roth has argued that American life has
become so surreal, so stupefying, so maddening, that it
has ceased to be a manageable subject for novelists.
(4 )

The Land of Lies is vast, beautiful and cultured,
a fascinating place where imagination/ not Truth/ is
the foundation of a civilizat i on liberally endowed with
art, literature, music, and spiritual contentment.
"The telling of beautiful untrue things is the proper
aim of Art," (3) to borrow another of Wilde's
aphorisms.
Wilde also points out that Life Imitates Art far
more than Art imitates Life.
"Things are because we
see them, and what we see, and how we see it, depends
on the Arts that have influenced us.
To look at a
thing is very different from seeing a thing. One does
not see anything until one sees its beauty". (3)
He
mentions examples of persons in real life copying the
acts of literary or legendary figures, such as the
young men who committed suicide just because Goethe's
Werther did so. He asks us to recall what we owe to
the imitation of men like Caesar. He mentions that in
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London one now sees fogs, brown fogs blurring gas
lamps monstrous shadows of houses, because, although
there'have been fogs for centuries in London, ,no one
~dW them or knew anything about them.
They d1d no~
---' st until poets and painters revealed the myster10us
~~~eliness of such effects. Similarly, in France one
s IIthat quivering sunlight with its strange blotches
see
. e t s h a d ows " ( 3 )
of mauve and its restless v10l
"because Monet and the impressionists showed them to
us. "
A more controversial dictum:
IINo great artist
ever sees things as they really are; if he,did he would
cease to be an artist." (3)
We are asked 1f Greek art
te lls us what the ancient Greeks were really like. Did
Athenian women look like the stately figures of the
Parthenon frieze or like the marvelous goddesses in the
same building? The authority, Aristophanes, tells us
"the Athenian ladies laced tightly, wore high heeled
shoes, dyed thei r hai r ye llow, etc." We often look
back at history thr ough the medium of Art, and IIArt,
very fortunately has never once told us the truth ll ,
Wilde maintains.
Obviousl y , the myths, inventions, intuitions,
fantasies etc. are basic e lements of artistic works,
elements which are not compatible with rigid
requireme nts of Truth. Masterpieces in which the
authors e xplore ultimate truth have necessarily been
inspired with those artistic el e ments from the earli e st
times.

******
The s e cond mi ll e nium B. C . prov ided the subject
matter for the Iliad and the Odyssey, but it was not
until the 8 t h Century B.C. that they were reaching
their ultimate poetic form.
Stories were told by
itinerant poets, who gained thei r livelihood by singing
for their supper. The truth was not sufficiently
entertaining to e ncour age the diverse audienc e s to
supply an adequate meal, so the itine r ant poets
necessarily adjusted their p erfo r mances and content to
suit different audienc e s . Gregory Nagy , e mine nt Greek
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Mythology scholar, points out that Odysseus himself
tells stories like an oral poet who improvises "truths"
for his own survival. ( 5 ) From the Odyssey:
"He accumulated many falsehoods to make them look
like genuine th i ngs." ( 6)
Greek myths corne to us by way of Greek historians
and poets in accounts embellished with fantasy and
imagination.
The ruins of Troy were excavated in the
1870's by Schliemann, about whom George Rieveschl wrote
last March, as well as by Cincinnati's Dr. Carl Blegen
in the 1930's. Therefore concrete evidence illuminates
the civilization of Troy in the epoch whcn the events
of the Iliad took place. (8) These ruins are available
for all of us to see today in a peaceful district of
western Turkey.
So it is true that Troy existed,
fought, and failed, during that second millenium B.C.;
but imagine the consequences if the poets had limited
themselves to the truth!
Similar excavations
throughout the World, most recently the cave of
Euripides in Greece, lead to the same conclusion: How
fortunate that representations of what took place have
not all been encumbered with circumscriptions of
exactitude.

******
The origins of myths, according to one theory
recorded by Bullfinch, was the personification of
certain elements of nature, such as fire and water, and
particularly thunderbolts.
These became objects of
religious worship and were transformed through
personification into supernatural beings, particularly
by the Greeks, who had fertile imaginations . They
peopled all nature with invisible beings. The sun, the
moon, the sea, almost everything carne under the care of
a particular deity.
In ancient history the thunderbolt may
not onlY,as destructive, according to Nagy,
p:ocre~tlve.
A clap of thunder, rather the
llghtnlng that causes it, injects fire into
rocks.
The fire is then extracted whenever

be viewed
but also as
stroke of
trees and
friction is
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applied to these materials. (9)
From t~is.action so~e
lines of ancient thought equated the fr~ct~on of mak~ng
fire to the friction of making lov~. A modern Fren 7h
psychiatrist, Gaston Bachelar~, us~ng that provocat~ve
equation, "views the metaphorlcal syntc;tx of sexual
arousal as the inspiration for man's dlscovery of how
to make fire with friction." (10)
Be that as it may, the thunderbolt was seen as the
supreme power in Nature.
It evolved into God's great
weapon, and ultimately into the King of the Gods, Zeus
himself, as he is portrayed in the poetry of ancient
Greece.
And now, again, fantasies like mythology, and
faith, at least for the faithful, are necessary to
alleviate the ugly truths of materialism, selfishness
and meanness.
Furthermore, imagination and intuition,
diverging from Truth, and considered by precisionists
as being inimical to it, are, on the contrary,
essential, to convert facts, formulas, and basic
materials into inventions and progress. Harold
Porter's paper of last year recounted the philosopher
Alfred North Whitehead's opposition to "certitude and
dogmatic thinking, 'Exactness', said Whitehead, 'is
fake' ."

******
How do defenders of Truth attack the foundations
of Untruth? Oft~n with ridicule and most effectively
with humor.
Typlcal of a truthmonger's assault is an
essay by the French novelist and member of the Academie
F 7 ancaise, Michel Deon. Deon's novels are long, riddled
w7th accur~cy, and sometimes so heavy that one's arms
tlre as qUlckly as the eyes and the brain. But his
essay, Helen of Sparta, is entertaining a tongue in
che~k witty re - wr~te of the tale of Hel~n and the
TroJa~ War.
But ~t debases the myths in general, by
expos~ng the story to ruthless logic and truth
L t us
see how he does it:
.
e
Deon begins with the statement that he always
loved the myst e r Y surroun d lng
'
Helen's birth.
You will
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recall that she is supposed to have been the daughter
of Zeus and Leda.
Zeus caught sight of Leda one
evening asleep on top of a mountain in Laconia;
transforming himself into a swan, he swooped down and
had his way with her. Deon points out the
improbability of Leda falling asleep alone on top of
this mountain. Only an Alpinist would be able to climb
to the top, which was snow covered, draped in clouds,
and subj ect to violent storms. Leda was a young
princ e oo, cradled in luxury, and the mountain Wd~ d
hundred miles from her kingdom.
Dean does not contest
that the beautiful young princess should find a
delicious pleasure in submitting to a big fluffy white
bird, but, rather, he contests the presence of the
princess on the mountain, and the presence of the swan.
How could Zeus choose to turn into a swan in such a
harsh environment where only an eagle or a hawk could
possibly survive?
A few months later Leda lays an egg from which
Castor and pollux, Helen's brothers emerge. Helen is
born later after her mother marries Tyndarus, King of
Sparta.
But the latter is not credited with being the
father of Helen.
Since Helen was not in the egg with
her brothers, we might suppose, then, that Zeus made
love to Leda again.
But no, Zeus' love affairs are
always what we now call "one night stands", because his
fierce wife, Hera, is ever watchful.
The absurd
conclusion must be that Zeus' sperm count was such that
he could sire progeny several years apart after only
one seance of insemination.
The beautiful Helen is only 12 years old when she
is kidnapped by Theseus and taken to Athens.
The Greek
poets and dramatists do not say what exactly occurs,
but Deon suggests that Theseus, being Theseus, does not
kidnap just for the sake of kidnapping. We must
logically deduce that at the age of 12 Helen became a
women.
"Great careers begin early," comments Dean
(11)

Castor and Pollux rescue their sister and take her
back to Sparta. Tyndarus selects Menelaus for her to
marry and gives her the Kingdom of Sparta as a dowry .
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Menelaus is not handsome, but he is tall a~d he ~nows
how to throw a spear; he is also not very lntelllgent.
For Helen he is the perfect husband, "too stupid to
love skillfully, too vain to be suspicious", (11) Deon
points out. She seems to enjoy several years of
peaceful bovine happiness. DeOn proposes that because
Menelaus travels a lot on royal business, Helen feels
that she is just continuing her life at home in her
palace with her old servants and friends, and that her
husband is really no more than a guest.
For this
reason, when Paris appears, it does not occur to her
that Menelaus' hospitality could be violated, because
she does not think of it as Menelaus' home.
In fact,
in his passion, Paris probably considers Menelaus an
intruder.
"Don't misunderstand me," writes Deon, "I do not
exonerate Helen. Her fame is her transgression.
If
one takes away the transgression, she is only a woman,
the most beautiful woman in the World .
In the year
2000, however, the name of Helen of Sparta would be
just as unremembered as the names of the Miss Universes
of the 80's, had she not committed such a notorious and
well documented adultery." (11)
When Helen greeted Paris on his arrival at her
palace, the World's two most beautiful individuals fell
in love at first sight.
"Without the diabolical
invention of falling in love at first sight, the 'coup
de foudre', a lot of world literature would have sunk
into oblivion," (11) Deon proposes. Menelaus, absurdly
confident, welcomes Paris, flattered to have a son of
King Priam invite himself to the palace. The absence
of any concern on the part of Menelaus must be because
he believed himself to have been chosen most handsome,
most intelligent and most valorous of all Helen's
suitors. However we know he had been chosen because of
his neighboring kingdom. Almost at once Menelaus
leaves on a business trip.
Helen and Paris, already lovers, take leave also,
for Troy. But they forget "t o i nterrogate the
me teorologist", as Dean p ut s i t . Bad weather surprises
them, so they are forced to find re fuge on an island,
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later romanticized by Watteau with beautiful forests,
pretty mountain streams and picturesque dwellings.
In
reality Cythera was only an outcropping of bare rock
piercing the surface of the Mediterranean in dn area
long dreaded by sailors because of terrible tempests.
This forced sojourn of several weeks is viewed as a
test of their passion. Here, instead of a honeymoon in
a lux u ri ous palace, Helen is forced into a chilly
uncomfortable grotto with dried grasses for a bed.
Outside the wind is howling, and wild berries and
leaves are their only nourishment.
By her side is only
her young lover, perhaps too young.
But it is too late
to backtrack.
The Greek equivalent of modern
tel~cnmmunications has functioned,
and Menelaus knows
everything, even though he is still in Crete. As soon
as the weather calms down they continue their journey.
An astonished Helen discovers the splendor of Troy
with its glorious temples and public buildings,
compared to which Sparta is definitely small town.
She
is received warmly, considering the scorn of the sacred
rules of hospitality which her arrival represents.
Her
charm a nd b e auty prevail.
Hecuba, wife of King Priam
and mother of 19 children including Paris and Hector,
takes her under her wing.
Dur i ng one of their
promenades, Helen recognizes Ulysses, dressed as a
beggar.
It is probable that, as one of her
pretendants, he had spent the night with her, and she
has not forgotten.
Hecuba, intuitively, understands,
so both remain silent and do not betray the spy who has
come to inspect Troy's defenses.
With Ulysses' escape,
war between Greeks and Trojans is inevitable. As we
know, the war lasted 11 years, a whole people was
exterminated, a city and a civilization perished in
flames.
As mentioned above, the remains were not
definitely located until the 19 th Century.
This great disaster happened because of one woman,
Helen.
The weight on her shoulders should have been
staggering, Deon ventures.
"Historians, painters,
sculptors, poets should evoke her only as a withered
villainess atop a pile of bloody cadavers. A curse
should be forever affixed to her name!
But not at all.
The mythical perfection of her beauty triumphs over
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,
1e
all.
That is the mlrac
sin."(ll)

0

f He len .

Charm effaces

In a duel with stolid red hair~d Menelaus ,
beautifully handsome Paris is made lnto ~ coward.
Just
Menelaus yanks off Paris' helmet and 7s about to
~~ash his throat, Paris is whisked aw~y ln,a c~oud by
his protectress, Aphrodite, and deposlte~ In hls
perfumed bedroom. Menelaus is lef t hol~lng the helmet,
so to speak.
Later, Helen~ angry at thls performance,
insults Paris, but he replles :
"Let us drop war now, you and I,
and give ourselves to pleasure in our bed."

(12)

Having shed his arm, he is now merely a physical
attraction to Helen; forgetting the humiliation, she
yields dizzily;
"He went to bed, and she went with him,
and in the inlaid ivory bed these two
made love, while Menelaus roamed the ranks
like a wild beast, hunt ing the God-like man
Paris." (12)
Later, after Paris has been condemned and returned
to Mount Ida to die, Helen slips into bed with another
son of Priam. As the Greeks take Troy, Menelaus
catches up with them. With the blade of his sword he
could have pinned them together permanently in their
embrace, as he found them.
"What an inspiration for a
Grand Prix de Rome sculpture!" exclaims Deon. But
Menelaus is so struck by her beauty that he spares her.
Assuming the role of a psychiatr ist, Dean
theorizes that ever since Adam and Eve, cuckolded
husbands, at least those who retain some self respect,
do not seek vengeance so much as reassurance.
In his
analysis of this case several elements are present:
First , Helen should expect Menelaus to condemn her if
she had been unfaithful onl y wic Pari s, but after she
took on other sons of Priam she co ld cla im to be a
victim of nymphomania, a menta co dition which
requires scientific treat ment an
ov ing care , rather
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Secondly, since women seem to
radiate some special substance which magnetizes men,
where can women find enough virtue to resist repeated
untiring aggressions? Menelaus was not the kind of man
to understand such subtleties, however, even if Helen
had tried to explain them.
Instead she concocted a
story of brigands and goddesses which Menelaus was
eager to swallow.
Deon reasons that Menelaus, so in love with Helen,
1S afraid to take her directly home to Sparta, even
though Troy and its people are ruined, because the news
of all the war casualties has disturbed the people at
home. The adventures during their return voyage
include a visit to a cave, where Helen's story is
revealed:
The Helen who was taken by Paris, and at the
end, found in bed with Deiphobus, was a double,
invented by the gods to punish the Greeks and Trojans.
This false Helen was spirited away on a cloud, and now
she is again the real Helen, just as when he married
her.
Menelaus, rubbing his eyes, believes her.
Deon concludes that, besides having the luck of
being married to a Menelaus , Helen suddenly discovered
her feminine ingenuity.
She had been just a beautiful
flower, now she revealed a genius for ruse.
Her guile
does not deceive just Menelaus; poets, historians,
dramatists have been relating it for 3000 years. Helen
gained peace on Earth, a happy old age without
recrimination from Mp.np.l~ll~, ~nrl ~~ ~hp- same time she
became legendary, saving herself from the oblivion
which would have been hers, had she been just a
faithful deserving beautiful wife.
Michel Deon's approach has been to inject logic
and truth into the myth in order to entertain the
reader.
He accomplishes that mission, but, in exposing
Helen and Menelaus to ridicule, heroes such as Hector
and Achilles being impervious, he is a good example of
a latter - day realist taking a stand against the world
of fantasy and imagination.
That may not have been his
intent, but on the evidence presented we can define him
as a devout truthist on the attack. We may also assume
that he is a direct descendant of the Realists of
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French ~9 ch Century art and literature.
I refer to
writers and painters who depicted real life and nature
with true to life and true to nature descriptions,
however distasteful to a public accustomed to idealism.
Well known writers of this movement in France
include Flaubert, Stendhal, Balzac and the Goncourt
brothers.
Toward the end of the century a more extreme
school, Naturalism, appeared, of which Emile zola was
the leader.
Balzac set out to present a true and exact picture
th
of social customs in the first half of the 19
Century.
His massive work, The Human Comedy, consists
of about 90 works, mostly novels, written during a 20
year period. An admirer of Dickens and Scott, he is
known for his long, detailed and precise descriptions
of things and people, often very unflattering.
Readers
were shocked.
To carry out his mission of
documentation, Balzac chose fiction as the medium.
In
the Preface, Balzac wonders how he can make his
historical porLrait interesting enough to please those
readers who were used to having their reading packaged
in poetic and philosophic imagery.
He is ever
conscious of the need to sell his books.
Therefore he
alters some of the historical figures, especially those
who appear in more than one novel, even giving them new
names, if they are not interesting enough.
He also
tends to make long precise descriptions colorful,
spicing them with imaginative similes.
For instance,
from Les Chouans:
"Through (their long shaggy) hair one soon saw
their eyes
like dewdrops in thick grass."
(13)
or
"At the instant that the soldiers turned
around.
an invisible hand seemed to remove the
last diaphenous
veil from the countryside.
. a fine mist,
similar to that
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delicate gauze material which is used to cover
precious
stones, through which they excite our curiosity.

II

(13)

Therefore, although The Human Comedy is a
stupendous, wonderful and true documentation, as
planned, it is, at the same time, untrue, inasmuch as
it is fiction, beautiful fiction garnished with
imagery, fantasy, and imagination.
Extreme realist, Emile Zola is famous for his open
letter, J'accuse written in 1898 in support of the army
officer Dreyfuss, a victim of anti-semitism.
Zola,
leader of the Naturalists, wrote novels situated in
depressing environments with photographic descriptions,
as in Germinal, a story of underpaid miners in the
marginal coal industry of northern France.
In exposing
the conditions, he hoped to improve them, by arousing
social conscience.
But there was another side to Zola. He also wrote
the libretto of an obscure opera, Lazarus, a
dramatization of the miracle in which Jesus raises
Lazarus from the dead. The opera was first produced by
the French Literature Department of Georgetown
University at a Roman Catholic church in Washington in
about 1982.
In France it had been performed only on
the radio.
This lack of interest was due to the
forgettable music by a composer whose name escapes me,
and to the fact that the opera is too short to be
commercially viable by itself, and too long to fit into
a two opera program. The words are very poetic, and
the subject quite different from the harsh content of
his novels.
The novel, Nana, adapted several years ago for
American television, is famous for the scene of a
country house party in which the male guests, in
hunting attire and mounted on horseback, chased naked
female guests through the woods, and made love with
whichever ones they were able to catch. Such an orgy
mayor may not have really happened, but, like Balzac,
Zola's vehicle is fiction, and he, also, can be poetic.
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The following is from a well known passage describing a
market at dawn:
"The day began slowly, a very sweet gray with
light
water color tints delicately bathing (the
scene) .
piles of vegetables make pearly shadows, (as the
colors) , at first tender violets and milky pinks,
begin to appear." (14)
Zola was a close friend of Paul Cezanne.
Zola is another author whose exact documentations
are not truly exact, because they are in fiction, and
because they are laced with imaginative particulars and
fantasy.
I do not feel impelled to continue my eulogy on
Untruth in other media, such as cinema, photography and
theater.
But, as I conclude, it occurs to me that by
playing perversely, as I have, with the virtue, Truth,
and by exalting certain intangibles labeled Untruth, I
have put my own credibility at risk.
I therefore ask
you to judge me not on what I have said, but on what I
have not said.
I have not discussed such platitudes as how
differences between truth and untruth can be rendered
indistinguishable by a glib tongue.
I have only
implied that some "Truths" are variables.
I have not
mentioned a cherry tree.
I have not presented tiresome
analogies between Truth and Faith, and Untruth and
Doubt.

Most important to me, I was not going to say that
I personally do not tell the truth whenever it is not
inappropriate or not necessary, but, even though I
dislike ending my paper with a preposition, in defense
of myself I have had to.
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The problem started years ago, though I can't
pinpoint a moment of origin.
Somehow I didn't realize
the extent of the problem till that night this past

