
First the moon, then DNA. First mommy & daddy, then 
me. First a bird, then my heart. Th e more distant things, 
the externalities of life, are easier to get a handle on. 
What is most essential is most veiled. Heidegger said 
it fi rst, but he didn’t have an infographic to back him 
up. For him Being was most essential and, therefore, 
most diffi  cult to know. When I look out at the world I 
see ideas built on ideas built on ideas. We are acrobats 
who thrive in this scaff olding of thought propped on 
thought. Ideas are the bolts that hold fast the ideological 
pillars upon which our trapeze of civilization swings.

I think there’s a kind of benefi t in living closer to the 
essential. It’s what Th oreau was looking for at Walden, 
what Anthony, the founder of monasticism, was look-
ing for in his cave in Egypt, which smells like urine now, 

by the way. Sometimes I smell like urine; it reminds me 
of my dad who says that it’s oft en sitting on the toilet 
that he feels most human, when his body is doing its 
thing, and he’s gotta just sit there, wait for the the an-
cient rhythms to work themselves out, while his mind 
watches, and takes the back seat.

Th e Buddha didn’t do parkour, not with his body nor 
mind. He probably smelled like urine from time to time, 
as I’d bet Mother Th eresa occasionally did too. Th ey 
both seem to have found something wholly essential. I 
think it’s why their lives strike us as diff erent. Th eir lives 
seem to play out on the earth, not in the sky. First to sit 
under the tree, then enlightenment. First to off er a help-
ing hand, then a life.
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