
The Careless Man and the Philosopher 

The careless man heard the philosopher and said, But you see you have a problem 
with your premise.  No matter where you stand, everything you say comes from that 
direction.  I could put you on the moon and get a different argument from you.  And 
you, said the philosopher, where is what you contend coming from?  It is coming from 
accident, said the careless man, and I am making a huge and logical structure out of 
the accident of being here, or there, which makes me the philosopher and you the 
careless man.  I am the careless man, said the philosopher, and I have a problem with 
your premise.  It was then that the careless man and the philosopher became blood 
brothers.  Aside from its premise, I like your huge structure, said the careless man, and 
I like your nothing, said the philosopher, giving each other a hug and a pat on the  
back. 

Rosseauvians 

They found their ideal in the rain forest of the Amazon, these scientific photographers 
from National Geographic; they found a tribe of twelve scarred and bitten people who 
lived naked and ate monkeys which they shot out of trees with blowguns.  They knew 
that they had finally found the Noble Savage.  But romance backs away from finality, 
and they took their pictures and returned to their dry homes in Georgetown, deploring 
the modern urban life and declaiming for all to hear how they had found the perfect 

life and left it behind in order to bring it to the public.



