Josh's journal #2 - Vestment and Investment

Post by “Joshua” of June 13, 2019 at 7:40 AM

6:30 AM. Lansing, Ml
Lost; North Face hoodie. Color brown, size medium. If found, please return to...

...to who? | know the article well, and can remember the day it was purchased. In Denver, at a
Sports Authority store (now closed forever) on a trip | took to meet up with the family and visit
my brother. The last of its kind on the clearance rack and a size smaller than | wear normally,
this garment was sartorial perfection. Nothing ever fit me so well (I an ectomorph; 6'2", 145 lbs,
gangly in the superlative). | hadn't known until then that clothes could fit, and should; | had
never been comfortable in my own clothes.

Gone now, though. Left behind. Not yet "reduced to it's primitive elements", which was
Thoreau's consignment program--it was instead hove off of this human shore, and floats free on
the listless currents of humanity--or else cast into the rubbish, and Virginia has its bones. Who
can say?

Nevertheless, | find that | actually can reduce it to elements. | can, in my mind's eye, dissolve it
into atoms and void. A feeling of unweaving starstuff. | can let it go, and can convince myself to
want it to go! Can actually begin to see it for what it is; not to miss it, but to doff my cap and
wave heartily as it sails toward some New World. Every garment is a kind of tapestry in this
sense, knitting itself toward doom and dissolution. Try it; there's nothing to it--even the
emperor, as it were, could find that he really has no clothes.

Perhaps it was time. While the jacket has held together in a more or less uniform way, I've
spent the intervening years reknitting myself. I've learned and applied new skills, and forgotten
old ones. I've given up other things, too; my apartment. My furniture. My small library. I've
gained money and time. A little less work, and a little more freedom. | trust I've even changed
my mind once or twice.

A great sloughing off of the old, and growing into the new, that's what | want. A surpassing
even of the Toga Virilis, into a still higher privilige and maturity.

The realization of an ideal.
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