Just in time: Notes for the meeting of Wittgenstein and Zen





Wittgenstein, Tractatus 6.54:  My propositions are elucidatory in this way: he who understands me finally recognizes them as nonsensical, when he has climbed out through them, on them, over them. (He must so to speak throw away the ladder, after he has climbed up on it.) // He must overcome these propositionsÖ





Shunryu Suzuki,  Not always so, p.41:  The most important point is to establish yourself in a true sense, without establishing yourself on delusion. And yet we cannot live or practice without delusion. Delusion is necessary, but delusion is not something on which you can establish yourself. It is like a stepladder. Without it you canít climb up, but you donít stay on the stepladder.





I am a ëNew Wittgensteinianí, � a follower of Cora Diamond and James Conant. I believe that their reading of the Tractatus, as a resolutely therapeutic work, not a work of metaphysics, can be applied to the spirit of Wittgensteinís work throughout his life. I begin this paper by attempting briefly to display how.� 


	In the below, I have taken some of the crucial closing portions of Diamondís founding ëNew Wittgensteinianí paper, “Throwing away the ladder: How to read the Tractatus”, and just slightly re-written them. I have replaced elements of the Tractatus discussions with roughly symmetrical elements of the Investigations discussions. It seems to me that the result stands up pretty well, and is illuminating (and poses thereby some interesting difficulties for a variety of the (of course very various) ëold Wittgensteiniansí, who would I think be tempted to say one or more of the things that I put into question, below):





	“Wittgenstein, I claim, says, roughly, that we cannot say "Meaning is use." How so? Well, he indicates that there could be no such things as philosophical theses. Everyone would agree with them, as trivialities -- and that is not what one wants a thesis to be. One wants it to be something troubling, controversial -- something that says something. But his remarks do not say anything. He makes no claims. He has no opinions.� So, when he says that we cannot assert philosophical theses, that we cannot have philosophical opinions, when he thereby says that we cannot assert “Meaning is use”, he does not mean "Meaning is use, all right, only that it is has to get expressed another way." That the sentence means nothing at all and is not illegitimate for any other reason, we do not see. We are so convinced that we understand what we are trying to say that we see only the two possibilities: it is sayable [positivism / anti-Realism], it is not sayable [ineffabilism]. But Wittgenstein's aim is to allow us to see that there is no 'it'.” � 





It's not that one cannot assign a meaning to "Meaning is use". Of course one can. It is that one has strong grounds for thinking that no assignment of meaning (to “Meaning is use”) will be lastingly satisfying to one.� No assignment of meaning which stops us ëhoveringí, which rids us of a systematic unclarity about what we are trying to do with these words, will seem to have expressed what we took ourselves to be aiming to express. No assignment of meaning will do for us what we want a philosophical thesis to do.





"[A]nd so you see that there is no coherent understanding to be reached of what you wanted to say. It dissolves: you are left with the sentence-structure "Meaning is use” (or “What has to be accepted, the given, is...forms of life” [PI p.226], or what-have-you) standing there, as it were, innocently meaning nothing at all, not any longer thought of as illegitimate because of a violation of the principles of what can be put into words and what goes beyond them. Really to grasp that what you were trying to say shows itself in language is to cease to think of it as an inexpressible content: that which you were trying to say.� 


	Take Wittgenstein's remark that “I must speak the language of every day. Is this language somehow too coarse and material for what we want to say? Then how is another one to be constructed?--And how strange that we should be able to do anything at all with the one we have!”[PI 120]. Clearly, there is a sense in which Wittgenstein here is denying the intelligibility of anything which would justly be called a non-everyday-language.


	But then this remark is itself ironically self-destructive. It has the form, the syntactic form, of "There is only this sort of thing," i.e. it uses the linguistic forms in which we say that there are only thises rather than thises and thats.� It belongs to its syntax that it itself says something the other side of which can be represented too. If there is only squiggledy wiggle, the language allows wiggles that are not squiggledy as well. But whatever Wittgensteinís remark aims to do for us, it is not to place the necessariness and centrality of everyday language as opposed to an intelligible opposite. It is not that this opposite has a sense that is nonsensical. It does not convey to us the philosophical but unsayable fact that there is only everyday language not genuinely supra-everyday language. In so far as we grasp what Wittgenstein aims at, we see that the sentence-forms he uses comes apart from his philosophical aim. If he succeeds, we shall not imagine everyday language or forms of life or uses as things, as entities, (as) at all. And we shall not imagine the sentence that “[T]he given, is forms of life”, or “Meaning is use” as informing us of anything, or even as instructing us to do something rather than an intelligible other thing. We throw away the sentences about ëforms of lifeí, and even about ëuseí, and about ëlanguage-gamesí; they really are, at the end, entirely empty. But we shall be aware at the end that when we go in for philosophical thinking, the characteristic form of such thought is precisely that the sentence-forms we use come apart from what we have taken to be our aims. Not because we have chosen the wrong forms.� 





Diamondís paper is called “Throwing away the ladder”. She is trying to explain how Wittgenstein is really serious at the end of Tractatus in wanting you to throw away / overcome his words. What the above ëtransliterationí shows is what I would want to mean by ëthrowing away (e.g.) “the bedrock”í -- by doing the same, vis a vis Wittgensteinís later work, as Diamond does vis-a-vis his early work. For what Wittgenstein is famously inclined to say in PI 217 (“If I have exhausted the justifications I have reached bedrock, and my spade is turned. Then I am inclined to say: “This is simply what I do.””) is a perfectly fine thing to say -- in certain very particular circumstances. But it would be a mistake to think that anything can be hung or built on it.� As it would be a mistake to think that it can or even should force someone to change their ways, to roll over and acquiesce in a ëpractice-based accountí of social life, or whatever.� No. PI 217 is itself no more than a move in a dialectic, an effort to persuade a reader to give up absurd ambitions -- e.g. for a foundation to practice. Justifications come to an end somewhere, we will say to such a person. And there are probably many more things to say before they are persuaded. (And we are not in possession of truths which make it essential or rationally necessary that they be persuaded. This implies: That part of the responsibility of the philosopher, including (and in fact above all) the therapeutic philosopher, is to engage in a genuine dialogue with someone whom one is hoping to explain something to... The criterion of the dialogue being genuine is in part this: that one is ready oneself to be persuaded away from oneís preconceptions. Wittgensteinian therapy is not like most forms of psychotherapy or psychoanalysis. It is non-hierarchical, a conversation between equals. It is corrupted the moment one is convinced of oneís own rectitude, and (therefore) single-mindedly trying to cure the other. Such cures can go both ways; a Wittgensteinian who has ceased to practice therapy on herself, and who is certain of her prescriptions for others, is no Wittgensteinian.)


	Unless and until I am persuaded otherwise, then, I shall go on saying things like this: that terms such as “bedrock”, “forms of life” and so on need to be ëthrown awayí, endlessly, in truly Wittgensteinian philosophy. We need to overcome these terms, or rather, the sentences in which we are inclined to embed them. (The struggle that is Wittgensteinís philosophy is unfulfilled, without such overcoming.� )


	Why the scare quotes around “thrown away”, in the previous paragraph? Because there is of course nothing whatsoever wrong with these terms, or with any terms, on their own terms... This is one of the key morals of my ëNew Wittgensteiní collection. It is I think particularly deftly expressed in the closing sentences of Ed Witherspoonís essay, “Conceptions of nonsense in Carnap and Wittgenstein”: “Applying Wittgensteinís conception of nonsense...requires an intense engagement with the target of criticism; an examination of the words alone is not enough. When Wittgenstein criticizes an utterance as nonsensical, he aims to expose, not a defect in the words themselves, but a confusion in the speakerís relation to her words -- a confusion that is manifested in the speakerís failure to specify a meaning for them.” � There is nothing wrong with words like “bedrock” or terms like “form of life”; but if, as the Buddhists would put it, we attach to them, we will be lost. We need thoroughgoingly to overcome our attachment to them. To put the point just slightly ëpoeticallyí: we need to throw away these words, if we feel like holding onto them, having thrown away all metaphysics by means of them. We need to overcome these words, if we are to truly follow Wittgenstein. Most of Wittgensteinís ëfollowersí, regrettably, hold onto his words, and in effect turn them into technical terms that they are attached to in just the sense I have just criticized.�  


	Our problem -- the underlying reason for instance why the jargonisation even of Wittgenstein is such a strong trend, even though it was the one thing above all that Wittgenstein feared would happen to his work, and wanted to avoid -- is at bottom one of will and lived attitude, not one of carrying out a once-and-for-all intellectual achievement or discovery. Our problem is one of finding a way of responding to good efforts at philosophical therapy which does not turn such efforts, as one always can turn them if one is so minded, into the statement of a position or view or opinion, into a reified philosophical object ... and yet which does not, in the course of being impressed or persuaded by the attempt at aspect-switching involved in the therapeutic manoeuvre, attach to the manoeuvre itself. There are deep lessons to learn, I think, from mystical spiritualities and philosophies, perhaps especially from Zen, on the question of how in practical terms to do what Wittgenstein urges. Buddhist traditions such as Zen � have a long tradition of conquering the will, of conquering our desires -- not be repressing them, or giving into oneís desire to fight against them, but rather by simply letting them be, and observing them until they die back of their own accord. And Zen, perhaps especially among Buddhisms, has a venerable tradition too of providing skillful/practical means of attaining insight without becoming attached to the means. A challenge for those impressed with Wittgensteinís philosophizing is to find ways of doing the same, without being committed to the insights attained being ineffable truths. As the Buddhists might put it: If you see a Wittgensteinian on the road to enlightenment, kill him. Our task as Wittgensteinians, let us not forget, is one of leaving everything as it is. The true insight is the ëreturningí to the ordinary. An ordinary which includes, of course, all the strivings for the extraordinary without which life might well be tedious or inhuman...


	What words can be absolutely relied on here, unproblematically taken at face value, in philosophy? None. We are always in process, in philosophy. In fact (sic.!), we always are in all of life, but we can safely abstract away from our boat-rebuilding-at-sea-ness, usually, and take some frame for granted. True philosophy is never taking any frame indefinitely or absolutely for granted. There is no compulsion to accept Wittgensteinís method. This point again has tended to be sadly absent from Wittgensteinís exegetes, and indeed from his readers more generally. They have looked to be compelled by Wittgensteinís ëargumentsí (as if by [their fantasy of] a rule...), and have been disappointed when they have not been. But (...An attempt at saying something helpful; what else can one do?), Wittgensteinís task is to uncover the compulsions we labour under in philosophy, not to impose new ones. If one is shown oneís intellectual compulsions, and yet does not want to give them, there is little or nothing more to say.


	When Wittgensteinian philosophy really works then, as with Pyrrhonian scepticism, the cure is expelled with the disease. One doesnít keep holding onto -- attaching to -- “everyday” or “bedrock” or whatever. One overcomes these terms, too. That is, just insofar as these terms risk continuing to mislead one, they need to be ëthrown awayí. (Of course, if no-one is misled by some particular use of them, in that sense they are just fine.)  The work of a concept like “form of life” or “the bedrock” in Wittgenstein is probably only done when one throws it away.


	The search for liberating words -- words like “the bedrock” at a certain moment, and then other words, which in turn allow one to liberate oneself from any attachment to “the bedrock”, and so on... -- is probably endless. For it needs to be continually remade, re-undertaken, as cultural conditions change, as personal life-trajectories and philosophical educations proceed and change, and so on. And in any case, even very well-chosen words will tend to ëossifyí, over time; the process of purifying oneself of attachments to particular terms is one which a wise philosopher will continually pursue vis-a-vis their own work, as Wittgenstein himself did, as we ëNew Wittgensteiniansí need to do, as Buddhism has very long experience of doing. The words in my edited collection, the words in this essay, these very words, are no exception. Even if they are well-chosen, and well-placed, there can be no such thing as a guarantee against their being misunderstood, against their seeming to state a position, or seeming to be the liberating words. As soon as one thinks one has found the liberating words, at least for oneself, one is probably again in delusion. 


	Buddhism is above all about: working through delusion, no longer living in it. Having set out my understanding of Wittgensteinís method, and having already intimated some connections between it and (especially Zen) Buddhism, I wish now to focus on an example, to test my idea. I will briefly sketch here a consideration on and of (a few aspects of) Zen Buddhism on time and time-experience. I hope this example will bring out into the foreground a commonality in approach -- and, if you like, in ëconclusionsí -- between Wittgenstein� and Zen.


	Take this important remark from Wittgenstein, Tractatus 6.4311:





	“Death is not an event in life: we do not live to experience death. If we take eternity to mean not infinite temporal duration but timelessness, then eternal life belongs to those who live in the present.”





If ëliving in the presentí actually means something, what it means surely must reflect the rich phenomenology of everyday life, not the rarefied fantasies of Anglo-American philosophers. For instance, it must mean things more like “I am now walking down the street through Camden Town to meet my mother”, or like “A rose, an exquisite rose, this”, than like “Red spot here now”...


	This thought reflects the general tenor of Wittgensteinís thinking; but it also reflects the Zen idea of existence moment to moment, of a life lived in enlightenment as coinciding with a life lived unselfconsciously; an idea quite close to Wittgensteinís thoughts that time is not a problem to us so long as we do not try to bring pure reason to bear upon it, and that philosophy leaves everything as it is. The fly that has learned to find the way out of the fly bottle is simply back in the ordinary world. That, I think, is very like true Buddhist enlightenment. One knows no thing that one didnít know before. 


	One is an ordinary person -- and one is Buddha.�  (This means nothing, or virtually nothing, without practice. Deprived of a context in (what Buddhists call) practice, it might as well be a wall-decoration.)  The gain one makes in philosophy then can be described as one of self-knowledge: so long as one doesnít think of self-knowledge as a kind of Knowledge. The danger I am after here, in thus exploring Buddhism, is that, unless one has truly thought the thoughts which are expressed here, or similar thoughts, one will probably have only the illusion of understanding what I am saying. The easiest way to have such thoughts is probably actually to allow oneself to have some kind of psychopathological experience, for example through the assistance of ëmind-expanding drugsí. (However, I am not recommending that. It is much too risky a course to recommend to anyone.)  Psychopathological experience of time, and the insight it affords through seeming to take one to the place that metaphysics of time yearns for -- a place outside ordinary experience of time -- offers a quick route; Buddhist practice takes a lot longer. But with neither, there is a serious risk that one will never really come to grips with what one wants out of philosophy of time. And that one will think that one will be satisfied by a theory that, in fact, merely imposes on time. The kind of insight into time potentially available through appreciation of or ëexpansioní of ordinary time-consciousness, through psychopathology, drugs, meditation, etc., is much more likely to leave one able to ëleave time as it isí,� than is metaphysics of time. In Zen, what is crucial is not reaching intellectual enlightenment, for instance via metaphysics, but actually feeling the transiency of life, not as only a tragedy, still less as a potentially terrifying psychological disaster (as in schizophrenia, following Louis Sassís understanding thereof), but as simply something to accept, and perhaps to marvel at -- the incredible fact of oneís existence, moment to moment. Zen stresses that none of its formulations matter, unless one really feels them. Emotionally, and in oneís practice.


	Compare the following quote, from the founder of the great Soto Zen tradition, Dogen:





ëDo not regard time as merely flying away. Do not think flying away is its sole function. For time to fly away there would have to be a separation (between it and things). Because you imagine that time only passes, you do not learn the truthí -- the truth that time and our being are one and the same. The self does not exist outside time, or even over time.”





This -- both in itself, and in the claim that it must be felt to be of any importance -- is something that is just ëincommensurableí with most Western philosophy. So much the worst, I suggest, for most Western philosophy. Only in the likes of Wittgenstein (like Zen, leaving eveything as it is) and Heidegger (like Zen on being-in-the-world) do we find a place for it. 


	Most metaphysics of time seems to me a desperate effort to escape the human condition, the condition of changing and becoming, including all its wonders and beauties. These are sacrificed in favour of a sense of time as an endless series of static ësnapshotsí, or in favour of a perspective upon time such that it appears to be a kind of object, or a kind of space, and such that the universe and all our lives within it can indeed be seen as unchanging, as if from outside or from sideways-on; by a God, roughly.


	It is hardly surprising that contemporary philosophy in the English-speaking world looks like this. We are talking about a vision that goes back at least to Platoís forms, and to his founding horror at life. But it is I think time that we took more seriously the deep alternative insights available into these matters in (especially) Wittgenstein and Heidegger; and, still more so perhaps, in Eastern philosophy, especially, again, Buddhism.� And when I speak of ëinsightsí here, part of the point is this: that narrowly intellectual insights are at best only partly to the point. Wittgenstein and Heidegger were about (us) changing our lives, changing our civilization. That is why they have proved so unassimilable to the contemporary academy. Buddhism will be harder still to assimilate. What one comes to understand, when one sees oneís fears and sees oneís experience, in deep meditation, is (among other things) respects in which our ordinary experience and knowledge of time is sophisticated, inviolable, and deeper than any intellectualisation of it;� and respects in which our ordinary experience and knowledge of time is subject to change, evaporates and reappears, is not adequate to some of the possibilities of the mindful, embodied self.





	The meeting of Wittgenstein and Zen is starting to happen. Not before time. Hopefully, just in time for our intellectual world -- and for our civilization. For, as I hope to have sketched successfully here, Wittgenstein and Zen can mutually inform: on the methodology of philosophy, on time, on scientism and metaphysics -- and on much more besides.


To overcome the vast sea of delusion in which we find ourselves swimming, in the 21st century, in philosophy and wherever similar delusions flourish, we are going to need all we can get of the joint forces of thinkers like Ludwig Wittgenstein and Shunryu Suzuki.� 


� See The New Wittgenstein (London: Routledge, 2000).


� Some of the next few pages are adapted and updated versions of a segment of my ìThrowing away the bedrockî,  Proceedings of the Aristotelian Society 105:1 (2004).


� See the remark cited in Ray Monkís Ludwig Wittgenstein: The Duty of Genius (New York: MacMillan, 1990), during Wittgensteinís debates with Turing: ìObviously...the whole point is that I must not have an opinion.î (P.420 (see also p.418). In passing: I disagree with Monkís own comments on this remark in his text: Monkís view of the later Wittgensteinís ëviewsí is in the end positivistical. He takes Wittgenstein to have quasi-verificationist, finitist ëviewsí in the philosophy of maths.)


� "Throwing away the ladder", in her The Realistic Spirit (Cambridge: MIT, 1991), pp.197-8; the Diamond passage is in discussion of Wittgensteinís seeming-claim that ìThere are objectsî. See also Wittgenstein's On Certainty (New York: Blackwell, 1969, para. 35f; and compare Humeís critique of the notion of ìobjectî (contrast ëthe New Humeísí defence of the metaphysical idea of objects). See e.g. my ìThe new antagonists of ëthe New Humeíî, in my The New Hume debate (co-edited with Ken Richman; London: Routledge, 2000).


� For detail on this, see my ìTowards a perspicuous presentation of ìperspicuous presentationîî, jt. with Phil Hutchinson, forthcoming. The ëstrong groundsí I allude to here are detailed, there. 


I do not of course wish to deny that there could be occasions on which saying to a particular interlocutor that ìMeaning is useî  or that ìWhat matters is that there are forms of lifeî could be philosophically illuminating: it might conceivably play a role for example in the process of trying to disabuse someone who claimed that her understanding of a particular expression was incommunicable, or of trying to remind a person perplexed by the seemingly inexorable status of arithmetical formulae that they have a concrete and readily identifiable role in certain familiar contexts, respectively. Rather, I am warning against any attachment to or eternalisation of these ëthesesí (see below); and I am urging that they are unlikely to be effective until they come to seem trivial, banal, or obvious. In other words, they donít tend to do work. The work is done by persuasion, not by language-policing. On this latter point, see Hutchinson and Read, ìWhose Wittgenstein?î, in Philosophy (July 2005).


� Of course, most ëoldí Wittgensteinians think that Wittgensteinís later work is a vast improvement on his earlier work precisely because it suggests a legitimate use to which sentences of philosophy can be put: crucially, to express rules for the use of expressions (and thus NOT to gesture at ineffabilia). However, I am arguing at this particular point of my ëtransliterationí both against such quasi-positivist ëgrammar-policeí old Wittgensteinians (for effective detailed arguments against these, see for instance Witherspoonís and Conantís essays in The New Wittgenstein), in their emphasis on the violation of logical syntax, which should (as it did in self-aware Logical Positivism) lead to their finding their own work to be self-refuting ... and also against the minority of old Wittgensteinians who are at least deep enough to recognise that the temptation toward ineffabilism remains a strand in the later Wittgenstein, and that the tendency to ineffabilise ìform of lifeî etc. is actually one step beyond the widespread quasi-positivist reading of later Wittgenstein. The ineffabilist reading of later Wittgenstein (a strong instance is to be found in John Koetheís work) is at least one step further up the ladder --  the ladder that Wittgenstein had already thrown away, back in 1919... For a full-length exposition of positivism and ineffabilism as tendencies in (and, crucially, overcome by) later Wittgenstein, see my  "Meaningful Consequences" (jointly written with James Guetti), The Philosophical Forum  XXX:4 (Dec. 1999), 289-314, and "The first shall be last...:  the importance of On Certainty 501", in Essays on On Certainty (edited by Daniele Moyal-Sharrock et al; London: Palgrave, 2005).


�  It is worth noting parenthetically one important implication: that it is an appalling caricature of the ëresoluteí reading of Wittgensteinís philosophy to take Diamond et al literally to be claiming that ìThere is only one kind of nonsenseî. Just look at the form of such a remark! (For more detail on this point, see my Discussion Note on Huttoís recent work, forthcoming in Philosophical Investigations.


� I.e. Not because the real / the right forms are available somewhere, only not speakable. This is a transfiguration of "Throwing away the ladder", pp.197-9. (Emphasis mine) 


� For some examples of such build-ings, see Kripkeís ëdeconstructiveí reading of this passage, and the Anti-realist theorizing that emerges therefrom, in his Wittgenstein on rules and private language (Cambridge, MA: Harvard, 1982); David Bloorís slightly similar community-based social theory of practices; and compare also Hackerís numerous invocations of ìbedrockî as a conversation-stopper, as a consequential ëpolicingí philosophical move.


� Again, Kripke and Bloor come to mind here; as do Meredith Williams and Robert Brandom.


� The ëfalling awayí of these terms / sentences is not enough; overcoming them is what is required, working with and through and against the obstacles of the will. For development of this point, see Hutchinson and Read, ìThe elucidatory reading of Wittgensteinís Tractatusî, forthcoming in the International Journal of Philosophical Studies.


� Op.cit., p.345.


� I justify this remark in my ìMeaningful Consequencesî , ìWhose Wittgenstein?î, and ìThrowing away ëthe bedrockíî, op. cit. . In particular, I think that Wittgenstein is traduced by those who, in claiming to give a reliable or even ëofficialí account of his later work, turn ideas like ìgrammatical ruleî into technical terms that end up turning Wittgensteinís philosophy into an ineffective opposite of what it was supposed to be. The writings of Gordon Bakerís last decade very clearly express the insight I am drawing on, here, including in direct criticism of his (Bakerís) earlier collaborator, Peter Hacker. Hacker and his followers are, in effect, more Strawsonians or Rylians than actually Wittgensteinians.


� These remarks are relevant to the disparaging attribution by Peter Hacker of a close kinship with ëdialecticí, with post-modernism, with Zen, and with Kierkegaardian irony, to the New Wittgenstein (see his ìWas he trying to whistle it?î, in The New Wittgenstein). The kinship with post-modernism has been greatly exaggerated; there are several published texts showing this, including of course Martin Stoneís ìWittgenstein and deconstructionî, which argues powerfully for the differenciation of the two, in The New Wittgenstein itself. But it seems to me that the concept of ëdialecticí can be an extremely helpful one in understanding Wittgensteinís method; I think that Conant is quite right to emphasize the deep parallelisms between Kierkegaardís method and Wittgensteinís; and in future work I will follow up the present paper by developing a detailed account of the powerful and underestimated commonalities in method and ësubstanceí between Wittgenstein and Buddhism, especially Zen. I suspect that part of the problem is that Hacker has an inadequate understanding of the philosophical sophistication of Kierkegaard, and indeed, if usually utterly implicitly, of Zen.


� For detail on my Wittgensteinian understanding of time, see my debate with Michael Dummett in the pages of Philosophy recently, and my ìAgainst time-slicesî in Philosophical Investigations 26:1 (January) 2003, 24-43, from which a couple of the paragraphs below are adapted.


� This is from the teaching of one of the great Zen masters of modern times, Shunryu Suzuki. See e.g. his Zen Mind, Beginnerís Mind (edited by Trudy Dixon; New York: Walker/Weatherhill, 1970). Suzukiís work serves beautifully as an introduction to modern Zen, for those not very familiar with it.


� There may seem a contradiction here; how can I advocate ëleaving time as it isí, while leaving open the possibility and even desirability that oneís sense of time will, in a sense, be radically altered by the kinds of ëexperimentsí undertaken in (e.g.) Gestalt Psychotherapy, and Buddhist meditation? The answer lies largely in the phrase ìin a senseî, as already hinted above: I believe that, unlike some psychopathological time-distortions, those arrived at through (e.g.) meditation never leave behind ordinary time-sense. Everything has changed, and yet everything remains the same. This lived paradox is very much to the point in Wittgenstein, too. Philosophy leaves everything as it is, when it is done right, in the sense of nothing being explained or having to be revised; but oneís sense of what one has been thinking about is nevertheless in a subtle and yet perhaps life-changing way, fundamentally altered, by reading Wittgenstein properly. and one may go one, for example, to criticise and alter precisely those things that were not changed by oneís philosophical reflections as such. Contra such writers as Gellner, Nyiri and D.Z.Phillips, Wittgenstein contains no basis for ëconservatismí (for argument, see Alice Craryís ìWittgenstein and political philosophyî, in her and my The New Wittgenstein (London: Routledge, 2000)). (In fact, I suggest that if anything Wittgenstein points the other way from conservatism, in my ìMarx and Wittgenstein on vampirism and parasitismî, in G. Kitching and N. Pleasants, Wittgenstein and Marxism (London: Routledge, 2003).)  Nor need Zen be conservative -- Shunryu Suzuki certainly was not, and nor are David Brazierís Zen Therapy  and The New Buddhism, nor  some strands in Thich Nhat Hanhís Zen engaged Buddhism.


�  And above all, Zen Buddhism (along with certain strands of Tibetan Buddhism) has I think penetrated to the heart of these matters. See again Suzukiís work; though again, beware: you may not understand much of it, simple though the English mostly is, if you do not know meditation personally.


� These respects are often well set-out in ethnomethodological presentations of (time-)experience, of practices, of life. 


� Thanks for very useful comments on an earlier draft to Daniel Whiting.








