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The Angry Man

Matthew Weiss

The angry man lives in a valley of energy. The angry man sits in a local minimum. The angry man is in the landscape. The angry man keeps his anger like another person in a cage. The angry man watches the cage carefully and comes to conclusions; the angry man gets into the cage. The angry man learns. The angry man is in the cage. Pacing around. Imagine the girl who knows nothing, and knows she should know something, but that she doesn't, and knows that boys tease her, and so she can't tell, since she doesn't know anything, whether what someone says is true or false. All she knows is how they say it, and she tries to judge what they say based on that. And she feels stupider when she tries to call them out on it, their teasing, because it turns out what they say is true. And she thought it was false because of the way they said it. But whatever she says, they all respect her because she's beautiful. It's like small headed people. Servile people. The angry ones, they, well, they can talk and accept kindness, you know who I mean, but they will never be truly at home where they can't babble. And when they can't babble, where are they? Hiding under blankets, waking up unwittingly to bad thoughts. What dreams do they refuse to leave? Dreams of seduction. They are slowly rising out of themselves. What else? Hitting, punching, slapping, tripping, raping, destroying, shaming, seducing and then destroying, just getting it over with, having kids, wandering the poor world with the kids – what I gave you, you didn't give me – leaving the room at dinner, wanting to cry in a room, wanting them to follow, and then throwing them out, not really wanting that, but needing confrontation, something, saying something, the angry man slaps them right there. Like that. What if I disappeared? I am starting to disappear already, says the angry man; my likes and dislikes are strangers to me, and in that awkward space, a whole philosophy worms its way in: trying to see the world as worms, little noodles, mac & cheese, being stirred around by a wooden spoon, and making sucking noises. Why worms? Since without worms, none of this would have occurred, not this thought, not this situation, not this metaphor, not this figure of speech. All things have the same shape. What was the original? The angry man wants to throw the mac & cheese on the ground, but doesn't really want to clean it up. This is why the angry man is angry. He can't just be angry. 

Just randomly, one day, the angry man wants to attack, and leave a lingering hurt, chain the victim to his leg. Follow through with it! Find out what happens! What adventures after that! After that kidnapping. A slight! All of history is a series of slights. All of history as a hidden slight, a damning worldview, cheapening the self, the self who had assumed, the self who had trusted, the self who thought it appeared differently than it did. The angry man wants to shout! The angry man wants to scream! Scream aloud at last these fantasies, these worlds that come into the mind, worlds in which one's gaze is never averted, in which one stares steadily and agonizingly into the the failure, not a mistake, a miscomprehension, but a failure of the unspoken, a failure of that which is just supposed to be there, of that which is supposed to work. There is no way to unfail, only ways to be angry. You slight me one more time, and I'll slap faster than... Why a slap? As unexpected as the slight. An interruption. That is, when it happens, one can barely believe that it happened. Then the angry man starts in on it. I'll break each of their fingers, so they can never... Oh, the victim will laugh, of course. And I'll refuse to do it, I'll refuse to go through with it. And then, when they least expect it, the table is thrown over, and the angry man is there! 

Was the angry man an angry child, do you think? The angry man feels younger when he looks at the young. The angry man clings to reservations in times of distress. Such servile people! Why servile? Are they like children? Are they inferior? Why this respect for innocence, or should we say, the attractiveness, the availability to fantasy of fake innocence? But what is fake innocence? It is like acting without reservations, like the innocent do; but unlike the innocent, these ones have experience. So then they act despite experience? Or perhaps because of experience? Or perhaps such things don't matter to them. Or perhaps they have other reasons. Who are the kindest, seen from afar? Who are the ones the angry man wants to dedicate a poem too? The ones who artlessly don't get caught up in it, but who are caught up in it, but rather see it differently, perhaps more simply, but that doesn't quite describe them. It's not that they stand above it, but they aren't so suspicious. That is, they accept things as they are. But they aren't prostitutes or conservatives. Do they see the best in things? No doubt, sometimes they, alone, see the worst things of all. These are the ones who are so valuable now, the angry man thinks. And then, looking back, the angry man wonders why he doesn't dedicate poems any more. Did he ever dedicate poems? It seems as if that happened. But perhaps it was only the same thing, you know, a feeling, that one wants to dedicate a poem. Who are the real losers, you know what I mean? The one who just keep masturbating. Or just keep being unable to masturbate. When everyone's trying to help. And this loser throws ice on the bed, shovels ice all over the bed, and bashes the victim's knees in with a bat. Staring into their eyes while he drives a nail through their skull. The angry man feels threatened as the victim bleeds out, and continues to bleed, and their organs are pushed through the holes, and the organs spurt out, and flop on the floor, and accumulate in a heap, an ever growing heap, as this dying body, in its last act, tries to fill the whole world with itself. And the angry man feels threatened. And wants to save a few things. Saves a few pieces of jewelry. He takes the victim's watch. He takes the victim's clothes. He can't help staring at the victim's naked body. Does he take the victim's naked body? He films it. He keeps it for himself. He peels the skin away from the bone, and keeps the skin, and makes it his pillow, and and rubs his head on it, back and forth, and breaths it in, and puts on the victim's clothes, and reads the victim's writings, and altogether tries to imagine the victim is still there, but of course, a nicer victim. What are slights anyway? It's when someone isn't nice. When are the people not nice, anyway? Has that question ever been written on? It's certainly easy to imagine someone not being nice. And then one wants to lock them in a closet. And then have them confront you, there, in the kitchen, when all your loved ones are there. And you keep it all inside. Steel. And then politely ask—oh! How the angry man idealizes this moment! How he imagines it from every angle! How he frames it against the sun, and the window, the open space by the table, the ocean outside, the leaves drifting down, the stillness in the air, and brightness of the coffee cups and little silver spoons. And he at that moment politely asks them to Check him into a sanatorium. Please check me in. And does he go on? He shouldn't go on. The effect will be lost. Keep me away in a sanatorium. I just want. I just want to be lobotomized. I just want to be trash. I want to sink to the level of trash. I want to rise to the top of the garbage heap. I want to do. I want to do and not think. I want to be a simpleton. I want to write bad poetry. I want to be castrated, or else, I want to be nothing but an erect penis. I want to be inert, or else, covered in flames. This is what I want. I want to be like a prophet. I want to be like someone who washes tomatoes. I want to be like the singer of an ancient song, rubbing olive oil all over their body. I want to be put away, don't you see? Check me in! Put my name on the register! Since you know, since you know what it's like, the angry man says to the victim. Since you've turned me into you. I mean, we were always the same. You were right all along, weren't you? This is what the angry man wants to say. The angry man can't be angry while he's making an argument. I misunderstood, you see. But you weren't nice about it. You were mean. You thought you were better, didn't you. So perfect, so clean, so intelligent, so far-sighted, so above all this, so able to make distinctions, to really straddle the world, while the rest of us, in a lump, what do we do? We rut in it. We fuck in the mud. We finger ourselves with red eyes. We shit ourselves, we just parade around in our shit, with our shit-festivals and shit-celebrations, our whole shit way of life. And you! So sorry! So sorry I got some shit on your white clothes. How did they get so white? Because you were rolling around in white, clean, fairy shit? Were you sniffing the assholes of other fairies to clear your sinuses, and gulping down their bird-shit like it was mint ice-cream? But you try to comfort me. Of course, you try to comfort me. Why are you trying to comfort me. I slam your head against the kitchen door. I spit in your face. And I go on a walk alone. And I punch your fairy friends in the face! You doubt I can throw a punch. But I have it planned out. I punch them in the face, then the stomach, and then they get ready to hit back, and I walk away. And I look into your face, and I can see in your eyes that your friend is coming for me, from behind. And I roll, and duck to the side, and I trip them. And they're down. And I leave. Servile self-satisfaction! Or maybe I'll meet the victim for dinner and wait until they're bored, like they always get bored, or rather forget patience, or rather remember not to care, and as soon as they do, as soon as it gets to that point: Okay, bye. Knock their glass over and leave. And if they try to follow: spin around and fix them with my eyes and say: Go back to your seat. Go back to your seat. Louder and louder until they do it, they go back to their seat, or the waiters come. And everyone will be looking at us. And then it'll all come out, that this is what you've driven me to. This is what the angry man thinks. And when the victim tries to kill themselves, bring witnesses. That's the thing to do. Witness. If only there were witnesses. If only one could find some sympathy. But you don't really want sympathy, you want someone to hand a new future to you. Just give it to you. To take and interest, and say, fuck all that, here's the plan. The angry man is always planning. Nothing comes of it. The angry man has to learn. Has to learn the ways of new forms of life. Has to recognize his errors, and place himself in context. And in doing so, the angry man can cease to be angry because there are new problems. Interesting problems. 

The angry man doesn't feel the prod of inaction so much any more. The angry man is happy. The angry man feels historical. He feels like a type of person. He feels like someone you read about. He feels like he has a place. He feels like a member of society. He feels like a thinker of a certain school. He feels like he has a particular caste. He feels excitement. He feels like there are things to be done. And yet... there are times... Because, of course, the victim is not dead yet. And the victim wants you to feel bad. Is it a decision? No, the victim makes you feel bad. Well, you make the victim feel bad. It ends up that you want to make the victim feel bad for making you feel bad, that is, you want to ruin them. You want to kill their lovers one by one. You want to pull out their hair until their scalp bleeds. You want to write a book and invite them to a reading on the book tour, and give them a copy of the book, at the end of the reading, since the last line of the story is, And then I give this book to you. I dedicate it to you. And you hand it to them at just that moment. In front of society, so that they know that what you're reading is about that person, that victim. And then leave, crying, feeling terrible, feeling bad, feeling ashamed. And to see them now... What's left of the way you used to look at them? Not much. It's been shunted, and muscles around the eyeball are seizing up, and they can't even hold a fantasy before them, without it flickering, without it jerking, without it struggling away, spinning around, turning, like in a dream, trying to turn a handle, and the handle keeps flipping in the other direction, and you know it's not the handle, it's the dream, that is, it's you, and you just can't keep the handle straight, and you know that if you had a clear and distinct impression of the handle you'd be able to turn it, but it keeps transfiguring itself, until you have to pull the eye out, pull the victim's eye out of your own socket, and you imagine the ripping of the eye out a thousand different ways. 

Sometimes the angry man imagines being drunk. Being drunk and hurting people. Being drunk and forgiving everyone. As if in making yourself defenseless, they'll come to your side, clustering around you, saying, Don't worry about it. And then you cluster around them, the victim. Because you hear love in their voice when they're talking to their fellow victims. And you love that. You love when things sound that way. And you start to wonder, Do they hear love in my voice? Maybe, and this is the best case scenario, my love is very complicated and hard to fit inside a tone of voice. But the angry man is worried about appearing egotistical. So he'd rather argue. He is good at arguing. He loves to argue. He argues with his parents about rights; he argues with his friends about what to do. He loves to argue because he likes to make the best case for things. That is, he wants to understand, through arguing for something, how someone could come to believe it. What does the angry man believe? He is convinced of a few things. He does want validation, of course, but he also wants the fire, he wants to feel like we're accomplishing something. He wants this to be a court-room, an assembly hall. He wants someone to disagree, since agreement is boring. Unless you're touching. How the angry man wants to touch! He loves to touch! He wants to touch everything! He wants to run his hands along every surface, and he wants them to all agree with his hand. But things retreat from his touch, and he tries to talk the surface around to his point of view. But the angry man appears stupider in arguments. And this is something that arguments do. And therefore it is unfortunate that the angry man falls so easily into arguments. The argument offers the opportunity, or even the necessity, of letting one's guard down. One always guards against stating the obvious. That is, simplifying. Or saying what one really feels. Which is always obvious. No one disagrees about the obvious. No one disagrees about how things are. One only argues. Subtlety, that is, compression, that is, allusion is the goal of language: so that all speech becomes a poem and only the most unknown truths find themselves expressed, only the most important things, and everything building up to it is left unsaid. This is the dream of the poet-workers, to wean the world away from words, until a single chirp is all that's necessary to express... Express what? This is the project we are working on. But we already know. And it is sad that we are so angry about it. It is sad that the angry man is angry. What do you think? You guys. Listen to me! Listen to me! Are you angry about it? If, like a father, I grabbed you and slammed you down on the kitchen floor, sweating, put my mouth in your ear, and hissed: get in the fucking car. Would you think, this man is so angry, this man is angry because his father was angry. But my father was gentle; he only did that once. What have I got from him then? Since, you're right, of course, that I've got something. What have I got? I've got a lot of patience. I've got a lot of ability to shut things out, to fall asleep. I've got an ability to be unable to respond, to get trapped; oh, I can talk my way out of it, I can talk my way out of anything. But I say the wrong things; I don't have time to think. The world is walking away. Something needs to be done. The wrong thing. Just want to keep talking. Just want to leave. Just want to get out. But when I have time to think, I want to stay; I want everything valuable. And then I also want to leave, because I'm not getting anything valuable. No! I'm getting a lot that's valuable! But that's the way the argument goes; that's the way the sentence is structured, around a contrast. And I think, there must be some truth in it, if I can see both sides, if I am of two minds. And I try to fantasize my way into both sides, and alternate sides of the bed, in slamming my head on the pillow, drenching it, until the pillow is about to float away under a bridge of dreams. What is this lush world we live it, like an alien planet! Such strange flora and fauna. Walking through a city glorying in the love and darkness is the same as walking through Goethe's forest. Since... Do you think that strangeness is funny? I'm not making it very funny, but it could be; in fact, you could be laughing at me right now. Are you? Like an audience, so excited to be at the show, that they'll laugh at anything. How do they make laugh tracks? Out of the excitement of being at the place where it happens. But what about the other place, where everything becomes damage, and the whole mass of words and things pins one down with their knees, and “It hurts.” When do we become entranced by strangers, and when do we turn to a beloved? How many people can we say we've known, when most of them live in our heads? What anecdotes when everything exciting happens during a nap? The angry man stays in bed until it is dark outside; the angry man would always rather sleep; the angry man hates to wait. To see someone else when having sex with a person is to have sex once and for all. Sometimes the angry man walks, and this is when his head teaches him to be alone. The autumn is best; the crispness of memory and desire. For the angry man it is autumn, not spring, when things start anew. During the summer the angry man feels like the last one on earth. That he is standing at the end of the world. What happens to the imagination when the world is crisp? When does one think about standing at the end of the world? When one thinks about children, to think about children is to think about being the last one left, after the streamers have fallen, and nothing is either important or not. This is how I introduce you to myself. When do you think it's okay to dance? Is it okay all the time? When do you like to dance? Do you dance at weddings? Do you dance in the car? Do you dance in the midst of things, or by the pillar? The angry man thinks that if he talks long enough everything will come out, everything written down already, every thought will come forth, since it is all connected. And then, angry man is right. What are you thinking about? As if all thinking were still thinking, about or of -- it all just hurts. The angry man thinks, That's the profound interpretation. Groans and screams in reality. Who is childish, and at what times? Nobody wants to work. The shallow interpretation: they are not different. What is the key? That we picture the world around us as it is, and yet as if it were our own decision. Go back, repeat. As if each story had its own character. The angry man is waiting for the characters to come alive, to walk onto the stage. The angry man wants to not think for just a second; he succeeds, but not for long. The angry man is angry because the angry man treats the world like a garden. He has done this since childhood: his senses are all aroused, and wildly fluctuate. He paces around the garden, unable to see past the hedges. He sees a cross and a star in the pattern of the flowers. He bends down to look at a leaf, and falls--he falls onto the stone, and cranes his neck over the dirt, and looks at a little stem, drenched in dew. He digs down to the root, and feels them run parallel to his hands, and cranes his eye in, and touches the strings of the root with his lips; he grinds them down in his teeth until they break, and zooms in to the white pebbles hidden there. A cross and a star in the undergarden. The angry man can be found digging in the garden; the nobles watch from the veranda, swinging around each other like apparati, stepping over the holes beneath them, falling, and still dancing. The angry man never realizes that a science of proximity exists, and that there are certain types who sit with the dancers, alone in a room somewhere, and, fixing their hair, tell them who they are, and introduce them to themselves. Never forget that all the senses come alive in goodness and in events and colors! The angry man knows Ovid wrote an Art of Love. The angry man had from the beginning foreclosed on the possibility of a science of people; the angry man, always learning, out of anger, fear, comes to understand the scientific mindset. The angry man begins to garden, to raise children. He knows this, that it is good when science is unconscious, and the game is played in such a way that on the rails of the ancient machine, thoughts burst freely across the angry man and his victim. The angry man does not know how to watch a scene from a couch. The angry man says this, that the victim makes him feel as if everything he does is wrong. The angry man has heard human beings talk like this. Does it mean, he thinks, that he feels bad because of what he does, that is, everything good in him is bad for the victim? Or does it mean, that his things are bad, even for him? Some of us cannot cease, and the mistake is to love it; after cessation, one no longer needs to love things evil and small. Perhaps if the angry man were different, he wouldn't feel so much like Flaubert, a novelist whom he hasn't read. Flaubert was a hard worker. Once, the angry man worked hard too. All of life seemed to the angry man like a library of unread books. The angry man read introductions; the angry man laid himself up flat on his back and wrote poetry into the night. He watched moves; he laughed; and he tried to tell the same jokes. The angry man thought that the loving enunciation of a name seemed more significant than a thousand pages; the angry man loved to explain. The angry man lost touch with the names; the angry man no longer uses his vocabulary. The angry man felt no pang, no pang of sharedness, only impatience, only lack. The angry man takes many notes; and like Flaubert, the angry man once felt the commonness of accepted language too harshly; he too once worked hard to understand it, to categorize it, to destroy it with a sigh, a burp, hanging his head. The angry man felt very strongly that this was the case, that even as society became one with the machine of interlocking cliches, that nothing was new, that above all else, the weary conversation was understandable. For what else was the angry man working? What else was the angry man good at? For what else was he to be rewarded for? It seemed as if something mysterious worked in the underground; that some truth was blurted out like an overtone in the fatuousness of everyday language. Like Flaubert, the angry man tried to unlock the heart of the simpleton, more precious than a thousand ingenious hearts, for those latter talkers, he understood all too easily. And he vacillated between total understanding and hanging bafflement at every individual thing. When every detail—from the fish pillow in the room next to the grand piano, with its scotch tape covering the keys, to the sign in the port-a-potty admonishing, do not drop toilet when moving—gleamed like that jewel of a word, gleam, the wholeness of the matter, some self was jumping between manic extroversion and agonizing grimace, shared between rails. Who is wiping their asses in the bathroom, glaring in the mirror, wanting to feel dizzy enough to die on the threshold of the restaurant? Flaubert too took refuge in the historical; some people are excellent readers. To penetrate the secrets of the past the two of them, the angry man and Flaubert, tried to use their deepest feelings for all men and women, the very movements of their souls, to translate the dead language of the past into the cliches of the present, until, overfull at the beginning, they depleted their supply of love by the end. Even language turned its back, and nobody could work so hard any more. Do you feel like you live in a virtual room? Do you hear those words again and again? When they talked about life, they meant something else. Who shies away from beauty, from pleasure; who begins to fear it; who hides when the sun sets over the mirroring ocean because its beauty is pain? When is everything like a hallucination? When the life in which we all participate is perfumed with the weird. Do mothers exist in such gardens? 

The angry man watches a movie and identifies with the director. Then, the angry man tries to reconcile that large opening feeling with the meanness of his heart, which the director must have shared, the meanness of the handheld camera. How can our creations be so much greater souled than ourselves? As if we mean ones had some secret attic from which to bring out something greater than our own experience, even as experience is precisely what, in creating, we mean ones aim to give! Are these not the secret meanings of large and small, great and mean! Servile! A little man with a great soul. A great man with a little soul. Thoughts cannot exhaust them, but the angry man wants to contain them in a very funny mystery story. For with music in his ears, and the world coming in flashes, the angry man says things. It's not anything I did or said. It's not anything I did or said! This is what the angry man says. I think I understand now. The angry man wants to do some things, like chop off someone's foot. He wants to lay there and plan it out. He wants to sneak into the room, break in a window, and holding them down, saw off their foot, just above the ankle. And keep the foot? Break in the windows of the people who lived around them. Steal their stuff. Make it look like a... This is what the angry man plans! The angry man has a language to express his anger: it is better to go to the house of mourning than the house of mirth. Pains never go away, but the past is reworded on the basis on subsequent events. The memory space is overwritten. The feel of the event and the time diverge, is what I'm saying; it happens when the angry man is angry. What does he want to do? He wants to pluck out an eyeball using fancy pliers and make them go around blind. The angry man wants a lingering hurt, a lingering pain, a socket, a cave: the inverted memory in the space of loneliness. So the angry man is angry! When does he think? Beforehand! And then he lies there still angry. And he starts to see things. Women. Men. Evenings. Structures. Games. Decodings. Doubts. Accidents. Successes. Detours. Returns. Finales. Darkness. Searching in the floating green black jade. I don't have to do this, the angry man thinks. I don't have to perform it for you! The angry man is a dying philosopher when he is angry. The angry man makes little kicks; what do they signify? Like the squint of a vizier, in the costume of Leibniz, the Muse strikes, yes, the Muse strikes: effortlessly, the analysis flows, but not analysis like the wisteria blossom on the snow, but analysis like the good solid horse-like running of water, down channels, through gates, flowing masses of gold, driving punches, like slipping one's body further and further down under the covers, down an endless bed, the cake of dreams, sliced up and eaten, one dark piece at a time, but other dreamers,, for a while, dine, until the need to converse strikes them, and at that one moment, yes at that one moment, the cake is sliced in total, and the pieces are dispersed throughout the world, and those slices of cakes are our beds! This is what the angry man believes. And in our dreams, we can imagine what a good birthday party it was, when we were all together. And the analysis? The analysis flows like molten chocolate down the slides of the cake, into... What? The pool of chocolate! And when the molecules have slowed down, and the dribbling ceased, then, oh then! The heat lives on in the pool of chocolate, where the molecules huddle together for warmth. There, in the pool of chocolate, life begins; although the flow has ceased, the random configuration of molecules in the chocolate begin to form images, just briefly, flashes, without associations between one flash and another. Ah, don't you wish the chocolate had just a little bit more organization... if it were lumpier... had more complex properties... sediment... it could make those images relate to one another. How we want relationships! So the angry man concludes. What strange desires we have, such powerful, creative desires! I am the living chocolate, the angry man thinks. I am under the bed. I am lying down. I am flowing out of a bowl of ice cream, with chocolate sauce, cake batter ice cream, with chocolate sauce. I said, I am the chocolate. Pinned to the ground. What's the point of mentioning gravity? Is that some kind of explanation? I don't think so. Or, but, what do you think? Or, do you think at all about this? What is wrong with you? There's something wrong. I just don't understand why you have to be this way? Servile! Isn't it enough to speak in words that match up to reality? That observation, spoken, includes inner and outer alike, without the implication of having decided to see things that way, since that way is forced on one by the reality of the situation, entered into, well, for other reasons. Isn't that enough? That's what they were like. Who are these people? The other ones. The one who get caged. You know you're caged if you, in recalling what you spoke about with them, you remember the thought more than the speech; if your realize that your words, in what they dredged up in passing, did precisely the same thing, reflect the form of life--a moment of weakness--we step outside forms--of the moment. And what did you do, angry man? You saw them make decisions they never made, inner decisions. And never saw yourself! Not introducing people. What are the rules? There are no rules! There is only perception, honed perception, and the art of love, and freedom from the chains of the Prison of Need. There the inmates roar in their cells like animals, a few demurely exposing themselves through the windows, in the cells, like ignorants, like children, like country-folk, like trash, like former virgins, like innocents, like uncultured girls, like the simple, like the pure of heart, like people who like to dance, like poets, who are staying tonight in another bedroom, I think, but the poet has a layer... when the roar dies down a little, you can hear it... a layer of doubt. A deepness of feeling. Every moment exquisite. Sadness of the loss of an explosion, and the chance to film it. And the feeling is so deep, that reality can't even extend its talons down that hole. And so, full of desperation, so much it is even paralyzing, one separates the thought and the doing, and drags the thought back in time, and stretches it out on the table, and rolls it over and over, flattening it out, and then braiding it in complicated patterns, and ripping it apart, and starting over, and falling on the floor, and baking it in the oven, and changing, and transforming, and being more and more golden, and flaking, and emerging in a burst of steam, frozen into shape by the heat. How does a pastry stand in the way of me and my deed? Slowing you down. And when suddenly a moment surprises you, and a deed must be done, you dumbly hand them the pastry. Because its delicious, you say. The angry man loves to eat! He would be eating all day; but all the same, he loves it when he forgets to eat. How nice it is to be without hunger! All the same, in the material world, it feels a little strange, that idea; and I want to say: It is nicer to be hungry all the time, and constantly eating! But, it does occur to me, that the former would have a warmth and life of its own. In fact, I'm sure it would. You laugh! It's more complex underneath the surface, that is, it's anger, yes, but it's complicated, that is, it's not really anger, it's something else. In fact, the more you think about it, that's a fine way of looking at people in life in this very complex way... in fact, such simple things as anger don't exist! But before all these equivocations occurred, how did you think the angry man was angry? Since he was angry then. That's real anger. What if the angry man has that kind of anger as well? Isn't that imaginable? 

