Jon’s paper for our supervision day on 12th Jan. 2001

At our last Bath workshop, in which we concentrated on the emergence of values within our writing and their application to critical evaluation, I warmed wholeheartedly to Geoff Mead when he talked of his position.  “As a policeman”, he said, “I am lumped in most of the oppressive majorities you can think of”.

How refreshing this was to hear.  It was reinforcing, as I struggle to position my own experience and try to capture the values it exposes.  Much of that experience has been in exercising various forms of power to bring about changes in other people’s lives that are, at least for a time, very negative.  The clearest of these have been putting people out of their jobs, mostly through making them redundant, but also, sometimes, because they were not competent to do those jobs.  But also, much of my practice has comprised moving people unwillingly into new ways of working: taking classically-trained film editors, for example, used to having assistants to do all the routine work, and forcing them to accept new technology solutions that remove the need for the assistant and so ensure competitiveness.  Or taking people used to making high quality documentaries and putting them to work on daytime television, rather than allow their utilisation to drop.  I feel that a natural instinct to create has often been turned, by circumstance, to destroy.  All this has been against the background of a typically high-minded, liberal, comfortable, public UK organisation having to face up to the fact that commercial realities have changed and it can no longer outface the encroaching tide, and a trade union opposition dedicated – reasonably enough – to the short-term preservation of jobs more than the long-term viability of the organisation.

So I am with Geoff in his oppressive majority, except that, in my [former] vocation, the uniform of oppression was not the blue serge but the grey suit.  “Suits” still remains the standard collective term of abuse for management in media businesses.

This means I struggle to grasp the possibility of any positive values emerging from that practice.  I understand how positive values are a yardstick for action which need to be elucidated as part of a validation process; and how those values may be the better drawn through consciousness of the living contradiction between them and practice (rather like the existence of Pluto was proved by errors in the orbits of neighbouring planets).  My struggle is with the accommodation of values that diverge from the easily positive such as love, democracy, the American Way of Life.  I feel that, for my own part, professional practice has included a large proportion of actions which I feel were right, even honourable, but which sit uneasily alongside the more explicit virtues of a nurse, a care worker, a doctor, a teacher.  I am very uncomfortable with saintliness.  Where is the ‘good’ in making people redundant?  Or the creative?  Yet I have done a great deal of it.

I must return to the question again and again, perhaps boringly, as to a haunted place, in order through writing to explore the contradictions there and find some settlement (or better questions).  I can embrace the concept that such values are not foundational, are not embodied in lists: yet making sense of that concept is truly elusive, and just demands continuing exploration.

This piece of writing gives an account of setting out to explore some of these contradictions, but then, bizarrely, of how the account itself has come to set off yet more contradictions in which I become lost.  It is not, therefore, very rounded or conclusive, but nevertheless embodies some more jigsaw pieces in my personal sense-chart.  It is an in-transit piece.

As Webster was by death, so do I seem much possessed by rightness and authenticity.  Rightness was at the heart of ‘Logic and Creativity’: how tiny rightnesses – I called them sense atoms – like agents in a complex adaptive system, bind together to engender new, bigger, brighter rightnesses.  This was an attempt to explore the insides of living logic, the way that ‘making sense’ lies at the heart of that aspect of creativity which most refer to as channelling, or an apparent and transitory access to universal truth.  (I will return later to how appallingly this idea can be misinterpreted).  Authenticity, though not so central to the earlier piece, is also a possessor.  It emerges in thinking about questions of leadership and management style.  As the territory of rightness is, for me, an internal space in which action becomes inspired and fuelled, so the territory of authenticity is an external space in which that rightness – or conviction, perhaps – is probed and questioned by others in order that they can make up their minds how to position themselves in relation to it.  It is essential ingredient in the complex dance of negotiation, claim and counter-claim, positioning and re-positioning that goes to make up large-scale organisational change.

I sense that rightness and authenticity are also possessors because of the cataclysmic changes that have affected my own [ex] organisation, the BBC, and many other large-scale public service institutions like the Health Service in the last fifteen years of the last century.  The particular change is that brought about by the need to control costs that has led to the formation of internal markets.  How do I trace this through to authenticity?

The culture of the BBC was figuratively in my blood from birth.  My mother had been a secretary there and as an actress was regularly working on BBC radio and television shows throughout my childhood (and indeed still does, now in her 70s).  I joined BBC Radio on one of the fiercely competitive training schemes straight after university and adored the liberal and creative culture.  All my significant relationships were with other BBC people.  It was the time of the colour licence fee explosion so growth was the natural way of things, and our points of reference were quality and professionalism.  It was easy to live by the values of professional public service.  Elegance, wit and intellectual capacity were honoured.  Expenditure was justified in ethical or moral terms rather than financial payback, so the thinking was “we need it, therefore we must have it”.

It was also a culture in which points of difficulty were typically ‘referred up’ a bureaucratic authority chain, rather than dealt with on the spot.  This acted to devalue the lower and middle management orders, of which there were many, and clog up the time of the senior, but was consistent with a (hopelessly naïve) world view in which disputes became self-important and over-inflated and demanded the highest possible court to decide them.  In practical terms this meant that the BBC was one of the most frequent visitors to ACAS during the 70’s and 80’s.  I note shadows of the same mechanism still operating today in other British institutions, where a Secretary of State is involved in decisions about which medicines to use, or a Deputy Prime Minister in decisions about lines of railway track.  Certainly it is still the case that the roles of many Ministers are largely to exercise a final decision between public sector lobby groups.

All this began to change in my late twenties and early thirties, by which time I had left my craft skills of studio engineering and then music composition behind and moved into a succession of junior management roles.  The colour explosion ended, Thatcher lambasted the BBC, Alistair Milne was deposed, and Michael Checkland and John Birt introduced a McKinsey-inspired internal market (Producer Choice) together with drastic cost-cutting and a flattening of management structures.  This was, of course, perceived to be a direct challenge to the public service ethos and much erudite and articulate squealing began.

These changes (and their direct equivalents in the other national public institutions) are well documented elsewhere and I do not want to rehearse them here.  I do, however, want to track my own journey through the challenge.  Putting up a fight was not a realistic option: those that tried were ridiculed.  What had to happen was either some form of accommodation between apparently opposing values (the good as of-public-benefit and intellectually competent in the judgement of peers, or the good as fit-for-purpose and financially viable), or quitting and continuing to pursue the old values elsewhere.  This latter option was not a strong one because of the fear that a CV contaminated with BBC experience would be worthless (this was a universal belief, often upheld).  The journey was not some overnight conversion and indeed is still going on.  Again I feel the weight of too much writing about it already, some of it my own, so want to home in on the key topic here.

Given the culture of ‘referring up’, the first reaction to much of this change was to crystallise the appalling (by the old culture’s values) consequences of it and attempt to reflect them back in the form of plainly impossible choices.  ‘Do you want to close down entire department A or entire department B?’.  However, rather than accepting the deference and heroically making the tough decision as had been customary, the response was usually to throw the question back and say, ‘you now have the power.  There might be other ways.  It is up to you to find them, or make the choice yourself.’ I and others had no answer to this at the time, so grudgingly got on with what could, then, still be positioned as executing the wishes of our superiors, from a distance.

However, as power was increasingly devolved, this positioning became impossible.  We could not continue to commit atrocities and argue we were merely obeying the orders of lunatics (a Nuremberg Defence), because we were clearly being given the power to make alternative choices instead.  If a business unit was not viable there was a choice to be made between cutting costs and increasing revenue: but if the market would evidently not support increased revenue (as we discovered by being encouraged and given the tools to ask the question ourselves) then cutting costs and making redundancies had to become our chosen outcome.  It was no longer possible to exercise blame and distance oneself from the tough decisions.  The initial choice – to solve the institution’s problems by building an internal market – was already too far away.

I recognise that the word ‘atrocities’ is inflammatory.  If the actions concerned had been merely uncomfortable, a tightening of belts, moving people around, some pay cuts perhaps, a smattering of redundancies, this would have been no more than a natural growth process, a hardening up of sensibilities as responsibility increases with maturity.  Indeed empowerment, devolution, involvement and the flattening of structures are standard mantras in the development of Western organisations and I am happy to promote them in my practice.  But we were sacking thousands, and not because we were being ordered to sack thousands, but because we had worked out for ourselves that sacking thousands was the right thing to do.  Furthermore we knew that making such people redundant was not merely a matter of removing a source of income, but of violating in each case a precious and passionately-held commitment to public service.  

This is why authenticity possesses so much.  Authentically believing in the new ways was the essential progression beyond the primary, distanced phase.  There was movement through a sequence:

· Avoid the issue by distancing oneself from the decision (“I’m only carrying out orders”)

· Accept the invitation to assume more power while simultaneously accepting the framework in which that power is to be exercised – this is the sleight-of-hand, but the alternative was a useless CV

· Conclude, within that framework, that harmful decisions are inevitable

· Come genuinely to believe in the rightness of the decision, and suppress the thymos

· Convince others of the authenticity of that belief, because betraying any trace of the old belief system would make it impossible to answer the challenge, “Why are you doing this terrible thing if you do not believe in it?”

Fukuyama identifies this in his account of Vaclav Havel’s fable of the greengrocer in communist Czechoslovakia.
 He recalls how Havel sees a slogan “Workers of the world unite!” in among the onions and carrots in a greengrocer’s window.  He asks whether the greengrocer is genuinely enthusiastic about the idea, and concludes that ‘the sign helps the greengrocer to conceal from himself the low foundations of his obedience, at the same time concealing the low foundations of power.’ So is the sign authentic?  That is the heart of my questioning around authenticity.

In the period of reflection that I now enjoy, having left the fray, I can observe the paradox of holding the thymotic respect for individuals fulfilling their lives and careers with authentically believing in and perpetuating the economically-rational system which destroyed them.  I admire and regularly advocate systems of devolving power that ensure critical decisions are pushed down, yet also decry the destruction of noble values they produce.  It is while in the grip of this paradox, perhaps, that I find myself repeatedly playing with ideas of rightness, authenticity, logic and conviction, because they have had to strain so hard to hold such divergent values in the course of a career.

This discussion to this point is intended to explore where the possessions by rightness and authenticity come from, because of the strongly paradoxical forces they exert.  But I want now to return to rightness as a pure concept in itself rather than rightness about something.  The previous exploration of living logic in Logic and Creativity was on the microscopic scale, inside a piece of music.  It was an attempt to understand what ‘making sense’ means, at that level.  Crucially it sought to explain why I felt something (typically, something aesthetic) was right, or true.  It took a retrospective point of view, and deliberately denied the possibility of a prospective point of view because the curious causal ligaments that bind sense atoms have no meaning until they are dead and gone.  Rightness had a limited meaning: perhaps ‘internally senseful’.  It operated within the confines of a personal sense-making engine.  Yet in introducing authenticity as a conjunctive property I am implying an externalisation of that ‘sensefulness’.  By examining how others judge the authenticity of my rightness I am beginning to make a claim not just to feel right (which I can, because it is entirely first-person) but to be right – a wholly other proposition.

Yet, in parenthesis, is this so heinous?  In the course of work I recall many meetings in which possible courses of action were discussed.  They included the expedient, the cheap, the easy, the hassle-free, the impressive, the quick, the difficult, the compliant, the comfortable.  What we sought, through debate, was what we called the right course, by which we usually meant that which was best aligned with the overall long-term business aim (I am here not thinking exclusively about the almost life-and-death decisions referred to above).  The judgement was often intuitive.  When we reached such a decision we felt more comfortable than if we had, in weakness, opted for the merely expedient or cheap.  That sense of being right, being ‘internally senseful’ for a team, released energy that in turn propelled action.  Our motives felt true.  We may well have been deluding ourselves, but what mattered was the energy generated.

In this form the claim to ‘be right’ is made in some humility, accepting that another person or another team might do things differently: but with the practical demands of the here and now, with clock ticking and bottom line calling, we need and must generate for ourselves a conviction to which we can, and do, adhere.  It is what prompts action, whether to atrocity or benefit.

Here is a contradiction.  From the inside, whether of the self or of a team, this sense of rightness that emerges, often from long dark periods of drab doubt or tedious analysis or restless debate, is nothing more than a spring of energy and inspiration that, as I see it, helps release creativity in others or drive difficult change.  It overcomes the stultifying inertia of entropy, and feels like a blessing.  But from without I must acknowledge, with some pain, that it can instead be perceived as an arrogant claim to omniscience.  What from the personal point of view is a sense of rightness, becomes from the external point of view, a claim to be right – which all good post-modernists must, it seems, condemn as intellectually immature.  Entropy is a lesser enemy than arrogance.  The contradiction is that such a claim feels utterly bizarre: how can a blessing also be a curse?  How does one deal with the fact that what feels like a sacred and rare gift to help make the world turn around can also be, for someone else, a proud, oppressive, egotistical indulgence?  This is what emerges in the following story.

Chris is a manager who perhaps never should have been made a manager.  He has high technical skills which have resulted, at some time in a long career, in promotion to a management position.  It was, no doubt, done in good faith, within a culture where, perhaps, such a position was a reward for commitment and superior craft skill, but his management abilities are weak despite coaching and training.  He has a disabled child and is sole breadwinner in the family.  The child is about to go into expensive secondary education.

It is 1997, about eight years after the upheavals began, and in the latest reorganisation we are introducing there is just no place for him.  This is not idle management-speak.  We have looked hard, asked all other possible parts of the organisation if there might be a niche.  But everyone is still cutting down, and nobody wants someone else’s cast-offs.  All that is left is to tell him he is redundant.

I have done this many times and learned that the only way is to focus quite exclusively on the communication of the simple statement: typically “your work here is ended”, or “you are redundant”.  I do not mean just saying the words, nor blanking off all other sentiments, sympathies, reactions that may take place.  Rather that what happens somehow transcends these.  Eyes connect, and the words are charged with a conviction that leaves no space whatever for doubt.  I could even liken it to the first time one says (and means) the words “I love you”.  The truth of it burns.  So it is with dismissing someone, for me.  There may need to be some preamble, a little “Thankyou for coming” or the like, but this is just positioning for the moment in which the blow must be dealt: “we will not employ you any more”.  This cannot take place unless one is absolutely convinced of the rightness of the action.  Then comes the improvisation – tears, perhaps, or anger.  The training prepares you for these (always have a box of Kleenex handy).  But in my own experience such reactions are rare.  I have even been thanked (not uncommon, this).  There are usually some formalities to help recover from the emotional pivot point – the letter, the offer of a taxi home, the discussion about who should know what and how they will be told.

Why am I doing this?  I have, over many months, developed a conviction that the unit’s circumstances have changed significantly, that it could run better and more cheaply if it is radically reshaped, and that if nothing is done its income will collapse catastrophically.  This proposition has been debated at length and revised; people in responsible positions have been convinced; capital has been argued for and won; checks and balances have been applied, bureaucracies navigated, permissions given.  We believe this is the right thing to do, at this time, in these circumstances, and in keeping with the (by now) mature ability to hold economic rationalism and its individually-detrimental consequences together at the same time, know that such belief is essential if such a major upheaval is to be achieved on target.  (Now, four years later, I would do it differently, because I have learned more in the mean time.  But this does not undermine the sense of rightness then.)  After six months of consultation, negotiation, working parties, redesigning jobs and all the other usual paraphernalia, the people with no future in the company have been identified (by an agreed and scrupulous process), and I am conducting the redundancy interviews, one of which is with Chris.

In initiatives such as this there are typically long periods during which the shaping of action is a largely rational process.  This is obviously the case when the figures are debated, but in practice there has to be a place even for the rational planning of emotional activity.  Cold though it may seem one does have to think through difficult scenarios: what if reactions are universally hostile?  How can we contain a strike if it happens?  For the cynical this is the hated ‘spin doctoring’, and for the sympathetic it is plain professionalism and good planning.  But there are also times when such rationality is immaterial.  These include mass meetings, where one is fielding difficult challenges live ‘on the stump’, and any quivering of authenticity will deserve, and get, a ruthless mauling (I have had them).  They also include the moment of making someone redundant, when the true negative consequences of action are most acutely exposed.  At these times all one has is that sense of rightness: the rational is irrelevant.

So the words are spoken.  “Chris, I am telling you that you are redundant”.  Pause, check the eyes, make sure it is going in, help it with a gaze that lasts over-long.  As I recall this I cannot escape the image of the coup-de-grace.  If a killing must be done, let it be done cleanly.  Someone reading this might think I am describing a pleasurable act, and would no doubt ask: where is the sympathy?  Where is the caring?  No doubt the Hitler comparisons will be lining up too.  I do not know if it is pleasurable: the question seems immaterial and I cannot answer it.  I would find it obscene to be accused of not caring (and I never have been, to my face) but in truth, even that is subsumed in the moment itself.  Chris’s family, his invalid son, the fact he should never have been promoted in the first place, all this must be dismissed for the kill to be clean in the absolute conviction that one is acting rightly.

My certainty of this is all the stronger because when the time came, in turn, for the blow to be delivered to me, it was ragged and messy, and indeed I had to do it myself.  After being called in for ‘a chat’ and some lengthy waffling about the situation not being sustainable, I asked, “Does this mean you are making me redundant?” The answer came back, “Yes, I suppose I am”.  That mess continues to be difficult to forgive.

This is the black side of my creativity.  After the pretty pieces about Mozart have been written and cooed over there remains an irrepressible urge to drive the world forward and inspire, cajole or bludgeon change: to defy entropy.  Of course most of my practice is now much more positive than this, but it is to this haunted place that I am drawn repeatedly in trying to make sense of experience.  It is at the heart of my possession by rightness and authenticity, because when decisions that have devastating effects and which come within a whisker of the abuse of power – many would say are the abuse of power – have to be made; no, that is the Nuremberg Defence again.  I was not acting on orders: not the passive voice.  When I choose to make such decisions; for the sanity of my own soul that sense of rightness must be pristine and intact.

Chris replies.  “Yes, I understand”.  He has a caricature voice, the sort that comedy actors put on when they play the part of a pompous official.  It is sweet, often mimicked with affection, terribly sad in these circumstances.  He is going to be dignified.  “Thank you for telling me”.  I feel a wave of love rise up, and I would like to take his hand, but do not.  There is silence for a while.  We conclude with the usual formalities, the letter, the discussion about announcements.

So what does this say about my values?  There are many contradictions.  I struggle to find something relatively easy to grasp, like the desire to deliver a clean kill with no ragged edges.  But this seems too simple.  I am embracing the three-way paradox of inflicting a truly devastating blow on Chris that will condemn his family to appalling upheaval (for he is a company man through and through with little by way of self-marketing skills in a tough industry), together with the conviction it is the only right course of action, and that there is some honour in doing it cleanly and professionally.  Perhaps what is to be said about my values lies simply in the fact that, nearly four years later, moments like Chris’s redundancy interview still haunt.

A dialogue about this might help.  It is just before Christmas, and Eleanor has suggested our supervision group should get together for a seasonal get-together and self-supervision session.  But dates prove difficult, it’s a long drive for Joan, and in the end just Eleanor and I meet for lunch.  In thinking about the story of Chris’s dismissal the imagery of the clean kill has raised some speculations for me about maleness, the hunt, and the nature of honour.  It might be especially interesting to look at these with a self-proclaimed feminist.

So we lunch, and spend some time talking about Eleanor’s situation, and then I recount the story and my observations about the clean kill, rightness, and the intensity of communication within the interview.  The reaction is stunning.

“Of course, saying you are ‘right’ in that way is absolute bollocks.  You would find it very difficult to find someone to agree with you.”

I am momentarily silenced by this.  Its force is astonishing.  I do not know how to take it.

Some long-absorbed training about how to conduct difficult conversations kicks in.  Start a sentence with ‘I feel..’

“That leaves me nowhere to go.  I feel quite knocked out by that”.

I do indeed feel at a loss; are we going to enter a dialogue about this, or am I simply going to bolster my position and have an argument?  After a while some poise returns.  “It seems that my use of the words ‘right’ and ‘truth’ push some really negative buttons in both you and Madeline.  I need to understand why, because I can’t feel uncomfortable about it at all.”

We return, rather guardedly, to dialogue.  “I just don’t think other people will necessarily share your view.  You cannot claim to be right in that way.”  The subtext I interpolate is: you are portraying typical male arrogance and assumption of power.  Absolute right does not exist.  You are seeking to excuse yourself with ideas like honour and mercy-killing.  Even worse, you clearly enjoy the power your position over Chris gave you.  Not only male arrogance, but you get a kick out of it too.  And you are playing hero by taking on all the redundancy interviews.

I can almost feel the spittle.  The list of my sins goes on and on.

I could just leave it at this.  It makes me feel that my position within a bright, self-aware, post-modern Bath is completely untenable and I should just take myself off to join the BNP.  But instead we manage, hesitatingly, to maintain some dialogue, and I search for common ground and softer words.  “What about alignment instead of rightness?  That sense of being centred, when actions and beliefs are congruent together, that allows you to achieve real movement?” This sounds like safer language, albeit masking, and I feel rather annoyed about weakening my position.  What I keep to myself is the realisation that I do indeed want to move the world; movement is important to me; arrogant or not, I need not just to be part of progress but to instigate it.  But this would surely only provoke an even more bitter tirade.

‘Align’ is useful.  The heat subsides a little.  I begin to realise the way in which my use of the term ‘rightness’ is being perceived.  Rather than as an internally-spoken, dynamic source of energy needed to move difficult circumstances, it is being heard as an arrogant conviction that a given course of action is the only option that a proper-thinking person should follow.  It is not my right way (or the team’s right way), internal and sincere, but the right way, and therefore all other ways, including your way, are wrong.  I can understand why this shocks a liberal, though the vehemence still startles.

We have to finish the conversation without a proper conclusion because she has another appointment, so there is no opportunity to process it.  Over the next few days, however, it continues to gnaw away.  There seem to be questions opening up here about my entire epistemology and I just cannot open my mind wide enough to embrace them.

I appear to be using rightness in one of two ways, both of which collapse when probed.  One – the way I am apparently being read – is within a crudely concrete and dualistic epistemology.  If I bracket out the comments on heroism, arrogance, abuse of power and the rest (which is difficult, because they hurt) what Eleanor seems to be attacking is the notion of talking about rightness at all.  This makes sense.  In most developmental schemas (Torbert and Fisher, Kegan, Perry, Belenky et al) black-white, good-bad, right-wrong dualities are typically viewed as very immature stages in the development of knowing.  Perhaps the enormity of dealing with momentous issues like redundancy prompts a regression (I hope it is that way round) to more juvenile ways of knowing in which multiplicity is blanked out – a sort of primitive intellectual ‘fight or flight’ reaction?  And though I would not dare put these words in Eleanor’s mouth, still less suggest she fits this category, Belenky et al are helpful here in describing the subjectivist viewpoint.  “Subjectivist women distrust logic, analysis, abstraction, and even language itself.  They see these methods as alien territory belonging to men.  … They have … vague and untested prejudices against a mode of thought that they sense is unfeminine and inhuman and may be detrimental to their capacity for feeling”.
  Here in a redundancy interview, where perhaps one might expect capacity for feeling should be paramount, I am building a wall of analysis and logic that might alienate deeply.

The other way I appear to be using rightness (as in my sense of rightness) is also vulnerable to collapse.  It appears to be built on a lyrical, even whimsical foundation linked with creativity and artistic truth.  Although I am trying to position it as a source of energy only, it seems rather fanciful.  My writing about it in this piece has been at times a little poetic; I am perhaps relying on the aesthetic to bolster a position which by rights should have more rigorously-excavated groundwork.  Again, however, the association with serious ‘life and death’ issues seems important.  It appears irreverent, callous even, to bring them together with a fickle creative thought.

And yet, given the paradoxical positions set out at the beginning of this piece – those of, firstly, destroying livelihoods and acutely sensing the pain, and secondly coming authentically to believe the actions are right – this is perhaps not so irreverent and callous.  It may be the best way I have of reconciling the paradox.

I really am lost now, and feel completely deprived of speech.  I need to check what Eleanor understands me to mean when I talk of rightness if I am to find a way through, so I send an email asking if she might give me an answer to the question "What do you understand me to mean when I talk about 'rightness'?".

The language that comes back is still very direct and broadens the critique still further, to include other material from my diploma piece.  I regret that, in this case, an invitation to go into print was a mistake.  My resentment at what feels like being ‘taken down a peg or two’ acts as a noise barrier to hearing what else is being said, even after several days to come to terms with it.  Perhaps this will subside in due course, but I am left feeling that any further discourse on rightness is probably not a good idea within this particular environment, since there are complex equivalences between rightness (which I think about a lot) and power (which I hardly think about at all) that I cannot feel for myself and find hard to encompass.

I said this was a piece ‘in-transit’, which has started in one layer of contradiction and ended in another.  It has tried to set out the historical context for my possession by rightness and authenticity, because of the requirement to embrace an authentic commitment to economic rationalism (a commitment without which action would have been impossible), together with a natural human commitment to the individual lives it transformed on a massive scale. It has gone on to pick out some of the possible consequences of this, including a retreat into ‘clever’ (Eleanor’s word) thinking about logic and creativity, and some of the complex and primitive drivers, such as the Clean Kill, around the focussed moment of execution in the redundancy interview.  It has then been taken off into another direction by considering how that inward sense of rightness – felt as a blessing – might be manifested outwardly as a claim to supremacy, and how the two clash painfully.

In attempting to summarise, I think the questions emerging are something like:

1. What goes on when a moral or ethical path to rightness is not available, and yet one must still achieve the sense of rightness necessary to propel significant action?  (This assumes as a given the personal instinct to propel significant action, of course)

2. Specifically, how may one achieve the authentic belief in the supremacy of economic rationalism that is needed to propel action, and at the same time hold a thymotic commitment to the preservation of richness and fulfilment in people’s lives?

3. Does exploration of the irrational and aesthetic (that is, living logic) help with this contradiction (although living logic is about logic and may therefore be thought of as concerning the rational, it is a meta-logic, providing a ‘logical aura’ to irrationality)?

4. How can one pay attention to the fact that the very conviction needed to propel action in such complex and paradoxical circumstances can itself also be seen as an abuse of power, condemned as such from without?  (And how, given the stretching it already takes to embrace the earlier paradoxes, this is the ‘straw that breaks the camel’s back’ and just leaves, for the moment at least, resentment and apartheid.)
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